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      Sally Ann Grainger admired the spectacular cake she’d just finished decorating for her best friend’s wedding. Sally had baked the three tier cake from scratch using only the freshest ingredients and imbuing the batter with her finest spells for health, happiness, and enduring love—though she’d been careful to limit the love spell to Amy and her soon-to-be husband Aaron. No need to include all the guests who would enjoy a slice of cake in that particular incantation!

      And now the glorious confection was complete. Three tiers of rich, layered spice cake, iced smooth in almond buttercream frosting and decorated with sprays of fresh and fondant flowers cascading from the top tier. In deference to the fall season, Sally had tinted the frosting a pale peach and chosen fall blooms in vibrant reds, yellows, and oranges. Her fondant rosebuds were perfect and the marzipan leaves added an elegant finishing touch. Truly, Amy’s wedding cake was a testament to Sally’s skills, both as a baker and as a kitchen witch.

      Sally Ann’s magic was homey and comforting. She was a wizard in the kitchen. Her soufflés never fell. Her pies always had perfect, flaky crusts. Her bread rose consistently and the crust browned beautifully. And her soups and stews? Nourishing and healthful. Perfectly spiced  and able to drive out the common cold with a single bowl.

      Her pickles and preserves would have astounded judges at the county fair. If Sally Ann canned it, the jars sparkled and the contents glowed with color. Why, her pickled beets practically begged to be tasted! Not that Sally Ann would ever enter a cooking contest of any sort. It wouldn’t be fair to the non-magical participants.

      But Amy’s wedding cake was another matter; it would be seen and appreciated by guests young and old. And all that was left for her to do was to deliver her masterpiece safely to the church, a mere six blocks away.

      She was in the middle of casting a temporary protective spell over her creation, to ensure its safe transportation, when her doorbell rang. Momentarily distracted, she completed her incantation, wiped her hands on her apron and hurried to answer the door.

      Pausing just a moment to catch her breath, Sally Ann swung the heavy, carved oak door wide and grinned at her visitors.

      “I might have known,” she said with a laugh, then hugged her mother and younger sister as they stepped across her threshold.

      Ellen Grainger studied Sally Ann. “I had a feeling I should be here. Nothing is amiss, I hope?”

      All of the women in the Grainger family were witches, but each had unique talents. While Sally Ann was a gifted kitchen witch, her sister Carol Lee’s talent was gardening. To say she had a green thumb was a gross understatement. Carol Lee could grow anything. And their mother Ellen’s specialty? Timeliness. Ellen Grainger always knew when she was needed and made sure she arrived to do what was required. She wasn’t prescient, not precisely. Ellen never knew what was going to happen in advance, but she always knew when her assistance was needed… and she was never late.

      “Not a thing,” Sally Ann said, leading her mother and sister down the hall and into her kitchen. Stepping to the side, she gestured to Amy’s wedding cake. “What do you think?”

      Her sister’s jaw dropped and her eyes widened. Then Carol Lee let out a whoop and clapped her hands. “Oh, Sal! You’ve outdone yourself this time. Amy’s going to flip when she sees this.”

      “Well, let’s hope she’s still wearing jeans then and not her wedding dress,” Sally Ann said drily, though she was thrilled with Carol Lee’s reaction.

      Ellen moved to her elder daughter’s side and placed an arm around her shoulders. “It’s truly a work of art, my dear. And now I know why we’re here.”

      Sally Ann glanced at her mother and cocked an eyebrow.

      “You’re going to need help getting that beautiful cake to the church.”
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      An hour later the Grainger women had successfully transferred Amy’s wedding cake from Sally Ann’s kitchen to the reception hall at the church where the wedding would take place that evening. The frosted masterpiece now stood in pride of place on a table dressed in pristine white linen and dripping with fall flowers. Other smaller tables littered the reception hall, each with a white tablecloth and boasting a centerpiece of fragrant red and gold flowers.

      Sally Ann had just stepped back to study her cake’s final effect when she heard a quick indrawn breath and a sob. Turning, she saw Amy, the bride-to-be… and her best friend in all the world.

      Amy stood frozen in the doorway to the reception hall, still dressed in worn blue jeans and a red and black plaid shirt. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a pony tail and her hands covered her mouth while her eyes glittered with tears. Sally Ann’s heart plummeted; Amy was disappointed. The cake wasn’t what she’d hoped for. And now it was too late to start again.

      Moving quickly to her friend’s side, Sally Ann gathered Amy into a hug and whispered, “I’m so sorry, Amy,” while her own tears thickened her voice.

      Amy stiffened, pushed Sally Ann back, and stared at her. “Sorry? Whatever for?” A little frown creased her brow. “What do you know that I don’t?”

      Sally Ann cocked her head and studied her friend’s confused expression. “Nothing,” she said finally. “Except that you’re disappointed in the cake and I don’t have time to start over.”

      Amy’s mouth fell open, but no sound came out. She glanced from Sally Ann to the cake and back again. “Disappointed?” she finally managed to say. “You think I’m disappointed by that amazing cake? Are you crazy? That cake is stunning! It’s more than I could’ve possibly dreamed of.”

      “Then why are you crying?”

      Amy managed to laugh and scowl at the same time, then hugged her friend tightly. “Because it’s my wedding day,” she said, her voice a bit wobbly, “and my emotions are off the charts.” She pushed Sally Ann to arm’s length and gripped her shoulders. “They’re tears of joy, you goose. Now show me my wedding cake. I want to see every square inch of that amazing work of art!”
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      At seven-thirty that evening, Amy Elizabeth Jenkins and Aaron David Matthews were married in a candlelight service. Their vows were witnessed by two hundred of their closest friends and family and presided over by a pastor who had known each of them since birth. The bride was radiant in a full length white velvet gown with a fingertip length veil atop a riot of golden curls. The groom appeared both dazzled and proud in his white tuxedo jacket with black trim and matching black pants.

      Sally Ann observed from the back of the sanctuary. Amy had asked her to be maid of honor, but the two had decided that adding those duties to that of creating the wedding cake was a bit too much responsibility for one woman and both knew that Sally Ann was the only person who could create the cake of Amy’s dreams. So Sally Ann, dressed in a gown of autumn gold velvet, waited at the rear of the church to escort the bridal couple to the reception hall where she could be the first to give her best friend a congratulatory hug… and then help arrange the newly married couple and their parents into a receiving line.

      While Amy and Aaron greeted their guests, Sally Ann checked in with the caterer. Amy and Aaron had opted not to host a full sit-down dinner, but instead to serve hors d’oeuvres and other finger foods along with punch and, of course, cake. Satisfied that the caterer had the food service under control. Sally Ann moved quietly among the guests enjoying their comments regarding her cake.

      “I’ve never seen anything like it,” one woman exclaimed. “Not in the real world. In bridal magazines or online, of course, but in person? It’s absolutely enchanting.”

      “I heard that Grainger girl made it,” another observed. “What’s her name? Oh yes. Sally, I think it is. Sally Grainger.”

      Close enough, Sally Ann thought with a smile.

      “Why the decorating alone must have taken forever,” yet another matron added. “I wonder what flavor they decided on?”

      “We’ll find out soon enough,” said a distinguished-looking gentleman. “It looks like the receiving line is about to finish. They’ll be cutting the cake soon.”

      Taking that last comment as her cue, Sally Ann glided past the wedding cake one last time, making sure the cake knife and server were in place along with dessert plates, forks, and plenty of napkins. Once Amy and Aaron had enjoyed their first taste—and the photographer had memorialized the moment, the caterer would step in and make quick work of slicing the tiered layers into servings for the guests.

      As Amy and Aaron took their places beside the magnificent cake, Ellen Grainger stepped to Sally Ann’s side. “Is there a problem?” she asked quietly.

      Sally Ann gave her mother a quizzical look. “Not that I know of. Why?”

      Ellen shrugged. “No idea. I just know I need to stay close to you… and close to that cake.”

      “Huh.” Before Sally Ann could think of anything else to say, Amy picked up the cake knife, and with Aaron’s fingers resting lightly on hers, attempted to make the first cut on the lowest tier of the cake.

      A little frown appeared on Amy’s face while Aaron’s expression turned puzzled. The cake knife hung a fraction of an inch from the pale peach frosting. Sally Ann watched in confusion as the bridal couple exerted downward pressure, but the knife refused to budge.

      Ellen grasped her daughter’s hand. “Did you put a protective spell on the cake before we moved it?”

      Sally Ann gasped. Of course! She’d intended the spell to be temporary, but the doorbell had interrupted the flow of her thoughts. She must have missed the final phrase that would ensure the spell’s disintegration!

      What to do? She could remove the spell in an instant, but not with Amy and Aaron exerting that much downward force… they were likely to topple the whole table. She needed them to relax, to try again once the spell had been removed.

      “Mother,” she whispered to Ellen, “I need you to distract the guests while I have a quick word with Amy and Aaron… and the cake.”

      Ellen nodded, stepped in front of the cake table, and clapping her hands turned to the assembled guests. “It looks like our beautiful young bride is having trouble deciding to cut into the masterpiece my daughter created for her wedding. Let’s give the girls a moment more to admire the cake while we all have another cup of punch. I’m sure Sally Ann will call us back when she and Amy have had a last moment to be girls together.”

      While the guests moved away, laughing and chattering, Sally Ann stepped to Amy and Aaron.

      “What’s wrong, Sally Ann?” Amy asked, her eyes filling with frustrated tears. “Why can’t we cut the cake?”

      “I’m not a superstitious man, Sal,” Aaron said, a frown furrowing his brow, “but this feels like a bad omen. Isn’t sharing the wedding cake supposed to symbolize our future happiness? Does this mean our union is doomed?”

      “Aaron,” Amy cried, “how could you say such a thing?”

      “Easy now,” Sally Ann said, taking the cake knife from their hands. “Relax. Both of you. This is just a minor bobble in what will be a long and happy life together. Blame it on me! Just think of me as your lovable local witch who forgot a minor bit of magic in a thoroughly magical day.”

      That earned a smile from both of them. “You’re such a goose, Sally Ann! Imagine calling yourself a witch on my wedding day. How silly.”

      “Right. What’s a friend for if not to be silly when there’s a minor crisis? Now, you two take a second to compose yourselves while I check this one little item.”
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