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Foreword

	From the AMAZING Queen of Magic and Mayhem, Robyn Peterman!

	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 Dino’s Hangin’ Ten

	Take one crazy Crow who knows she’s not a Raven.

	 

	Add the best Flock ever given wings by the Great Goddess.

	 

	Mix it up with an Ancient Greek Dino, a group of goofy gobsmacks who thinks he walks on water, and don't forget the Almighty Shifter Wanker – and you’ve got one heckuva mystery only the Maidens of Mayhem can solve.

	 

	Will the girls find the ‘jewel' in time? Or will Tallulu Parish get sucked into Hell where its inhabitants will be forced to scoop Hellcat litter boxes for the rest of eternity?

	 

	Well, nobody knows but it’s bound to be better than a ride on Uncle Horace’s airboat during a hurricane.

	 

	Feathers gonna fly and scales gonna shimmy, ‘cause That Dino’s Hangin’ Ten and the Crow’s right behind him!

	 

	 


Chapter One

	“I’m dying.”

	Buzz. Buzz-buzz-buzzzzzzzzz.

	“Correction. I’m already dead, not resting in peace, and unable to do diddly squat to fix either dastardly dilemma.”

	Hand shooting out from under the covers, I slapped at the phone on the bedside table like it was a nasty, gnarly palmetto bug crawling out of the Swamp like it owned the damned place. Then I smacked around even more while visions of the very same crusty buggle heading for my brand new, red striped Fendi sandals on the day before the Annual Fourth of July Picnic flashed in my muddled, mushy mind. 

	Suffice it to say, the grubby little asshole – the phone, not the palmetto bug - was out to destroy me. Think bad. Really bad. 

	Whap! Smack! Bam-bam-bam!

	I tried to kill it, but the demonic device simply would not die. 

	Buzz. Buzz-buzz-buzz-buzz-buzzzzzz.

	The bastard refused to go gently into that good night. Although, now that I think about it, the damned thing wasn't going anywhere – gently or otherwise.  

	It was taunting me. Trying to make me get up and face another sunny, sticky, beautifully humid day in The Swamp even as the soul was leaving my body.

	“More like the tiny bit of sense you have left is leaving your brain,” Caroline, the Crow with whom I shared my soul, grumbled. “The Demon – because that's the only plausible explanation  - that possessed your well-rounded booty to drink that many margaritas needs to be exorcised - like yesterday. This is only the second time in all the years I've been sprouting wings and using my head for something besides a hat rack that I've ever had a hangover. It’s all your fault, Colleen Calysta Caviello, you know that means that….”

	“That paybacks are a bitch? Yeah, I know how you operate, Caro. Been there. Done that. Even got a cheap T-shirt once or twice outta the deal.”

	“Yes, you did, and at least I’ve always known who and what I am.”

	“And here we go again,” I growled or slurred, depending on who told the story. “Why ya’ gotta bring that shit up every time we have the tiniest disagreement?”

	“Because – and I say this with all the love in my heart – you are the world’s biggest goofball. And that’s all there is to it.”

	“Well, we share a brain. So, what does that make you?”

	“Screwed, feathered, and tethered to a goofball?”

	“Just wait till I can get outta this bed and make it to my junk drawer,” I snarled. “Maybe duct tape can’t fix stupid, but it can muffle the sound.”

	Now, let me clear something up right here and right now.

	I know that my Flock – the girls I love more than life itself, adore more than most of my blood relatives, and would defend with all my being even more than the cronuts from Beau’s bakery in Hairy Wort – have told you that I think I’m a Raven Shifter, not a Crow. They’ve babbled on about how it’s all my momma’s fault. They’ve explained that she dipped her perfectly manicured and polished toe into the glistening pool of the high society of the great state of Louisiana one too many times and pulled me along for shits and giggles. 

	I also have it on good authority that they relayed the story where she went so far as to tell a reporter from the Shifter Sentinel that she was a direct descendent of the actual Raven who inspired Edgar Allen Poe. How that had anything to do with my daddy running for State Senate, I have not the foggiest idea, but it is most assuredly what she did.

	Therefore, making my besties from the nestie sorta right on all accounts – but just kinda.

	Now, before you go gettin’ the pitchforks and lightin’ the torches, the girls were 100% correct about mom. They were not tellin’ tall tales or stretchin’ the truth even a little bit. 

	My Flock does not lie. 

	Consequently, when they said that most of the time, my momma’s dirty martini had one too many olives, they were also right on the money. It is also a well-known fact that she spent every minute of my childhood tryin' to convince me that I was most assuredly not a Crow – and I did believe her… for a while.

	Well, to be fair, a long while. But, for the sake of argument, let's say most of my life. 

	Then I met a real live Raven Shifter, and everything changed.

	Imagine this….

	I was walking down Bourbon Street looking for the best place to watch the Krewe of Bacchus float, and Fate took control. Sure shootin', that Omnipotent Being was at it again. She used Her wicked sense of humor and need to mess with all her critters against me. It took control of my feet, the bottle of water in my hand, and, unfortunately for everyone within a mile, my mouth. 

	Yep! As I bet you guessed, I looked one way, walked the other, and ran headlong into a statuesque redhead with an almost perfect rack who just happened to mirror my actions to an absolute tee. To the outside observer, I have no doubt it looked like a scene from an Abbott and Costello movie – or a Tom and Jerry cartoon. But, to me, it was a train wreck, and I was the conductor. 

	My bodacious breasts made contact with hers. My hand gripped the plastic Athena Springs bottle with a cat's reflexes and Hercules's strength. Ice cold water spewed like an overfilled fountain on high.

	It was a comedy of errors the likes of which only Fate could make happen. Suffice it to say, Racheal Riverborn and I looked like the only two contestants in the First Annual Feathered Shifters Wet T-Shirt Contest or drowned Rats. 

	(I prefer the first, but you make up your own mind.) 

	With my favorite daisy print romper drenched and droplets of aqua dripping onto my newly painted toes, I squawked, “What the fuck?!” 

	At that precise moment, Rachael– soaked from shoulders to waist – politely and graciously apologized, "Oh, my Lordy, I am so sorry, Miss. I was just…."

	(Yes, she is one of those demure southern chicks, and I love her anyway.)

	Our eyes met. I saw Racheal's Raven shining brightly. She saw my Crow as plain as day. Exactly three seconds ticked by – and then….

	We laughed so loud that the entire row of people watching the parade looked over their shoulders and gaped in our direction. The next night, we both Shifted, and that’s when the lie I’d been living for most of my life woke up, bopped me in the back of the head, and screamed, “Wake the hell up!”

	I saw the light. Or rather, witnessed Racheal's big ass beak, larger-than-life wingspan, and massively audacious chest. 

	No, I am not being rude. I love that girl like a sister because she is!

	I’m talkin’ ‘bout the body - and all its accouterments - of her alter-ego, Rhianna. Duh! Come on, now. I’m not that catty. I love Racheal damned near as much as the girls in my Flock. Hell, she’s why Caroline and I were suffering from the worse headache since Granny Judy beat Junior Samples in the Great Moonshine Wars of 1929, and we were given the honor of being the judges.

	So, now, you’re wonderin’ why I waited so long to tell the girls about my great revelation. And you have every right to ask that very question. But, to my way of thinkin’, stay with me here, holdin’ out on them was just a little bit of good, old fashioned fair play. 

	After all, they'd been tellin' people of my delusions of grandeur for as long as I could remember. Besides, I figured the day would come when I could set the record straight in grand Colleen Caviello (That's me.) style – and lookie there, I was right. 

	Okay, now that you're about halfway caught up, I'm gonna get back to the story. Where were we?

	Oh, yeah…

	Incessantly rattling across the glass top of the gold-framed table, the relentless clatter of my cell phone beat at my poor, hungover brain like a jackhammer on the streets of New York City. Or a jumbo jet rippin’ across the runway at Louis Armstrong International Airport. 

	No. Wait. That’s not quite right. 

	It felt and sounded like a hundred or more toddlers playing We Are the Champions on those little toy drums, xylophones, and pianos as loud as Shifterly possible. Add to it, each and every child screeching the lyrics at the top of their lungs while their parents chased them around the room, counted to ten, and demanded the children stop what they were doing – and then you might understand what my head felt like.

	Now, I have to take another little detour here and ask, why do parents do that? Ya’ know, the whole ‘counting thing’ in the hopes of making their offspring straighten up and fly right. I just don’t understand it. Most of those children don’t know how to count and couldn’t care less that their loving parents want them to cease and desist whatever heinous activity they are involved in. Hell, they’re havin’ the time of their lives.

	I mean, come on. I’ve watched my bestie from the nestie, Maxine, and her hubby, J.B., the Sheriff of our little burg and a Hound Dog Shifter to boot, doing it with their twins – Maxwell and Jamie – and I just don’t get it. Whenever my beautiful, amazing, and fantastic godchildren do something that might be considered naughty, Maxi snaps her fingers. Yep, she sure does. Snaps those fingers twice in quick succession, calmly forces both of their given monikers – complete with middle and last names - through her gritted teeth, and warns, "Don't make me start countin'."

	To which, two of the most wonderful and intelligent children to ever be born get louder, run faster, and cackle like the Loons on the far side of The Swamp when the full moon is high in the sky. From my outsider’s point of view, it looks more like throwing gas on a bonfire than disciplining children. But then again, I don’t have kids of my own and prefer the role of auntie to momma. So, maybe I’m wrong, but I have to call ‘em like I see ‘em.

	Okay, now that I have that all out in the open, I’mma get back to the story. 

	Beating the hell out of the damned phone wasn't working. Just the opposite, in fact. So, if I'm honest, which I always am, even if it makes me look crazy, matters got worse in all the wrong ways.

	I swear the vibrating was only getting louder. That blasted device had grown its own consciousness and was taunting me like a horde of bloodsuckin' mosquitoes on a muggy Louisiana night. It was just plain messing with me, and that's all there was to it. That phone tried to simultaneously drive me crazy, kill me, and send me racing into the streets like a mad woman. 

	“New plan. I need a new plan.”

	“Now, she finally listens to me,” Caroline growled. “It’s not like we share a brain or anything. Or that I’ve been up here throwin’ out ideas to stop that racket like their beads off a Mardi Gras float.”

	Ignoring her, along with the way the room was spinning and my stomach rebelled, I rolled onto my side, lifted the top half of my body, then begrudgingly leaned on my elbow. Snatching the demonic device off the table, I cocked my free arm over my shoulder. Then in one, gracefully fluid motion that any MLB pitcher would have loved to have, I threw the son of a bitch across the room with a fury that can only be achieved after way too many Friday Night Margaritas in the basement of the Hall with all my besties from the nestie and our new inductees, Racheal Riverborn and Opal Osbourne. 

	In retrospect – and on another note - I should’ve asked Jenn, the Pterodactyl extraordinaire who is my sister from another mister, to reserve the Backroom at the new bar, the Drunken Dino, she co-owns with her brother, Tank. At least there, we wouldn’t have ingested our weight in margaritas, fajitas with all the trimmings, and sopapillas as big as my head. But dadgummit all to the gates of Hades and back, I love my girls more than caramel macchiatos, hot fudge brownies, and peanut butter ice cream, and I just had to introduce Racheal to the Flock in grand style. 

	(Oh, and make Opal’s membership official.)

	Make that Flock style, if you get my drift.

	Smiling blissfully as my brand new iPhone FSP (For the Feathered Shifter on the go, don'tcha know.) with three cameras, an enhanced microphone, and a cool cover with a picture of my girls on it, smacked the wall, bounced off the dresser, hit the floor and finally shut up, I sighed in relief as my eyes slid shut. It was the best thirty seconds of my whole life.

	Blessed silence filled my room. I curled back up under my sky-blue, cloud-covered comforter and drifted back to a headache-free dreamland of my own making.

	Instantly returning to an absolutely delicious dream involving the lips of a certain tall, dark, and handsome man with an orgasm-igniting accent and dark eyes that looked right into my soul kissing my own, I was floating on Cloud Nine. It was bliss and Heaven, and sheer awesomeness all rolled into one. But then, my trip to Sleepytown was once again brutally rebuffed. That damned phone – renamed Hades' Hellion because it was possessed and out to murder me -once again started its dance of death. 

	And it didn’t stop there because, well, that would’ve been too easy. 

	The demonic device not only rattled against the baseboard of my newly papered wall but also danced its way across the huge, stainless steel buckle of my newest Betsey Johnson crossbody bag with expert precision and unrelenting determination. Then, as if that wasn't enough, it bounced off the corner of my dresser, hit a wooden heel of my Doc Marten clogs, then landed right on the tiny, multicolored, metal bells decorating the top of my favorite Dolls Kill rainbow platforms.

	“Why aren’t those stupid, waste of money shoes in the closet?” Caroline snarled. “All of this could’ve been avoided. We could be back to sleep and well into getting the clothes off that sexy man. Dreams could’ve mirrored reality since your hunka-hunka prehistoric hotness isn’t here right now. But no, you had to leave a mess. Girl, you gotta get your shit together. You need to….”

	“Talk to the Great Goddess about getting a new alter ego?” I snapped. “I wholeheartedly agree.” 

	Disregarding the next words out of my crazy Crow’s mouth, I threw off the comforter and ever so slowly sat upright with my eyes tightly closed and my lips following suit. There was no way I would let myself throw up. Not only would I have to clean it up, but I would be forced to admit that I couldn’t hold my margaritas and that, my friends and neighbors, was a fate worse than death in Tallulu Parish. 

	So, I sat. And the longer I did, the louder the banging, booming, and beating - not unlike the entire drumline of the Teas A & M marching band - tried to disassemble my skull bit by precious bit.

	It was no use. I was going to have to move, and it would have to be sooner rather than later, or I honestly was going to die. 

	And, in case you hadn't already realized, dying was an utterly incomprehensible no-go. I hadn't even told my Flock what dress I wanted to wear to my wake. As much as I love those girls, their fashion sense can be lacking at the best of times. Except for Monique, I'll get to that in a minute. 

	As just the tips of my toes touched the floor, my brain went into overdrive as memories of the night before came rushing back. There they were in brilliant technicolor, Dolby surround sound, and 4D HD, powered by the best ten-gallon, galvanized metal tub that just happened to be filled to the brim with Edna’s Famous Friday Night Margaritas Hank’s Hardware ever sold.

	Maxine was dancing from one relatively flat surface to another with a lampshade circa 1955 on her head. Olivia was doing the limbo under a mop handle balanced between the seats of two metal, folding chairs while Opal cheered at the tops of her lungs and executed perfectly jazzy jazz hands over her head. Monique had her hair in a messing bun that looked like a lopsided crown and was hula-hooping with no less than three hoops while singing Apple Bottom Jeans so loud I’m pretty sure the entire population of Hairy Wort, LA – our sister city – could hear every note.

	And the mayhem didn’t stop there….

	Jenn was doing some crazy-ass, upside-down yoga pose – something her Mate, a Red Shark Shifter from Scotland, taught her – in the middle of the room while speaking in Scots Gaelic. (Also, something she learned from the finned and gilled love of her life.) Edna was having an intense, all be it completely nonsensical, conversation about the existence of Aliens with no one in particular. (It was a continuation of a discussion she and Jenn had been having for over a year. You see, our little Pterodactyl's parents, although a judge and a lawyer respectively and incredibly intelligent in their own right, believed in the existence of 'little green men' on Earth. Go figure.) And I am ashamed to admit that Racheal and I were standing on our heads in the middle of a granite top table usually reserved for food while trying to win a bet issued by our little Ostrich, Opal.

	(Yes, there was a lot of standing on heads. No, I have no clue what it was all about. Yes, I was praying one of my Flock could fill in the blanks, but that would have to wait as I was engaged in a war with an inanimate object.)

	I feel it necessary to explain that we – my Flock and I, also known as the Maidens of Mayhem (The name of our sorta kinda, but not really because we've never made any money, Private Detective Agency.) – are not and have never been ones to overindulge in anything but baked goods and Mexican food. 

	We do, however, enjoy Friday Night Margaritas prepared by our one and only Eagle Shifter, Edna, once a month. But - and I cannot stress this enough - we each have one drink. (Yes, it's a very big drink, but still just one.) Throughout the evening, we fill our feathers with guacamole, pico de gallo, queso, and chips and catch up on the latest gossip. Later - much later - we return to our humble abodes happier than ducks on a pond and not over the legal limit for flying or driving. 

	I’m worried you might think we all have a problem and need to book ourselves into Bailmore Hall for an extended stay. I need to be sure you know that that could not be farther from the truth. This party was a Welcome to the Flock soiree for Opal and Racheal and not something we have ever done to such a high degree of excess in our long and illustrious history.

	I can tell you don't believe me, so listen up. Let me give you our backstory. It'll keep me from dallying any farther from the danged story I'm tryin' to tell and give you a peek into a past that I feel is much needed. What kind of host would I be if I only gave you half the details, wandered off into parts unknown at the drop of every feather, then expected you to have the teeniest, tiniest clue what was going on?

	A shitty one, that’s for sure. So, here goes.

	The Flock – as we were initially known around Tallulu Parish, to and including The Swamp – in its inception consisted of Maxine, Olivia, Edna, Monique, Clementine, and me. Since we were all born around the same time, lived in the same incredibly small and very Southern town, and were all feathered Shifters - which is the best kind of dual-natured Beings on the whole damned planet - it only stood to reason that we would be besties from the nestie from the get-go. 

	Of course, as time marched on and we grew up, each of us forged our own path
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