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        Almost thirty, unemployed, and with a failed engagement, it seems like witch Cassiopeia’s prayers to the goddess of fortune have gone totally unanswered.

      

        

      
        Down on her luck, Cassiopeia has no choice but to return to her grandmother’s coffee house where she grew up. The familiar neighbourhood brings back memories, both good and bad.

      

        

      
        While she tries to find her feet, she meets a grumpy cat with a secret and reconnects with an old friend in the local antique store. Everything seems to be going well… except that her magic isn’t responding like it should.

      

        

      
        What’s a witch to do when everything in life seems to be going wrong? First step, make a good cup of coffee!
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The Coffee House Witch & The Grumpy Cat is first book in the Cobblestone Coven series and it follows witch Cassiopeia and her return to her hometown. It's a cozy fantasy with a sapphic romance in a magical world with talking animals and lots of light-hearted banter.
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      Wand in hand and my luggage and bags floating in front of me, I entered my grandmother's coffee house. The smell of fresh coffee instantly brought back memories and felt simultaneously like a warm hug and a slap in the face. Luckily, it was relatively quiet, so there weren't many people to witness my humiliating return home.

      Almost thirty, unemployed, and with a failed engagement. It seemed like all my prayers to the goddess of fortune had gone totally unanswered.

      "Cassie! You're here!" Gran came from behind the counter with a beaming smile.

      "Hey, Gran." I gave her a tight hug and without meaning to, my magic lapsed. All my belongings dropped on the floor with a loud crash. Something made a suspicious crumpling sound but I didn’t really care.

      I was home.

      "How was your journey?" Gran asked, as usual, already fussing over me.

      "It was fine. The train was pretty packed but it is what it is." I sheathed my wand in the designated pocket in my handbag. "Thanks for letting me move back in."

      "Of course! I wasn't going to let my favourite granddaughter be homeless," Gran said, sounding offended. "But you'll be working for board."

      "Yes, yes, I know. I'll be on coffee duty bright and early tomorrow."

      "Good. You always had a magic touch when it comes to coffee," Gran replied.

      She wasn't wrong, I did make a mean coffee. Actually, it was one of the only things I could do right if Agatha was to be believed. Everything else, that was always up for endless critique.

      I pushed my ex out of my thoughts and focused on the here and now. I grew up in the Lazy Cat and the Cobblestones, it wasn't a bad thing to be back... depending on how many things had changed in my absence.

      "Where's Betty?" I asked as I looked around the room. The lazy grey cat usually occupied the mantlepiece or the fluffy bed by the door, but both were empty for once.

      Gran shuffled back towards the counter. "Oh, she's on a break."

      "And how long has she been on this break?"

      She checked the golden clock on the wall. "Two hours."

      "You're too soft on her, Gran."

      "I know, I know. But she's getting old. We both are."

      It was sweet that she blamed the cat’s advanced age because, from the stories I'd heard, Betty hadn't been a hard worker when she was younger either. There was a reason the coffee house was called The Lazy Cat and not The Diligent Cat.

      Gran pointed at my luggage. "Float that upstairs, will you? I made up your old room. And then come back down, I could use someone to clear table 12."

      "You got it," I said, not at all upset by her putting me to work right away. It was actually nice to be needed and not treated like I was made of glass. Yes, my heart was broken and my pride dented, but I wasn't some little wounded bird.

      I grabbed my wand and pointed it at my luggage. "Light as air so up you flow, follow me wherever I must go." Magic rushed through my veins and made my fingertips tingle. There was only a little bit of hesitation before my bags rose up from the ground.

      At least I was adequate at levitation. If I couldn't even do that, I had no business calling myself a witch.

      I kept hold of my wand and moved towards the door that said 'Staff Only'. It creaked like it always did, even though I'd told Gran to oil it many, many times. I made a mental note to sort that out later and floated my stuff through the narrow hall and up the steep stairs. It was moments like this that made me grateful to be a witch because lugging up heavy bags manually didn't sound fun.

      Once I reached the top of the stairs, the south-facing window gave me a glimpse of Cobblestone Road. From here, I could see all the small witch shops that made this such an iconic neighbourhood and why so many witches had settled around here. Everything a witch could ever need was here, from good coffee to cheap food to spell books and magical supplies.

      A gust of fresh air came in and I breathed it in deeply, letting it fill my lungs. It felt like a greeting, like my old home welcoming me back. At least, that was how I wanted to take it. This wasn't a backslide, this was a fresh start.

      I hoped.

      I continued on through the familiar flat and pushed into the second door on the right, my old room. It was exactly like I left it, flowery bedspread included. It smelled like fresh dust but that was to be expected, I hadn't used it in a few years.

      The only thing that didn't belong was the grey cat sleeping on the pillow.

      I put my wand away, letting my bags clatter on the ground again. It startled the cat and she jolted up, hissing at me menacingly before she recognised me.

      "Oh, it's you. Welcome back, Cassie," Betty said as she settled back on the pillow.

      "Break time is over," I said, tapping my foot for good measure. She wasn’t even wearing her bow tie.

      Betty folded her tail around her feet and wiggled her whiskers. "Five more minutes."

      "Gran said you've already had two hours. You’re supposed to be greeting guests."

      "But I’m tired."

      I scooped the cat up from the pillow and tickled her between her ears. “You can sleep downstairs too.”

      "But it’s so noisy,” she protested, softly and reluctantly purring. "A little to the left."

      "Just as demanding as always," I said while scratching the bottom of his left ear, secretly happy to oblige. Even if I wasn't too impressed by Betty’s work ethic, I loved Gran's familiar with all my heart. It wasn't home without her.

      She pumped her feet into my arm. "I'm glad you're back. Did you bring souvenirs?"

      I pressed a kiss on the top of her head. "Sorry, I didn’t think about that.”

      “Boo, I’m no longer glad you’re back" she said, but she stayed happily in my arms.

      With a sigh, I sat down on my old bed and took in my old room. My old plushies were still on the shelf, together with pictures of my childhood friends and an old faded poster of the singer of my favourite band. All things from a happier time before the only thing that mattered were accolades, degrees, and accomplishments.

      Before I knew how easily love could be squashed.
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      Everything in my suitcase was packed haphazardly, including the objects for my altar. I unpacked them, grimacing because the corner of my diary had gouged into my lavender scented candle and there was dirty underwear wadded up in my copper sound bowl.

      I really, really hoped the deities I worked with would let this disrespect slide. In my defense, I packed my stuff in an angry heartbroken haze. It was amazing and tragic that my life fitted in two shitty suitcases because apart from clothes and some personal trinkets, everything was Aga's. Except the couch, we bought that together but I couldn't exactly take that with me on the train.

      A scoff pushed out from the back of my throat. It was a shitty couch anyway. And velvet. Who could relax on a velvet couch?

      I tossed my clothes in a pile, deciding to put it all through the wash at some point later. Tomorrow. When I needed it.

      Then I gave the old altar I used as a teenage witch a wipe and added my candle and feather charm, both essential objects for any witch who worked with the Allfather and Primal Mother.

      An uncomfortable feeling settled over me when I touched the feather charm. It was filled with memories of Aga and me, celebrating spring and the Primal Mother by collecting feathers of new puffin mothers and admiring the little ones from afar. We'd talk about our own plans to be parents while we strolled along tall cliffs, hand in hand, laughing when her nose would get red from the cold wind.

      I pushed the memory away and tried to focus on the here and now. On my altar even if it didn't feel like these objects really belonged to me. It looked weird without Agatha's candle and bowl next to it. Bare. Insufficient.

      It wasn't a comfortable sight and the feather charm was making my stomach heavy. I couldn't keep using that, not when there were negative emotions associated with it. Unable to just throw it out, I put the charm on my nightstand instead. I would get rid of it once I crafted a new one. I did send up some thoughts to the Primal Mother, reassuring her that I would make a new charm and that I still needed her guidance.

      Hopefully, the deities wouldn't mind the change in address.

      Since it was overdue, I laid my wand on the altar too so that it could charge back up. After all, magic wasn’t some limitless inherent source of power, it was a gift from the deities but not one without strings or effort. It was more like a reward and not one that could be used lightly either.

      With that done, I left my room and followed the lovely smell of chicken curry that had been steadily growing stronger. The savoury aroma drew me to the kitchen where Gran was pottering away and cooking up a storm while Betty was asleep in her little bed on the shelf. The sight reminded me of my childhood when I would sit on the counter and she would let me taste everything, insisting it was an important job.

      As a child, it was my absolute favourite thing in the world. As an adult, I could understand it was just a clever way of occupying me and keeping an eye on me at the same time.

      "You're just in time, dinner is almost ready," Gran said, turning around with a spoon. "Test."

      I took the spoon and tasted the sauce, taking my time to let the flavours develop on my tongue. There was the lightest hint of spice from the ginger, sweetness from paprika, and depth of flavour that could only come from homemade chicken stock.

      "That tastes beautiful."

      Gran nodded while looking pleased. "Damn right, it does. The rice just needs five more minutes and then we can eat. Can you set the table?"

      "On it," I said, grabbing the bowls, placemats, and cutlery from the drawers so I could put them on the flowery tablecloth on the table by the window. Everything was still exactly the same which wasn't a surprise. This was how it had been long before I came into existence and how it would likely be until the end of her days.

      That steadfastness that I used to consider boring and unadventurous was now strangely comforting. Maybe it was because I was older and more set in my ways. Or maybe my tumultuous life in the capital made me appreciate consistency and reliability in a way I hadn't before.

      Either way, it was a relief to be home.

      Gran brought the pot over and set it on the cork board. "I hope you're hungry because I made enough to feed an army."

      "I'm starving," I said, settling on my usual chair. "It smells so good."

      "I'm glad. Well, help yourself," Gran said as she brought over the rice and piled three generous scoops on my plate as if I'd been starving for months.

      I draped the curry over it, my mouth watering when the steam rose up in my nose. I hadn't had a curry like this in a while so I wasn't going to complain that she made an entire casserole pot full.

      Gran filled her own plate and took her first bite. "So, how does it feel to be back?"

      "It's... strange," I admitted.

      "Have you been to see your mum or dad yet?"

      I shook my head. "No, Dad is still away for work and I haven't told Mum I'm back yet. You know what she can be like."

      "Mmhm, I certainly do," Gran said with a little eye-roll that was specially reserved for Mum.

      I didn't know exactly why their relationship was strained but I was sure that Gran becoming one of my primary carers when I was a small child couldn't have helped. Especially when Mum didn't seem to take the duty nearly as seriously.

      There was a reason why I was here and not at my mum's house.

      Gran ate some curry. "So what really went down between you and Agatha?"

      The question made me stiffen. "It's complicated."

      "Complicated how? What could be so complicated that she ended the engagement? You didn't cheat, did you? Cassiopeia Marigold, I raised you better than that!"

      "No, I didn't cheat! Of course not!"

      "Then what? Did she cheat? She better not have cheated on my favourite granddaughter!"

      "No, no, nobody cheated, Gran. We just wanted different things." I squeezed my fork as the painful memories rushed through me. I never knew how much a broken heart could ache until now. It was not something tragically beautiful like some sad songs made it out to be, that was for sure.

      Gran poured herself some water. "You know you don't have to sugarcoat it for my sake. You can tell me anything, I won't judge."

      I managed a ghost of a smile. "I know. The truth is that I don't really know what happened. I thought we were happy. I mean, she proposed, didn't she?"

      "So what changed in the three months between the proposal and now?"

      That was the real question and one I frustratingly didn't have an answer to. No matter how much I asked, begged, pleaded, Aga hadn't been able to provide me with a clear-cut explanation. Then again, just like how falling in love was inexplicable, maybe falling out of love was the same.

      I forced myself to swallow my mouthful. "I think maybe she just realised we weren't a good fit. And you know her parents never liked me."

      Gran scoffed. "Those snobs. They would've been lucky to have you as a daughter-in-law. You're a wonderful woman, I should know, I raised you."

      Warmth rushed through me. "Thanks, Gran."

      "I know, now that you're back home, you should reach out to your cousin Blaise. I know he's been a bit busy with his upcoming wedding but I'm sure he'll be happy to see you."

      I pushed some of my chicken cubes back and forth. "I don't know."

      "Sure he will. You two were always thick as thieves growing up, more like siblings than cousins."

      I wasn't too convinced he would be happy to see me. It was true that I'd been very close with my first cousin removed, at least before I sort of ditched him for the capital, Aga, and those fake-friends who all picked my ex's side.

      Of all the people, I wouldn't blame him if he resented me. I probably should reach out but I was feeling ashamed and couldn't shake the worries that I'd damaged our friendship irreparably.

      Gran seemed unaware of my turmoil. "I also heard Mrs Lampenpost is holding speed-dating events. They might be fully-booked but I'm sure I can get you a spot."

      "That's okay. I'm not ready to date either, it's only been a month since Aga and I broke up," I said even though it had felt like much longer. It was remarkable how slow time went living together as roommates, as strangers, avoiding each other as we untangled the life we built together. Passwords and subscriptions that needed to be changed or cancelled, friends that had to be informed, routines of years that had to be broken.

      And through it all, Agatha had been as consistently meticulous, stoic, and persistent as ever. I should’ve abandoned ship much sooner instead of holding on, secretly hoping that she might change her mind.

      “Who said anything about dating?” Gran said, breaking me out of my thoughts. “You could just go to have a fun night. Get Agatha out of your system by getting someone else in it.”

      I could feel myself blush at her suggestion. “Gran!”

      “What? Don’t be so shocked that I know how to have a good time, your mum and aunts and uncles weren’t grown from pumpkins, you know.”

      “Of course, I know that,” I replied, somehow embarrassed to hear about my grandmother’s sex life. While I didn't want to deny her her fun, it just wasn't something I wanted to talk about. "Just let me think about it. I don't want to jump into anything."
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