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Blurb
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I’M JUST A STRESSED-out attorney in a pink Volkswagen, stranded in a magical town I didn’t believe could exist—and falling hard for my orc mechanic, who’s all muscle, zero bodysuit.

I’m on my way from Chicago to Seattle for a legal conference, having decided to drive myself because I need more fun in my life, according to my sister, when I pass through a strange, shimmering barrier. My pink Volkswagen dies right after, and I have to walk to the closest town—Evershift Haven. I’m stunned to see how all-out these folks go for Halloween to appeal to the tourists. I’m even more surprised by just how hot the orc mechanic promising to fix my car within a week is, but I imagine he’s a pasty geek under all that makeup and muscled bodysuit. Right?

About that. Evershift Haven isn’t some gimmicky tourist town. Turns out, magic is real, and when their resident witch gets distracted, the barrier between their world and ours sometimes drops long enough for a lonely attorney who hates her job to slip through and discover magic awaits. And Throk isn’t some pasty geek. All those green muscles and drool-worthy body belong to him, my orc mechanic.

I’m stuck in a place I never imagined could exist and having the time of my life. When it’s time to go back to the real world? I don’t want to think about that right now...

This is the first book in a series about a magical town that shifts itself to celebrate seasons, holidays, and whatever random thing takes its fancy. It’s lighthearted, humorous, and meant to make you feel as cozy as wearing a sweater while sipping pumpkin spice latte. The story is sweet, but there’s definitely a pinch of sexy.
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Chapter 1
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I GRIP THE STEERING wheel tighter as my car speeds down the endless stretch of highway. The monotonous landscape blurs past my window, a sea of green and brown punctuated by the occasional billboard or gas station. My gaze flicks to the GPS on my dashboard, its robotic voice guiding me toward Seattle.

“Why did I think driving was a good idea, Suzette?” I ask myself, shifting in the seat of my bright pink Volkswagen Bug, complete with lady eyelashes on the eyes—a gift from my sister, Candice. The leather creaks beneath me, reminding me how long I’ve been sitting. My tailbone aches, and I roll my shoulders, trying to work out the stiffness.

As I pass another mile marker, I remember why I thought I’d take a mini-vacay. It’s been over a year since I’ve taken any real time off. When was the last time I did something just for me, not for the firm or my clients?

I shake my head, refocusing on the road. The legal conference in Seattle is important, but maybe this impromptu road trip is too. A chance to clear my head, to breathe outside the suffocating walls of my Chicago office, and get in some miles with the car I love but have kept mostly in the parking garage during my four-year tenure with the firm after moving to Chicago.

The sun dips lower on the Montana horizon, and I blink, momentarily dazzled by the beauty. I notice something odd ahead. A shimmer in the air, like heat rising from hot asphalt, but more substantial and...sparkly?

My car passes through it before I can react. For a split second, the world seems to ripple around me. Static crackles through the radio, and goosebumps prickle along my arms.

“What the—” I start to say, but I stop talking when the car jerks violently. The engine sputters and dies, leaving me coasting to a stop on the shoulder of the road.

I sit there for a moment, stunned. The sudden silence is deafening after hours of road noise. I turn the key in the ignition three times. Nothing. Not even a sputter.

“Come on, Vivi.” I smack the steering wheel in frustration. I pop the hood and climb out, already knowing if the car needs more than an oil change, I’m out of luck.

I shiver as the early October wind cuts through my flannel shirt as I lift the hood. Tendrils of steam rise from the engine, carrying the acrid scent of burnt rubber. I wave my hand, dispersing the vapor, but I might as well be looking at an alien artifact. Corporate law didn’t prepare me for automotive emergencies. Dad made sure I could change a tire and my own oil, but I never had much interest in learning things beyond that.

I pull out my phone, ready to call for help, but the screen remains stubbornly blank. No signal. Perfect.

With a sigh, I look up and down the road. It stretches emptily in both directions with no other vehicles in sight, but wait—there, just visible in the fading light, is a sign. I squint, making out the words: “Welcome to Evershift Haven.”

I glance back at my useless car, then to the sign, weighing my options. The smart thing would be to wait for another car to pass by, but how long might that take? And something about that shimmering barrier I passed through nags at me. What if no one else comes along?

Decision made, I grab my purse and jacket from the car. I make sure it’s locked—more out of habit than any real concern—and start walking toward the sign. The gravel crunches beneath my feet, and a cool breeze rustles through the trees lining the road.

With some walking, I step into Evershift Haven, and my jaw drops. The town square before me is a riot of color and activity, unlike anything I’ve ever seen. Cobblestone streets wind between quaint buildings that look like they’ve stepped out of a fairy tale, complete with gingerbread trim and windows that glow with warm, inviting light.

My first thought is that I’ve stumbled onto a movie set. Elaborate Halloween decorations adorn every surface, from intricately carved jack-o’-lanterns grinning from windowsills to garlands of autumn leaves and twinkling lights strung between lamp posts. The air is thick with the scent of cinnamon, pumpkin spice, and something else—a hint of ozone, like the air after a thunderstorm.

“Excuse me,” says a melodious voice. I turn to see a woman who resembles a tree, with hair that seems to be made from leaves. Her makeup is flawless, giving her skin an almost iridescent sheen. “You look a bit lost. Can I help you find your way?”

I blink, trying to process the elaborate costume. “I... my car broke down on the highway. Is there a mechanic in town?”

She nods. “Oh, you’ll want ‘Throk’s Mystical Motors.’ It’s just down Whimsical Way, past ‘The Enchanted Espresso.’ You can’t miss it—it’s the building with the floating wrenches out front.”

I nod, not quite processing her words. Floating wrenches? These people really go all out with their decorations. “Thank you, Miss...?”

“Willow,” she says with a bright smile. “Willow Whisperwind. I teach yoga at Fae Fitness. You should stop by for a class while you’re in town.”

“Right, thanks,” I say, still overwhelmed. As I start down the street she indicated, I admire the attention to detail. Every shop seems to be in on the act, with names like “The Whimsical Wardrobe” and “Beastly Bites.” The signs are hand-painted works of art, swinging gently in the breeze.

People bustle past me, all in elaborate costumes. There’s a man with blue skin and gills painted on his neck, carrying a trident. A group of children run by, their laughter tinkling like bells, wearing outfits that make them look like tiny woodland creatures. One even has a tail that seems to swish on its own.

I shake my head, impressed by the commitment to the illusion. It’s only early October, but clearly, this town takes its Halloween celebrations seriously. The special effects must cost a fortune.

As I walk, I notice more details that add to the magical atmosphere. The streetlamps flicker to life as the sun sets, but instead of a normal glow, they emit a soft, multicolored light that dances and shifts. The effect is mesmerizing, casting ever-changing shadows that seem to move with a life of their own.

The smell of coffee draws me toward a cozy-looking café. The sign above the door reads “The Enchanted Espresso” in swirling, glowing script. Through the window, cups float through the air, gently descending to tables where patrons sit. One of the patrons appears to have rabbit ears poking out of her hair, while another has skin that sparkles like it’s dusted with glitter.

I push open the door, and a little bell tinkles overhead. The interior is warm and inviting, with plush armchairs and tables that look like they’re made from polished tree stumps. The wallpaper catches my eye. It seems to be shifting and changing, the patterns swirling and reforming as I watch.

“Welcome to ‘The Enchanted Espresso,’” calls out a cheerful voice. I turn to see a woman behind the counter, her hair a wild mane of curls that seem to defy gravity. She’s wearing a pointed hat and a dress that shimmers with constellations. “What can I brew up for you today? Our special is the Metamorphosis Mocha—guaranteed to bring out your wild side.”

I approach the counter, still taking in the incredible decor. “Just a regular coffee, please. Black.”

The barista—her nametag reads “Bella”—looks a bit disappointed. “Are you sure? Not even a sprinkle of our Pixie Dust sweetener?”

I shake my head. “No, thank you. Just regular coffee.”

As Bella prepares my drink, I ask, “So, does the whole town get into the Halloween spirit this early?”

Bella looks at me quizzically. “Halloween? Oh, you must be new here. Evershift Haven is always like this. We’re a town that celebrates magic all year round, and the town shifts with the holidays and seasons.”

I nod, playing along. “Right, of course. It’s very impressive.”

Bella beams. “Isn’t it? Oh, here’s your coffee. That’ll be three gold pieces.”

I blink. “Gold pieces?”

She laughs. “I’m just teasing. Four dollars, please.”

I hand over the money, relieved to be dealing with something normal. As I take my coffee, I notice the cup seems unusually warm, almost vibrating in my hand. The liquid inside swirls with tiny golden flecks that catch the light.

“Enjoy your stay in Evershift Haven,” she says with a wink. “And don’t be afraid to embrace a little magic while you’re here.”

I nod, still bewildered, and make my way back out onto the street. The sun has fully set now, and the town seems to have come even more alive. The twinkling lights in the trees pulse gently, almost like a heartbeat. In the distance, I hear what sounds like a clock chiming, but the melody is unlike anything I’ve ever heard before. It’s ethereal and haunting.

As I sip my coffee—which tastes richer and more complex than any coffee I’ve had before—I continue my search for the mechanic. The street signs are no help. They seem to change every time I look at them. One moment I’m on “Whimsical Way,” and the next, it’s “Enchantment Avenue.”

I pass by a storefront with a window full of books. The sign above reads “Evershift Library” in letters that appear to be formed from living vines. Through the window, I see books floating off shelves and pages turning on their own. An elderly man with long, pointed ears is gesturing animatedly to a group of children as the air around him shimmers and an image appears—a dragon, seemingly made of mist and starlight, that coils around the room.

I shake my head, impressed by the holographic technology. This town must have some serious funding to pull off effects like these.

As I turn a corner, I finally spot what must be the mechanic’s shop. Wrenches float in front of the building. They spin lazily in the air, catching the light from the multicolored streetlamps. The sign reads “Throk’s Mystical Motors” in letters that look like they’re made of gears and pistons, constantly shifting and realigning.

I push open the door and discover the interior is a marvel of organized chaos. Tools line the walls, but they’re unlike any tools I’ve ever seen. Some pulse with an inner light, while others hover slightly above their hooks. In one corner, a car is suspended in mid-air, surrounded by a faint blue glow.

“Be right with you,” says a gravelly voice from somewhere in the back.

I wait, taking in more details. A calendar on the wall shows unfamiliar months—”Frostfall” and “Bloomrise” among them. The clock above it has thirteen hours and hands that move in what seems to be random directions.

Heavy footsteps approach from the back of the shop, and I gasp as a towering figure emerges from behind a partially disassembled hovering motorcycle. He’s massive, easily seven feet tall, with broad shoulders that barely fit through the doorway. His skin is a deep forest green, covered in intricate darker green markings that swirl across his exposed arms and neck. Small tusks protrude slightly from his lower lip, and his amber eyes seem to glow in the shop’s dim lighting.

I forgot how to breathe for a second. This has to be the most elaborate costume I’ve ever seen. The attention to detail is incredible, from the pointed ears adorned with multiple hoop piercings to the long black hair tied back in a messy bun. Even his beard looks real, neatly trimmed and peppered with what appear to be tiny braids.

He wipes his hands on a grease-stained rag as he approaches, a friendly smile revealing more of those impressive tusks. “Welcome to Mystical Motors. I’m Throk Ironheart. What can I do for you?”

His voice is deep and rumbling, with an accent I can’t quite place. I swallow hard, trying to regain my composure. “Hi, I’m Suzette. My car broke down on the highway just outside of town. I was hoping you could take a look at it?”

He nods. “Of course. Where exactly did it happen?” I describe the location, and his brow gathers slightly. “Ah, near the town border. That can be tricky sometimes. The barrier doesn’t always play nicely with human technology, especially if Grizelda is distracted.”

I blink, unsure how to respond to that. He must be really committed to this fantasy roleplay thing.

“Let me grab my toolkit, and we’ll head out there.” He turns to retrieve a battered metal box from a nearby workbench. As he bends over, I admire the way his muscles ripple beneath his formfitting T-shirt. It has to be some kind of bodysuit, right? No one is actually built like that.

I wonder what he looks like underneath all that elaborate makeup and prosthetics. With his height, he could easily be a professional wrestler or athlete, but then I imagine him as a pale, skinny guy hunched over a computer, obsessively perfecting every detail of this costume for hours on end. The mental image is so at odds with the imposing figure before me that I have to stifle a giggle.
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