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Foreword

	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/

	 


That Shark is Red Hot

	Take one sassy relative returned from the dead…

	Add in a new business venture with my brother, Tank…

	Mix in a sexy Shark fresh from Scotland…

	Toss in the one and only Lavender Pterodactyl Shifter extraordinaire - me, Jenn Thomas - and you’ve got the recipe for some serious Mayhem!

	Now the Swamp stinks to high Heaven, the Shifters are still stuck, I have mosquito bites on body parts it’s not polite to scratch in public, and Tank is nowhere to be found. It’s another mystery we won’t get paid for, but that’s what it means to be one of the Maidens of Mayhem, right? Good thing we all have day jobs.

	Come on down to the Drunken Dino and Party Like a Flock Star! The bartender’s cute – ‘cause it’s me. The Shark’s red hot. And the Mayhem’s always on tap!   

	 

	


Chapter One

	"I can’t believe we pulled it off." Dancing with the mop as if I was Ginger Rogers and ‘Moppy’ was Fred Astaire, I two-stepped to the music blaring out of the jukebox. 

	(Yes, I am sure Fred and Ginger did the two-step. If not, well, they should’ve.)

	“Guess Tallulu Parish really needed a bar," Tank, my brother, shrugged. "Who knew?"

	"I did!" I cheered. Snatching the still-damp bar towel from the front pocket of my fancy-dancy Drunken Dino apron, I threw it at the back of my brother's head with a perfect arch and amazing speed. "We really can't be expected to survive when the only hangout with decent drinks and almost edible food is Bubba Lou's BBQ & Strip Club. Not only do they serve the worst buffalo wings in the whole country, but sequined pasties flying over my head while I'm tryin' to choke them down is not the ambiance I'm lookin' for. If you know what I mean." 

	(In case you missed it, the Drunken Dino is the name of the kinda sports bar more of a hangout that was seriously needed in our little part of the Swamp, aka Tallulu Parish, that my brother and I just opened.

	The building had been abandoned for longer than anyone could remember, so we got it for a song. All the original wood was still good, and there wasn't a termite to be found. It was kismet, I tell ya'.)

	Whooping when it hit the mark, that was as far as luck carried me. Ducking a half of a second too late, I ended up with said rag in the face and fuzz up my nose. 

	Any other time, I would’ve been mad. No. Check. Livid. Pissed off. And, out for blood. But on this occasion, it was so worth it. 

	Since Tank the T-Rex, as he was known to everyone in Tallulu Parish, had gotten Mated to one of my besties, my Flock's own Clementine Cooper, he'd been even more insufferable than when we were kids and he used pulled to my ponytails fr shits and giggles. Now, that's sayin' something, let me tell you. 

	More than once, I’d thought about doing a whole lot more than hitting him in the face with a dirty white terry rag. However, at that moment, I was just too happy to give a good gosh darn.

	Hands up in surrender but already plotting my revenge, I pretended to concede, "Okay, okay, you win."

	"That's right, I win," he chuckled. "'Cause, that's what big brothers do." Both thumbs up in the air then pointing at his own chest like he was hooking them around the suspenders he wasn't wearing, my brother scrunched up his nose and sniffed with an air of superiority that made Polly, the Pterodactyl with whom I share my soul, grumble and gripe. 

	“One day, I’m gonna drop an entire load of flying Dino poop in his eye. I know I’ve said it before, but it bears repeating - that man is just too much. I mean t-o-o m-u-c-h for me to handle.”

	“Did you spell those two words ‘cause you thought I’d forgotten how, or because…?”

	“Duh. It was for effect, Doofus.” Rolling her eyes, something that was happening way too much as of late, my sassy alter ego added, “I’ve got the flair, sister friend. You know I’ve got the flair, and you just can't hold stuff like that in. When I need to make a point – I make it.”

	“I know you’ve got something all right,” I sighed. “And I’m prayin’ I don’t catch it.’

	“Well, I never.”

	"Oh, hell yes, you have. All the time,” I sassed right back. “Now, hush and let me see what Tank’s goin’ on about. You know we’ll never hear the end of it if he has to repeat himself.”

	“Yeah, you do that,” Polly sighed. “I’ve had enough of both of you for the foreseeable future.” With that cute retort, she retreated to the farthest corner of my mind and turned her back on my crazy big bro and me.

	Snapping his fingers as he put one chair up on a table and reached for another, Tank teased, "Hey. Jenn. You still with me, or are you takin' a mental holiday? No! Wait! I know, you're finally conceding to the fact that I am the ultimate, all-time Thomas Family winner and champion in all and every competition we've ever had or will ever have, right?"    

	Shaking my head and rolling my eyes, I adamantly disagreed, “Nope. No way. Not even if I’d just been hit in the head with a two-by-four while being deprived of my precious coffee for a month of Sundays.” Stepping forward and slamming my fists onto my hips, I kept right on going, “I have and will continue to kick your ass once every day of the week and twice on the weekends.”

	Propping the mop handle against the bar, I jerked my fists into the air like a prizefighter waiting for the bell. Punching and jabbing like I knew what I was doing, I floated like a butterfly and was getting ready to sting like a bee. Putting on one hell of a show with my fancy footwork and dancing side-to-side, I teased, “Put ‘em up. Put ‘em up.” Imitating my favorite Saturday morning cartoon character in true Jenn style was something I’d been doing since I was knee-high to a grasshopper and knew it was something that usually took my brother off guard.

	No such luck this time.

	"Okay, Dipshit," Tank chuckled, obviously not scared but having a good time anyway. "Put your fists down. You know you're not gonna hit anybody. Besides, we need to get this place cleaned up. I gots to get home to my little Canary. "We've got some baby-makin' to…."

	"Oh. My. Great. Goddess." Shouting at the top of my lungs, I jammed my fingers in my ears and squeezed my eyes shut. Trying not to throw up, I flipped between yelling and singing to keep from hearing the rest of the words coming out of his mouth. "La-la-la-la. Shut the hell up, Tank, you big Butthead. La-la-la-la-la. Do not talk about your sex life. La-la-la-la-la. Not only is Clem one of my best friends, but you are my – gag, hack, gag – my bro – bro - brother – hack, gag, hack.”

	Falling onto the floor – as gracefully as possible and with the flair of any actress on any stage anywhere in the whole wide world – I flopped the back of my hand on my forehead and the other across my stomach. Continuing to cough and gag and make the spectacle of myself, I was a shoo-in for Pain-In-The-Ass Little Sister of the Year. "Why would you do that to me? Why? Why, Tank, why? You know I'm a visual thinker. So now, I have to bleach my brain or be forced to carry the image of you and my bestie from the nestie doing the – gag, hack, gag – the-the- horizontal mambo.”

	Rolling over onto my side, still working my hardest to make my brother feel bad for daring to speak of the unspeakable, I wailed, “How will I ever be able to look at Clem the same way? Hell, I can’t even pry my eyes open right now to look at you. What were you thinking? How could you…?”

	"Get up off that damn floor Jennifer Lyn Thomas," Tank warned. The chuckle in his voice told me all I needed to know – although I was winning, he was still plotting something horrible and terrible and most assuredly embarrassing in our never-ending war of One-Up-Manship. "Before I have to…."

	Up on my feet faster than you could say Tank’s a butthead, I grabbed Moppy and spun him over my hand better than any Majorette had ever twirled her baton. Shoving the raggedy end in the direction of my brother, I jabbed the air as if it was a jousting pole and I was Xena, Warrior Princess.

	(Now, before you go gettin’ all crazy - I know Zena did not joust. I am well aware that jousting is something medieval Knights did when they were trying to win the fair maiden’s hand. Not something an Amazonian Warrior used. However, (A) I am not a Knight. And (B) I always wanted to be Xena or at least one of her best friends. Furthermore, or (C) This is my story, and I'm stickin' to it. Now that we understand each other I'mma get back to the story.)

	"Don't even think about it, Tank. I'll mop your face quicker than you can whistle Dixie, then send you home to Clem smelling like stale beer and icky bleach water." Taking a step forward at the same time I gave another mighty thrust of the mop at my brother's head, I growled, "I know what you're capable of, and I do not feel like going home with ice down my shirt or a spider in my pants."

	"Oh, please," Tank scoffed. "I only ever did those things to you once, and that was when we were kids."

	“That right there should tell you all you need to know. Because of the horrible pranks you played on me – your wonderful, terrific, and fantastic little sister - I am scarred for life.”

	"Whatever," he sighed. "I happen to know that you have never – in all your life, and that's more years than you want me to tell anybody – been scared of a spider."

	"That's beside the point," I sassed. "I'm still scarred for life, and it's all your fault. That's my story. It's the one I told daddy. I'm not changin' it at this late date."

	“Well, good for you,” he nodded, more than a little brotherly irritation on his face. “Dad was pretty sure you were hammin’ it up anyway.”

	“Did not.”

	“Did too.”

	“Did no…”

	“And that’s enough of that, he huffed. “Can we please get this place cleaned up? I’m beat. Lord knows we were busier than a cat coverin’ crap on a marble floor tonight.” 

	“We were,” I agreed, dunking the mop in the big yellow bucket then into the wringer. Pushing the stainless-steel handle to release the water, I groaned, “And I got the aches to prove it. I mixed more drinks than I knew possible, and these crazy Tallulunites…."

	(As I like to call the people crazy enough to make Tallulu Parish their home. I'm hoping the name catches on, and we get T-shirts made. Maybe some buttons and those insulated cups with lids. It could be fabulous, don'tcha think? Good! More on that later.)

	“…drank eight kegs of beer.”

	“I know,” Tank agreed. “I carried every dang one of those kegs all the way in from the cooler, hooked ‘em up, then took the empties out back.”

	“I know you did, Bro. And I thank you.”

	“Well, if I hadn’t have done it, you would’ve told Clem and the others, and I never would’ve heard the end of it.”

	“You know that’s right,” I laughed out loud. “As it was, every single one of the girls asked me if you were pullin’ your weight or just hangin’ out with your boys.”

	“And I just betcha every single one of ‘em threatened to do all manner of horrible things to me if I wasn’t doin’ my part, right?”

	"All except Clem." Faux sighing, I rolled my eyes. "That woman loves you so much. It's actually sickening." Laughing out loud when Tank's mouth fell open and his hand clapped over his heart, I added, "Ya' know, I'm just playin'. I'm silly happy for y'all. All of the girls are. Really, really happy. Just keep the PDA to a minimum, huh?"

	“Nope, not gonna happen.”

	“Then I’m gonna let you tell the girls that they have years and years and years of y'all smooching and calling each other those silly names right out in front of God, and everybody left to endure."  

	And by girls, I meant my Flock. And by Flock, I meant the best friends a girl who just happens to share her soul with a lavender Pterodactyl could ever have. 

	As the newest member of the Maidens of Mayhem – the sorta kinda but not really because we've never made any money- Private Detective Agency Maxine and the others set up, and we run out of the basement of Bailmore Hall, I'm gonna give you the shortest and most loving… 

	('Cause I do love those crazy feathered Shifter ladies more than Auntie Mabel's chocolate chip peanut butter cookies and a steaming cup of coffee with loads of cream and some sugar-free white chocolate pumpkin syrup.)

	… description of my girls that I can.

	First of all – my Flock, aka my besties from the nestie, aka the Maidens of Mayhem, consists of seven sassy, sexy, female Shifters who all just happen to have wings. But, of course, we didn't plan it that way. It was Fate. 

	Most of them have known each other since they were little girls, then there's me. I'm brand new to the crew and can't stop grinnin' like a 'possum eatin' a sweet tater since I finally found true friends who accept me for exactly who I am – prehistoric scales and all. 

	(Get over it. I'm southern, and that sayin' 'bout sweet taters was my Auntie Mabel's favorite, and I loved my Auntie Mabel even when we thought she was haunting Thomas Manor. But that's a tale for another day. Check out Clem and Tank’s story. It’s hilarious, crazy, and really sweet, too.) 

	Okay, where was I? Oh, yeah, my Flock…

	Our glorious leader, Maxine, was born and raised in Tallulu Parish and was always bound for greatness. At least, that's what she tells me, and I believe it. That Flamingo Shifter is a force to be reckoned with. Let me tell you. 

	Nothing and nobody gets in her way, not even her Mate, J.B., who just happens to be our Sheriff and a Hound Dog Shifter, or her twins – Maxwell and Jamie. So anywho, a decade ago or maybe it was longer, she moved to New York City to open her practice where she thought she was most needed. 

	Yes, Maxine Monroe was and is a very well-respected psychiatrist who just happened to have had a successful and thriving practice in the Big Apple from the second she hung up her shingle. And, before you ask, no, she did not treat Shifters or Witches or Warlocks or Dragons or anything Magical or Paranormal. Every single one of her patients was human. 

	Stop shaking your head. There's not a damn thing wrong with a doctor who just happens to turn into a six-and-a-half-foot tall Pink Flamingo in her spare time treating humans with no Magic at all, who need to be somebody great to help them through life's ups and downs. It was and is Max's calling, and she's damned good at it. She had to follow her heart. All the girls supported her decision, and I would've too had I lived in Tallulu Parish. But I didn't. 

	Nope, I was in Phoenix with Tank. We’d been out there since I was a little girl. I never really found out why we left Tallulu Parish. All my parents would ever say when I asked was, Family is just like fish. After a while, they all stink.

	To this day, I have no clue what that meant. I mean, we visited T.P. (Short for Tallulu Parish, and extremely fitting most of the time) all the time. My momma was always on the phone with Auntie Mabel or one of the cousins, gossiping about people they'd grown up with or knew from one crooked limb of the family tree or another. It never made sense to me, but as time went on, I found some friends and decided living in the desert wasn't so bad.

	Then Tank went off and joined the Marines. It was hard to have him far away, but it also made me stronger. He would come home with presents from some of the most exotic places. Mom would beg him to stay. Dad would tell her to hush. Then, a few weeks later, my big brother would be packed and heading out for another tour of duty.

	It was all well and good. I had my own life. College was a blast – all four times I went. I have a Masters in archeology, literature and history, and a Ph.D. in philosophy. I taught high school for a while, then moved on to teaching at the local community college. 

	Life was rolling along. Some days, it could be boring, others tedious. The majority of my students were more interested in staring at my well-rounded ass than learning logic, philosophy of mind, metaphysics, ethics, philosophy of science, and political philosophy. To be honest – which I always am - most of the time, I wondered why I wasn’t out digging up fossils of my extended family, looking for the meaning of life, or becoming a Human Rights lawyer, but all-in-all, I had no complaints.

	Then momma and daddy died. No, they weren't sick or even that old - well, not for Dinosaur Shifters. Nope, my parents were killed in a freak accident in the middle of the desert while they were looking for Aliens.

	Yep! You read that right. My parents, The Honorable and Mrs. Percival Thomas... 

	(He was a Judge forever and three days, and she was a lawyer. So it was a match made in Heaven - literally.) 

	...were standing atop Humphreys Peak in the middle of the Sonoran Desert with a handheld mass spectrometer of my mom's own design and the Thomas EID (electron and ion detector), my dad's invention. This handy dandy little
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