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        A Witchy Bakery, a Coffee Curse, and Revenge Too Sweet to Ignore!

      

        

      
        Jess finally has it all—a new bakery, a thriving business with her sister, and her cat familiar, Maestro, by her side. But someone is determined to ruin her success.  But when the bakery is attacked, it’s clear someone wants her shop to crumble.

      

        

      
        As the sabotage escalates and her sister becomes the next target, Jess must sift through a town full of secrets to catch the culprit. But with a business partner who’s acting suspicious—and angrier by the day—a boyfriend who’s a little too curious about her magic, and a dramatic familiar questioning his existence, she’s got her hands full.

      

        

      
        Can Jess uncover the truth before her bakery—and her family—are burned to the ground?

      

        

      
        Perfect for fans of witchy cozy mysteries, magical small towns, and feline familiars with attitude!
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      Jessica Lavender glared at the black cat sitting on the counter. He met her gaze, unblinking.

      “Well?” Maestro asked, his voice carrying that infuriating blend of patience and judgment only a witch’s familiar could manage—and only a witch could hear.

      “I’m not spending the day before my bakery opens at Lavender’s Lotions and Potions,” Jess said firmly.

      “Why not?” His tail swished, betraying his irritation.

      She crossed her arms over her chest. “There’s simply too much to do and not enough time.”

      “As far as I know, everything is ready at the bakery,” he countered easily.

      Jess narrowed her eyes. “And your expertise in running a café comes from…?”

      Maestro shrugged, nonchalant. “Sometimes I watched you through the window of that shop in Portland. You seemed in control, just like now. With years of baking experience behind you, as far as I can tell, nothing that you’re planning on doing tomorrow will be vastly different. Besides, your sister helped you prepare for the opening. You owe Jenny a little time at the store.”

      Jess groaned, his words hitting their mark. “You don’t understand. I feel… rusty, and that’s making me nervous.”

      He snorted. “Hardly a day goes by that you don’t bake something.”

      “Jess, dear, he’s right,” came a familiar voice from above them. Lissa Lavender floated down the stairs, her mother’s ghostly form more solid than usual.

      “Hi, Mom.” Jess swallowed the ache that always accompanied seeing her mom like this. Lissa would never again fully exist in this world, her spirit now tied to the witchy council in that secret realm. Though Jess had fought to restore her, she’d failed, her once-untrained powers no match for the forces at play.

      Now, a year later, everything had changed—except that one most important thing. Jess had gone from a mediocre midlife baker with a humdrum life to a powerful witch with an invitation to join the council—a position she’d declined. Life in Good Fortune, the small town she once fled, had taken root in her heart. Her estranged father’s recent council appointment had reunited her parents, giving Jess a sense of family she’d long craved.

      Still, there were complications: her half-share of the bakery with the prickly Daphne Dennison, training her half-sister, Jenny as a witch, not to mention her ownership of Lavender’s Lotions and Potions and all that entailed. Reluctant to be a witch in any way, Jess found that helping people at Lavenders had been better than she expected, but the bakery was where her passion lay.

      “Are you listening to me?” Maestro’s voice cut through her thoughts.

      “Always,” Jess replied with a smirk.

      “Then let’s go,” he said, flicking his tail as he sauntered out the door.

      She sighed. “I’ll see you soon, Mom.”

      Sometimes it was easier to go along with the bossy cat than try to argue. She rarely won. Maybe a change of scenery would help calm her. The bungalow she’d grown up in receded behind them, and Jess recalled that she hadn’t always appreciated her roots. Her mother had been too busy helping others, her father had disappeared, fleeing a murder accusation—not that she’d known about that at the time—and Jess had felt trapped in a destiny she didn’t understand. Only later did she learn the truth: They were all witches, and her mom was dying.

      Lissa smiled, blissfully unaware of Jess’s angst that might never disappear completely. Clearly she was simply happy that Jess was going to help Jenny.

      Main Street was a quick five-minute walk away, and Jess’s spirits lifted when Good Fortune Bakery came into view. Its fresh sign, awning, and sparkling windows were a testament to their hard work. The large windows were a stroke of genius and could open out to add an alfresco feel to the place. It was perfect and things only got better when you went inside. Across the street, Lavender’s Lotions and Potions was almost as enticing.

      Life didn’t get any better. Except for three frustrating issues. She still owned Lavender’s Lotions and Potions and along with Maestro had Jenny to train as a witch. Lastly, there was the shared ownership of the bakery with Daphne—not the friendliest of people—who’d insisted on working there. It had been a year of discovery and Jess hoped with every fiber of her being that the new year would be calmer and filled with less surprises.

      “Stop daydreaming.” Maestro nudged her leg.

      Though non-witches couldn’t hear him, they conversed by telepathy when at risk of being seen or heard. It might look odd for Jess to be caught holding a conversation with a cat—or herself. Reluctantly, she dragged her eyes away and unlocked Lavender’s shop door then stepped inside. From behind a stack of soaps,  Jenny appeared, beaming.

      “Hey!” Jenny stepped carefully around the soaps. “I didn’t expect you today. I figured you had too much to do across the road.”

      Jess shot Maestro an “I told you so” glance. “Just thought I’d check in. Need help with anything?”

      Her sister hesitated. “That’s so kind. I do need to restock a few shelves and I’d appreciate it if you’d whip up a couple of lotions for me?”

      “Of course.” A twinge of guilt that she may have given Jenny the impression she wouldn’t be available when needed made Jess shift uncomfortably. “Please don’t hesitate to ask in the future. This is our store after all and though I’ll be busy, that shouldn’t impact on your ability to provide the best service to our customers.”

      Jenny gave a sly grin. “If I could just do the spells myself, I wouldn’t have to bother you.”

      Maestro raised an eyebrow. “Jenny, you’re still in training.”

      Jenny sighed. “I know, but⁠—”

      “No buts,” Maestro said firmly. “How bad would you feel if you made something dangerous?”

      Jenny deflated. “I’d be devastated.”

      Jess draped an arm around her. “It’s tough being in training, but you’ll get there. Believe me, I was hopeless at first.”

      A delicate eyebrow arched. “You’re just being nice. We all know that you’re a much better witch than I could ever hope to be.”

      Jess chuckled. “We don’t know that at all. Ask Maestro about my ability. He loves reminding me of how bad I was when I started.”

      Maestro sniffed. “I speak the truth only when it’s necessary to prevent disasters.”

      Jenny suddenly pulled away. “I know you think you’re being kind, but it feels like you’re treating me like a child when I’m not that much younger than you.”

      Jess sighed, her patience fraying. “Then stop acting like one. Accept your limitations and study harder.”

      Jenny’s eyes filled with tears, and guilt twisted once more in Jess’s chest. Would she ever say the right thing when it came to Jenny’s issues with her spells?

      “All right, enough,” Maestro interjected, his voice sharp. “Jess, now you know how I felt training you. All witches want to run before they walk, and Jenny, you’ve had the disadvantage of the memory spell to block most of your early life—give yourself some grace.”

      Jess softened. “I’m sorry, Jenny. I didn’t mean to snap or to treat you unfairly.”

      Jenny wiped her eyes. “It’s okay. I just want to be as good as Lissa was.”

      “You’ll get there. Before you know it, you’ll be making everything in the store,” Jess promised. “How about dinner at my place tonight? Dad’s picking up Lissa, and we can have a proper family meal before they leave.”

      Jenny’s smile returned. “I’d love that. Who knows when we’ll see them again.”

      Jess nodded, the familiar ache in her chest returning. Lissa had kept putting off leaving for her place on the council until her daughters were settled into their new roles. And it wasn’t easy for Jess. Having just got her family back together, she found that letting her parents go was hard, but at least she had Jenny—and a new chapter waiting just across the street.
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      The next day, having spent weeks pouring sweat, determination, and a fair share of expletives into her bakery, Jess finally slid the key into the brand-new lock, her heart clenching. This was it—the moment she had dreamed of since she was old enough to know dreams could be real.

      She took a deep breath, fingers trembling slightly as she turned the key. A ginger cat she’d seen around town lately sat near the curb staring at the group. Jess supposed all this fuss so early in the morning would make a local curious.

      “Hurry up!”

      Jess chuckled at her sister’s impatience but refused to be rushed. She pushed the door open slowly, savoring the moment before stepping inside. The air smelled of fresh paint and possibility. A far cry from the tired shoe store previously owned by Isla and Edmond Rice.

      Grinning, she turned to the small group gathered behind her. “Welcome to Good Fortune Bakery.”

      Jenny clutched her throat, eyes wide. “It’s gorgeous!”

      Jess beamed, letting herself bask in the pride of it all. “It really is.” The lilac walls, the gleaming white counters, the carefully curated décor—it was all perfect. More than that, it was hers.

      Daphne Dennison and Amy Crandle followed Jenny inside, Daphne’s sharp eyes scanning everything with the intensity of a drill sergeant. Not that Jess expected anything less. After all, Daphne wasn’t just an employee—she was part-owner, and if Jess had learned anything in the past year, it was that the older woman took ownership very seriously.

      Amy sighed dreamily. “I love it. The colors, the setup—everything.”

      “The coffee machine is a sexy beast,” Daphne declared, marching straight to the counter like a woman on a mission.

      Jess snorted. “Glad you think so, considering it cost an arm and a leg.” Daphne wasn’t so fond of people, but coffee and animals were her passion. She was so dedicated to both that she ran a small farm and roasted beans in a section of her barn, locally. Aside from the high-end ovens, the industrial espresso machine was the most expensive investment they’d made.

      Though they’d agreed on the machine they would buy, Daphne had driven the choice and then taken charge of it once it arrived. Making sure to stay in her lane, Jess hadn’t so much as touched the monstrosity. It didn’t make sense for Jess not to know how to use it, so that would have to change, but for now, she was happy to be the baker and Daphne the barista. Being mindful of not interfering too much with each other’s roles was the only way this joint venture would work.

      Jenny chuckled. “I’d say it’s worth it if it keeps Daphne this happy.”

      Daphne ignored them, running a reverent hand over the machine. “Shall I get started on coffees all around?”

      “Yes, please.” Jess placed a container on the counter and lifted the lid. “I couldn’t sleep, so I got up early and made berry muffins.”

      Jenny grabbed a plate from the stack on the counter. “I’ll serve them up and make tea for anyone who wants it.”

      Amy, already halfway through a yawn, reached for a muffin. “That would be me.”

      Daphne shot her a warning look. “You’re not planning to lounge around here all morning eating and drinking, are you?”

      Amy gasped dramatically. “How rude! This is a bakery. What else am I supposed to do?”

      Daphne huffed. “You can help Jenny. Then, you can wash the dishes.”

      Amy pursed her lips. “I don’t start work for another two hours.”

      “Fine,” Daphne snapped. “Have your free muffin and coffee and then go home.”

      “Sorry I’m late. Everything all right in here?”

      Brodie Fine’s voice cut through the tension, and Jess’s mood instantly lifted back to her earlier excitement. She turned toward the local police officer, warmth blooming in her chest. “Brodie! Thanks for coming. I’m having a mild panic attack, but I’m sure I’ll be okay once I start baking.”

      His easy smile was as reassuring as his presence. “You’ll be better than okay.”

      A dramatic gagging sound interrupted the moment.

      Jess turned toward the door. “Oh, there you are. I wondered if you’d show up for the opening.”

      Maestro sat on the threshold, tail flicking with pointed disapproval. “Well, there wasn’t much point in being early. It’s not like I can come in,” the cat grumbled. “Human rules and hygiene, blah, blah, blah.”

      Jess bit back a laugh. “He’s sulking because he’s not allowed inside.”

      Maestro flicked his tail, looking away.

      Jenny cooed. “Oh, poor thing! You can visit me at Lavender’s Lotions and Potions instead. I can set up a nice bed in the normal kitchen, so you won’t be lonely without Jess.”

      The cat rolled his eyes. “Cut it out, you two. I’m fine.”

      Jess and Jenny exchanged a knowing look before bursting into laughter at his pout. It was hard not to find his attitude amusing when he was usually so careful about hiding all but his anger and disappointment at his trainee witches.

      “Gosh, it sounds like you really are in a foul mood, Maestro,” Amy teased, the sound a cat’s mewl rather than speech, then frowned as Maestro stalked away. “I didn’t mean to offend him.”

      They all laughed some more—except for Daphne, who had wandered to the doorway, watching the cat’s retreat with narrowed eyes. The older woman had a soft spot for strays and an uncanny way with animals, but as far as Jess knew, she wasn’t aware of Maestro’s… particular talents.

      Not yet, anyway. Daphne had a way of watching Maestro as well as Jess and Jenny that made her wonder many times if she knew that the family were witches. Or, at least, more than they let on. As a good friend of their mother’s, she had to have seen some things that were difficult to explain, and that had certainly happened a few times around the sisters.

      Brodie coughed. “Looks like you’re under control and I’ve got a busy day ahead of me, so I’ll leave you to it. Have a great day and good luck.”

      The grin he gave her as he left was surely regarding her eclectic team and Jess chuckled as she turned back toward the kitchen, once more breathing in the scents of coffee, muffins, and fresh paint. Everything was perfect. Almost.

      A scraping sound, soft but distinct, came from upstairs. It wasn’t the first time they’d heard it.

      The laughter died instantly.

      “There it is again.” Daphne’s voice grew sharp. “I told you we should’ve called in exterminators.”

      Jess gritted her teeth. The last thing she needed was a stranger poking around the bakery. They might discover hidden cavities that no one else knew about. Cavities that hid certain things a witch needed close to hand. “You know I let Maestro check it out, and he found nothing.”

      Daphne crossed her arms. “A cat is not an exterminator.”

      “Perhaps not, but in this case, I’d wager he’s better than one. Maestro would have raised an absolute fit if there were rodents living above the bakery.”

      “Then how do you explain that sound?” Daphne flushed and changed tack. “Maybe he could earn his keep a bit better than he has done?”

      Jess inhaled deeply, pushing away the annoyance and the unease curling in her stomach. “I’ll bring him back tonight to search again,” she promised and turned away. There was nothing to worry about. This was her bakery, her dream, and she refused to let anything—or anyone—ruin that.

      Even if something upstairs disagreed.
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      The scent of warm bread and sugar filled the bakery, wrapping Jess in a comforting cocoon of accomplishment. Recalling her days of working in a bakery in Portland, she remembered how much she loved the way the smells changed during baking, depending on what was being made. Some lingered for the day overpowering the rest, but she loved them all.

      The display case gleamed under the soft lights, already lined with golden-brown loaves and sugar-dusted doughnuts. Nearby, a batch of cupcakes topped off with swirls of frosting sat on the counter. Four trays of cookies cooled beside them, their buttery scent mingling with the rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee. Delicious!

      Jess wiped a sheen of sweat from her forehead with a small towel, then exhaled slowly. This was it. The moment she’d dreamed of for years was minutes away. Her pride and joy, Good Fortune Bakery, was about to open its doors for the very first time.

      Her heart pounded in her chest, excitement warring with nerves as her fingers tingled. She clasped her hands together. There would be no spells cast today, but would people show up? Would they love it? Would they come back to ensure her business succeeded?

      “Everything looks amazing,” Amy called cheerfully as she rinsed off the last mixing bowl and stacked it in the dishwasher.

      The woman was an absolute blessing, washing dishes without a single complaint. Miraculously, the kitchen was nearly as clean as it had been before Jess started baking—a rare feat in the chaos of morning prep she recalled.

      Grateful for her help, Jess smiled. “Thanks. The first few days will be trial and error. Once I figure out what people actually want, I’ll adjust. Hopefully I won’t get too many different suggestions. I can’t bake everything.”

      Amy grinned. “Not unless you want to pull twenty-hour shifts.”

      Jess shook her head as she grabbed two trays of cookies. “That’s a hard pass.” She slotted the trays into the display case and sighed with happiness as she wiped down the counter. Soft lilac walls and warm wood floors gave the space a welcoming charm, though the real magic would begin once customers filled the seats. Her fingers tingled and she shook them hard. Not that kind of magic. “Daphne, can you help me stock the other shelves?”

      Daphne looked up from wiping down tables, checking the clock behind her. “Goodness, is it that time already? Let’s go.”

      Together, they filled the last of the shelves, placing the cookies in neat rows beside the muffins and cupcakes. Now the room smelled like one of her dreams—warm vanilla, melted butter, and just a hint of spice from the cinnamon buns cooling in the kitchen.

      Jess stepped back, surveying the space with a mixture of satisfaction and anxiety. Everything was ready. Now all that was left was to flip the sign and unlock the door.

      Amy practically vibrated with excitement beside her, bouncing on her toes.

      Though they hadn’t discussed it, Daphne turned the sign to OPEN while Jess twisted the lock.

      A familiar, now almost expected, scraping noise drifted to them from upstairs.

      All three women rolled their eyes in unison.

      “At this point, we might as well name the ghost,” Amy said with a smirk.

      Jess snorted, though her stomach clenched. “If it’s a ghost, it owes me rent.”

      “Like I said, it’s probably mice,” Daphne grumbled. “A ghost wouldn’t dare haunt me.”

      Jess had her doubts about both suggestions. Still, she wasn’t about to get into another debate with Daphne about their mysterious upstairs visitor at this most pivotal moment. It turned out that it wasn’t necessary, because the door opened and the first customer stepped inside.

      Brodie Fine. He took in their eager faces and the rapid change in them. Brodie chuckled. “Sorry to disappoint you, but I came back to warn you. I hear everyone’s coming.”

      Jess froze. “Everyone?”

      His eyes twinkled. “Certainly everyone I know.”

      Considering Brodie wasn’t one to exaggerate, Jess felt a stab of panic and pivoted back to the kitchen. “I’m making scones.”

      Daphne called after her, “You sure you don’t want to bake a wedding cake while you’re at it? Just in case. It’s the one thing we don’t have.”

      Jess ignored her, rolling up her sleeves as she grabbed ingredients. Scones were quick, easy, and perfect for bulking up their stock in case Brodie’s warning turned out to be accurate.

      Listening to the muffled sounds of Daphne and Brodie debating coffee preferences in the front, Jess grinned as she mixed the dough. Their customers had better have strong opinions on what they wanted, because Daphne wasn’t the type to coddle indecision.

      By the time Jess had the first tray of scones in the oven, the next customers arrived—Theo Maddren, the town’s lawyer, and his assistant, Holly Jones.

      Amy greeted them with an enthusiastic “Welcome! You’re our first official customers.”

      Brodie sighed dramatically. “Charming.”

      Amy smirked. “Well, you’re not really a customer, are you, dear?”

      “There aren’t any freebies,” Daphne cut in before Brodie could reply. She turned her sharp gaze to Amy. “We’re here to make money. Don’t forget it.”

      The bluntness in her tone made Holly take an instinctive step back.

      Unfazed, Amy patted her arm reassuringly. “Don’t worry about her, dear. She’s just not used to working with people yet. Her bark’s worse than her bite.”

      Jess stifled a laugh while Brodie and Theo grinned.

      Theo, ever the diplomat, placed his order. “We shut the office down for a few minutes to come support your opening so we’re only grabbing coffee to go today, but we’ll be back to sit and have a bite once things settle down.”

      Jess waved a hand around the nearly empty bakery. “We’re hardly swamped.”

      His lips twitched. “Give it a few minutes.”

      Jess wasn’t sure whether to be thrilled or terrified by the way his eyes twinkled just as Brodie’s had.

      Standing close to her boss, Holly put a hand on his arm. “Theo’s been telling all our clients about the bakery.”

      As if on cue, the door swung open, and what seemed to be the entire retirement community flooded inside.

      Theo winked at her as she handed them their coffees and, along with Brodie and Holly, slipped out the door as chaos erupted behind them.

      Questions came like a tidal wave.

      “What’s the food like?”

      “Is the coffee decent?”

      “Do you have those little biscuits like they serve at the diner?”

      Without missing a beat, Amy pushed her way to the front of the line. Belonging to so many groups that Jess had lost count of them, Amy seemed to know everyone.

      “We’re using Daphne’s beans, so you know the coffee’s good. And I dare say you’ve all had Jess’s baking before. Now, if you’ll move out of the middle of the room and find a seat, I’ll tell you what’s available.”

      Jess’s mouth fell open and Daphne looked equally stunned when everyone did as Amy directed.

      As Amy rattled off the menu like she’d been working there for years. The retirees, charmed by her confidence, shuffled into chairs, eagerly awaiting their turn to order.

      Placing the first ticket on the counter, Amy beamed. “What? I wasn’t born retired, you know.”

      With a playful pirouette, she moved to the next table.

      Jess exchanged an impressed look with Daphne.

      “She’s a natural,” Jess murmured.

      For once, Daphne didn’t argue, and before they could fully process their unexpected new superstar, another customer arrived—Trixie Lafferty, the long-time server at the diner down the street.

      Amy greeted her with an exaggerated gasp. “Checking out the competition, are we?”

      Trixie laughed. “I’m not spying, if that’s what you mean. I just figured after all these years of Daphne telling me my coffee is swill, I should see what all the fuss is about.”

      Amy tutted. “Oh dear. I’m not sure that’s wise.”

      Trixie’s eyes gleamed. “Was she blowing smoke?”

      “Oh no, Daphne’s coffee is the best in the state,” Amy assured her. “Not that I’ve been further than Destiny, but after you’ve tried one, you might find it difficult to serve something less. Anyway, you’ll see what I mean.”

      Trixie scanned the board advertising the different coffees, looking increasingly overwhelmed. “What the heck are these?”

      Amy smirked before pointing at an option. “Since you have a sweet tooth, why don’t you try a cappuccino? It has chocolate on the top, but if you don’t like it, then we won’t charge anything.”

      Trixie hesitated, then nodded. “Okay, I’ll give it a go.”

      Daphne, hearing the exchange, shot Amy a glare. “We don’t
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