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      Frankie stood on the dock next to the American Pearl and looked at Dex, who was staying on board. Part of her still couldn't comprehend that she owned the sleek schooner tied up in front of her. Especially when her taking the boat away from Captain Russell Garnet—the poltergeist haunting the coven—had been down to pure dumb luck.

      She would have preferred it to have been down to her spectacular magical prowess. But with her powers being jinxed six broomsticks south of Saturday by her late mom, this wasn't to be. Despite this, it wouldn't stop her and Dex, her Jack Russell familiar, from enjoying their new living arrangements.

      "Okay, can you hear me now?" Frankie spoke telepathically to the small dog to see if she had successfully removed the ward, stopping them from communicating when the captain kidnapped her.

      Back on board, Dex tilted his head first to one side, and then the other, to the point Frankie thought he couldn't hear her. But then he spoke inside her head. "Yep, coming through loud and clear. I was just fooling with you."

      "Ha-ha, hilarious. I'm going over to Zane's again to work on controlling my powers, but I want you to stay here." To say Frankie was worried she'd hurt him if he came with her was an understatement.

      While she might have regained some of her powers when Hercules snatched her amulet, she was nowhere near in full control of them. It was the captain's bald parrot filching the amulet she had worn since she was a kid that restored some of her magic.

      Unfortunately, her newfound powers were all over the place, and it was for this reason she was starting magic training with Zane. Their goal was to take the American Pearl back to Garnet Cove and pick up her great-grandmother, the infamous pirate Anne Bonny. Frankie had experienced a few pangs of guilt about abandoning her long-lost relative on the island. Pity she didn't have a clue how she had managed it.

      Even stranger was that it didn't matter how many ways Frankie Googled the resort, she found no mention of it anywhere. There were pages and pages of information on the Garnet family, but nothing about their owning a luxury resort. They weren't short of assets either, with family members making it onto rich lists the world over. And boy, were there a lot of them. Family that was not rich lists.

      Chances were slim they had become this rich without bending a few rules along the way. The odds they were squeaky clean were even skinnier, making them a formidable opponent.

      The island didn't even rate a mention on TripAdvisor. This meant the only way Frankie was getting back there was by using her magic along with the treasure map.

      Heaven only knew what trouble her piratical grandmamma was getting up to in the meantime. Even with her brief exposure to the woman, Frankie knew she was a handful. Frankie had even had nightmares where she got back to the island only to find Anne standing triumphant on the dock with the resort, a smoking ruin behind her.

      There was also the treasure that was supposedly buried somewhere on the island. Aside from the gold, the answer to how Frankie can regain her full powers might also lie buried there.

      She was sick of being the weakest witch in the coven. If restoring her magical powers meant grabbing a shovel and a metal detector, she was all for it. What her mom had been out to achieve when she put a restraining spell on her powers was anyone's guess. With her mother killed a little over seven months earlier, now she would never know.

      Following a short walk from the Pearl over to Zane's high-end houseboat, Frankie rapped the heck out of the tentacles on his octopus door knocker. One thing she had noticed en route was that there were pot plants on the deck of The Crate that hadn't been there when she was renting the place.

      Frankie hoped Stanley, the coven leader, had taken care of any new tenant in the rusting metal hulk, and not Gwen. Stanley's daughter would have to be the evilest witch on the planet. So evil that Frankie had had to turn the horrible woman to wood in a reverse Pinocchio maneuver. Frankie kept her fingers crossed in hopes the spell held because she had no plans to reverse it herself.

      Frankie rattled the tentacles again. She was thinking Zane must have gone out when he wrenched the door open.

      "What on earth?" Frankie could not articulate further. She'd never seen him looking this rough around the edges. Not that it looked bad on him, with it even appealing to her on some level. The shock value was that only yesterday he had been his usual polished self.

      "Yeah, I'm fine. Just family issues." Zane ran a hand through his hair to flatten it. In this spiky state, he was giving Frankie a run for her money.

      That Zane was having family problems came as a surprise, with Frankie under the impression he was an orphan like her. Although at twenty-five, she felt a little old to be calling herself that. In the early days of their martial arts training, Zane admitted that both his parents were dead, like hers. He had neglected to mention there was anyone else.

      She had assumed that was it for him as far as the family was concerned. And after letting it slip about his parents, he'd clammed up as only someone who was at home in the sea could. Try as she might, she wasn't much further ahead on finding out about Zane the merman, with him blocking her questions at every turn.

      The only interesting thing she had overheard at the café was that his mom had been a powerful witch, making him a hybrid of sorts. Oh, that and the men in his family marrying witches rather than choosing a bride from among their own kind.

      Now, that had been very interesting. Were they worried about in-breeding? Or was it simply down to tradition, as was often the case?

      "Do you want to cancel today?"

      With Frankie having had no rest since ferrying the American Pearl home from Garnet Cove, she needed a rest. While she hadn't been conscious of casting the spell, it had left both her and her magical reserves exhausted.

      It was for this reason she needed to practice, with the hope being the more exposure she had to her magic, the less it would drain her. There was no point in casting a spell if it left her absolutely wrung out, especially when she was going up against the likes of the Garnet family.

      While they might not have magic at their fingertips, this didn't mean they couldn't make you disappear. Her Google searches had hinted at a lot of their adversaries suddenly going out of business or vanishing without a trace. But there were never any signs of foul play.

      "Oh, no you don't. You're not wriggling out of this." Zane opened the door wide and stood to the side.

      Much as Frankie would have preferred Zane to teach her magic aboard the Pearl, it wasn't possible, as he couldn't cast spells while on there. As luck would have it, or perhaps it didn't, only Frankie could perform magic aboard the vessel.

      She had discussed attempting to resolve this, but both Stanley, the coven leader, and Zane had vehemently opposed it.

      Rather than entering the great room as they had the previous day, this time, Zane headed upstairs. They walked past the master suite and up onto the roof, with the last flight being courtesy of a ladder.

      Frankie suspected they were practicing up there to avoid any further damage to his house. Zane had been less than impressed with her repeatedly taking out his big-screen TV the day before.

      His expression when she'd said, "Third time's a charm" had been thunderous, muttering something about it taking ages to set up a new model.

      Despite Zane looking like death warmed up, Frankie had to hustle to keep up with him. By the time she clambered onto the roof, he was standing at the ready. That he was looking a lot better than he had mere seconds ago told of his hitting himself with a rejuvenation spell on the way up. It was one she would have to learn.

      Looking at the flat roof, Frankie was glad they weren't practicing fight training up there because with no rails it would have been a dangerous prospect. It did, however, give her a good view of the marina. To stall the inevitable, Frankie strolled over to the edge and looked down at The Crate.

      "Did someone rent out my old place again?"

      Next to her, Zane also looked at the rusty shipping container. "They did."

      When he said nothing else, Frankie sighed. What was it with this guy and keeping secrets? "Is Gwen flesh and blood again?"

      Zane laughed before speaking. "You're the only one who can reverse the spell, and Stanley says she needs to cool down before it's removed. He's thinking twenty-five years as a mannequin should do it. I didn't think that was long enough."

      "Twenty-five years!" The old crone had killed three witches in her desperate bid to take over the running of the coven. Twenty-five years was chump change. "Was that all?"

      "That's what I said to him. But he has a blind spot where his daughter is concerned. I think it's down to her being missing from his life for so many years."

      "Tough. She can stay wooden until my dying day, as far as I'm concerned. I'll not remove the spell before then."

      "You must really like cats, Shortcake."

      "Wait? What?"

      "With you having put Gwen into a state of suspended animation, Jojo is technically your responsibility now."

      Thoughts of the fur that would fly if Dex and Jojo had to live together weren't pretty. The Siamese familiar was easily as snotty as her witch of an owner. It was this horror that had Frankie scrambling to recall what her original question had been.

      "And the new tenant?"

      "Her name was Magda."

      Frankie waved a hand in the air, prompting him to continue.

      "Magdalene Zilonka. She's East European. Here on holiday."

      "She's on holiday and she's staying in that thing? Hardly five-star, is it?" Frankie turned away from the rusty heap when the hairs on the back of her neck stood at attention. If she didn't know better, she'd think someone was looking at her. A quick glance at Zane showed he was still staring at The Crate, his brow furrowed. When her gaze swung back to her old home, Frankie noticed movement on the bridge of the Jolly Roger, the large cruising yacht tied up next to The Crate.

      Even with the glare of the sun on the windscreen, she could make out John, the owner, staring at them. Although when she continued to look at him, he ducked out of sight. Weirdo. Zane turned away from The Crate and walked back to stand in the middle of the roof, letting her know the mini-break was over.

      His whipping a wand out of his back pocket and holding it up had Frankie wishing she were armed, too. Unfortunately, she didn't own a wand, and even if she did, she wouldn't know what to do with it. "Do I have to have one?"0

      "If you want to stop draining yourself whenever you cast a major spell, the answer is yes."

      Frankie had always wondered why her mom used a wand on some occasions. In hindsight, it seemed to be whenever she was working on something big. "Would it be okay for me to use my mom's wand?"

      Zane's nod, while brief, seemed to bring about pain, if his expression was anything to go by. "Are you able to get hold of it?"

      "I think so? It will just be a matter of finding it." Without knowing exactly where it was, Frankie couldn't even perform a retrieval spell. She also doubted Zane would let her traipse all the way back to the Pearl to search the old-fashioned way. "Can we practice something else today? I promise I'll bring it with me tomorrow."

      In answer, Zane threw his wand up in the air, and it disappeared in a shower of sparks. "We'll go through the basics." She didn't think she was supposed to hear the "again" that followed, but it still hurt.

      Zane might have called them basics, but Frankie struggled to perform any of the tasks without her head feeling like it would explode. Something else that looked a little battered and bruised was the metal roof, with it sporting a couple of skylights that hadn't been in the original design. Zane was constantly on the move. Frankie being forced to do likewise. This had her close to ending up in his bedroom twice, courtesy of one of these craters. And not how she had dreamed.

      Hours later and Frankie had had it. The pain in her head was blinding enough that she had trouble seeing. Zane allowed her to lie down on the roof for a much-needed rest, although even then he grilled her.

      "Has Stanley discovered anything about the runes on your amulet?"

      Frankie rolled onto her side and faced him. "He confirmed the meaning of one of them. The rest is a mystery. He wasn't even sure they were proper runes."

      "That could explain why he's coming up empty-handed," Zane replied.

      The only thing Frankie knew for sure was that there was a link between the runes and the treasure at Garnet Cove. As well as those scattered all over the island, a closer look since had shown runes featured in the map-key at the bottom too.

      Without warning, Zane threw a spell at Frankie in his usual style of training, wanting her to be prepared for all eventualities. And while it would have been something she'd normally have been able to deflect, as tired as she was, her mind was blank when the spell hit her.

      Unprepared as she had been, she flew off the roof, narrowly missing the wooden dock. Frankie's last view before plunging beneath the lake's surface was of Zane diving off the top of the houseboat, ribbons of iridescent blue streaking out his fingers.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Frankie wasn't sure what to make of it when, rather than being desperate for air, she found herself at ease in the shimmering, and surprisingly warm, blue water. She didn't even feel the need to breathe.

      "Am I dead already?" she wondered.

      Zane blew this concept out of the water by floating in front of her in his fishy form. She looked at him closely; noticing even the shape of his eyes had changed. Not the whole eye, just the pupil. It was more feline than aquatic. This also had her realizing that rather than the water stinging her own eyes, it was as though she was wearing swim goggles.

      Not one to enjoy the water—unless it was in a soaking tub with lots of bubbles—Frankie found the experience novel. It was also one she could get used to. One that she was getting used to until suddenly her lungs were screaming for air and her eyes felt as if someone had sandblasted them. Even the water temperature had dropped enough that her core was chilling.

      Frankie kicked as hard as she was able, breaking the surface soon after. She then gulped lungful after lungful of air, seemingly unable to get enough of the precious resource.

      Zane popped up next to her. "Are you okay?"

      "Are you kidding? What the heck did you just hit me with?" Frankie demanded.

      Zane looked as sheepish as it was possible for someone sporting scales. "Ah, the first was a simple blast hex, but when I saw you enter the water, I hit you with a siren spell. Just in case you were unconscious."

      Treading water, Frankie didn't put her question into words, simply raising an eyebrow hoping this would prompt him to reveal more.

      "I'll tell you about it in the hot tub. Hold my hand."

      No sooner had Frankie done so than she and Zane were sitting in the bubbling water. While she was still in her workout clothes, he was still sporting a tail. When it disappeared, he promptly replaced it with his black swim trunks.

      It turned out the siren spell was one that was used by his people to help sailors who were drowning. It was only temporary, and he'd not used it in a long time, with modern ships being better prepared with lifeboats and flotation devices. Modern sailors could also swim.

      Her headache still blinding, Frankie leaned back in the hot tub until most of her head was under the surface. The be-spelled water had her sighing in relief, and on surfacing, her headache was gone. Even Zane looked perkier than he had done earlier.

      They were both sitting there in the healing warmth when Zane suddenly sat up straight. "Stanley would like to talk to us."

      That was strange. Frankie usually heard the summons too, with the coven leader being the only one able to speak to her telepathically other than Dex. "Are you sure it's for both of us? I heard nothing."

      Zane assured her Stanley would like to speak to both of them. Not taking advantage of a second more of the healing waters, he climbed over the side of the hot tub. With a click of his fingers and he was wearing jeans, a white T-shirt, no-nonsense boots, and a leather jacket. "Come on, slowpoke. Get a wriggle on."

      "I'll need to go home and change. I can't do that click your fingers thing yet."

      Frankie was beside the hot tub, looking around for a towel, when Zane clicked his fingers again.

      Frankie went from doing her best to wring out her sopping wet yoga pants and sweatshirt, to being dressed in a full-length gown of deepest purple velvet. She was even wearing ballet flats. Her being completely dry and also wearing panties and a bra had a feeling of intimacy about it that made her turn pink.

      She didn't allow herself to dwell on it, with the outfit itself being her biggest bugbear. "You have got to be kidding me. Do I look like I want to dress like Gwen, especially when we're visiting Stanley?"

      Zane's broad grin told her he had done it on purpose.

      "Unless you change my outfit pronto, I'm going home and I'm taking an hour to choose something for myself. I'll tell Stanley you're the reason we're late. It's your choice. Go now, or wait." Frankie stood with hands on hips, her toe tapping impatiently, waiting for him to get a move on and put her in something more aligned with her usual style.

      A finger-click later and she was wearing jeans and a hoodie, with gorgeous brand-new cowboy boots having replaced the ballet pumps. This went a long way toward smoothing her ruffled feathers.

      "Thank you." Frankie said nothing else, instead clomping into the great room, along the hall, and out the front door. Zane caught up with her when she was halfway down the pier toward Stanley's tugboat, the Annie.

      "I thought I'd better bring these along." Zane waved the printouts of the photographs Frankie had taken of the runes on her and Anne's amulets. These were so much clearer than a rough sketch on the back of an envelope.

      Until she stepped down into the cabin on Stanley's tugboat, Frankie had given little thought to where Gwen would hang out in her wooden form. At most, she thought the witch would be lying on her bed on the Esmeralda, her own yacht.

      Instead, she stood propped in one corner of the saloon, with her painted-on wooden eyes following Frankie in the creepy way some portraits did. This left Frankie with one choice when it came to sitting down, and that was facing the terrarium. She had expected to see more lizards pawing at the glass in hopes of release, although on closer examination, the terrarium was empty.

      Apart from Jojo, Gwen's Siamese familiar, who was basking under one of the heat lamps. Frankie's relief at spotting the cat was instant. Not that the cat was warm. Rather, it looked as if Stanley was taking care of the snotty feline. Frankie could only hope Jojo wasn't the reason the terrarium was empty.

      Once they'd sat, Stanley directed his gaze first at Zane, and then at Frankie. "I've got good news, and I've got bad news."

      Frankie hated this line. Never was the good news that great. She doubted today would be different. Rather than ask them what they wanted first, Stanley pressed on. "I've been doing a lot of research, and I've found something."

      With her hands stuffed deep inside the front pocket of her hoodie, Frankie crossed her fingers. "Is that the good news?"

      "Not exactly," said Stanley.

      Frankie waited, not even giving in to the temptation to wind her hand in the air as she would with Zane. Her gut feeling was that she wouldn't like what the coven leader was about to say, so the longer it was before she heard it, the better.

      "From what I can gather, there are seven amulets. For us to solve the puzzle and unlock your full powers, we'd need all of them. Or at the very least, drawings of them," Stanley explained.

      Zane placed the printouts of Frankie and Anne's amulets on the coffee table. "Two down, five to go."

      Stanley glanced at them briefly before standing and pinning them on a cork board that sat above the terrarium. It was a large cork board. It would need to be.

      Frankie waited until the old warlock looked at her. "And the bad news?"

      "I have absolutely no idea how to go about finding the missing amulets," Stanley admitted.

      And just like that, Frankie had the news she had been expecting. This confirmed for her that there was never good news when somebody said they had good news and bad news. Ever.

      After standing to leave, Frankie's gaze fell on the wooden witch, formerly known as Gwen. "Stanley? Can I ask you something?"

      "Of course you can, my dear."

      "The blood hex? Now that Gwen is in, ah, her current state, does the hex still stand?" Frankie fiddled with the plaster that covered the paper cut on her finger while waiting for an answer she already knew at some level.

      When Gwen admitted to cursing Frankie, she'd said that, the paper having tasted Frankie's blood, only the death of Frankie or Captain Garnet could break the hex.

      And for the captain to die, Frankie had to transform him from ghost to human as she had done with her grandmamma, Anne. It was the killing him after this took place that Frankie balked at.

      Until she took this step, she was stuck living at the marina. If she strayed too far, it was wham bam! Bye-bye Frankie. "I'm afraid so. Much as I deplored my daughter's behavior, I had to admire her ability to cast a spell."

      "What if I were to turn her back into flesh and blood? Couldn't she break it then?" Loath as Frankie was at the thought of the evil witch being up and about again, if it would mean breaking the hex. She would give it a whirl.

      Without a definitive no from Stanley, Frankie sat again, waiting for the coven leader to spill the beans. After what looked to be an internal struggle, he finally spoke. "I miss my daughter. But I don't want to be challenged for leadership of the coven at every turn, either."

      Zane leaned forward in his seat. "There's also the fact that she killed three witches and tried for a fourth."

      "What if?" Frankie stopped, unsure how to put her plan into words. "Yes?" said Stanley and Zane. Frankie's gaze strayed from Gwen to Jojo sunning herself in the terrarium. "Could you speak to her when she was in her lizard form?"

      "I could!" Stanley broke into a wide smile. "But we would have to time your reversal spell and my skinx spell perfectly. If we give her half a chance, she'll escape."

      "What if I hit her with an immobilization spell?" Zane looked at Frankie and Stanley.

      Stanley already had his wand out and ready. "That would definitely work!"

      Soon enough, Zane was also holding a wand. Instead of a wand, Frankie clasped and unclasped her hands twice before giving them a good shake. The three of them stood around Gwen's wooden form. Zane started things off by immobilizing her. Not that she could move now, but more that as soon as she became human again, there would be nothing holding her in place.

      Frankie started her incantation next, turning Gwen from mannequin to human a moment later. Gwen was still blinking in confusion when Stanley hit her with his 'skinx' spell, and before anyone could say Komodo dragon, she was on the floor, covered in scales.

      After carefully picking her up and placing her in the terrarium, Zane removed his hold on her, allowing her to move again. She wasn't playing ball.

      "Daughter, are you able to remove the blood hex?"

      Gwen didn't respond. However, this could have been because she was fixated on a cricket silly enough to think he was safe sitting on a nearby rock. A second later, all that remained visible of the unfortunate insect was its back half as Gwen chowed down.

      Frankie waited until Gwen finished her crunchy snack and then pointed her index finger at the small lizard. After clearing her mind of cluttering thoughts, she whispered a spell her mother had used on the neighborhood bullies to get the truth out of them. This more than polite asking had let her mom know who had given Frankie her latest black eye.

      
        
        Loosen your tongue

        and spill the beans.

        Speak the truth by any means.

        Open your mouth

        and spout no lies.

        Or risk a nose

        that's twice the size.

      

      

      Frankie's spell took effect, and the small lizard became animated, its mouth opening and closing. Frankie wasn't picking up anything, with Zane looking to be in the same boat. That was until Stanley allowed them to hear her with a lazy wave of his wand. After this, Frankie could hear Gwen in her head as easily as she did Dex.

      "There is only one way to break the hex. Either that odious child or Captain Garnet has to die," Gwen punctuated this with a witchy cackle that went on and on.

      "I could compel you!" shouted Stanley, stopping Gwen's laughter.

      "You think I'm stupid, old man? I knew you'd try that. Not even I can reverse it!" Gwen hopped around the terrarium in lizardy glee at having stymied her father.

      She was mid-hop when Jojo the Siamese flattened her with a single paw. "Shut it, mouthy. Some of us are trying to sleep."

      Gwen, unable to answer with anything but the truth, Frankie asked the one question that had been bugging her. "Does the captain know about the blood hex?"

      Gwen didn't want to answer. She even put her hand over her mouth. It was a pointless exercise with their communication telepathic. The 'No!' that filled Frankie's head also filled her with relief. The rest of Gwen's answer filled her with dread.

      "I want the privilege of killing you myself." There wasn't the slightest remorse in Gwen's tone, only regret at having failed in her mission. And with Gwen saying she wants to kill rather than wanting to kill, Frankie knew the evil old lizard still had hopes of knocking her off.

      Frankie didn't know why she was the target of Gwen's hatred. Other than her catching the old witch and foiling her plans instead of dying like the spectral witches before her. Yeah, that could do it.

      The rant that followed was enough to have Jojo slamming another paw down on the witchy lizard. "If you don't shut it, you'll be lunch!"

      "Ah, I think it might be best if you silenced her now." Frankie wasn't sure if anyone else believed Jojo's threat of annihilation, but she'd hate to see Stanley faced with watching his daughter being eaten by her familiar.

      

      Frankie and Zane were about to leave when she thought of something else.

      "When I went to Garnet Cove, I technically crossed Gwen's bloodline, and yet I'm still here."

      Stanley appeared as puzzled by this as Frankie and Zane. The three of them concluded it must have been because Frankie had teleported herself onto the Pearl. Who knew what would have happened if she had physically crossed the line on her own? One plus was that the bloodline was distant enough she could visit Magic Beans without dying.
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