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For Amy, who would 100% be on board for witchy cocktails, but who definitely wouldn’t help me turn anyone into a frog. Probably.
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Chapter 1
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I hadn’t meant to turn my ex-boyfriend into a frog, but here we were.

Honestly, if there was such a thing as Karma, Kenneth would be a horny toad. Emphasis on horny.

In any case, there he stood—or rather squatted, or whatever it is frogs do—on the top step of the front porch of my shop, Belle’s Books and Candles (and Coffee). He stared at me out of large, bulbous eyes. I stared back, convinced I was hallucinating. Afraid I wasn’t. 

His throat bulged. “Ribbit.”

“Don’t you ‘ribbit’ at me. It’s not my fault you’re a frog. Okay, it is, sort of, but you have to admit part of this is your fault.” He was, after all, the one who dumped me. On my birthday. For another woman.

It had been upsetting at the time. Well, maybe “upsetting” is too mild a word. After all, I’d been upset enough my latent magic raged out of control and the results were currently on my porch.  

“Ribbit.” The frog’s tone was snide. Typical Kenneth. He took snide to a whole new level.

“Fork.” I rubbed my forehead. I was suddenly getting a headache.

“What is it?” Emerald Merriweather, my best friend, asked as she came up beside me, a box of homemade candles clutched to her chest. “Oh, look. A frog. How...cute?”

“That’s not a frog,” I said. “And he’s not cute.”

She gave me the side-eye. “It sure looks like a frog.”

“Trust me, it’s not,” I assured her. I noticed she didn’t press the cute issue.

“Then what is it?”

“My ex.”

She blew a lock of emerald hair out of her eyes and shifted her grip on the box. “You dated a frog?” She sounded incredulous. 

“He wasn’t a frog at the time.” Maybe I should rephrase. “He wasn’t physically a frog at the time.”

“Oh, right. He’s the one you turned into a frog.”

“Not on purpose,” I muttered.

She set her box on one of the chairs gracing the wide wraparound porch of the massive Victorian. Emerald’s main gig at the shop was reading tarot, but she had a side business making and selling candles both for ritual use and for fun. Based on the strong scent of cinnamon and the green color, the box held abundance candles. “How can you tell it’s him and not just some random other ugly frog?” 

“Ribbit?” Outrage this time.

“How many frogs do you know wear bowties?” I pointed at the garish red and yellow paisley.

She squatted down. “Is that what that is? Goddess, that’s an ugly tie. Suits him. How did he get into Miracle Bay?”

“Your guess is as good as mine.” 

Miracle Bay was a small town on the Oregon coast, pretty much like every other town on the Oregon coast except for one thing: everyone who lived there was magical. Including yours truly. And because of that, the town was hidden from view via a spell. If you didn’t have magic, you didn’t get in. In fact, you couldn’t even find the town. Not unless you knew somebody who could get you through the spell. But here sat Kenneth—albeit in frog form—over a hundred miles from his home in Portland—and inside the mystical fog barrier that protected Miracle Bay from non-magical humans. 

Emerald stood up and crossed her arms, her long, emerald skirts swishing against her bare legs. It was an unseasonably warm morning for spring. “Your ex isn’t magical, is he? Like maybe a low level wizard or something?”

“Kenneth? Not that I know.” We’d dated before I knew I was a witch with actual magical powers. He’d dumped me for another woman, one he claimed was more sophisticated and better suited to his needs. On my birthday. I’d sort of lost it, which was how he got turned into a frog. 

It had taken me a while to realize that a) Kenneth was now a frog, and b) I’d been the one to hex him into one. Before I could catch him and attempt to turn him back, he’d disappeared. Then I’d inherited my grandmother’s bookstore, moved to Miracle Bay, and forgot about the whole thing.

That’s a lie. I occasionally felt a stab of guilt over the frog situation, but since there hadn’t been a lot I could do about it, I’d shoved it out of my mind. In my defense, I’d had a lot on my plate, what with figuring out how to use my magic, learning how to run a business, and solving my grandmother’s murder. Frankly, it had been pretty easy to pretend the whole Kenneth incident hadn’t even happened.

“If he’s not magical, then how’d he get here?” Emerald pressed. “Could someone have brought him?”

“Who? And why?” I frowned at the frog on my doorstep. How would anyone know this frog was really a bespelled man? Other than the bowtie, that is. And especially who would know that I knew this frog? That I’d hexed this frog. Man. Whatever. 

Emerald sighed. “I don’t know. Could be a coincidence.”

I snorted. “Heck of a coincidence.”

“True,” she admitted. 

At that moment, the frog turned around, leapt off the porch, and disappeared into the bushes.

Without thinking, I dashed after him, shouting, “Don’t let him get away!”

“Oh, great,” Emerald sighed. “Here we go again.”

“Come on! Stop dilly-dallying!” I dashed down the steps and along the strip of land that led to the backyard.

“Did you seriously just use the term ‘dilly-dally?’” Emerald puffed along behind me, her footsteps silent in the grass. “What are you? Eighty?”

I wasn’t. I was forty-six, but I spent a ridiculous amount of time with an eighty-something-year-old, learning magic and how not to blow stuff up. An unfortunate side effect of my abilities and one I hadn’t totally mastered.

The frog who was definitely Kenneth dodged out from under a shrub and disappeared beneath one of my grandmother’s raised herb beds which was in dire need of weeding. I wasn’t much of a gardener. Ducking my head beneath the plywood bed, I reached for Froggy Kenneth, but he hopped at the last minute, and my lunge turned into a scrabble followed by a backpedal.

“Ow!” I smacked my head into the underside of the bed. “He’s headed for Rhodore’s yard. Get him!”

Rhodore had been my neighbor but was currently incarcerated in magic prison for murdering a fellow supernatural and using toxic, forbidden ingredients in his face creams. Yes, I know it sounds insane. You’re not wrong.

There was a screech of metal as Emerald opened the gate between my backyard and Rhodore’s. “I can’t see him.”

Drat. Had he gotten away? 

I scrambled from beneath the herb bed and, rubbing the sore spot on my head, hurried to Emerald’s side. In the month or so since Rhodore had been hauled away to the paranormal pokey, his lawn had grown out of control, and the weeds stood almost waist high. There was no way we were going to find a frog in that jungle. At this point, Froggy Kenneth could be anywhere.”

The back door of the seafoam green Craftsman banged open, and a woman stood on the back porch squinting at us. “Can I help you?”

“Um—” My brain fritzed out.

“Um—” Emerald repeated with equal intelligence.

The woman was unusually tall, close to six feet. She looked to be about fifty, lushly rounded with an overabundance of curves, and long, yellow-blonde hair that tumbled to her butt. She had a rose tattooed along her lower leg so that the leaves and brambles twined around her calf. But that wasn’t what sent us speechless.

Never mind the fact it was spring, and despite the warmth of the day the breeze off the Pacific Ocean held a distinct chill. Never mind the fact that two perfect strangers were standing in the middle of her yard gawping at her. 

My new neighbor stood there, hands on hips, buck-ass naked.
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I’d never seen so much naked boob in my life. 

“Can I help you?” the new neighbor repeated, giving a luxurious stretch. Her voice was rich and low, and she drawled her words out as if she was in no hurry. 

“Um,” Emerald said, unable to take her eyes off my nudist neighbor.

“I-I’m your neighbor,” I finally blurted, pointing behind me at the Victorian rising above the hedges. “I own the bookshop.”

“Oh, how nice. I love books.” She strolled languidly down the back steps, boobs jiggling so violently I was afraid she’d give herself double black eyes. The weeds whipped at her bare legs, but she didn’t seem to notice as she walked toward us. “I’m Dahlia Wildes. I just moved in. So good to meet you.” She grabbed my hand and gave it a forceful shake.

“I’m Juniper Jones, but everyone calls me JJ. This is my friend, Emerald Merriweather.”

She shook Emerald’s hand with equal enthusiasm.

“I’m sorry. We didn’t mean to interrupt,” I said. 

She blinked. “What do you mean?”

I waved a hand up and down to indicate her lack of clothing. “I guess you were... uh, taking a bath or something?”

Taking a bath? Seriously, sometimes my brain and mouth weren’t connected.

Dahlia let out a hearty laugh that sounded dangerously close to a donkey bray. “I’m a Green Witch,” she said, as if that explained everything. Maybe it did, but not to me. I was too new to the whole witch thing.

“What does practicing Earth magic have to do with being naked?” Emerald asked the question foremost in my mind. I was glad I wasn’t the only one confused.

Dahlia guffawed again. “Clothing puts a barrier between us and the energy flowing through the universe, don’t you think?” She waved her arms in wide circles, as if to embrace the universe. How did she not have backaches?

“No,” said Emerald a little tartly. “Energy flows through me just fine when I’m clothed, thank you.” She smoothed a hand down her trademark green skirt as if afraid our nudist neighbor might try and rip it off her.

I tried really hard not to snicker. I was only marginally successful.

“How about you?” Dahlia turned wide hazel eyes toward me. 

“Um, I mostly stay clothed, too.” I wasn’t about to admit I had no idea what sort of witch I was. That was something I was still figuring out.

Dahlia sighed. “Don’t tell me I’ve landed in yet another Puritanical town.”

I bit my lip so hard I nearly bled. “Not at all. We just expect people to wear clothes, generally speaking—especially when in public—but this is your property now, so you do you.” And now I would be prepared for a naked witch next door.

“Really? None of you dance skyclad?” She looked crestfallen.

I glanced over helplessly at Emerald. “We mostly drink cocktails.”

“It’s nice today, but most of the time it’s too cold and drizzly for skyclad,” Emerald explained. “Plus, not everyone is comfortable with it. So mostly... yeah, cocktails.”

“Oh!” Dahlia clapped her hands in delight. “I do love a cocktail.”

“I’ll let you know next time we do any cocktail magic,” I said. Hopefully she’d wear clothes. I wasn’t sure the health department would appreciate a naked witch anywhere near the bookstore’s cafe. If there was a health department in Miracle Bay. “Well, it was nice meeting you, but we’re, uh, in the middle of something.” I wasn’t about to admit we were chasing a frog. It sounded insane, even to my ears, and even when compared to a nudist Green Witch.

“Busy, busy,” Emerald said cheerfully, giving my new neighbor a little wave.

“Stop by any time!” Dahlia watched us retreat back through the gate before striding through the grass toward the dilapidated shed that had once housed Rhodore’s lab. 

I wondered how she planned to use it. Hopefully she wouldn’t be brewing illegal potions like her predecessor.

“What do we do now?” Emerald asked as we took the back steps and I let us into the Victorian’s kitchen. It now housed the coffee shop/cafe. “Latte?”

“Sure. I’ll grab your candles.”

While I retrieved the abandoned box of candles from the porch, Emerald whipped up a couple of lattes. She was always trying new flavors and combinations, and today’s was white chocolate and cardamom. Since cardamom was one of my favorite spices, I approved.

Sliding onto one of the barstools along the coffee shop counter, I took a sip. “Mmm. Delicious. I’m not familiar with cardamom’s magical properties.”

“There aren’t many,” Emerald said, giving me a sly look. “But most agree that its most potent effect is love.”

I nearly choked on my coffee. “Excuse me? I do not need a love potion.”

She laughed. Unlike Dahlia Wildes’s bray, Emerald’s laugh was delightfully sunny and warm. “It’s true. The way Con looks at you, I don’t think he needs help.”

My cheeks heated to molten lava levels, threatening to bring a hot flash with them. Conrí Byrne was an enforcer for the local witch council and Miracle Bay’s answer to the FBI crossed with a bounty hunter, only a lot more dangerous. He was a wolf shifter, gorgeous as heck, and we’d been on a couple dates. I wouldn’t call him my boyfriend just yet, but things were going well. So far. 

I took a deep breath, trying to ease the tingling in my fingers. My magic flared in response to hot flashes, and that’s when things blew up. I did not need to destroy another coffee machine. Especially one that cost several thousand dollars.

Emerald grinned. “Don’t worry. It’s also used for relaxation, clarity, and eloquence. Besides, you know I don’t have your skill for infusing beverages with magic, so the effects would be mild at best.”

I took another sip.  It was true. Any witch could add ingredients to a cocktail to enhance it. Even add a little spellwork. But my gift was apparently far rarer. My cocktails were actually magical. Just like my grandmother’s had been. She’d had other abilities, too, but the jury was still out on whether I’d inherited those.

“What do we do about Froggy Kenneth?” Emerald changed the subject. 

I swallowed a mouthful of latte. It really was delicious. It would probably be very popular. “I don’t know. I need to catch the little bugger so I can unfrog him.”

“He doesn’t seem to want to cooperate.”

“No,” I admitted. I was somewhat surprised by that. Why wouldn’t he want to get turned back to a human? “I’m still curious about how he got here. I mean, it’s a long way to hop for a frog.”

“Did you tell him you were moving to Miracle Bay?”

I frowned, dredging up the memory of that dreadful date. “No. I didn’t get the letter from the lawyer until I got home that evening. Kenneth was already a frog by then.”

“Could he have followed you home and overheard or something?”

I shook my head, draining my mug. “The letter only asked for a meeting. I didn’t learn about the town or my inheritance until later. I definitely would have noticed if a frog tagged along to the attorney’s office.”

She twirled her mug between her hands. “So how’d he know to come here?”

I shrugged. “Beats me.”

“Unless somebody brought him.”

“Makes the most sense. But why? And how’d they know he was not only bespelled, but that I’d done it?”

“Maybe they didn’t. Maybe it’s a coincidence.”
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