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        Sign up for my newsletter RIGHT HERE!
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        Newsletter

        Website

        Facebook

        Instagram

        Twitter

        Pinterest

        BookBub

        Goodreads

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Edited by Em’s Editing

        Thanks for being my rock!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        For Dad.

        Without your sense of humor and endless sarcasm, I know I wouldn’t have made it this far. This one’s for you!
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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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      The Dragons have come to Tallulu Parish, and The Swamp will never be the same!

       

      If one more person says I’m old enough to know better, I swear to the Great Goddess’ green go-go boots I’m gonna get feathery and peck ‘em where the sun don’t shine.

       

      Yes, I’m a Crane Shifter who is three days older than dirt.

      Yes, I’m blessed not only to be dual-natured, but also happen to be a Witch twice removed on my father’s side of rather crooked and gnarled Family tree.

      And yes, I did just relocate from NYC to Tallulu Parish in the hopes of being semi-retired.

       

      But I ask you – is that any reason not to kick up my heels and have some fun? Aren’t I allowed to make a few questionable decisions?

       

      I mean, come on. I have all my real teeth, still know my way home, and can drink a shipload of sailors under the table without breakin’ a sweat. What’s an ancient Dragon tied up in the root cellar of the remodeled mansion I just moved into got to do with the price of eggs in Hooter’s Hollow?

       

      All I know for sure is, that if Clem and that crazy Flock of hers get wind of my latest exploits I’m sure I’ll be tied up in a designer straitjacket and hauled off the Bailmore Hall faster than you can say –

      ‘Holy Crap, Cora C. Crankenbush looks good for her age.’

       

      So, it’s off the basement to see if that blasted man is awake yet so I can figure out who the H-E-double-hockey-sticks he is.

      Buckle up, Buttercups!

      Feathers gonna fly, scales gonna shimmer and heaven help us all, ‘cause I know for sure –

      That Dragon Gonna Blow.
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        Or, as Clem calls it –

        Cora should stick to being a Shifter and leave the Magic to the 'real' Witches.

      

      

      “You’re gonna wear a path in those brand-new, too-expensive-to-think-about solid hardwood floors you just had to have because you seem to have forgotten that we are NOT in New York anymore. I mean, come on. We are in the backass of Nowhere. Do you really think anyone here gives a good gosh damn what the floors are made of?”

      “Well, I…”

      "No. No, they do not. And to put a finer point on it, no matter where we have lived, we never – and I mean NEVER EVER – needed to impress anyone anyway. You just got too puffed up for your feathers somewhere along the way. Once you officially put esquire after your name, your head got bigger than a float at the Macy's Thanksgiving Day Parade."

      “Well, now, that’s just not….”

      “Yes, it is right. And furthermore, who gives a good steaming, stinky cow patty what floors look like if you’re just gonna cover them up with rugs like you do? You need to chill out and sit your booty down. She’ll get here when she gets here.”

      “Is it my turn to speak yet?"

      "Yeah, I guess it is."

      "First of all, I am most certainly not going to wear a path on my gorgeous new floors. Secondly, and in no specific order, there is only one rug in the middle of that room, Dork. It's called interior design. Read a book. Besides, these floors are guaranteed for three hundred years, and on top of that, I added some Magical protection of my very own,” I grumbled through gritted teeth.

      “Oh, that oughta be good. You work Magic like a sumo wrestler puts in Spanx – just wrong on every level.”

      “Not hearing you.”

      "Oh, you hear me, alright. You hear me loud and clear, Ms. Coraline C. Crankenbush. I am in your brain, your soul, your every-damn-thing. You can't ignore me. You know you can't. So, just listen up and listen good."

      Doing exactly what she said I couldn’t, I ignored the Crane with whom I shared my soul in grand fashion – which, as you can imagine, was the only way I did anything. Then I went right back to my original argument with even more verve, gusto, and the good bit of sass I possessed because well, Camila just plain pissed me off. “And, before you get your plumage in a twist, I take great offense to you saying my feathers are….”

      “Puffed up.”

      “Whatever! I am and will always be the most sought-after editor and agent in the biz. I’ll have you know that I earned that esquire after my name. Therefore, I have an image to uphold. I entertain clients and movers and shakers in my home. I….”

      "You don't entertain anyone out here on the other side of The Swamp in Tallulu Parish, Louisiana, my dear. Ain't nobody in Gucci loafers trekking their bejeweled asses all the way down here. They might get pig shit on their Burberry socks or chicken feed in the cuffs of their Armani pants. And you can take that to the bank, my dear."

      “Shut up and listen,” I seethed. “You only interrupt when you know I’m winning the argument.”

      “Well, I never.”

      "Oh, hell yes, you did, you do, and you will again." I cleared my throat because I knew how very much it pissed her off when I paused in any fashion for dramatic effect, then I kept right on going. “I know precisely where we are. I’m the one who made the decision to relocate. I’m the one who made all the plans. Hell, I’m the one who moved us.”

      "Nope, you're the one who barely lifted a finger except to dial your cellphone. Girl, you barely even hired the movers. That was all that sweet little Madagascar Pochard Shifter assistant of yours. She is so sweet, and that accent – oh, Girl, isn't just adorable. Besides the fact that her kind is very endangered,” the Crane with whom I shared my soul, Camila, sassed right back like we were having tea, not freaking out. “And no, I do not think you know where we are at all. This ain’t summer camp, we in the South – the Deep South, but that’s beside the point. Women down here take good care of their homes. They just have the good sense not to spend a frikkin' fortune on wooden floors. Nor do they tear from window to window, throwing back the curtains they paid way too much for. And you need to stop staring at that long ass lane you have yet to walk down on your own two feet because you might stub your toe or mess up the heel of your shoe. It isn't gonna make her get here any sooner."

      “I know that. I’m just….”

      “You’re just freaking the hell out,” that blasted Crane cackled like the crazy bird she was. “And that is not something you’re not used to doing. You like to be the one throwing the shit, not catchin’ it. If you hadn’t….”

      “Stop right there,” I snarled.

      Shoving my black cat eye spectacles bejeweled with pink Swarovski crystals atop my head, I came to a screeching halt that had my fuchsia kitten heels sliding on the oriental rug – yes, the one Camila had just made fun of - that I'd picked up on Canal Street for a song right before relocating to the armpit of the South. Fists slamming onto my hips, I added with a mental and audible growl loud enough for all of The Swamp to hear – not to mention rattling my brain, "It was your fault I messed up. If you hadn’t been….!”

      “If I hadn’t been what?” Camila shrieked. “If I hadn’t been trying to keep your three-days-older-than-dirt butt from sliding down the mud pile you call a backyard? Or maybe you were gonna say if I hadn’t been keeping you upright on those damned heels you insist on wearing even though we left New York City almost a year ago and are now smack ass in the middle of a place not-so-lovingly known as The Swamp where you should be wearing boots?”

      “You’ve said that a hundred times in this conversation alone. Put another quarter in the jukebox and pick a new tune. That one….”

      It’s the only tune I know these days ‘cause it rings so true. And while I’m at it….”

      “Aren’t you always at it?”

       Why, yes, yes, I am, and I'm always right. Just like when I was trying to warn you that the Spell you were trying to work was gonna backfire - like it did. Am I right? Why, of course, I’m right. Now, where was I? Oh, yeah, or….”

      “Shut. Up. Camila.”

      "I most certainly will not. I'm winning this argument. There's no way in Hell I'm backing down now. You never let me win – even when I'm right. You always have to get the last word in, no matter what. But this time – this time, I'm right, and I'm gonna harp on that point until the cows come home."

      There was a slight pause during which I tried to get a word in edgewise. However, as usual, that cranky, crazed Crane was two steps ahead of me, and her beak was flapping before I got so far as to take a breath.  

      “The cows do come home down here in Loueeeeesiana, don’t they? That’s what Bobbi Sue, Billy Jo, and all the other people with two names and those sweet, southern accents say, isn't it?"

      “Yes, but….”

      "Well, then buckle up, Buttercup, 'cause I'm ridin' this train to the end. Now, back to what I was saying…."

      "No, please," I gasped, realizing at that moment that I was again speaking aloud even though I shared a brain with the most obstinate, whacko of a Crane the Great Goddess ever forced into the soul of a woman like me.

      “Oh, hush, Coraline, you….”

      “Do not call me Coraline. I haven’t been Coraline since I was….”

      "Since you were six years old, people still thought the earth was flat, and the Great Goddess had yet to ascend into the Heavens. I know. I know. You've said it a million…."

      “If you know so much, why am I always the one running the show?”

      “Because you like to? Duh." Camila scoffed. “You have had to be in charge since you popped outta your momma or burst outta your shell. However you decided to make your presence known. Hell, probably before that. Which brings me back to my point.”

      “Oh, there is one?”

      “Don’t take your nasty mood out on me. If only you would’ve….”

      “What was your point?”   

      “My point is…” She drew out the words and added enough sarcasm to dredge most of the muck from the Hudson River and relocate it to The Swamp. “That a half-Crane/half-Witch of your age should know better than to….”

      “And that’s another thing!” I cut that crazy Crane off before she got out another word.

      Yes! I was screeching both aloud and telepathically. Lately, it was happening way more than I liked to admit. It was either the good clean air of The Swamp polluting my brain or the fact that Camila hadn't stopped bitching since we got here. Either way, I was doing it, and I didn't like it. But I had a point to prove, and I was damn sure gonna prove it.

      “If one more person, especially you, brings up how old I am, or for all that's holy – uses the phrase 'A Crane Witch Hybrid of a certain age,' I'm gonna grow feathers and peck 'em where the sun don't shine while I whip up a Spell to turn their hair lime green, their lips bright lilac and their feet so big they can't buy shoes – even from Joe Bob the tentmaker's sister, Sally Sue."

      “Yeah,” she burst out laughing. “Just like the last one. You remember that one, don’t you? The one you worked just about fifteen minutes ago. The Spell that went so wrong you’re pacing a hole in the floor, waiting on Clementine Sue Cooper-Thomas to get here? Do you recall that one
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