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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, download a copy of Switching Hour via the link below!

        https://robynpeterman.com/switching-hour/
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        To every woman who has loved the wrong man and escaped her poor judgment…

      

        

      
        Be proud that you realized you deserved better.
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        Selene was not a whiner, nor was she a criminal. She was a thirteenth-generation witch with every right to avenge her honor. Which was why she’d cursed a fellow witch that she’d been, unfortunately, dating.

      

        

      
        Ethan deserved what he got. The man was a walking slimeball. How could the entire Council of Witches take a slimeball’s word over hers? Why hadn’t the Baba Yaga pushed for the truth to be told?

      

        

      
        There was certainly nothing fair about being stuck in a broken-down house and being used as slave labor. Even if being an innkeeper came with special powers, a great deal of magic, and a strange wardrobe, it wasn’t enough to make her want to stay.

      

        

      
        The only good thing about her incarceration is that it gave her time to get to know the genius bear of her dreams. But love wasn’t part of her fate. When this was over, Selene would go back to her normal life as fast as she could.
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      Any self-respecting witch worth her wand would have shrunk their unfaithful lover’s man stick when they caught him making some trampy pixie squeak.

      “Why couldn’t you have popped us here? I’m not dressed for hiking, Carol.”

      My judge and punisher huffed at my words. “The wandering path from the main road to the inn is one of the best parts of the property, Lady Whiner. One should stroll the path and not rush the experience.”

      “You ordered me to wear my formal black witch’s robe today. I figured I’d be walking prison hallways, not hiking through the freaking woods. My mud boots are back at my house.”

      “Wow, Selene. Did you get a master’s degree in whining? Because you could give lessons.”

      She was wrong. I wasn’t a whiner. I was a thirteenth-generation witch who had done nothing illegal except defend my honor. My family was legendary for their magical talents and their teaching abilities. My parents were just as important as Ethan’s. They sat on councils, ran magic programs, and taught countless witches their craft.

      My two older siblings made my parents proud by emulating the magic they practiced. I was the youngest child. I loved my parents deeply, but felt no pressure to become the third clone in our family.

      While I hadn’t followed in their footsteps, I easily could have. I wasn’t lazy, and I loved learning new spells. Sure, I had some limits, but I was more powerful than witches like Ethan. While my powers weren’t quite Baba Yaga level, I was on her emergency witch list, and she called me often.

      I happily spent my time crafting unique spells and searching for lost objects—or people. I liked variety in my magical work. Sometimes I helped healers. Sometimes I grew herbs and sold them for potions and spells. Being a free-spirited witch allowed me unique opportunities to earn a living and keep a roof over my head.

      No matter what I did for a living, though, I never dishonored my family. They had to know I would never shame them on purpose. Didn’t they? The thought of my parents viewing me as a criminal bothered me. They hadn’t been allowed to be at the trial, so I hadn’t told them that I'd left to face my punishment. I’d have to explain it to them later. Knowing that the Baba Yaga was involved, they probably wouldn’t care what she did to me.

      “Stop stomping and being broody. If you must make noise, try singing. Have you ever watched Disney’s version of Snow White? All the little birds used to come to help her when she sang to them. You could enlist them to be temporary familiars.”

      “You must be kidding,” I said.

      I rolled my eyes when the know-it-all witch laughed at my emotional pain. Nothing about my punishment was fair. I’d had every right to avenge my grandmother’s bed after what my cheating boyfriend had done in it. Shrinking Ethan’s most prized body part had been more than justified.

      If Ethan was going to cheat on me with a trampy pixie, he should have had the decency to bonk her in the meadow of her people. Pixies didn’t like being indoors, so he had to have talked her into it. I likely would have remained clueless if the act had occurred in a meadow rather than on my grandmother’s bed.

      However, hiding his infidelity wasn’t what Ethan meant to do. Why was I sure of that? Because anything less than public humiliation wouldn’t have been enough after I’d dared to refuse his marriage proposal.

      No, that wasn’t true.

      I hadn’t outright refused to marry him because I hadn’t wanted to admit that I didn’t like, much less love, him enough. So I asked him for more time. I needed it to screw up my courage to break things off.

      Ethan’s ego interpreted my request for time as permission to act like he was single again. Or at least, that’s how it seemed to me. Yet how would I know what went on in Ethan’s head? His bonking a pixie tramp in my house proved I’d never truly known him.

      I figured out at the trial that Ethan had wanted me to catch him in the act, and he’d wanted me to react. It was tough luck that the liar got his wish. He never dreamed I’d physically maim him. His idea of me didn’t include violence or rebellion.

      “I can feel you frowning, Selene. Please trust me that this is for the greater good.”

      I huffed. “Me hiking through the woods in formal wear and dress shoes is not for my greater good. My greater good would be erasing Ethan’s energy from my home while he takes a month to regret what he did. If I had it to do all over again, I’d also lock him away until his man stick grew back. Then it would be his word against mine, and his mommy would never have known.”

      Ahead of me, the Baba Yaga grunted. “Now you know why hindsight is twenty-twenty.”

      At the trial, I’d repeatedly assured his mother and the rest of the council that the spell I cast wasn’t permanent. I used the shrink spell once in high school when a wolf shifter got too pushy with me. His manhood grew back in a month, and the celibacy hadn’t hurt the wolf. It had merely given him time to accept that my no meant no.

      I could have done much worse to the wolf shifter. I had the skills even back then. And I could have done much worse to Ethan.

      Ethan was a devious snake and deserved it. He hadn’t owned his betrayal of me and taken his punishment like a grown-up. No, he’d wanted his parents involved so he could lie to them about me.

      Lord and Lady Meagan were helicopter parents of their forty-year-old teenager, which is just as pathetic as it sounds. They were also fools for never seeing the truth about their son, but then so was I for letting Ethan move in with me.

      My instincts had shouted at me not to do it, but I’d done it anyway. Why? Because it had been nice to have company at night. Looking back, I should have just gotten a dog—a big, giant dog I could have trained to bite Ethan in the ass.

      At the trial, the pixie-bonking man who’d asked me to marry him sounded so sincerely confused that even the Baba Yaga had believed him to be innocent. It never once crossed my mind that she wouldn’t believe me over him. Yet the proof of my foolishness vibrated with impatience beside me, staring at the entrance's broken steps and porch just as hard as I was.

      Usually, I respected the Baba Yaga. She was Carol to her witch friends, a select group of hand-picked magicals that no longer included me.

      I didn’t understand her defection at all. We’d worked together many times. She knew what kind of witch I was. That’s what hurt the most.

      I had believed we were friends. Not that I would make that mistake again after the never-wrong Baba Yaga declared I was stuck here until Ethan’s man stick grew back.

      I had no choice except to call that a hard lesson learned.

      Between Carol doling out punishment and Ethan lying, I hadn’t smiled in several weeks. I hadn’t even left my house after the trial.

      Telling my parents or siblings would have brought more lectures, so that had been out. Like most witches, I enjoyed my privacy, but being this alone was more than even I could stand.

      The one genuine mistake I’d made, outside of sleeping with the most wicked male witch I knew, was forgetting that Ethan’s overprotective mother served on the Baba Yaga's Council of Witches.

      Lady Meagan hadn’t cared that I’d let the squeaking pixie run out of the bedroom before Ethan and I engaged in our huge break-up fight. I only did the man stick shrink spell when the argument wasn’t getting me anywhere.

      But the cowardly female Ethan bonked was no better than my former boyfriend. She didn’t appreciate that I’d spared her life. Just like the cheating bastard I now loathed, she had declined to back up my story, which meant I had no one to help me support the truth.

      I stood in the woods at least twenty miles from any proper town, staring at a condemned inn. It was too late now to be more clever or wish I hadn’t reacted so fiercely. The shrinking deed was done, and I’d barely left him enough to hold on to when nature called.

      Or that was what his mother claimed. No one asked how she knew the size of her forty-year-old son’s private parts.

      And can we say... ewww?

      I wasn’t the only one grossed out by her declaration. His father's reaction was to cover his face with his hands.

      Speaking of hands, it might have been just as effective if I’d zapped off Ethan’s hands instead of shrinking his philandering Johnson. Maybe Carol would have laughed at my creativity and let me off with a warning.

      I would never know now because I’d gone with my gut.

      Today was Day 1 of my punishment, which involved being trapped in the broken-down inn. My sentence was renewable in monthly increments until Ethan could make trampy pixies squeak again.

      I sympathized with whoever the Baba Yaga assigned to check the growth progress of Ethan’s man parts. My former whatever would hold out for two months if he thought my magic might endow him with a couple more inches.

      Like I would ever let that happen.

      The Baba Yaga turned to smile at me. “Isn’t the inn magnificent?”

      “No,” I said flatly, feeling zero need to be positive. “It’s a disaster.”

      The chuckling of the witch protectress surprised me.

      Once upon a time—and I mean, like in fairy tales—this place allegedly had been a specialized paranormal hotel, serving only a few select clients at a time. Looking at it now, I was convinced whoever said that had been spinning a myth.

      Centuries had passed since it had seen guests and was now in ruins. When small Podunk towns like Assjacket grew up several miles away, I could see why no one paid attention to the dying inn. It sat in the middle of nowhere. How could it serve as my ‘minimal incarceration’ prison for the next thirty days?

      And I was about to get warded from being able to leave the place.

      Inn or Out was the inn’s kitschy name, but in reality, the place was the stuff of nightmares. Surely, Carol could see that. I hadn’t had many nightmares in my life, but my prison work assignment to get this place back in shape was a dream killer.

      Nothing I’d done deserved this level of punishment.

      The least Carol could have done was make the trampy pixie help me. Her choice to keep Ethan away was wise because I would definitely kill him the next time I had a chance.

      The bastard cried crocodile tears at my trial—cried and whined that he didn’t understand why I was so upset. I still couldn’t believe his nerve. Because of his award-winning acting, I would have to do manual labor in the middle of nowhere for a month.

      I stared at the dilapidated house. How was I supposed to fix this place if I couldn’t use my magic
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