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CHAPTER 1
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“I can’t believe that in two days’ time, this square is going to be transformed into a coffee festival!” Suzanne Taylor plopped onto a stool, wiggling her feet, as she sipped a vanilla cappuccino. Her blue eyes sparkled with enthusiasm, while her strawberry-blonde hair swung from side to side in a ponytail.

“I know,” Maddie Goodwell agreed, looking out onto Estherville’s town square. Smooth green lawn, with a few benches dotted here and there, would soon be turned into a bustling hive of activity – as well as providing an influx of visitors to the small township, located one hundred miles from Seattle.

“Mrrow.” Trixie, the Persian cat, joined in the conversation. White and fluffy with a silver spine and tail, the feline’s turquoise eyes looked lively with expectation.

Maddie and Suzanne had just recovered from the morning rush. Ever since they’d opened Brewed from the Bean seven months ago, their coffee truck had been a success. They were allowed to park at the town square, snagging joggers, office workers, and shoppers as their clientele. 

And now, their truck was in prime position for the inaugural regional coffee festival.

Since coffee was Washington State’s official drink, the town council had come up with an idea for a one-day festival, in conjunction with Aunt Winifred, a small town half an hour’s drive away, and other townships nearby. And, to entice baristas to enter, there would be a competition for the best freshly made cappuccino. The prize was a wildcard entry into the state barista championship held in Seattle the following month. 

“You’re a shoo-in to win,” Suzanne declared, taking another sip of her cappuccino.

“Do you think so?” Maddie furrowed her brow. “There are going to be other baristas here, not just Claudine from the coffee shop.”

“Don’t mention her name.” Suzanne shuddered dramatically. “I don’t even know why she bothered to enter. She has no chance!”

Claudine Claxton, the curmudgeonly coffee shop owner, was Maddie’s nemesis. When the older woman had bought the coffee shop, Maddie’s working conditions had become intolerable, until she finally quit her job, and started Brewed from the Bean with Suzanne, her best friend since middle school – and Trixie, of course.

Maddie made the coffee drinks and Suzanne handled the register and their new, profitable line of tempting morsels: health balls, made from a mixture of cacao, dates, coconut, and other wholesome ingredients. Trixie dozed on her stool, and occasionally greeted her favorite customers – when she wasn’t busy grooming herself to maintain her pristine white and silver fur.

“You never know what a judge prefers,” Maddie said, trying to be fair. 

“I know he won’t prefer her coffee over yours,” Suzanne declared. 

Most people who tried Claudine’s coffee never went back for a second cup. Instead, they visited Brewed from the Bean, telling Maddie how much they loved her coffee. It was amazing Claudine was still in business – somehow, the coffee shop owner was blinkered when it came to the art of making a good cup of espresso, informing everyone her coffee was wonderful, when it actually tasted like cheap swill.

“Mrrow!” Trixie agreed.

Maddie sank down on the stool next to Suzanne, nursing a vanilla latte. “Thanks, Trixie.” She stroked the fluffy feline. “And you too, Suze.”

Suzanne grinned. “If you add your signature art to the cappuccino, they’ll be even more blown away.”

“The rules don’t state that cappuccino art is expected.” Maddie frowned.

“But they don’t say you can’t do it,” Suzanne pointed out. “And when you win, you’ll get to compete in the big championship next month. Add Trixie’s image to your microfoam, and we’ll be packing our bags for Seattle!”

Trixie bunted Maddie’s hand, as if nodding in agreement.

“Okay.” Maddie crinkled her eyes. “You two are bossy!”

“Yeah.” Suzanne grinned.

“Mrrow!”

They sat in silence for a couple of minutes, Maddie sipping her latte, and Suzanne finishing her cappuccino. Trixie continued to look out of the serving hatch, as if she could already see the town square being transformed into a coffee festival.

“Have you tried the Coffee Vision spell today?” Suzanne spoke.

“No.” Maddie shook head.

“Broomf!” Trixie sounded disappointed.

“I haven’t had time.” Maddie sighed.

When she was seven, Maddie had stumbled across a crumbling old book called Wytchcraft for the Chosen in the local secondhand bookshop. She paid the one dollar the bookshop owner insisted was the price just for her, and sneaked it home, certain her conservative parents would not approve.

One spell in particular caught her attention – how to tell someone’s future for the next twenty-four hours with the aid of a cup of coffee. When she used her own cup of coffee, she caught a glimpse of her future for the next day. When she cast the spell over a customer’s cup of coffee, she could peek into their future over the next twenty-four hours.

Until recently, it was the only spell she could master from the dusty tome, despite a page in the book that stated a witch came into her full powers once she was seven-and-twenty. Maddie’s twenty-seventh birthday had been several weeks ago...

Last month, she saw a vision – the murder of one of her regular customers! She, Trixie, and Suzanne had helped solve that murder, and along the way, she’d been able to cast a truth spell with success.

Maddie just hoped there wouldn’t be any more murders in her future.

“Do it now.” Suzanne nudged her.

“I’m not sure it will work.” Maddie looked doubtfully at her latte. “I made this five minutes ago, and I’ve always cast it on a freshly made coffee.”

“Try it,” her friend urged.

Trixie looked at her expectantly, as if agreeing with Suzanne.

“Okay.”

An image of a dark, handsome man standing outside their truck appeared.

“Really?” Maddie frowned. 

“What do you see?” Suzanne peered over her shoulder, then slumped back. “I can’t see anything.”

“Ramon.”

“No way!” Suzanne grinned. “Is he coming over here?”

“Yes.” Maddie wasn’t sure how she felt about her vision. Ramon was a sexy masseuse who owned a salon squeezed into a corner of the town square. She’d first met him last month, when she’d been investigating her customer’s murder, although he hadn’t been involved in that crime.

“I’ve got to get a massage from him.” A dreamy look appeared on Suzanne’s face. 

“You mean you haven’t already?” Maddie teased. Ever since she’d told Suzanne about Ramon, her friend had threatened to book a session with him.

“Not yet.” Suzanne waved a hand around the truck. “We’ve been pretty busy.”

“I know.”

“Which is a good thing,” Suzanne said in a cheery voice. “And I bet after the festival, business will be even better.”

Before Maddie could reply, a tall, dark, handsome man – just like the cliché – appeared at the truck serving window, wearing dark chinos and a navy shirt.

“Hello, Maddie and Suzanne. And Trixie.” Ramon smiled at them. His liquid brown eyes were framed with thick dark lashes, perfectly complementing his olive skin and firm, sensual lips.

Maddie waited a second for her breath to return to her lungs. 

“Hi, Ramon.” She hoped her voice didn’t sound squeaky.

“Hi Ramon.” Suzanne hopped over to the counter, returning his smile.

Trixie blinked up at him, her turquoise eyes bright and lively.

“You will be at the coffee festival?” he asked.

“Yes,” they both answered breathlessly.

“Mrrow!”

“I will be there also.” His faint Spanish accent made whatever he said sound impressive, even if he talked about mundane matters.

“Great.” Suzanne grinned at him.

“You have not booked your massages with me.” He crooked a finger at them. “Now I have sampled your coffee, Maddie, it is only right you and Suzanne sample me.”

Maddie’s cheeks heated, even though she knew he meant a strictly professional massage, and not – not him. In a romantic sense. Besides, he was too old for her – too old for both of them. She and Suzanne were twenty-seven and Ramon looked to be in his early forties. 

“Yes.” Suzanne’s eyes gleamed with a hint of sexy. “We should definitely make an appointment with you right now.”

Ramon nodded, digging into his pocket and bringing out his phone. “Let me see.” He tapped the screen. “Yes, I am available this afternoon. Otherwise—” he looked up at them, “—it will have to be after the festival.”

“That’s fine,” Maddie said quickly. She didn’t know if she was ready for a massage with him. Just the thought of his large, tanned hands rubbing her shoulders – or her back – caused her stomach to flutter. And it was ridiculous. But there was just something about him – something so purely male and sensual – that made her feel that way. And by the way Suzanne was eyeing him, it seemed he had the same effect on her, too.

“I can make it this afternoon.” Suzanne jumped in. She turned to Maddie. “Can’t I?”

“Sure.” Maddie nodded. “I’ll be able to handle the customers.”

“Good.” Ramon tapped the screen again. “Two o’clock, Suzanne. Does that work for you?”

“Yes,” she answered, her cheeks pink. 

“And now, Maddie, if you will make me one of your delicious coffees, I shall be on my way.” He turned and gestured to the couple of people standing behind him. “I am holding up your customers.”

Maddie made his usual, an espresso, and handed it to him. He paid Suzanne and with a wave, walked across the square to his storefront.

“Phew!” Suzanne sipped from a bottle of water once they’d served the customers. “Am I ready to get a massage?”

“You’ve been talking of nothing else for the last few weeks,” Maddie pointed out with a smile. “Go for it.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t leave you on your own with the festival only two days away.” Suzanne frowned.

“There’s not much to do,” Maddie replied. “We’re lucky we’ve got all our equipment here in the truck. The other stall holders will have to bring everything with them and set up. And I made sure to order extra beans, cups, and napkins when we first found out about it. I’ll be fine on my own this afternoon.”

“Okay,” Suzanne said breathlessly, pulling off her hair elastic, finger-combing her locks, and pulling them back into a slightly neater ponytail. “How do I look?”

Before Maddie could answer, a whining, nasal voice assaulted their ears.

“No customers?” A stout forty-something woman with jet-black hair cropped short smirked at them.

Claudine.

“We’re recovering from the morning rush,” Suzanne said loftily, drawing herself to her full height of five foot six. “What can we do for you, Claudine?”

“Just checking to see if you girls are ready for the competition.” Claudine’s greedy gaze roamed over their coffee truck. “The press and the local radio station are going to cover the event. My café is sure to be featured in the newspaper, and I bet Dave Dantzler from the radio station will want me to be on his show. Expect to see me compete in the big competition in Seattle next month, girls.”

Suzanne snorted. “I don’t think so. Everyone knows Maddie will win. And I’m sure the paper will feature all the contestants equally. As will Dave Dantzler.”

“Don’t count your coffee beans before they’re roasted.” Claudine shook her finger at both of them.

“As if she knows anything about roasting beans,” Suzanne muttered under her breath to Maddie.

Maddie silently agreed. From her time working at the curmudgeon’s café, she knew Claudine would be happy to serve instant coffee and call it freshly brewed espresso if she could get away with it. That was one of the reasons Maddie had quit.

“Been practicing your cappuccino art?” Suzanne asked. 

“What?” Claudine’s eyes widened.

“Art is allowed on top of the cappuccino,” Maddie said.

“Art?” Claudine glowered.

“You know, hearts, flowers, words,” Suzanne informed her.

A vein throbbed in Claudine’s temple. “Why was I not informed of this?”

“It’s in the rules.” Suzanne shrugged. “Haven’t you read them?”

“The rules do not say art is allowed on the cappuccino,” Claudine huffed.

“But it doesn’t say it’s disallowed,” Maddie said gently, realizing she was echoing what Suzanne had told her earlier.

“But – but—” Claudine stared at them, no longer looking smug.

Maddie even felt sorry for her.

“You better go and practice, then.” Suzanne waved her hand. 

“Oh – oh – oof!” Claudine spun around and stalked off toward her café on the other side of the square. 

“Don’t you think you were a little hard on her?” Maddie asked once Claudine was out of earshot.

“Nope.” Suzanne shrugged. “I know how horrible she was to you when you worked for her – she deserves a little payback. Besides, we probably did her a favor without realizing it. Now she’ll practice and not feel left out that she was the only one without art on her cappuccino entry.”

“But ... words?” Maddie tried to suppress a giggle. “I haven’t attempted words for my coffee art.”

“You don’t need to,” Suzanne said loyally. “Your picture of Trixie is what every other barista wishes they could do. I’m sure you’re going to win the competition.”
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JUST AFTER THREE O’CLOCK, Suzanne came back to the truck.

“Well?” Maddie studied her friend, who looked flushed and had a faraway look in her eye. “How was the massage?”

“It was amazing!” Suzanne gushed. “Totally professional and legit – but his voice – oh, Mads – his voice sent delicious shivers down my spine the whole time.” She looked dreamily into the distance. “I swear Mads, I’m going to marry that man one day.”

Maddie smiled. Suzanne frequently got enthusiastic about certain things – like nagging Maddie about creating health balls as another profit stream – and she usually persisted until she turned the vision in her head into reality. But Maddie couldn’t decide whether Suzanne was serious about marrying Ramon one day or she’d just gotten carried away by the massage.

“I wonder why he’s not married already?” Maddie said thoughtfully. “Or at least spoken for.” She glanced at her friend. “Maybe there is someone in his life.”

“He doesn’t wear a ring and I didn’t see any photos in his office,” Suzanne said. “Maybe he just doesn’t want to break the heart of every woman in the world by marrying.”

“Apart from the woman he marries,” Maddie pointed out.

“Which would be me.” Suzanne pointed to herself, grinning.

At this point, Trixie decided to make a contribution to the conversation. 

“Mrrow!” 

“You can be one of my bridesmaids, too, Trixie.” Suzanne looked at Maddie and they both burst out laughing. Unfortunately, Trixie didn’t look like she appreciated the joke.

“Sorry, Trix.” Suzanne gently stroked the fluffy white cat until she purred, the feline’s turquoise eyes ecstatically narrowing to slits. “We weren’t laughing at you.”

The cat bunted Suzanne’s hand, as if accepting her apology.

“I swear Trixie understands what we’re talking about.” Suzanne shook her head in wonder.

“I know,” Maddie said. 

“Are you going to bring her to the festival?”

“I thought it might be better if she stays at home, but—” Maddie studied her cat’s face, which now seemed to be on the verge of pouting “—she can come if she wants to.”

“Mrrow!” Trixie purred and pushed her head against Maddie’s hand, demanding to be petted.

“All right.” Maddie sighed. “You can come to the festival, Trixie.”
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CHAPTER 2
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Saturday, the day of the festival, dawned bright and clear. The sun shone in the light blue sky, hinting at a perfect Spring day.

Trixie had woken Maddie up at six a.m., insisting on being fed right now.

Maddie stared at her bowl of breakfast cereal, her stomach too jumbled with nerves to make eating feasible. She resisted making a latte for herself, worried the caffeine would make her even more on edge.

Why had she entered the competition?

It hadn’t even been Suzanne’s idea. Or Trixie’s. It had been hers alone. 

She was good at pulling a shot of espresso. More than good at it. But she didn’t need to win a small town competition to tell her that.

Or a big state one.

She had thought entering the contest, rather than just taking part in the festival, would be good for business.

But now she wasn’t so sure.

“Mrrow!” Trixie called from the living room. 

Maddie hurried into the room, wondering what the cat was up to.

The Persian sat hunched over Wytchcraft for the Chosen.

“What is it, Trix?” Maddie asked.

“Mrrow.” The cat gently touched the cover of the book with her paw.

“I’m not going to look for a spell to find out how to win the competition,” she informed Trixie. Last night, when she’d tossed and turned trying to fall asleep, she’d wondered if there was such a spell in the book. Then instantly told herself not to think about it, because it would be cheating. And she was not a cheat. 

She’d had the magical book for twenty years and had studied each page thoroughly during that time. She couldn’t remember such a spell, and even if there was one, so far she could only manage the Coffee Vision spell and the Tell the Truth enchantment. 

Some witch she was.

Although the book didn’t say anything about the rule of three – that what you did, either good or bad, would come back to you threefold – she knew enough from watching TV shows and movies over the years that using magic for your own personal gain was not a good idea. Even if those TV shows and movies were fiction, surely there was a grain of truth to that belief?

“Mrrow.” Trixie looked disappointed. 

“If I can’t win without magic, then it wasn’t meant to be.”

The cat stared at her with her gleaming turquoise eyes, then seemed to accept the statement.

“M ...r...r...o...w.”

“I’m glad you understand.” Maddie smiled. She was also glad nobody was witnessing the conversation. They might think she was totally mad, the way she spoke to Trixie, as if the Persian could understand her, but Maddie was sure she could – when she wanted to.

One year ago, Trixie had wandered into the coffee shop, sat on the floor beneath the counter and looked up at Maddie.

“Mrrow.”

“Are you lost?” Maddie stepped from around the coffee machine and bent down.

“Mrrow.” 

She could have sworn that had sounded like “No.”

Claudine, the new owner, came out from the back and had started shouting, “Get that animal out, or else!”

Instinctively, Maddie scooped up the feline and hurried outside, turning back to scowl at her boss, before carrying the pretty cat home.

“You can stay with me until I find your owner,” Maddie had whispered, soft white fur tickling her fingers. The cat nestled in her arms, as if there was nowhere else she’d rather be.

As Maddie hurried back to work, she shook off the ridiculous thought that the Persian had been trying to tell her that she belonged to Maddie.

No one had claimed her, and now Trixie was a big part of Maddie’s life, including being interested in Wytchcraft for the Chosen. Did that mean Trixie was Maddie’s familiar?

“We’ve got to get ready for the festival.”

Trixie jumped off the sofa and trotted toward Maddie’s bedroom, stopping and looking back at Maddie as if to say, “Come on!”

***
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ROCK MUSIC BLARED FROM the speakers set in the town square. The space was buzzing with people, stalls – and coffee. 

The rich smell of freshly pulled espresso, combined with chocolate and cinnamon, wafted throughout the outdoor area.

Maddie wore jeans and a plum wrap top that she thought went well with her brown hair and amber eyes, while Suzanne also wore jeans with a pastel blue long-sleeved top that emphasized her fair coloring.

“I’m so nervous,” Maddie confessed to Suzanne. They sat on stools inside the truck, Trixie next to them.

“So am I, even though I’m not competing,” Suzanne replied. “I don’t think Trixie is, though.”

“No.” Maddie glanced at the cat. Her eyes were alive with interest as she stared at the scene on the other side of the truck’s serving window. She didn’t seem anxious at all.

Although it was only nine o’clock, they’d already served some customers. Today was going to be good for business, even if she didn’t win the cappuccino making contest.

“You should try your competitor’s coffee,” Suzanne urged. “See if it’s any good.”

“Maybe later,” Maddie replied. The last thing she needed was to have her nerves any more jangled.

“When’s the judging happening?” Suzanne asked.

“Any time between ten and eleven.” Maddie read through the information sheet. “The judge, Edward Grenville, will be here, accompanied by a newspaper reporter and the radio personality, who will give me a quick interview. Then I make my entry, with the judge watching, and this is where I get to tell him about the coffee I’m serving him. The winner will be announced this afternoon.”

“One hour to go.” Suzanne smiled sympathetically.

Before Maddie could answer, an elderly couple walked up to the counter, both asking for a cappuccino.

“Just like you’ll be making in the competition.” The woman grinned.

Although Maddie didn’t know them, she smiled back, and started making the drinks, adding her signature art of Trixie to the top of the microfoam.

“That is so cute,” the woman gushed. “Look, Hank, it’s a cat!” 

Her husband took a sip of his drink, his eyes widening in appreciation. “This is good.”

“Oh, is that your cat?” The woman gestured to Trixie, sitting on a stool inside the truck.

“Yes,” Maddie said. “Her name is Trixie.”

“She’s gorgeous.” The woman’s gaze travelled from the cappuccino art on her drink to Trixie and back again. “Such a good likeness.”

“Thank you,” Maddie replied, pride blossoming inside her. She wasn’t much of an artist with pen and paper, but somehow she was able to create art on microfoam.

“Mmm, this is delicious.” The woman tasted her cappuccino. “I hope you win the competition.”

“Thanks,” Maddie and Suzanne spoke at the same time.

“Would you like to try a health ball?” Suzanne gestured to the small samples rolled in shredded coconut and arranged attractively on a white plate. “Everyone loves them.”

“Why not?” The woman smiled. She plucked one from the plate, popped it in her mouth and chewed. Delight flickered across her face. “Hank, we’ve got to get some of these!”

After buying four health balls and cooing over Trixie some more, the couple finally left, sipping their cappuccinos.

“That went well,” Suzanne said with satisfaction, rearranging the sample plate on the counter.

“Mrrow,” Trixie agreed.

Maddie grabbed a bottle of water from the small fridge and gulped some down. Since she’d sworn off coffee until after she competed, perhaps a mouthful of cool water would help calm her. But her stomach was still tied up in knots.

“Hi.” A plump, jolly looking woman with frizzy blonde hair came up to the counter. “I’m Jill from Aunt Winifred. My stall’s over there.” She gestured to a white tent opposite Maddie’s truck. A wooden serving table occupied the space, complete with an espresso machine. Dried flowers decorated the front of the stall.

“I guess you’re entered in the competition too?” she asked.

“Yes. I’m Maddie.” Maddie replied, instantly liking the other woman. She looked to be in her forties, with rosy cheeks and laughter lines around her eyes. “And this is Suzanne.” She gestured to her friend. “And Trixie.”

“Mrrow,” Trixie said politely, studying the woman.

“Oh, wow, you’re allowed to bring your cat with you? I have a big boisterous dog but I left him at home. I didn’t want him to wreck the place.”

“No one’s ever complained about Trixie being in the truck,” Maddie said carefully, wondering if Jill was thinking of complaining.

“That’s cool.” Jill grinned. “I just wanted to say good luck in the competition. May the best barista win. And if you’re ever passing Aunt Winifred, stop in at my cafe for a coffee – on the house.”

“Thanks.” Suzanne’s eyes lit up. “Same to you. And please, take a free sample of our health balls.” She held out the plate to Jill.

“Don’t mind if I do.” Jill picked up a coconut crusted ball and popped it in her mouth. “Yum!”

“We think so.” Suzanne grinned. “Our customers love them.”

“Now you’ve got me thinking.” A faraway look entered Jill’s blue eyes. “I’m going to try making those myself when I get home. Is that okay?” She furrowed her brow.

“Go for it.” Suzanne gestured to the sample plate. “This is my secret recipe, but I made our first batch from a recipe I found online. There are tons of variations. And they made us a profit from day one.”

“Good to know.” Jill smiled, and then turned toward her stall. “I better get back before the judging starts!” With a friendly wave, she headed back toward her stall.

“I like her.” Maddie sipped more water. Now her mouth was dry. More nerves?

“Yep,” Suzanne agreed. “And her dog sounds like fun. Hey, why don’t we go to Aunt Winifred one day and check out her café? Free coffee!”

“Good idea,” Maddie agreed. “What about next week?”

They settled on Tuesday, deciding to give themselves an extra day off.

“She might be closed on Monday,” Suzanne said.

“Or recovering from today,” Maddie added. It was only 9.30, but she was tired from all the excitement already.

She looked out at the scene. More and more people strolled on the lawn, stopping at each coffee stall and talking to the vendors. 

And then, she saw him. 

Maddie froze. 

She told herself to act natural. 

“Hi, Maddie.” A tall, attractive guy with auburn hair came up to the counter. “How’s it going?”

“Great, Luke.” Maddie told herself to breathe. Suzanne’s older brother stood right in front of her!

She’d had a schoolgirl crush on Luke ever since she’d met him, when she and Suzanne had been in middle school. But he’d always treated her as if she were just a friend of his sister’s, nothing more. 

Which she was, she’d told herself over the years.

But that didn’t stop her noticing him. 

He was two years older than Suzanne, and had helped them find and restore their truck that they’d named Brewed from the Bean seven months ago. She’d nursed a hope that he would finally see her in a different light – a romantic light. But he hadn’t.

Maddie had resigned herself to the fact that her schoolgirl crush was to forever remain that way, when he showed up now, on the morning of the competition.

“What are you doing here, Luke?” Suzanne frowned. 

Maddie had never confided her feelings to her best friend, not wanting Suzanne to disapprove or feel weird that Maddie had a crush on her brother. But she did know that Suzanne hadn’t told her brother that
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