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            1

          

          
            MONDAY

          

          THE CRYSTAL BALL COMPLAINT

        

      

    

    
      Brooklyn had never trusted the crystal ball. It sat on the mantel like a perfectly innocent glass globe, swirling faintly with mist, until someone said something slightly embarrassing. Then it sparkled—and judged.

      Today it had already scoffed twice, murmured “Well, that’s a choice,” and loudly declared the neighbor’s scones were the result of a botched fertility spell.

      “I swear, it’s becoming ruder,” Brooklyn muttered, reorganizing her herb shelf for the third time this month.

      Nimbus, her silver-furred, permanently unimpressed familiar, lounged on top of the cupboard. “It’s only reflecting what it sees,” he said.

      “Great. So now I’m surrounded by magical sass mirrors.”

      The ball shimmered ominously and released a faint snort.

      “I heard that,” Brooklyn hissed.

      Nimbus yawned. “You started your Monday talking to glass, and now it’s judging your self-esteem. Excellent start.”

      Brooklyn turned back to the shelf—until the crystal ball whispered something under its breath.

      She froze.

      “What did it say?”

      Nimbus tilted his head. “Something about… the pantry?”

      Brooklyn narrowed her eyes. “What secret could a pantry possibly⁠—”

      She never finished the sentence. The jar of ghost pepper honey tipped itself off the top shelf and hit the floor with a thud. Behind it, nestled in the shadows, was a single recipe card that definitely hadn’t been there before.

      Brooklyn whispered softly:

      

      
        
        Sugar, spice, and something new,

        Pantry secrets, show me true.

        Bake no chaos, just a clue,
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