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      Blast Off with us into the Magic and Mayhem Universe! 

      

      I’m Robyn Peterman, the creator of the Magic and Mayhem Series and I’d like to invite you to my Magic and Mayhem Universe.

      

      What is the Magic and Mayhem Universe, you may ask?

      

      Well, let me explain…

      

      It’s basically authorized fan fiction written by some amazing authors that I stalked and blackmailed! KIDDING! I was lucky and blessed to have some brilliant authors say yes! They have written brand new stories using my world and some of my characters. And let me tell you…the results are hilarious!

      

      So here it is! Blast off with us into the hilarious Magic and Mayhem Universe. Side splitting books by fantabulous authors! Check out each and every one. You will laugh your way to a magical HEA!

      

      For all the stories, go to https://magicandmayhemuniverse.com/. Grab your copy today!

      And if you would like to read the book that started all the madness, Switching Hour is FREE!

      https://robynpeterman.com/switching-hour/
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      I never thought I'd be a Christmas witch. But that's exactly where I find myself, along with my friends Abbi and Gracie, at the Ho, Ho, Ho Academy. Baba Yaga, Scroogess, and the Witches Council sent us here to learn the magic of Christmas and become its guardians.

      I, however, despise everything about the holiday. The decorations, the carols, the cheesy movies - they all make me cringe. I have no interest in spreading joy or cheer. And to make matters worse, I meet Cristof, the heir to the Santa Claus legacy. He's kind, patient, and genuinely cares about others, which immediately puts him at odds with me. I can't stand his love for Christmas, and he can't understand my hatred for it, especially considering my first name is Holli.

      As we navigate our training and prepare for the most important holiday of the year, tensions rise between me and Cristof. But when a sinister force threatens to ruin Christmas for everyone, we must put our differences aside and work together to save the holiday. Can I overcome my dislike of Christmas and become the witch I was meant to be? Maybe. Will Cristof and I find common ground and perhaps even love? Possibly. Or will my hatred for the season ruin everything, including my chance for love?

      Find out in "Xmas Burnout", a heartwarming and magical tale of unlikely friendships, holiday spirit, and the power of love.
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          SUMMONED TO THE WITCHES COUNCIL

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Holli

      

      

      

      I stood nervously outside the door to the Witches Council, flanked by my friends Abbi and Gracie. We had been summoned to appear before the council, and I couldn't shake the feeling that something bad was going to happen.

      The room was grand and imposing, with high ceilings and walls lined with ancient books and artifacts. At the center of the room sat a long table, surrounded by three witches and three warlocks. It was obvious they were waiting on someone else, when suddenly the room filled with glowing purple smoke and sparkling bubbles. The sparkles fanned out into a rainbow of colors that whipped through the air, blowing everyone willy-nilly. I felt dizzy and disoriented, but Baba Yaga’s voice cut through the chaos. Once I regained my bearings, I quickly understood why her entrances were infamous and occasionally dangerous.

      "Welcome, Holli, Abbi, and Gracie. You have been expelled from your previous school, and the Witches Council has deemed it necessary to send you to Ho, Ho, Ho Academy. You will be trained to become Christmas witches and take your place in our community."

      “Oh, for Goddess’s sake, Baba Yaga! Must you always be such a blowhard,” Zelda interrupted with a roll of her eyes.

      I watched with fascination as Baba Yaga – the most powerful and horrendously dressed witch in existence - address her attacker. She had blonde hair, long manicured fingers, and a serene smile that was a bit scary. Not to mention, she was dressed like someone from the eighties. Her outfit was a neon pink and green spandex bodysuit with shoulder pads that could rival any football player’s. She wore chunky bracelets and a large gold belt that clashed horribly with her bright blue eye shadow. Although Baba Yaga was 300 years old, she looked like she was in her mid-thirties.

      “Bite me, Zelda. You may be the Healer of Shifters or as you so often refer to yourself as the Shifter Wanker, but I’m the highest-ranking witch in this building. I haven’t retired yet and don’t you forget it.”

      Enthralled by the scene playing out before me, Abbi, Gracie and I watched in shock as the two powerful witches threw insults back and forth at one another without blinking an eye.

      “Just because you’re bonking my father doesn’t mean I’m afraid of you Baba Yaga. Sit your bony ass down so that we can explain to these young ladies why they’re being sent to Ho, Ho, Ho Academy with a little more finesse. I swear you’re like a bull in a china shop.”

      Baba Yaga glared at Zelda before she walked around the table and took her seat. “And don’t you forget it. I can throw you back into the pokey if you don’t adjust your attitude.”

      When Zelda raised her eyebrow at Baba Yaga and smirked like she didn’t have a care in the world, I knew I wanted to be like her when I grew up. A woman who was balls to the wall and didn’t take shit from anyone. Not even the most powerful witch in the Universe.

      Not only was Zelda sassy and witty, but she was also beautiful. She had curly auburn hair, green eyes, and a petite frame. The Shifter Whisperer was the epitome of fashion, wearing a sleek black dress and a matching cape. Her light and dark magic shown from her eyes. And then there was Scroogess – the current Christmas witch. She was a gorgeous blonde with crystal blue eyes, a tall frame and a slim body like that of a runway model. But her frustration was evident as she sat with a scowl on her face. It seemed they needed three new witches fast, and we were their last resort. The other council members were just as striking, but they chose to remain quite during the entire process. It was obvious Baba Yaga, Zelda and Scroogess were running the show.

      I didn't want to go to Ho, Ho, Ho Academy, but it seemed like we had no choice.

      Scroogess spoke up, her frustration palpable. "We need new witches, and we need them fast. You three are our only hope."

      I groaned inwardly. I had heard of Ho, Ho, Ho Academy before. It was a school for Christmas witches, and everything about it sounded like Christmas on steroids. Did I forget to mention I hate Christmas.

      “No way,” I said, crossing my arms over my chest. “I’m not going to some ridiculous academy that’s all about Christmas.

      Gracie and Abbi tried to reason with me, but I was having none of it. Baba Yaga, on the other hand, was not amused.

      “You don’t have a choice,” she snapped. “You are the next generation of Christmas witches, and it’s time for you to start your training. The decision has been made, and if you don’t abide by it, I will throw you in the pokey along with Zelda.”

      I knew better than to argue with Baba Yaga. She was a powerful witch, and I didn’t want to end up in her jail cell.

      Baba Yaga glared at us as Zelda rolled her eyes again like she was annoyed with the whole process. “You ladies have one week to pack your bags and get your affairs in order.

      With a heavy heart, I nodded in agreement. We were going to Ho, Ho, Ho Academy whether I liked it or not.

      I swallowed hard, trying to hide my fear. I didn't know what lay ahead of us at Ho, Ho, Ho Academy, but I knew it couldn't be good.
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          WELCOME TO HO, HO, HO ACADEMY

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Holli

      

      

      
      One Week Later

      
      As the train pulled into the station at Ho, Ho, Ho Academy, I couldn't help but feel a sense of dread wash over me. I knew what I was getting into, of course - I was here to train as a Christmas witch, after all. But seeing the throngs of happy, jolly people dressed in their Christmas best made me feel like a fish out of water.

      I looked over at my two best friends, Gracie and Abbi, who were dressed in their usual black and gray outfits. They looked just as out of place as I felt, and I knew we were all thinking the same thing: what have we gotten ourselves into?

      As we made our way through the crowded station and into the halls of the academy, I couldn't help but notice the stark contrast between our outfits and those of the other students. Everywhere I looked, there were red and green sweaters, candy cane-striped leggings, and Santa hats.

      Gracie and Abbi were dressed in their usual leather jackets and combat boots, and I had on a black hoodie and ripped jeans. We must have looked like a bunch of grumpy goth kids in a sea of Christmas cheer.

      I could feel the stares and whispers as we walked by, and I tried my best to ignore them. But the incessant ringing of jingle bells and the cheerful holiday music blasting from the speakers was making me feel more and more agitated by the minute.

      By the time we made it to our dormitory, I was practically fuming. I knew I had to find a way to deal with all this Christmas nonsense if I was going to make it through the semester. But for now, all I wanted to do was crawl into bed and try to forget that I was stuck at Ho, Ho, Ho Academy for the foreseeable future.

      As we walked through the halls of Ho, Ho, Ho Academy, we finally arrived at our dormitory. It was called the Candy Cane Cottage, and it looked like a gingerbread house. The walls were made of candy canes, and the roof was decorated with icing and gumdrops. I couldn't help but think it was all a bit too much.

      As we stepped inside, we were greeted by the head witch of the dormitory, who introduced herself as Frostina the Icicle Witch. She looked like a drill sergeant, with a stern expression and a frosty demeanor.

      "Welcome to the Candy Cane Cottage," she said, her voice as cold as ice. "You will abide by my rules if you wish to remain here."

      She went on to explain the do's and don'ts, including a curfew of 10:00 PM and breakfast starting at 5:00 AM. We were not allowed to see Santa's real workshop, which was a disappointment for me. I had always been curious about the man in the red suit.

      Frostina's rudeness was a bit off-putting, and I couldn't help but make a snide remark under my breath. “Who peed in her hot chocolate this morning?” Abbi and Gracie snickered beside me, but I knew we had to abide by the rules if we wanted to make it through our training at the academy. The last thing we needed was another run in with Baba Yaga. But overall, Abbi and Gracie, seemed to love the dormitory and the room.

      The room was decorated with red and green accents, and the beds were shaped like sleighs. The walls were adorned with stockings and wreaths, and the air was filled with the scent of peppermint and cinnamon.

      Abbi and Gracie bounced around the room, admiring the decorations and the view from the window. I couldn't help but feel like I didn't belong. Everything was too cheery and too Christmassy for my taste.

      As we settled into our beds for the night, I couldn't help but feel homesick. I missed my old life, where I could be alone with my thoughts and my spells. But as I looked over at my friends, who were already fast asleep with smiles on their faces, I knew I wasn't alone in this strange new world.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The next morning, we walked into the cafeteria, feeling a little out of place. Everyone else was dressed in their Christmas garb, with Santa hats and tinsel accessories. Meanwhile, we were dressed in our usual black and gray outfits, trying our best to blend in with the crowd.

      As I looked around, I couldn't help but be fascinated with all the different species. There were Christmas elves with pointy ears and red and green clothing. Christmas Fae with delicate wings and glittering outfits. Christmas Fairies with sparkly wands and flowing dresses. Nutcrackers with their wooden exterior and festive uniforms. And of course, there were Christmas Warlocks and Christmas Witches, all dressed in their finest holiday attire.

      It was clear that everyone had their little clicks, and we weren't sure where we fit in. Abbi and Gracie were usually good at making friends, but even they looked a little lost in this crowd. We had always been outsiders, but this felt like a whole new level.

      As we walked further into the cafeteria, everyone stopped talking and stared at us like we were aliens. I felt apprehensive and was starting to rethink our decision to attend Ho, Ho, Ho Academy.

      That's when three guys walked up to us. While I felt a little relieved that someone was being friendly to us, I was still skeptical.

      "Hey there," a tall, dark-haired guy with a muscular build, chiseled jawline and warm, friendly smile said. His dark hair is styled perfectly, framing his face, and his silver eyes sparkle with joy and excitement. He has a certain charisma about him that draws people in and puts them at ease. "I'm Cristof Nicklaus. This here is Dane Poindexter and Jack Snow."

      We introduced ourselves in return. “Hi, I’m Holli Jacobson. This here is Abbi Phillips and Gracie Knight.”

      "Don't worry about everyone staring. They're just not used to seeing new faces. It’s nice to meet you ladies." Dane said with a chuckle.

      He stood tall at around 6 foot 2 inches, with a lean, muscular build. His sharp, chiseled features, strong jawline and high cheekbones made it hard to look away from him. His rich, chocolate brown hair is styled in a messy, yet deliberate manner that gives him a rugged wild look. But what intrigues me the most is his soothing emerald eyes that seem to shift in intensity when he looks at Abbi.

      His friend, Jack, nodded in agreement. "Yeah, it's a pretty tight-knit community here at Ho, Ho, Ho Academy. But we're always happy to welcome new members."

      I tilted my head sideways and smiled as I assessed the guy who had just spoken. Jack Snow is a strikingly handsome warlock with a dangerous edge. He has jet-black hair that falls in messy waves around his angular face, giving him a mysterious and alluring appearance. His piercing eyes are a bright, icy blue that seems to glint with malice and mischief. And, he only has eyes for Gracie.

      We smiled, feeling a little better about our situation. Maybe this wasn't going to be so bad after all.

      As Cristof, Dane, and Jack invited us to join them, the cafeteria resumed its usual bustle of activity. Abbi and Gracie started chatting with some Christmas Fae, while I lingered behind, taking it all in. Maybe we could make it
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