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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/

      

      Note from the Author:

      It is advised to read novellas one and two before diving into story three. Character arcs have already taken place and the stories should be read in order.

    

  


  
    
      To the light in my life who shines in the darkest of rooms.
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      If someone were to tell me I would be the rightful ruler of the Dark Fae, I would tell them they’re right. However, to subject myself to the rule of the joke of a kingdom, the Light Fae, I would rip my own tongue out before handing over everything on a stone tablet.

      Pacing the floor, I ran my hand through my unruly locks and groaned in exacerbation.

      “Theo,” a soft voice called my name.

      It wasn’t often anyone out of court ever called me by my first name. Close, personal friends and a few family were the only ones allowed.

      Chancing a glance over my shoulder, I saw my life-long friend, Shyla Olsen. She stood, framed in the doorway of my library. Her hands were folded in front of her light blue dress, a sharp contrast to the darkness of her hair. It did, however, jolt the blue of her eyes to no end. She was beautiful.

      “I’m busy,” I retorted and went back to my walking.

      “I can clearly see that,” she whispered as she stepped into my space. “Listen to me, please.”

      “I can’t.” I growled and gripped her by the arms. “Can you not understand what is happening? The long lost Princess of the Light Fae has been found. She’s going to marry that moron of a man over there, the historian, Greyson Dragos Perpetor. If I don’t step in to stop this wedding from happening and claim her as my bride —“

      “I’m your fated mate,” she exclaimed. “Why do you continue to push me aside? We were meant to be together. You told me so yourself just a few months ago. Why are you doing this?”

      I sighed and shook my head. “That was before I realized I would lose my kingdom to someone who has never lived a day in this world. She knows nothing of us, and I need to ensure I do not lose my kingdom to her. If we marry, no, when we marry, then I’ll rule over the Light and Dark Fae once and for all.”

      Shyla shed a tear, and it landed on her dress, damping the fabric. I hated it when she cried. A part of me should have felt horrible for what I was doing to her, but I didn’t and no idea why.

      “It’s best if you leave,” I whispered and put space between us.

      “What changed?” she asked, trying again. “What happened to us? To you?”

      “You want to know what happened and what changed? I’m a fucking prince, Shyla, and there are certain responsibilities I have to consider. One of those is ensuring my role as prince, and one day, king of my kingdom. I need you to understand that.”

      “I do,” she insisted. “But —“

      “There’s no buts involved in this, Shyla. You’re not royalty. You’ll never understand.”

      She took a step back, shock clear on her face. I took a serious jab and knew it. “You said that didn’t matter, and you’d make a change to the decree.”

      “Fuck the decree,” I snarled.

      Bock!

      Looking past her shoulder, the purple fucking chicken that decided was my pet came into the library.

      Bock!

      Never thought I would be saved by a fucking chicken, but here we are.

      “Harriet,” I said and picked up the purple beast. “Have you been fed?”

      Bock!

      “Hmm, I take that as a no,” and a reason to leave the library.

      “Theo, wait, please.” Shyla reached for and took hold of my free hand. “Please, don’t leave yet. Not like this.”

      I shook my hand free. “This is all there is, and I need you to accept that.

      Bock!

      I set Harriet down and faced Shyla once more. “And I need you to leave.”

      Another tear spilled, and my chest ached that I was doing this to her. It was for her own good. I had to marry Cesha, and she needed to accept that fact.

      “Go home, Shyla.”

      I lowered my gaze to the floor, to watch my chicken as she clucked her way toward the exit when Shyla took my hand once more. This time though, with more force.

      She yanked me back, and I stumbled slightly, right into her waiting arms. She cupped my face, and her lips were on mine before I knew what she was going to do.

      And in that moment, the fuzziness of my mind shifted, as if a cloud were lifting. I could see clearly for the first time, and I knew everything that was happening around me— it was all wrong.

      Everything.

      Something had spelled me, and I needed to stop it… and fuck and Shyla. My sweet, fated mate, Shyla.

      The moment she pulled away, the veil dropped back over my mind like a weighted blanket. My sight was still mine but seeing what was right in front of me no longer mattered.

      “I’m sorry,” was all I could manage before I turned away and left the library and a sobbing Shyla in my wake.
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      The sky was clear, the world still existed, and yet, here I was, skulking through the hallway like someone just pissed in my cereal bowl.

      “Shit.” I growled as my purple mascot of a chicken, Harriet, squawked. “Well, if you wouldn’t get under my feet, I wouldn’t step on you.”

      It’s not as if she could talk back. If she could, she’d probably yell some profanity about how she was going to get me stuffed, and how maybe, it’s me who tastes like chicken rather than everything else.

      Scooping her up in my arms, I ran my hand over her head. She closed her eyes for a moment, allowing me to bask in her presence. I may be the prince of this kingdom, but my darling chicken thinks she’s the mother queen.

      I continued down the familiar hall of my castle, the all too telling portraits of past rulers of the Dark Fae, kings, and princes past. They stared down at me, judging me. They would never have let happen to them what happened to me. No aunt would have dared pulled the stunt my aunt did and lived to tell about it.

      Then again, Zelda and her lot killed my aunt. Did I miss her? Absolutely not. What she did was treacherous, and the woman was driven mad with power. She wanted it and used me to get it. Although, in the end, the only thing she did get was blown up and became nothing more than dust.

      Cesha quickly had the place cleaned. Leave it to my aunt to figure out a way to go up someone’s nose and take over their body, enchant them, or whatever witches do.

      The Dark Fae kingdom consisted of the fae who controlled dark magic. It wasn’t necessarily evil, but the darkness could have a way of altering your judgement toward the naughty side. That’s what happened to my aunt. It controlled her to the point there was no humanity left to her. I felt the energy whilst under her spell. I knew how it felt all too well. It was addicting. However, once the veil was broken, I was able to see clearly and never wanted to be on that side of things ever again.

      It was dark, too dark for even this fae prince.

      Turning away from the portraits, their judging gazes never leaving my backside, I decided on a trip to the throne room. Soon, my townspeople would come to proclaim a need for this or that. I wanted to give them everything I could in an effort to win back their trust. Although it wasn’t me who ruled over them with fear and hatred, it was my face they saw. There was nothing I could do to change that fact.

      Cesha even offered to come “save face” as she called it, to help smooth things over.

      “No, things will work out in their own time,” I told her.

      The throne room was empty, at least for now. I set Harriet down, and she squawked a few more times, then ran toward the wall. Nothing was over there, but maybe she would find something to peck at or on.

      Relaxing into my throne, I picked at a scab on my hand I’d received the other day, playing with Harriet. Someone teased under their breath I was spanking my chicken… which I honestly wanted to laugh but decided against it. If they knew I heard what was said, they would assume the worst with punishment.

      I just wish I could laugh with my people once again.

      Currently, I hated my life and everything it threw at me. No one trusted me, not that I could blame them. I was the Prince of the Dark Fae, and I was bespelled far longer than I cared to admit, or even could remember, and the only friend I had at my side was my purple chicken.

      After Queen Cesha and her husband Greyson released me from prison, realizing I was a pawn in my aunt’s game of hostile takeover, we split ways as allies. I have not seen or talked to her or Greyson since. The occasional letter arrived; one gave word of the birth of their first child.

      Yippy fucking yay for the Queen of who-the-fuck-cares. I felt myself slouch even more in my throne, and I sighed a heavy breath. The council would meet today in regards to the
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