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Chapter 1: The Mug of Destiny
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It was a regular Tuesday morning at the Capel household, which meant absolute chaos before 8 a.m.

One-year-old Emma was happily chewing on a sock like she was a tiny goat.

Four-year-old Ava was wearing underpants on her head and insisting everyone address her as “Princess Underpants,” ruler of the living room and defender of snack time.

Seven-year-old Owen was trying to turn Oscar the dog into a dinosaur using only duct tape and a toilet plunger.

Kelly just wanted one hot cup of coffee.

She tiptoed into the kitchen like a caffeine ninja, dodging toy trains, puzzle pieces, and a suspiciously sticky spoon on the floor

She had exactly sixty seconds before the children realized Mom had mysteriously vanished and launched a full-scale search-and-rescue mission.

She poured. 

She stirred. 

She sipped.
It was hot. It was beautiful. It was... the last bit of her sanity in a mug.
But then she noticed something strange.

The mug wasn’t her usual “World’s Best Mom” mug.
It was sparkly.
It shimmered.
It glowed a little.
Across the front, in glittery gold letters, it said:
"Finish Me For One Magical Wish Per Day."

Kelly blinked.

“Ha! I’m probably just hallucinating from no sleep,” she muttered, taking another sip. “Or this is just some Instagram prank from my sister.”

Just then, Emma launched a banana at Oscar. It hit him squarely in the snout.

“BANANA ATTACK!” Owen yelled, sword-fighting an invisible robot.

Ava cartwheeled into the hallway yelling, “TO THE MOON, SPAGHETTI QUEEN!”

Kelly sighed and raised the mug like a queen with her royal goblet.

“I wish,” she said dramatically, “just once, this dog could talk and tell me what’s actually going on around here!”

GULP.

She finished the coffee. Down to the last magical drop.

The room shimmered.

Oscar froze.

Then blinked.

Then sat up straight and said very clearly... 

“Finally! Do you know how hard it is living with you humans?!”

Kelly dropped the mug. It bounced off her slipper and rolled under the fridge.

Oscar stood on his hind legs, shook his fur like a shampoo commercial, and sniffed.
“Also, I’d like to file a formal complaint about the baby. She keeps putting socks in my water bowl.”
Kelly stared. The kids stared. Even Emma stopped licking the window.

“You... you can talk?” Owen gasped.

“Talk? Pfft. I’ve been dying to talk for years. You humans are wild. Do you know that Ava tried to give me a haircut with safety scissors yesterday? And Owen once made me wear a diaper on my head for science?!”

Owen shrugged. “It was fashion science.”

Oscar turned to Kelly. “Also, I saw where you hid the good chocolate. Top shelf, behind the peas. Very sneaky.”

Kelly covered her mouth. “HOW...”

Oscar wagged his tail. “I’ve got a nose and 10,000% more brains than you give me credit for.”

Suddenly, Emma pointed at Oscar and shouted, “DOGGIE TALKIE!”

Then she threw a half-eaten crayon at him.

Oscar dodged. “She’s unhinged,” he whispered.

Kelly sank into a chair, eyes wide. “Okay... okay. So... the mug wasn’t lying.”

Owen grinned. “This. Is. AWESOME. What else can it do?”

Kelly looked at the magical mug, now slightly dusty under the fridge.

“Oh no,” she muttered. “What have I done?”
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Chapter 2: Oscar Spills the Tea
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Kelly had always suspected Oscar was smart.

But talking?
With sass?
And a surprisingly good vocabulary?
That was new.

Oscar trotted into the kitchen like he was the host of a talk show.
“Okay, now that I’ve got a voice,” he said, “I have some things to get off my chest.”
He sat in Kelly’s chair like a little furry professor and cleared his throat.

“First of all, the food situation. I know you think I like that dry brown stuff that smells like old sneakers. I don’t. I’m just hungry. I eat it because I have no choice. I am a dog, not a raccoon.”

Kelly blinked.

Oscar continued.

“Second, Ava keeps using me as a ‘hair salon practice head.’ I am not a Barbie, I am a dignified canine.”

Ava looked up from brushing her doll’s eyebrows. “You look better with bangs.”

Oscar ignored her. “Third, Owen? That ‘rocket backpack’ you made me wear? That was a toaster with yarn. I nearly launched myself into the neighbor’s fence.”

“It looked like NASA stuff,” Owen mumbled.

“And Emma...” Oscar turned dramatically toward the baby, who was currently eating a spoon and humming. “Sweet baby. But she’s sticky. All the time. What is that smell? Applesauce? Glue? It’s a mystery!”

Emma giggled and threw a block at his tail.

Kelly rubbed her temples. “Okay, this is... a lot.”

Oscar raised an eyebrow. “Oh, we’re just getting started.”

He leapt onto the table, knocking over a bowl of Cheerios. “Last night, I watched your favorite cooking show after you went to bed. I have notes.”

Kelly gasped. “You watched Cooking for Busy Mothers?!”

Oscar nodded. “I have some good ideas for dinner.”

Owen’s eyes lit up. “Wait, wait! What if we use the magic mug again tomorrow and wish for EVEN MORE STUFF! Like flying powers! Or a trampoline house! Or a robot butler who feeds us marshmallows!”

Ava jumped up. “No! Let’s wish for candy floors! And spaghetti hair! And a parrot that sings lullabies!”

Oscar snorted. “You people need structure and less screen time!”

Kelly held up her hands. “No more wishing. No more magic. We don’t know what this mug is or how it works. We need to be careful.”

Ava crossed her arms. “You're just saying that because your coffee’s gone.”

Kelly side-eyed her. "That's right! Mommy without coffee is like a dragon without fire, just puffs of smoke and lots of grumpy growls!"

Owen flopped onto the floor. “But what if we make one more wish tomorrow? Just one! And we really think it through!”

Oscar wagged his tail. “If we are making another wish, I have suggestions. Maybe wish for me to never be forced into a tutu again.”

Ava looked guilty.

Kelly sighed. “Okay. If I finish my coffee tomorrow without anyone spilling it or setting something on fire... we’ll consider another wish.”

The kids all squealed.

Oscar stretched. “Then I suggest you invest in a sippy lid, my friend.”
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Chapter 3: The Spaghetti Situation
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The next morning, Kelly awoke to the sound of something crashing.

That was... normal.

She tiptoed downstairs in her fuzzy pink robe, passing by Emma, who was in a laundry basket wearing goggles, chewing on cardboard like it was toast. This was also normal.

Ava and Owen were already in the kitchen, standing very still, with huge innocent smiles on their faces.

“Hi Mommy,” they said in creepy unison.

Kelly narrowed her eyes. “Why are you being polite? What did you do? Is something on fire?”

“Nope!” said Owen, too quickly.

“Nothing’s on fire yet,” Ava added helpfully.

Oscar trotted in behind them. “Might I suggest you drink your coffee now, just in case?”

Kelly sighed and poured her cup. The magical mug shimmered again like it had glittery secrets. Across the front, the letters still read:

“Finish Me For One Magical Wish Per Day.”

She clutched the mug like it was made of diamonds and liquid gold. This time, she would finish her coffee. She was ready. No one would spill it. No one would...

“Oops!” yelled Owen, launching a waffle off his plate like a frisbee. It hit the wall with a heroic splat.

Kelly jumped but kept her hand steady.

“I’M FINE,” she said in a tight, wobbly voice. “I’ve trained for this.”

She took a giant gulp.

Oscar, who now wore sunglasses indoors (he said it made him feel more important), raised his paw. “Before you make today’s wish, let’s just take a moment and talk about the consequences of magic. You all remember yesterday. I’m still emotionally recovering.”

“Totally fair,” said Kelly. “So... what’s today’s wish?”

Ava grinned like a tiny evil genius. “I wish... for my hair... to be made of spaghetti!”

Oscar face pawed. “Oh no. Not again.”

Kelly blinked. “I... wait, what? No! We said we’d think it through!”

But Ava was already doing a dramatic dance. “SPAGHETTI HAIR! SPAGHETTI HAIR! LONG NOODLES EVERYWHERE!”

Kelly panicked and chugged the rest of her coffee before she could stop herself.

GULP.

The mug glowed.

The room shimmered.

Oscar groaned.

And Ava’s pigtails... began to transform.

First, they wiggled.
Then they bounced.
Then they turned into full-on pasta noodles, each one perfectly cooked and lightly buttery.
Ava squealed with delight. “IT’S HAPPENING! I’M A PASTA PRINCESS!”

Owen was horrified. “Can I eat it?”

“NO!” Kelly and Oscar shouted at the same time.

Emma pointed and yelled, “NOODLE HEAD!”

Oscar sniffed Ava’s hair. “Well, it does smell delicious. But this is a health code violation waiting to happen.”

Kelly groaned. “Okay. Okay. No problem. We’ll just... braid it into a pasta bun or something.”

But the noodles had other plans. They were growing. Slithering. Curling around like a spaghetti monster!

One noodle slapped Owen in the face.

Another whipped around and knocked over a juice box.

Oscar dove behind the couch. “This is worse than the tutu!”

Ava twirled dramatically, flinging buttery




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MOMMYS MAGICAL
COFFEE MUG

Written by Danny Capel





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





