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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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        During the long days of unjust incarceration, I have become certain that the last job I would ever want to undertake is to become Inn and Out’s full-time innkeeper. If I hadn’t been convinced, cleaning out the centaur guest’s stall would have done the trick. Sure, I feel sorry for him because he’s cursed, but that’s no excuse for not leaving the stable and doing his princely business outside. That man is spoiled.

      

        

      
        At least his devoted bunny butler is cute, and his tiny sunglasses are adorable. It’s no joke that Lord Alfred needs some lessons in modern humility, but I would never consider self-importance a crime. Magickals are all like that. Plus, Lord Alfred clearly loves Prince Robin like a son. That deserves a pass.

      

        

      
        I’m beginning to think that Princess Peace and Harmony loves Prince Robyn too. That’s why I will not let the fairy queen’s spy create problems between them. Temporary or not, I’m still the innkeeper. No matter what the fairy queen says, I still see her daughter as my guest… and maybe as a friend.

      

        

      
        Everyone knows the only reason I’m not trying to escape The Baba Yaga’s ridiculous punishment here is that I’m infatuated with a bear. I don’t know what that’s about, but I guess I’ll stick around long enough to find out.

      

        

      
        Too Sexy for My Hooves is the second book in the Inn and Out series written for the Magic and Mayhem Universe by USA Today Bestselling Author, Donna McDonald.
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      I used a full-length antique mirror in my too-vintage bedroom to check out the short black dress I’d summoned from the closet of my actual house. It was tempting to summon another dress I liked much better, but that would mean even more of my clothes would end up in my prison’s closet. Doing that felt too much like giving in to The Baba Yaga of My Nightmare’s—aka Carol’s—plotting to keep me here. Luckily, the dress I summoned looked good enough for my purposes, especially given the short time I intended to be wearing the dress versus the time I planned to be out of it.

      It pleased me to see that the physical work of cleaning up this old house had carved a few pounds from my middle and transformed it into sleek muscle that looked much nicer beneath the silky, snug fabric. I twirled a bit to swing the skirt around my thighs. Given the amplitude of my glutes, a loose skirt was necessary to cover my hips. It was a physical fact for me that I’d come to terms with long ago. I knew the skirt’s slight swing with my every moment would inspire all the right urges in Farley. I just hoped my appearance was good enough to keep him from being distracted by my dinner preparations—or any random world-domination plan that might decide to run through his brilliant mind.

      He'd never seen me like this, and I was counting on his surprise to work in my favor. My daily attire consisted of paint-stained or potion-stained clothes, stiff with dried pigments, a testament to my messy craft. Why dress better in this place when all I did was sand furniture and dig in the dirt outside? Jezel and this Goddess-forsaken inn that Carol tricked me into renovating magically dressed me in the ugliest clothes in the world whenever a guest arrived, anyway. Thank the Goddess, no guests were coming tonight. That innkeeper outfit was a romance killer.

      The horrific uniform Jezel insisted I wear around guests was only one of many reasons I couldn’t see myself doing this for a living. Being forced to be an ugly innkeeper was as bad as having to be incarcerated in this place. Sure, the magic of the inn was amazing, and the guests were interesting. Even the fairy princess who’d slept with my ex turned out to be a fascinating person and not nearly as trampy as she seemed at first.

      I shook my head to clear it of thoughts of Peace and the friends of hers that I’d promised to take as guests. I had better things to think about—like the look on Farley’s face when he saw me in this dress.

      For our third date, I’d summoned a leg-flattering black dress that now smelled of a scent I designed for myself. Wearing anything feminine with buttons or fasteners was out of the question for our evening. This dress would swoosh off when Farley pulled it over my head. No way would I slow the bear down with clothing obstacles once his genius brain realized he’d fulfilled the parameters of his father’s three-date rule.

      The bear shifter of my dreams was also the best man I had ever met, and I couldn’t wait to take our relationship to the next level. If I’d been looking for something permanent, Farley would be an excellent choice.

      But I wasn’t searching—nor did I want a husband—well, not anymore. I’d come to that conclusion after Ethan’s betrayal. Saying yes to his proposal had been a stalling tactic to buy myself time to plan a way to end things between us. I really hadn’t been joking when I told Peace that her sleeping with Ethan had done me a huge favor, even though I could never sleep in my grandmother’s bed again. It had taken me long to realize that it would have been worse to have been physically betrayed by a husband rather than just a boyfriend.

      After Ethan, I decided that marriage and mating were vastly overrated. Even Carol’s love life was disappointing, and she could spell men into desiring her. Not that I thought she did that, but she used to date more than I did. Powerful women rarely find men willing to take them, magical warts and all.

      Love between Farley and me wasn’t likely because I didn’t feel that level of personal commitment was necessary at this point in my life. That said, I had no issue with enjoying a casual relationship with him while I was stuck here. The bear shifter was handsome, attracted to me, and sexy. He wanted to be with me. Why wouldn’t I want to be with him?

      Sighing, I looked down at my bare feet. I was tall, but Farley was a walking skyscraper. Should I wear heels to boost my confidence at least a bit? No, heels wouldn’t work. I dismissed that thought nearly as fast as it entered my brain. Farley loved going for walks after dinner. Short-heeled booties would be a much better option. It would make my outfit look trendier and make me appear younger.

      I stared at my feet and snapped my fingers. When the booties appeared on them, I looked in the mirror once again. The booties were both cute and comfortable. They gave me a couple more inches, boosting my ego more than my height. Even nine-inch stripper shoes couldn’t make me as tall as Farley. Two-inch bootie heels were the best I could do. 

      A wave of potent magic, like a physical force, washed over me, triggering a surge of panic. The sudden, jarring chime of the doorbell sent a jolt through me, and I swore, clutching my short black dress. The silky black fabric slipped through my fingers like sand, replaced by the scratchy feel of the pilgrim-witch clothes.

      “No, no, no... damn it, Jezel! I have plans tonight!”

      I raised my fist to shake it at the ceiling and saw a new wand clenched in it. Colors flowed through the wand, and each change in hue brought a different zing of power. I held it out for a closer inspection until the doorbell rang again. Sadly, the visitor was not Farley arriving early.

      Grumbling under my breath, I made my way through the kitchen and to the front door with my stupid, heavy skirts brushing against the floor. The pointy black hat perched on my head as if someone had glued it into place.

      Thoroughly irritated by the interruption to my date prep ritual, I yanked open the inn door and gawked at the stack of hay bales that almost touched the porch roof. A large, polished leather saddle rested on top of the pile, and a hayfork leaned against the side.

      But no person was in sight.

      I stared at the hay in shock. “Good Goddess, what fresh hell is this?”

      A plump, fluffy rabbit wearing mirrored sunglasses jumped onto each bale until he was eye level and cleared his throat.

      “Good day, my lady. Are you the innkeeper of this fine establishment?”

      My mouth fell open as I stared. The rabbit whipped off his sunglasses, stared hard at my clothes, and then muttered something about rabbit turds before returning his sunglasses to his face.

      I tilted my head to look at him because I’d never seen an irritated bunny before. My hat tilted too, and I found myself grabbing at it, despite its gravity-defying abilities. I must have looked like a drunk, but more witchy Mary Poppins, because he made strange rabbit noises. I knew I was being rude by staring, but it was impossible to pay proper attention to a talking rabbit that resembled a child’s toy. 

      How was I supposed to take him seriously? Watching his whiskers twitch as he spoke, like a human, was fascinating. His adorable little bunny paws on his glasses displayed more dexterity than I ever imagined a rabbit could possess, even a magical one. 

      “We were told you would be expecting us,” the rabbit said formally.

      Never in a million years would I have expected a sunglasses-wearing rabbit and a pile of hay bales to be at the inn’s front door. He was alone, and there was no we. All I saw was him sitting on the hay. Was he talking about him and the rabbit mother of his twenty-five rabbit children?

      Still gawking at the talking rabbit and the bales of hay, I closed my mouth and shook my head. “I wasn’t expecting anyone, especially not tonight. I made personal plans... a date... and it’s been a while since I had one. Being a virile male bunny, I’m sure you understand how necessary meeting one’s physical needs can be and how they can take precedence over everything else now and again.”

      Dropping the nice bunny approach, the rabbit morphed into Sir Pompous Bunny as I watched. He sniffed haughtily as he studied my clothes. “Dressed as you are, I find the idea of you getting any romantic action tonight very difficult to believe.”

      Usually, I would be insulted at such a statement, but the rabbit was right about these horrible clothes being a bone killer. Instead of glaring at him, I glared at the wand in my hand. “See? Are you hearing this, Jezel? I told you these clothes were hideous. Even a rabbit thinks so.”

      No doubt wondering if I was mentally unhinged, my visitor looked around him in alarm. “Who are you speaking to?” the rabbit asked.

      “The inn,” I said flatly, unwilling to rat out Jezel, even though she thoroughly deserved it for forcing me to wear this outfit. I moved my attention away from the wand and back to him. “Okay. Now that the pleasantries are over, let’s get back to business. Who are you, and why are you here?”

      The rabbit straightened. I felt certain he was trying to add a millimeter or two to his upright size in an attempt to intimidate me. He was so small that I doubted even another male rabbit would have been impressed by the action.

      “Princess Peace-and-Harmony made a reservation for us. She said you agreed to let us stay.”

      I crossed my arms. “The princess merely asked if I would take in a friend of hers for a short stay. I said yes to the request, but she did not stipulate a date nor confirm that your arrival would be today.”

      The rabbit sighed heavily and nodded. “Yes, well, unfortunately, our plans changed. I apologize for the inconvenience.”

      I nodded once to accept his apology. “Could you leave and return tomorrow? I have plans for this evening that I’m unwilling to change.”

      He raised his front paws. “But you’re the innkeeper. Your job is to serve those who stay here. Can’t your love life wait?”

      “Look, Lord Rabbit, this innkeeper gig is temporary. I’m a criminal, and being here is my punishment. I am not a real innkeeper. I’m just standing in for one. The inn’s owner is extorting me.”

      “What?!” the rabbit exclaimed, placing one tiny bunny paw to put it on his chest. “I had no idea you were a criminal. This is so unexpected. What kind of crime did you commit?”

      “I shrank my ex-boyfriend’s man stick after he cheated on me.”

      The rabbit huffed, and the movement sent his whiskers twitching. “Perhaps that explains why your dating life isn’t going well. A witch wanting to date should keep such spells to herself.”

      Politeness gone now, I openly glared at him. “For your snooty information, Lord Long Ears, I caught the bastard doing the wild thing with another woman in my grandmother’s antique bed. He deserved what I did to him, and I needed to make sure he knew we were over. It was a temporary spell, and it eventually wore off. I’m just here because... oh, never mind. None of that changes anything.”

      I liked Peace too much to blame her for this insulting conversation, but I really didn’t appreciate this snooty critter passing judgment on me and my love life. I wanted to tell him to get lost, but I couldn’t. Jezel would probably kill me if I sent him away.

      I was going to do that anyway, but then he nodded and patted his furry chest with his tiny bunny paw. It was bunny cuteness times ten—damn it. I found I simply couldn’t say no to a cute bunny, even if he did have a pompous, know-it-all attitude.

      The wand vibrated in my hand, but didn’t shock me this time. I knew Jezel was trying to tell me something, but I had no idea what. The shock of talking to a rabbit sitting on hay bales hadn’t worn off yet.

      A full minute passed before I let out a breath to signal my defeat. “What’s your name?” I demanded.

      The talking rabbit blew out a frustrated breath and then politely bowed his head. “Lord Alfred of Hutchley, at your service, Innkeeper.”

      I raised an eyebrow at his title. “My name is Selene. You’re welcome to stay at the inn, Lord Alfred, but I have a third date scheduled for tonight. If I get lucky—and I fully intend to—I cannot guarantee you a quiet evening. Do you need further clarification about the situation?”

      “No, and please do not provide it. Can you accommodate large four-legged creatures inside the inn?”

      “No, the bedrooms are up a flight of stairs, and the inn has no elevator. You’re pretty big for a rabbit, but I could probably carry you up the stairs if you like. Would you require a litter box for your room?”

      Alfred made a choked noise. “No, My Good Lady. His Highness and I require only the best your stable has to offer. One stall with fresh hay is all that is necessary. I will sleep outside Prince Robin’s stall door. If His Highness needs something in the middle of the night, I prefer to be close.”

      “Prince Robin?”

      “Yes, my companion is Prince Robin of Locksley,” Alfred explained.

      “Locksley? Like in Robin Hood?” I asked, fighting not to laugh. Wasn’t Robin Hood a fox in the cartoon movie? He for sure wasn’t the rabbit. Was Little John going to turn out to be a bear? Farley wouldn’t appreciate me letting a strange bear stick around.

      I looked around the mountain of hay for the mysterious prince but saw no other animals.

      Alfred’s sigh was large. “That myth involved the Prince’s ancestor from many centuries ago. His Highness was named after that ancestor in the hope that he would be inspired to be as honorable. Alas, Prince Robin has grown up in a different time. Life has shaped the prince differently.”

      I grunted softly, “So I guess he doesn’t rob rich people and give the money to poor people, then?”

      Alfred grunted. “No, he’s a software designer—what most would call a geek. To his queen mother’s horror, he prefers playing video games to participating in real life.”

      I wrinkled my nose in disgust. Games were fun, but they were still just games. I visualized a chubby fox in a castle basement with a game controller desperately clutched in his paws. What kind of games would he play?

      The clip-clop of hooves on the sidewalk drew my gaze away from the rabbit and the hay bales. A majestic centaur approached us at a leisurely pace. I watched, mesmerized, unable to take my eyes off him. He might very well be the most handsome creature I had ever seen in my life. He literally glowed with male beauty. There were no other words to explain the light emanating from his skin. My fingers itched to touch him. I wanted to run my hand up his arm. I wanted to see what the rest of him looked like and whether he glowed everywhere else.

      The wand buzzed and sent a stinging shock through my fingers. I lifted it and yelled in pain. When I looked at the centaur again, my raging hormones were once more under
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