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Once, she was the terror of kingdoms the Sorceress of the Final Eclipse, a master of dark magic and ambition. Now, cursed by divine decree, Morgana finds herself running a quaint little Bed & Breakfast at the edge of a sleepy village. Her punishment? To serve travelers with flawless hospitality — or suffer excruciating pain.

Armed with sarcasm, dignity, and a rolling pin, Morgana struggles to adapt to mortal chores, annoying stable hands, and guests who think “villainess” is just a quirky personality. But as burnt scones turn into perfect pastries and reluctant kindness becomes genuine care, she begins to discover that power can take many forms even in clean linens and warm smiles.

When ghosts of her past her loyal orc lieutenant, her celestial handler, and the Hero who once destroyed her all cross paths under her humble roof, Morgana must face her greatest challenge yet: forgiveness.

A delightful blend of humor, heart, and high fantasy, The Villainess Runs a B&B is a story of second chances, found family, and the magic of redemption served with tea and scones.
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Chapter 1: The First Scone of Humiliation
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Most people believe that villains are born, not made, that their hearts are black and their souls are irredeemable. They imagine the Sorceress of the Final Eclipse, Morgana, as a cackling figure perched atop a obsidian tower, conjuring apocalyptic spells with gleeful malice. They picture her in robes of midnight, eyes gleaming with unspeakable power, her every utterance a decree of doom. They would be utterly, spectacularly wrong. The truth, as it so often is, was far more mundane, and infinitely more humiliating. For Morgana, the once-feared architect of empires and weaver of dark enchantments, was currently engaged in a pitched battle with a stubbornly unrising scone, her knuckles white with frustration, her once-glorious arcane energy now channeled into the precise measurement of baking powder.

The Hearth's Haven Bed & Breakfast, nestled in the sleepy hollow of Oakhaven, was, by all accounts, a charming if perpetually struggling establishment. Gabled roofs, a sprawling garden that threatened to reclaim the entire property, and a perpetually smoking hearth that offered more aesthetic appeal than actual warmth. It was a place where time seemed to slow, where the greatest drama might be a runaway chicken or a particularly persistent patch of bindweed. And it was here, in this bastion of bucolic normalcy, that Morgana, or rather, "Mora" as she was now known, found herself condemned.

Her punishment, a divine decree after a rather unfortunate incident involving a celestial bureaucracy, a misfiled prophecy, and a truly spectacular misunderstanding of the term "world domination," was not eternal damnation or unending torment. Oh no, that would have been too simple, too conventional. Instead, she was cursed with a "Hospitality Geas." A magical compulsion that forced her to provide exemplary service to any weary traveler who crossed her threshold, lest she suffer excruciating, soul-searing agony. It was a cruel and unusual fate for a woman who once considered pleasantries a waste of perfectly good cursing time.

Today's particular torment came in the form of a traveling merchant named Bartholomew. He was a portly, jovial man with a laugh that could curdle milk and a disturbing fondness for brightly colored waistcoats. He had arrived the previous evening, smelling faintly of stale ale and damp wool, and had, to Mora's utter disgust, requested "the full breakfast, with a side of those delightful little scone things I hear you make." The very idea of her, Morgana, the bringer of the Final Eclipse, making "delightful little scone things" was enough to send a shiver of cosmic dread down her spine. Yet, the Geas had hummed, a low, insistent thrum beneath her ribs, a promise of pain if she failed to comply.

So here she was, in the Hearth's Haven kitchen, a room that smelled perpetually of yeast, lavender, and the faint, unsettling aroma of burnt toast. Her long, elegant fingers, once adept at weaving intricate spells of destruction, now grappled with a wooden spoon and a bowl of sticky dough. "Rise, you insipid lumps of flour and butter!" she muttered, glaring at the offending scone mixture. "Do you not comprehend the gravity of your situation? My very existence hinges upon your fluffy ascension!"

A soft snort came from the corner of the kitchen. Gable, the B&B's perpetually cheerful stable hand and occasional handyman, was polishing a set of mismatched silverware. He was a young man of boundless optimism, with a shock of straw-colored hair and eyes the color of a summer sky. He was also, unbeknownst to Mora, a low-ranking celestial being, assigned to monitor her progress and ensure she truly embraced her penance. He was utterly immune to her withering glares and interpreted her grumbling as a form of affectionate banter.


"Mornin', Mora!" Gable chirped, wiping a fork with an almost religious fervor. "Struggling with the breakfast, are we? Sometimes, a kind word helps. Or a bit of extra buttermilk. Never hurts."


Mora shot him a look that would have, in her previous life, reduced lesser beings to quivering puddles of fear. "A kind word will not coax these recalcitrant dough-blobs into submission, Gable. They require a firm hand, a strategic approach, and perhaps a subtle enchantment to enhance their leavening properties. Though, alas, the Geas specifically prohibits the use of 'destructive or self-serving' magic. Apparently, a perfectly risen scone falls under 'self-serving' if it is achieved through illicit means." She sighed, a dramatic exhalation that ruffled the flour on the counter. "The injustice of it all."

Gable merely chuckled. "Well, I always say, the best magic is elbow grease! And a good, hot oven." He gestured vaguely towards the ancient, stone oven that dominated one wall of the kitchen. "Looks like you've got the hot oven part down."

Mora shoved the tray of misshapen dough into the oven with more force than was strictly necessary. "One day, Gable, you will understand the true meaning of power. And it will not involve buttermilk."

As the scones began their slow, agonizing bake, Mora turned her attention to the rest of the breakfast. Platters of scrambled eggs, glistening with butter; strips of crispy bacon; a bowl of fresh berries, painstakingly picked from the B&B's neglected garden. Each item was prepared with a meticulousness that belied her internal turmoil. The Geas was a demanding taskmaster, but it was also surprisingly effective. The compulsion to provide excellent hospitality was not just a threat of pain, but also a subtle, insidious whisper of satisfaction when a guest expressed genuine delight.

Bartholomew descended the stairs an hour later, his belly rumbling audibly. He took a seat at the small, oak table in the dining room, his eyes widening at the spread before him. "By the gods, Mora! This looks magnificent! And the smell... is that fresh scone I detect?"

Mora, standing stiffly by the kitchen door, felt the familiar thrum beneath her ribs intensify. It demanded she respond with warmth, with genuine pleasure at his appreciation. It was a vile sensation. "Indeed, sir. Fresh from the oven. I trust they meet your exacting standards." Her voice, despite her internal protest, was smooth and pleasant, almost sickeningly so.

Bartholomew took a bite of a scone, slathered with homemade berry jam and a dollop of clotted cream. His eyes rolled back in his head. "Heavenly! Absolutely heavenly! The perfect texture, the subtle sweetness... Mora, you are a culinary enchantress!"

A faint, almost imperceptible warmth spread through Mora's chest. It was a horrifying sensation. She, Morgana, the Sorceress of the Final Eclipse, was experiencing satisfaction from a positive scone review. The world, she realized, was truly ending, just not in the way she had originally planned. The Geas, however, pulsed with a gentle, approving thrum. The pain was absent. The humiliation, however, was profound.

As Bartholomew finished his meal, leaving not a single crumb, he pulled a small leather pouch from his belt. "Mora, my dear, this was the finest breakfast I've had in all my travels. Truly exceptional. I shall spread word of your establishment far and wide." He pressed a handful of coins into her hand, far more than the standard rate. "And please, take this as a token of my immense gratitude. That scone... I shall dream of it."

He departed shortly after, his cheerful whistling fading down the lane. Mora stood in the dining room, the coins heavy in her palm, the lingering scent of berry jam and satisfied customer in the air. The Geas was silent, content. She had fulfilled her obligation. She had provided exemplary hospitality. And she had, to her utter mortification, felt a distinct flutter of something akin to pride.

She stared at the coins, then at her flour-dusted hands. "This," she declared to the empty room, her voice a low growl, "is an absolute travesty. I, Morgana, reduced to a purveyor of baked goods. And yet..." She looked towards the kitchen, a glint in her eye that was disturbingly familiar to anyone who had ever witnessed her plotting an intricate spell of global conquest. "If I must run an inn, Bartholomew, if I must make 'delightful little scone things,' then by the very dark energies that once fueled my dominion, I shall run the best inn. The most impeccably organized, the most strategically hospitable, the most utterly irresistible inn in all the realms. And these scones... these will be but the beginning." The Sorceress of the Final Eclipse, it seemed, was not quite ready to abandon her strategic brilliance, even if her battlefield had shrunk to a charming little B&B. The first scone of humiliation had been served, but the seeds of an entirely new, and utterly unexpected, kind of ambition had just been sown.
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Chapter 2: A Geas Most Foul

[image: ]


The Geas was not merely a magical constraint; it was a constant, unwelcome companion, a parasitic entity burrowing into the very core of Morgana's being. Most people envisioned curses as dramatic bursts of energy, transformations into toads, or eternal slumber. They rarely considered the insidious, psychological torment of a compulsion that twisted one's deepest desires into their antithesis. For Morgana, whose entire life had been dedicated to the pursuit of power, control, and the meticulous orchestration of world-altering events, the Hospitality Geas was a masterpiece of divine cruelty.

The first few weeks at Hearth's Haven had been a blur of physical agony and internal rebellion. Every dust motes ignored, every lukewarm cup of tea served, every request for an extra pillow met with a hint of irritation, brought with it a searing pain that started in her chest and radiated outwards, a thousand tiny needles pricking her soul. It was not merely discomfort; it was a profound, existential anguish, a feeling of being ripped apart from the inside. The pain would only subside when the offending oversight was rectified, and the guest's satisfaction registered by the Geas.

She had tried, of course, to circumvent it. Morgana was, above all else, a strategist. Her mind, once capable of devising complex magical arrays to deflect divine intervention, now turned its formidable intellect to loopholes in celestial law. She had attempted to delegate tasks to Gable, only to find the Geas demanding her personal attention to the finer points of hospitality. She had
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