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When a sorcerer turns Sapphire’s beloved into a toad, she vows to kiss all the frogs until she finds him.

Sapphire lives a life of luxury because her father is Ronard the Riotous, a mighty sorcerer in great demand. The one thing she lacks is a sex life, since her father thinks no man is good enough for his princess. 

After too many men disappear before she has a chance to seduce them, Sapphire’s dreams come true when the sexy new gardener, Joe, turns out to be her perfect partner—intelligent, generous, and oh so creative. She and Joe are headed straight into true love when suddenly he disappears, just like all the others.

It will take all of Sapphire’s gumption and wits to solve the mystery of the vanishing gardener—before the spells the sorcerer cast become permanent.

Note: This book was previously published as “To Kiss A Frog” with Secret Cravings Publishing. This edition has been substantially revised, updated, and given a new cover and a fresh twist.
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Chapter One
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Once upon a time in the Magic Lands lived a mighty sorcerer, famous primarily for three things. One, his transformation magic, for which he was hired by many throughout the lands. Two, for his vast gardens, full of enchanted herbs and rare spell components. And three, for his beautiful daughter, Sapphire, who was the apple of her father’s eye—and not the poisonous kind of apple. He treasured her with all his heart and was determined that no man would ever sully her the way he had sullied so many ladies during his wild youth. That was, of course, before he met and married his wife, for whom he still mourned after a tragic wizardly explosion that occurred when Sapphire had been but a child.

When Sapphire reached the age of majority, her overprotective father begged her to remain at home instead of making her way in the world. The Magic Lands were full of opportunities for a bright young woman like Sapphire, but what she was more interested in were the men.

Big men, little men, short men, tall men. Sapphire was crazy about men and sex and wanted to sample all there was to taste. Unfortunately, because of her father, it was the rare man who was brave enough to pursue her.

And strangely, none of them pursued her for very long. Sapphire didn’t understand it but chalked it up to the fact that she was so unworldly, perhaps uninteresting, since she had never ventured far from home.

But still, every time she wanted to venture forth, her father reminded her that without her, he would descend into eternal loneliness. Plus, if she remained in their mansion, everything was paid for. Did she really want to work for a living when she could live like a queen?

And so it went until one day, when Sapphire had lured the handsome assistant gardener, Peter, who was from a far off kingdom called Caul, into her bed...

* * *
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EXCITED BEYOND BELIEF to finally have such a willing and eager fellow in her bed, Sapphire wiggled and squirmed. “Egads, that mouth of yours is driving me crazy.” A hand caressed her belly, its owner stopping only to smooth his tongue around her navel until she giggled. “Stop it, Peter. You’re tickling me.”

Her soon to be lover chuckled. “I think you enjoy the tickle—no?”

Sapphire giggled once more and lifted her hips in invitation. “Please, Peter, fuck me. Take my virginity. You’re killing me.”

Peter poked his head up from under the sheet. “Speaking of killing, where is your father today, little one? I have heard things about his...care for you.”

Blast! So Peter had heard the rumors about her father, after all. She had been hoping, since he was from Caul, all the way on the other side of the Magic Lands, that he had not.

Unwilling to scare him off, she licked her lips at him in a way she hoped was sexy. “Put your fingers in my cunt and I’ll tell you who my daddy is.”

“Demanding little cat,” Peter grumbled, but he did as she asked.

“That feels so good,” Sapphire whispered. She’d never gotten this far with a man before, never in her actual bed. “Finger fuck me, baby.”

Peter kept his pace slow, torturing her. “Are you certain your daddy is nowhere on the grounds? He’ll hear you scream out my name, and then what will I do?”

Insistent, she grabbed his hands, helping him thrust his fingers in and out of her wet cunt. “How can you think of my father at a time like this?”

“I’m thinking of my future,” he responding.

Sapphire’s desire threatened to recede if Peter was more scared of her father than he was eager to bed her. “I am thinking of my future—and your fingers and mouth are in it. They feel so wonderful.”

Seemingly satisfied, Peter began to stroke her faster. “My cock would feel even better.” He flicked his forefinger over her swollen clit.

Sapphire couldn’t stop herself. She cried out, and her spine arched. When she was alone it was never this good. “Heavens, Peter. I...I lied to you. My father is in the morning room, and if he hears me, you’ll lose your job. Kiss me quick and muffle my screams!”

Peter sat straight up in the bed, jerking away from her. “Lose my job? You mean my life!”

Tears of frustration pooled in the corner of her eyes. “He’s not evil. He’s just a sorcerer. He wants me to be happy.”

Peter responded in an urgent whisper. “Why didn’t you tell me his Lordship was in the house? I’m not in the mood to be murdered just for fucking you.”

She grasped his hand, pressing it to her nipple and aching breast. “I’ve never, ever had a man before. Don’t you want to be my first?” While Peter seemed a wee bit cowardly, right now she didn’t care. She just wanted his cock in her pussy, to see what it was like to orgasm with somebody instead of all by herself. “Please. I’m begging you. Don’t you want me?”

“I do, but...” He glanced between her naked body and the door, clearly torn. “Are you sure?”

She lowered her voice like he had. It was a big mansion and the morning room wasn’t that close to her bedchamber. “Don’t stop, Peter. I’m almost there. I promise I’ll be quiet and then you can run and hide like a big brave man the minute I come.”

“If you insist.” Peter slithered down the bed, opened her legs wide, and lay between them. His tongue flicked out, pushing hard on the pearl of her clit.

Sapphire whimpered and bit down on her hand to keep from crying out. “Mmmm, mmmmmm, mmmmmmm.”

“Feels good, doesn’t it, little one?” Peter mumbled and with gentle fingers pried the lips of her swollen sex apart. “Pretty and pink. Yes, very pretty.” He pushed one long finger into her cunt and took her clit in his teeth, flicking it with his tongue while finger fucking her. He slid another finger in and continued sucking her clit.

Sapphire’s legs automatically tightened around his head and neck, and the hand cupping her breast tightened. Her swollen nipple popped through his fingers. Sapphire bit down harder on her hand. Any harder and she would break the skin. If her father were to walk in right now, she would...she would...

She would leave him. This time, she really would.

Peter, sensing her passion, slid closer and sucked harder.

She shuddered and wiggled and moaned. “Yes, by the dragon, yes. Peter, yes, yes, yesssss.”

Peter continued to suckle her clit and stroke her insides until she could almost feel the telltale spasms of joy. Her whole body seemed to quiver.

His fingers slid out and he put them in his mouth. “Delicious and delightful. You’re so close, aren’t you?”

“I am,” she moaned. “Fuck me. You are so good at lovemaking. Don’t stop now and I promise tomorrow I’ll suck you off. Will that be all right with you?”

Peter crawled up Sapphire’s body until he hovered over her. His cock was lovely and pointed straight at her belly, a tiny drop of pre-come on the tip. He rubbed his finger over the liquid, smoothing it over the cap of his cock. “Are you ready for me, baby? Can you take this heat?”

“Oooh, yes.” She wrapped her legs around him and tried to pull him into her body. He lay down upon her, skin to skin, and she leaned against the pillows. It had taken so long to get Peter into her bed that they needed to hurry. Her pussy throbbed, begging to be filled at long last. “Quit wasting time. If don’t get downstairs for breakfast soon, my father will come looking for me.”

The words were barely out of her mouth, when a light tap struck the door.

Peter’s dark-eyed gaze locked with Sapphire’s. “Oh, dragon shit.”

Sapphire panicked. “Dragon shit is right. Quick, hide in my closet. I’ll get rid of Daddy and you can sneak out the window as soon as we leave the room.” Luckily she had a balcony with a rose trellis right next to it. It was how Peter had entered the room and apparently how he’d leave it—before she had a chance to be truly satisfied.

Right now she hated her father.

Peter grabbed his clothes and shoes in one swoop and raced on bare feet for her massive walk-in closet. There were so many cubby holes and storage closets for dresses and gowns that he shouldn’t have any trouble finding a space to hide.

Sapphire grabbed her pristine, virginal, stupid white nightgown from under her pillow and quickly drew it over her head. She fished around down at the foot of her bed and slithered into a pair of tiny pink underpants. 

“Come in,” she called and was making her bed like a good little daughter whose pussy was not throbbing with lust when her father walked through the door.

“You’re late for breakfast, honey.” Her father, also known as Ronard the Riotous, was dressed for his next sorcery appointment, in day-glow colors, his hair spiked and full of sparkling glitter. Never let it be said that Ronard the Riotous didn’t satisfy the public’s fascination with how eccentric they believed sorcerers to be.

Sapphire was used to her father’s outrageous costumes. Not that he allowed her to dress in such a wild fashion—all her clothing was prim and very close to what was considered normal. She bet the ladies in Peter’s homeland of Caul got to wear sparkles and short skirts and gauze, but not her, oh, no. For her it was long skirts and high necks and sensible shoes.

“I was up late reading a book.” She’d been up late plotting how she could seduce the gardener’s assistant before her father got out of bed. “I slept in.”

“Whatever my princess likes.” He kissed her on the forehead. “Leave the bed for the maid.”

“I can make it myself,” she said a little sharply. Just because her father’s sorcery meant they had a
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