
Wren & Whisker Mysteries

(A Paranormal Baking Mystery for Fans of Sweet Spells and Small-Town Secrets)

By Althea S. Greyhaven

––––––––

Copyright @ 2025 [Althea S. Greyhaven]

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

––––––––

​​​​​​​​


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Wren & Whisker Mysteries

Chapter 1: A Tart Too Far

Chapter 2: Suspicion and Sugar Dust

Chapter 3: The Pact Cracks

Chapter 4: Sweet Secrets

Chapter 5: Tansy Bell’s Accusation

Chapter 6: Granny's Last Ingredient

Chapter 7: Memory in the Mixing Bowl

Chapter 8: Detective Doubts

Chapter 9: A Taste of the Truth

Chapter 10: Fern’s Final Spell

Chapter 11: Justice and Jam

Chapter 12: The Bakery Blessing

Chapter 13: A Recipe for Forgiveness

Sign up for Althea S. Greyhaven's Mailing List

Further Reading: Broomsticks & Bad Intentions

Also By Althea S. Greyhaven

About the Author

Wren & Whisker Mysteries
By Althea S. Greyhaven

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​Chapter 1: A Tart Too Far
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I scraped the excess dough from the maple butcher block, my knuckles white against the dark wood. The air in the kitchen of Wren & Whisker smelled of yeast, caramelized sugar, and the faint, ozone-sharp tang of nervous magic.

"You’re overworking it," a voice purred from atop the refrigerator.

I didn't look up. I just kept kneading, folding the anxiety back into the flour. "I am texturing it, Hobbes. There is a difference."

"The difference is that if you keep pacing your stress into that puff pastry, it’s going to float off the baking sheet and stick to the ceiling," the black cat drawled, dangling one paw over the edge of the appliance. His golden eyes narrowed, assessing my technique with unearned superiority. "And I am not climbing up there to fetch it. I just groomed."

I stopped. My hands were trembling, just slightly. I pressed my palms flat against the cool surface of the counter to steady them. Hobbes was right. The dough was beginning to hum under my fingers, a low vibration that had nothing to do with the industrial mixer in the corner and everything to do with the fact that in exactly one hour, I was opening the doors to my new life.

"It’s the Cinnamon Cream Tart," I whispered, wiping my hands on my flour-dusted apron. "It has to be perfect. The whole town is coming. The Mayor. The Council."

"The Judge," Hobbes added unhelpfully.

I winced. Judge Nan Perrell. In Honeyridge Hollow, Nan Perrell wasn’t just a judge of baked goods; she was the gatekeeper of social standing. A nod from her was a license to print money. A grimace? You might as well pack your stand mixer and move to the next county.

I looked around the kitchen—my kitchen. It had taken six months to renovate my grandmother’s old cottage, transforming the dusty, herb-hung living room into a bakery that felt like a warm hug. The walls were painted a soft sage green, the display cases were gleaming glass and brass, and the ovens... the ovens were a marvel of modern engineering and ancient ironwork.

I was forty-two years old. I had a mortgage, a sassy familiar who ate better than I did, and a legacy I was terrified of dropping.

"It won’t float," I said, more to convince myself than the cat. I grabbed the rolling pin. "I’m using the grounding blend in the crust. Rosemary and salt."

Hobbes yawned, displaying a set of teeth that could shred a sofa in ten seconds flat. "Just make sure you put enough cream in it. The last batch was dry. I nearly choked."

"You aren't supposed to be eating the inventory."

"I am the Quality Assurance Officer. It says so on my collar."

I ignored him and went back to work. The rhythm of the kitchen took over—the thump of the dough, the hiss of the oven door opening, the timer’s ticking that seemed to sync with my pulse. This was where I belonged. Not in the city, filing paperwork for insurance claims, but here, with flour in my hair and magic in my fingertips.

But the fear lingered. It sat in the pit of my stomach, heavy and cold. Moving back to Honeyridge Hollow wasn't just a business decision; it was an attempt to rewrite a reputation I hadn't earned. My grandmother’s history here was... complicated. Some remembered her cures and her kindness. Others, like Judge Nan, remembered the feuds.

I slid the tart into the oven. The heat rushed out to meet me, carrying the scent of cinnamon and nutmeg. I closed my eyes and whispered a small, silent intention. Let them taste the welcome. Let them taste the home.
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THE BELL ABOVE THE door jingled so hard I thought it might detach from the frame.

"Welcome to Wren & Whisker!" I called out, forcing a smile that felt two sizes too big for my face.

The shop was full. Properly, dangerously full. The scent of fresh bread and berry scones had done its work, drifting out onto Main Street and luring the residents of Honeyridge Hollow inside. It was a cozy space, meant for intimate chats and quiet mornings, but right now it was a sea of winter coats and excited chatter.

I stood behind the counter, arranging the final tray of lavender shortbread. My hands were steady now—the adrenaline of service had kicked in.

"Ivy! It looks marvelous!"

I looked up to see Mrs. Gable, the librarian, beaming at me from the other side of the glass. She was clutching a bag of muffins like a prize.

"Thank you, Mrs. Gable. I’m glad you could make it."

"Wouldn't miss it," she lowered her voice, leaning in over the display case. "Though I see she’s here."

She didn't have to point. The crowd parted naturally near the window, creating a small, respectful vacuum around a woman in a severe tweed coat.

Judge Nan Perrell.

She looked exactly as I remembered her from my childhood summers: tall, imposing, with silver hair pulled back into a bun so tight it pulled her eyebrows slightly upward. She was inspecting a scone with the scrutiny usually reserved for forensic evidence.

Standing next to her was a younger man, looking decidedly out of place in a leather jacket and jeans. He was scanning the room, not at the pastries, but at the people. He had the tired eyes of someone who had seen too much and slept too little.

"Detective Cole," Mrs. Gable whispered. "New to town. Couldn’t tell a croissant from a crumpet, bless him."

Nan set the scone down. She turned, and her gaze locked onto me. It wasn't hostile, exactly. It was more like a hawk assessing a field mouse.

She walked toward the counter. The chatter in the room dipped, then died out completely. Even the espresso machine seemed to hiss quieter.

"Ivy Wren," Nan said. Her voice was dry, like autumn leaves. "You’ve done... work on the place."

"Judge Perrell," I wiped my hands on my apron, fighting the urge to curtsy. "It’s good to see you. I hope the changes meet with your approval."

"Approval is earned, not given," she said, her eyes flicking to the empty spot in the center of the display case. "I hear you’ve recreated your grandmother’s Cinnamon Cream Tart."

A murmur went through the crowd. This was it. The main event. The Bake-Off wasn't officially starting for an hour, but everyone knew the real judging happened now.

"I have," I said. "It’s just coming out of the oven. Would you like the first slice?"

Nan didn't smile. "I believe that is the custom."

I turned to the kitchen door. "Hobbes? The tart."

There was a pause, and then the door swung open. I had enchanted it to do that when my hands were full, but since my hands were empty, it just looked like a dramatic effect. I hurried into the back, grabbed the cooling rack, and returned.

The tart was beautiful. I allowed myself a moment of pride. The crust was golden and flaky, the filling a rich, creamy swirl of spiced perfection, dusted with a fine layer of cinnamon sugar that caught the light. It smelled of comfort and memories.

I set it down on the counter. "Careful," I said. "It’s still warm."

I sliced a generous wedge. The knife slid through the custard like it was cutting through a cloud. I plated it on a small china saucer—Grandmother’s china—and slid it across the glass top toward Nan.

The room held its breath. I saw Detective Cole step closer, his eyes narrowing slightly, watching the exchange.

Nan picked up a fork. She didn't rush. She examined the crust, tapped the side to check the flake, and then, finally, took a bite.

She chewed slowly. Her expression didn't change. She swallowed.

I gripped the edge of the counter. "Well?"

Nan placed the fork down. She looked at me, her eyes unreadable. She opened her mouth to speak.

"It’s—"

She stopped.

A frown creased her forehead. She reached up, touching her throat.

"Judge?" I leaned forward.

Nan’s face went slack. The color drained from her skin in a rush, leaving her paper-white. She made a sound—a wet, choking gasp—and then her knees simply gave way.

"Nan!"

I scrambled around the counter, but I was too slow.

Judge Nan Perrell hit the floor with a sickening thud, knocking the plate off the counter. The china shattered. The Cinnamon Cream Tart lay face down on the hardwood, surrounded by shards of porcelain.

"Call 911!" I shouted, dropping to my knees beside her.

Nan’s eyes were wide and fixed on the ceiling, seeing nothing. Her breathing was shallow, ragged, and terrified.

"Back up! Everyone back up!" Detective Cole was there instantly, his voice cutting through the rising panic of the crowd. He dropped beside me, checking her pulse.

I looked down at my hands. They were covered in flour.

From the top of the display case, Hobbes looked down at the chaos, his tail twitching. His voice echoed in my head, sharp and sudden.

Ivy. The tart.

I looked at the smashed pastry on the floor.

It smells wrong, Hobbes sent, his mental voice vibrating with a fear I’d never heard from him before. It smells like old magic.

I looked back at Nan, gasping for air on the floor of my dream bakery, and realized with a sinking heart that the nightmare had just begun. 
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Chapter 2: Suspicion and Sugar Dust
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The flashing lights of the ambulance painted the bakery walls in jarring strokes of red and white, washing out the warm sage paint I’d spent three days applying.

"Ms. Wren?"

I blinked, pulling my gaze away from the door where the paramedics were loading the stretcher. Judge Nan was alive—stable, they said—but unconscious. The relief should have been enough to steady my hands, but they were still shaking. I clasped them together, tucking them under my apron.

"I’m listening, Detective," I said.

Detective Cole stood on the other side of the counter. Up close, he looked even more tired than he had from a distance. He had a notebook out, but he wasn’t writing anything yet. He was just watching me.

"I asked if you knew of any allergies Judge Perrell might have," he said. His voice was calm, the kind of professional calm that made me feel frantic.

"No," I said. "I mean, everyone knows she avoids peanuts, but the tart is nut-free. I use a dedicated grinder for the cinnamon. There’s no cross-contamination."

"And the ingredients?" Cole asked. "Anything... unusual?"

He didn't say magical, but the pause did the heavy lifting for him.

"Flour, butter, sugar, cream, eggs, cinnamon, nutmeg, vanilla," I listed them off, ticking them against my thumb. "It’s a standard recipe. My grandmother’s recipe."

"Your grandmother," Cole repeated. He finally wrote something down. "Right."

The bell above the door didn't jingle this time; it just rattled as
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