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        Return to the witchy Cobblestones where Cassiopeia's next challenge awaits. This time, she's making hangover potions for the seniors of the neighbourhood who are living much wilder lives than her. Since her magic is still playing up, she has to recruit her childhood friend Faye and the grumpy cat Balthazar for help.

      

        

      
        Can she keep the headaches to a minimum or is it an impossible challenge?
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        The Coffee House Witch & The Hangover Potion is the second 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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      One thing nobody thought about when they complained about how early they got up for their morning coffee from their favourite coffee house was that the people running said coffee house had to get up at an even more ungodly early hour.

      The sun wasn't even up when I shuffled into the kitchen and that said something because it was the middle of summer.

      Holding back a yawn, I turned the coffee machine on and got ready for the morning, which included filling the two cat bowls with food and a spoonful of that premium tuna. I already knew both the cats would have plenty of complaints about not getting more but it simply wasn't good for them.

      The clatter of the kibble falling in the bowls summoned Betty from a cloud of smoke. She landed paws first on the counter despite having been told many many times it wasn't allowed. At this point, I was fairly sure she was doing it just to be stubborn.

      She pressed her head into my arm before I could say something and purred adorably, making me melt. She knew how to play me like a fiddle.

      "Good morning, Cassie," she said, her tail flicking up.

      I tickled her between her ears. "Good morning, Miss Betsy. You're looking very cute today."

      "So cute that you'll handfeed me?" she asked as she aimed her big begging eyes at me.

      It was almost enough to sway me. Almost. "No, that's a step too far even for me."

      "Shame. I think I would quite like being handfed like some ancient queen," Betty said, purring at the thought.

      "You're already living like an ancient queen. We feed you, we clean your litter box, we open doors for you. What more could you want?" I asked, amused and genuinely intrigued. She was living the dream life, was she not?

      Betty booped her head against me again. "You could carry me everywhere."

      "You really are a lazy cat."

      She smiled at me, as far as cats could smile, and hopped down from the counter to get to her food bowl. So cute.

      I opened the window and set Balthazar's dish on the windowsill. "Breakfast time!"

      Within seconds, a blur of ginger fell from the roof and with two little hops, Balthazar was by his bowl. He looked tired and some of his fur was sticking up, as if he'd just crawled through a small space.

      "Good morning," I said, trying my best not to reach out and pat his head.

      He only half looked at me. "Morning."

      I gestured to the second dish on the floor, one I bought especially for him. "Breakfast is ready."

      "That's not a lot of tuna," he remarked grumpily.

      "Too much tuna isn't good for you."

      "I've lived a lot longer than you, I think I know what is and isn't good for me," he complained as he started on his food. It was a good thing he didn't know how to use a can opener or I was sure he'd help himself to more.

      I poured myself a cup of coffee and watched the two cats smack away. They were noisy but there was something adorable and satisfying about having both of them here. It hadn't taken long for Balthazar to slot right into our morning routine, that was certain.

      Stumbling came from the hallway followed by Gran coming into the kitchen in her robe. She looked still half-asleep and almost missed her chair when she sat down.

      "And good morning to you as well," I said as I presented her with a cup of coffee.

      "Who decided to open the coffee house this god darn early?" she grumbled while she rubbed her forehead.

      "You."

      "Don't be smart with me," she chided but there was no power in her snark.

      "Bagel or crumpet?" I asked.

      "Crumpet, please." She had some coffee and sighed. "Oh, that's good. I don't know what you do differently but it's always so much better when you make it."

      "I actually weigh out the coffee grounds instead of measuring it by eye," I said. It wasn't a big secret, I'd told her many times why my coffee came out better.

      Gran swatted the air. "I don't have time for measuring. I'm getting old, I need to enjoy my life, not fiddle with scales and spoons."

      I snorted as I put the crumpets in the toaster. "If you say so, Gran.”

      We had breakfast while chatting leisurely, mostly about what needed doing in the coffee house later and some of the latest gossip in the street. It was exactly the same as every other day and all the more beautiful for it.

      I hadn't realised how much I missed my routine with Gran until we’d fallen back into it. The early mornings, the cats, coffee and crumpets.

      Gran finished her coffee. “Bingo night is coming up. How's the hangover potion coming along?”

      I withered on the inside. “I’m working on it. It’s taking a while to charge up the moonwater.”

      That was a small lie. The water I had put by the window had likely absorbed enough moonlight. I was simply putting off the potion-making because my magic was still not behaving like it should and that didn't exactly fill me with confidence.

      “Do you think it will be done by the weekend?” Gran asked.

      “I will try but no promises. I'm rusty and out of practice.” That wasn't a lie. I hadn't brewed potions properly for years.

      I didn't even have all the ingredients. I supposed that was something I could tackle before I figured out how to appease my deities so they replenished my magic.

      Balthazar finished his food before Betty and hopped up on the windowsill without so much as a goodbye.

      “Are you on your way out?” I asked before he could disappear.

      He licked his paw to clean his snout. “I have an errand to run.”

      “Good luck!”

      “One doesn't need luck when one is skilled,” he said in that posh pompous tone of his. He didn't deem us worthy for more conversation and hopped out, no doubt to find another antique artifact or retrieve something lost. Such was the life of a private investigator.

      “He's a delight,” Gran said with a little eye roll. “And to think he was even ruder at the beginning.”

      “He's still plenty rude,” Betty said as she jumped up on Gran's lap. “He told me I ate noisily. Isn't that just the most untrue thing you've ever heard?”

      I chuckled. “I don't know, you are a little smacker.”

      Betty gasped. “How dare you! Matilda? Am I a loud eater?”

      Gran scratched her familiar’s head. “In my opinion, you're the cutest cat in the world and I love you.”

      The cat narrowed her eyes. “I love you too. Hey, that's not an answer!”

      I held back a laugh. Cats were such a hoot and a joy. While they were definitely one of the more intelligent familiars, they could easily be distracted by some fuss, food, or even a simple compliment.

      I supposed people weren't all that different.
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      The morning rush in the Lazy Cat Coffee House was as busy as I remembered, an endless stream of zombies desperate for their caffeine fix. Not that I could blame them, I was absolutely useless without my morning coffee.

      Betty didn't lift a single paw during the rush. Instead, she slept soundly in her bed by the door, taking advantage of the early sun. Her blissful snoring got a few people smiling which was somewhat helpful.

      At least I had my younger cousin Mila to help with taking orders, juggling the various syrups and settings on the machines, and getting those cardboard cups and our customers out of the door.

      It was a dance and we fell right into a comfortable rhythm, easily navigating the cramped space behind the counter while carrying scalding hot back and forth.

      There was a lull between the caffeine-crazed morning rush and the drive by coffees during the lunch break, and then another lull before the afternoon grazers came in for leisurely coffee and cake.

      That was when Faye showed up with that big grin of hers, aviator sunglasses, and her leather jacket slung over one shoulder like she was some big movie star or something.

      "Hello, Greendales," she said while she leaned on the counter, her smile irresistibly bright.

      I couldn't help but smile in return. "Hello, Li. Let me guess, vanilla frappe?"

      "Aww, you remember my order."

      "I should hope so, you're here every day ordering the same thing." I turned around to get her coffee going but Mila was already by the machine and gave me a thumbs-up, signalling she got it.

      It really was convenient to have her as my coworker because it gave me time to have a little chat with my childhood friend.

      "How are things at the antique shop today?" I asked.

      Faye cracked her neck. "Don't talk to me about the antique shop. We just bought a tapestry from the 15th century that has centuries of dust in it. Gugu is refusing to clean it because he thinks that'll get rid of some of the character. I didn't realise hives could be classed as character."

      I chuckled. "Sounds like things are lively as usual."

      "You could say that. How are things over here? Did you have a good day so far?"

      "Yeah, it's been busy but I prefer that than standing around all day doing nothing."

      Faye's eyes twinkled. "Same. I hate slow days and this might come as a surprise, but our antique shop isn't exactly a hot spot."

      "You can always work here part-time," I joked.

      She leaned closer and her voice took on a playful tone. "Cassiopeia. If you want to spend more time with me, just say so."

      I chuckled. "I want to spend more time with you. Reconnecting with you has been one of the best parts of moving back home. I'm really glad we're friends again."

      "Same! My Pawpaw is happy about it too. She told me you're brewing her a hangover potion?" Faye cocked her head curiously. "What's that about? When did that happen?"

      "Oh, you can blame my gran. I made her a hangover concoction after one of their fun nights out, she bragged about it to her friends and promised them all their own potion. So now I'm on the hook for making eight people hangover drinks."

      Faye's bubbly laugh clattered through the shop. "That tracks. Those seniors and their drinking. They should drink less instead of bothering you."

      "They should but they're never going to change, are they?"

      The conversation got interrupted by Mila pushing the finished vanilla frappe across the counter. She was watching us from a distance, something I'd seen her do before. She did a lot of quiet observation, almost as if she was filming us with her eyes.

      I'd have to ask her what that was about once Faye was gone.

      "Thank you," Faye said as she dropped some change in the tip jar.

      "Enjoy. Same thing tomorrow?" I teased.

      She grinned and waved on her way out. "You bet."

      I waited until she was gone to turn to my cousin who was still looking at us like she was at a zoo.
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