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Chapter One










"Oh, that's the box of mugwort? Put that over there next to the crate of rosewater, please," Wineke Sloos said.

Lillie Dean shifted the heavy crate of potions so she could see where she was going, then crossed the room carefully and set it down with a loud oomph.

"Do you want me to unpack them?" Lillie asked, turning to Wineke and wiping her brow. As a baker, Lillie was used to carrying weighty sacks of flour and sugar but helping her neighbors move into the apothecary shop next door had been more of a workout than usual. 

"Nah, leave them in there," Wineke said, cracking open another crate and peering inside. "Greeley and I can handle it. You've been so helpful already."

"Happy to help." Lillie grinned. "You are my best customer, you know."

Wineke snorted, but she couldn't say otherwise. With the Pobyd Perfections Bakery next door to her new apothecary shop, Wineke had been by every morning and afternoon to snag a pastry. So when she'd asked Lillie to help her partner Greeley unload the wagon full of magical potion-making supplies, Lillie could hardly say no.

"It's finally starting to look like a real shop," Wineke said, looking around. "Goodness knows it took long enough to get all the supplies we needed. But we might be able to open tomorrow."

"Have a long way to go before we can start serving customers." Greeley grunted, appearing in the doorway with another stack of crates. He gave Lillie a wide berth as he passed, ignoring her completely as he disappeared into the back room. 

"Oh, ignore that grumpy goose," Wineke said, blowing a strand of her bright-pink hair out of her face. "He's mad he hasn't been able to make a potion since we left Lower Silverkeep. He gets ornery when he can't practice his craft."

"I get that," Lillie said. "I don't like going too long without getting my hands in some flour and sugar."

"Well, that's what makes the two of you magical, I suppose," Wineke said. 

Lillie furrowed her brow. "Wait. You aren't?"

"Oh, no," Wineke said with a laugh. "I'm as regular as the day is long."

Lillie glanced at her hair, which had been a distinct shade of green when Lillie met her and was now a current vibrant pink. "But your hair…?"

"Oh, this is from potions, of course!" She wrinkled her nose as she smiled. "But enough about that. I'm famished. Surely, you have something that'll fill my stomach in that bakery of yours?"

"I do, but…" Lillie glanced out at the wagon, still half-full. "Are you sure you don't need more help?"

"Nah. We've got it. I still have to figure out where everything is going to go." She winked. "And the only way to handle that is with chocolate."

"That, I can help you with," Lillie said.

They zipped out of one shop and into the next, trading the smells of medicinal herbs for cinnamon, chocolate, and sugar. The Pobyd Perfections Bakery boasted light purple walls Lillie had painted herself, along with touches of sea-foam green. A set of iron chairs and tables sat near one window, and the other window featured a display housing a two-tiered lemon cake with candied lemon peels on top of perfectly piped icing, a few pies, and a row of glistening croissants filled with bits of jam and chocolate. 

Wineke grabbed one of the croissants out of the window and walked over to Lillie, who'd taken her spot behind the other display case, which was filled with more muffins, cupcakes, and sugar-crusted cookies.

"I'm so happy you started making croissants," Wineke said, taking a plate from Lillie. "They're such a delicacy."

"They're not the easiest to make," Lillie said. Even using her pobyd magic, which expedited the process by allowing her to encourage the dough to stay cold and to relax, there were still several rounds of rolling out the dough, folding it, and letting it sit. "But I do enjoy being challenged." 

The apothecary trotted back to the chairs and took a bite of the chocolate croissant, which flaked apart and oozed the dark, creamy filling. She let out a sigh. "Perfect, Lillie. Just absolutely perfect. Like the name!" 

Lillie glanced at the writing on the window, Pobyd Perfections. In her first week of business, she'd wondered if she'd made a mistake being so open about the pobyd part. The world was still a bit on its side after Queen Meandra, who'd previously outlawed all magic, had been dethroned, and all the magical creatures who'd been in hiding returned to their old towns and homes. That had caused a bit of trouble here in Silverkeep, which had seen most of its population evaporate in a matter of days when the queen first came to power. To keep the town alive, the assistant mayor Kemp Abora had traveled the country, inviting people to move to Silverkeep and start new businesses. So when the magical folks returned, they found strangers living in their homes, and unrest ensued. 

Most of that had now been sorted. Many of the magical folks like the Slooses had decided to move to the still-empty shops and apartments near the wharf, close to Lillie's bakery, and had already reopened their businesses. The Slooses had struggled to find suppliers for the magical ingredients they needed for their potions, so they were one of the last on the block to open. When Greeley had rolled up with the wagon full of crates, Wineke had squealed so loudly Lillie had come running—and had insisted on helping them unload.

"Seems like things are humming out there," Wineke said, polishing off the last of her croissant and gazing out the window. "Jeremias is still gone?"

Lillie squinted. Directly across the street, Jeremias Scarp had claimed a storefront as the office for his merchant business. Being so close to the sea, with a wharf that played host to ships coming and going all day long, Silverkeep's biggest industries were fishing and trade. Jeremias was one of the smaller merchants, so he had to go with his ships to make deals. 

"Looks like it," Lillie said. "I don't know how long merchants are usually out to sea."

"Me neither." She sighed as she sat back. "Well, at least we've opened up. One less empty shop."

Lillie nodded. "I haven't been up to the town hall in a bit, but it seems the deluge of returning people has stopped." 

Wineke frowned. "That's rather sad, isn't it? So many lives lost. And for what? Just because the queen was afraid of magic. Absolutely pointless, in the end, wasn't it?" She turned back to Lillie. "Not that I want to be kicked out of my shop as we've got it open. I'm glad that mousy landlord of yours was able to figure out who was expected back and who wasn't."

"Just because they didn't come back to Silverkeep doesn't mean they aren't alive and well," Lillie said. "I didn't go back to Sheepsburg after everything reopened. I hope the folks who lived in your spot before you decided to move somewhere else."

Wineke made a face as if she didn't believe Lillie—and Lillie didn't quite believe herself, either. While lots of magical creatures had escaped, too many had suffered under the queen's reign. 

"I mean, you mentioned you still have clients living in Lower Silverkeep, don't you?" Lillie asked. 

"Yeah." She nodded. "They're not ready to believe the queen's gone, so they don't want to leave."

"I can understand that," Lillie said. "Where's the entrance anyway?"

"Maybe half an hour's walk down the shoreline," Wineke said. "They did open up a door anyone could use, which makes it easier for deliveries."

"When you go, I'd love to go with you," Lillie said. "I've never been to an underwater cave before."

"Oh, yes, I—"

Greeley appeared in the window, a scowl on his face. He pulled a timepiece from his pocket and pointed to it then stormed back to the apothecary.

"Yes, Greeley." Wineke rolled her eyes. "He thinks I spend too much time with you. But I told him it isn't my fault you make such delicious things."

"I hope one day he'll trust me," Lillie said. "I mean, he did agree to move in next door, so he can't dislike me that much."

"He'll get there," Wineke said. "He's something of a stick in the mud. Gets ideas in his mind and won't let them go. But I haven't had any sort of mind-control issues, and I've eaten here every day for three weeks." She winked. "Unless your mind control is to tempt me into coming back." 

Lillie snorted. That nasty rumor had started because Julian Globe, a rival baker up the road, had stolen a cookie Lillie had infused with truth-telling magic. She'd been trying to ascertain who'd sent her a nasty letter, threatening to reveal her sordid past if she didn't leave, but decided at the last minute not to serve them. Julian had seen the altercation, swiped a cookie, and spread a rumor that Lillie was trying to control the town. 

Of course, Julian had since apologized and not only eaten a slice of Lillie's cake in front of everyone, but given her his full-throated endorsement. That had allowed Lillie's business to pick up substantially. 

Wineke headed back to the shop, and Lillie tended to her afternoon chores. Bakeries had their busiest times in the morning, usually, but Lillie would see a few customers in the afternoon. Around two, Ash Keedling came by to pick up the two-tiered lemon cake she'd ordered, and around three, the Jacob twins popped in for their afternoon cupcake and bought the remainder of the batch. As the clock neared four, Lillie tidied and swept, inspecting her pastries in the display case and front window to see what could be freshened up with magic and what was too far gone to save. As the bakery became more well-known, Lillie was finding she had less to throw away at the end of every day—and was still baking up a storm in the morning.

With her current stock in mind, she walked into her kitchen, running her hand along the large table before touching each of the jars of jam, the stores of sugar, flour, and leavening, as well as her chocolate and fresh produce as she checked their levels and considered what to bake in the morning. As she reached her milk and egg shelves, she remembered it was time to make more butter for Kristin Honeygold, the dairy farmer, so she pulled two jugs off the shelf to sit on the table.

"Rey?" Lillie called. "Are you around?"

She didn't hear a response, so she crossed the kitchen to rap gently on the wall above his mousehole. A moment later, a small creature with large ears and whiskers, wearing a three-piece suit over his fur, came walking out. Reynard Moussison VIII, or Rey for short, was Lillie's mousey landlord, and was always good for bouncing ideas off of.

"Lillie, good afternoon," he said, adjusting his suit. "What can I do for you?"

"What kind of pastry should I make?" Lillie said. "I'm headed to the market to drop off Kristin's butter and pick up a few things, and I'm undecided." 

"Oh, you know, I really love that raspberry tartlet you make," Rey said, his whiskers twitching. 

"Perfect." Lillie smiled. "Where've you been today? You didn't come by for your morning pastry."

He bristled. "I was off meeting with Orville Clawfoot, who's been checking on a few of our missing business owners for me."

Rey had contacts and connections all over town and beyond. He'd tapped into that network to get a list of who'd survived the purge and who was going to come back. A few shops along the Silverkeep main street were still boarded up, because he hadn't been able to determine what had happened to the former owner. 

"Good news?" Lillie asked, as she poured milk into a bowl. Her pobyd magic didn't only make things delicious but could also encourage ingredients to stir—in this case, milk to froth until it turned into butter. She ran a spoon around the rim once to start the process, then the liquid continued moving on its own. 

"Unfortunately," Rey said with a sigh, "still no word on those folks. They could be stuck underground, perhaps not having heard that the queen is gone. Or they could be…" 

"Yeah," Lillie said. "How are things in other towns?"

"About the same, in terms of the confusion," Rey said. "Of course, they didn't have Mr. Abora inviting new people to move in the way Silverkeep did, so they didn't have that nasty wrinkle." He chuckled. "But the king's new laws are being shared, and people are making it work, like we have here. Thanks to you, of course."

"I don't know about that," Lillie said. 

"If you hadn't stepped in, Mr. Globe would've had everyone on new leases, and wouldn't have given up a silver to any of them," Rey said. 

That was somewhat true. Through Rey, Lillie had discovered that the new king had decreed that all magical people were entitled to their land as well as any rent collected on that property in their absence. She'd confronted Mr. Abora about it, asking him why he was dragging his feet on telling people the new law, when she'd realized he worked for Mr. Globe—and he'd been the one who'd written the threatening letter to scare her out of town. The poor assistant mayor had been panicking about the new law and the wrath of his employer, but with Lillie's help, they'd shone a light on everything. The newly returned magical folks had moved in around Lillie, like Wineke, and those who'd been living in Silverkeep for the past six years got to stay where they were. That didn't mean everyone was happy with the new arrangement, but at least there weren't people living at the town hall, waiting for an answer. 

Mr. Globe had, of course, been furious, and Lillie had done her very best to avoid him ever since, with one slight caveat…

"Rey," Lillie said. "Do you plan to be late tonight?" 

"I never plan to be late with Lenoire," he said with a chuckle. Lenoire Rattington was Rey's friend (and maybe more) who lived at the Silverkeep Inn. "But it does happen. Why?"

"I'll wait to make your tartlets until a little later in the morning, then." Not that Lillie was doing anything wrong, but Rey was a gossip. She didn't know how in tune Mr. Globe was with the Mouse Whisper Network, but she didn't want word getting back to him about her new student. "Pobyd magic can only go so far, and they really are better fresh."

He rubbed his stomach. Lillie had learned early on that mentioning food was a surefire way to distract Rey from asking any questions she didn't want to answer. "Can't wait."

Lillie turned back to the bowl and pulled out the chunk of butter to rinse off. "I'm headed down to the wharf market now. Need anything?"

"Oh, no, no," he said. "Lenoire says Noemi is making a roasted chicken tonight, so you know I'll eat well."

"Have fun," Lillie said as wrapped the butter in a cloth and tucked it into the basket. "I'll see you in the morning."







Chapter Two










The Silverkeep Wharf was a busy collection of tall ships with billowing white sails and dockworkers moving nonstop to remove crates or put them on, depending on the ship's purpose. Most of them were owned by Mr. Globe, but a few belonged to other merchants, like Jeremias who lived across the street. Lillie hadn't had much time to get to know her new neighbor, but he seemed nice enough and was a fan of raspberry and chocolate. 

The market was located between the large merchant ships and the smaller slips for the fisherfolk. It was an eclectic mix of produce, fabrics, and, of course, fish. In the month Lillie had lived here, she'd grown to love all the different varieties of seafood, especially cooked by her neighbor Nikola Koven. The fisherfolk had a way with smoking and steaming and spicing up her dishes, and Lillie was all too happy to enjoy the fruits of her labor. 

Ursil, Nikola's fishmonger husband, was at his post, gutting the fish his wife caught earlier in the day, and waved as he spotted Lillie. She'd already seen him once this morning for his usual muffin, but she walked over anyway to say hello and catch up on any gossip he might've learned.

"Stocking up?" he asked, nodding to the basket on her arm. "Must've been a busy day at the bakery."

"It was, actually," Lillie said. "But it's butter delivery day for Kristin, too. So might as well save myself a trip." She looked down at the fish laid out for sale—only a handful remained. "Seems like you've been busy, too."

"All these new people who've moved back to town gotta eat, too," he said. "Even ol' Lawson over there is sold out. Rare for him."

The fishmonger across the path glared at Ursil.

"I jest, I jest," Ursil said, holding up his hands in surrender. 

"I knew the magicals moving back would be a benefit to everyone," Lillie said, ignoring the back and forth. "You know, the biggest problem I have these days is figuring out what to bake next."

"Oh, I can help you with that," Ursil said. "I want… hm… I want a chocolate muffin!"

Lillie quirked a brow at him. "Different than the one you eat every morning?"

"Yeah, erm… More chocolatey!" He laughed. "Oh, you know I'm happy with whatever you bake, Lillie."

That was certainly true, but Ursil was the sort of man easily pleased. "By the way, I spent the afternoon with the Slooses next door. I think they're about ready to open."

"Oh, great. The apothecary on the north side of town is so behind that she can't be bothered to sell me a tincture for sunburn," he said with a hearty roll of his eye. "But if you ask me, I think the northern folks have decided they don't want to serve the southern folks. They already put us at the back of the list, but now they ain't even putting us on the list."

"I hope that's not the case," Lillie said. "The point of finding everyone a spot was to bring everyone together, not drive a wedge between north and south."

"There was already a wedge," Ursil said. "Now we southern folks get the benefit of having magical apothecaries and cobblers and pobyds. Can't say we got the shorter end of the stick, to be honest."

"And Maire," Lillie said. "Don't forget about her. She's open, too." 

The seamstress had been one of the few shop owners living near the Silverkeep town square who'd had to move against her will. Benetta Pearlson, the original owner, had insisted on reclaiming her family's property and wouldn't hear of the previous tenant staying in her space. Maire had been given the spot on the other side of Lillie, and from what Lillie had seen, she was quite busy already.

"She's one of them," Ursil said with a laugh. "Too good to mend our clothes. I brought a shirt over to her and was summarily kicked out and told to take it to Benetta." 

Lillie pursed her lips. This wasn't good news at all. "It's going to take a bit of adjusting, but I'm sure we'll all come together when it counts."

Ursil laughed and waved her off, so Lillie headed a bit deeper into the market where the fish stalls turned into produce stalls. She had met most of the farmers now, but she had her favorites—and they were quite fond of her, too.

"Ah, my favorite pobyd!" Kristin called as Lillie came into view. The farmer was in her early twenties, and her long, black braids were twisted into two pigtails today, but her smile was as warm and inviting as ever. She could be a bit blunt, but she had a good heart, and rivaled Rey in terms of the gossip she managed to learn. "Is that my butter?"

"It is, indeed," Lillie said, handing the cloth-wrapped glob over. 

"Oh, it's chilly," Kristin said. "Did you do that magic thing?"

"I encouraged it to stay cold," Lillie replied with a nod. "It's getting hot. I don't want it to melt before you get it home. But it won't stay that way forever, so be sure to put it somewhere cool until you leave."

"Understood," Kristin replied. "My sister-in-law couldn't believe me when I brought home the last pound. She said, 'Why is it cold?' And I said, 'Because the pobyd did magic to it,' then she—" Kristin stopped abruptly and cleared her throat. "Anyway, appreciate it."

"What did she say?" Lillie asked. 

"Well, she's not… They're both a bit skittish around magic still," Kristin said. "After what happened to my folks. They don't believe the queen's gone, either." 

"Ah." Lillie brushed it off. "Well, I'd be happy to give you magicless butter if it would make them feel better—"

"But if you did that, it would melt before I got it home," Kristin said. "Don't worry. I'll figure out some way to convince them it's safe. Or they can churn their own. No skin off my nose."

"You know, speaking of butter, I'm going to get started a little earlier tomorrow," Lillie said, thinking of her morning lesson. "Can I get a jug or two of milk from you to get going?"

"Sure." She put two milk bottles on the counter. "Don't worry about it. On the house." 

"Thank you." Lillie tucked the bottles into either side of her basket to balance them. "Any requests for your pastry?"

"Oh, you know, I'd love a flaky, gooey berry turnover," Kristin said. "Is that too complex?"

On the contrary, it would be a perfect lesson for Julian. "Not at all. See you at six."

~

With Kristin sorted, Lillie swung by the produce farmer to pick up her usual assortment of fresh fruit. She stopped by the cheesemonger table, too, to get more cheese for dinner. With her basket full, Lillie left the market, watching the ships on the wharf as she walked. One ship, which seemed smaller than the rest, had recently docked, and the crew was off-loading the cargo onto the wooden dock. A familiar voice cried out, "Be careful!" and a moment later, Jeremias the merchant appeared. 

He was middle-aged, with a ring of dark hair flecked with gray around a bald head that had been blistered by the sun. He didn't seem to notice the burn, crossing the deck of the ship hastily to pluck a small wooden crate out of one of the sailor's hands. 

"Let me handle that one," he said, holding it tightly to himself. "This thing's worth more than your and my life."

The sailor shrugged and went off in search of something else to unload. 

Jeremias carefully walked off his ship, not seeming to catch his breath until both feet were on the wooden dock. And even then, he kept a close eye on his footsteps to ensure he didn't trip. 

"Welcome back, Jeremias," Lillie said, waving at him. "I take it your trip was productive?"

He turned at the sound of his name, as if Lillie were about to rob him, then relaxed. "Right, hello, Lillie. Yes, it was quite productive. A little too productive. But if all goes according to plan…" He evidently decided against finishing that thought. "Everything good back at the bakery?"

"Things are humming," Lillie said. "The apothecaries are almost ready to open, too. I think we've got nearly a full house on our block, don't we?"

"Good to hear it." He tucked the basket under his arm. "Are you walking back? I'll join you."

Lillie happily obliged and asked about his journey and where he'd gone.

"Well, we went to an island farther away," he said. "Big trading outpost. Lots of magical things there, you know? Now that we're allowed to sell those kinds of things again, I wanted to get the jump on importing whatever's needed. Trying to corner the market before bigger fish like Audo Globe push the rest of us out. I know Garwood's already been complaining about his under-the-table customers no longer needing his services."

"Does Mr. Calcut have a ship?" Lillie asked. The mysterious merchant was always able to find whatever was needed, whether chocolate and cinnamon for the bakery, or iron powder when it had been illegal to consume it. 

"Nah, he does his own thing," Jeremias said. "No one's actually sure how he goes about his business except that he has a lot of it. But he works locally; I want to focus on importing magic from elsewhere." He tapped the box. "If I get what I think I can get for this, I'm going to be able to buy a second ship. It's going to transform my business."

"Oh, that's wonderful." Lillie smiled. "Though I hope you'll keep your office. It's so nice having neighbors."

He chuckled. "I don't have any plans to move. I made Audo mad enough when I declined to sign a new lease with him." 

"You did?" Lillie frowned. "How'd you manage that one?"

"Well, I told Kemp Abora that if I was moving into a new place, might as well buy it outright, you know? After all, if Audo could go around putting his name on properties without paying for them, so could I."

"I'm sure there was more to it than that," Lillie said. "Surely, Mr. Globe paid something for the properties he acquired."

"Oh, that's what Kemp said, but I don't believe him. He did make me cough up some gold for the office space, and I'm sure that was funneled to Audo to keep him from blowing his top." He sighed. "But that was a one-time payment. Now I don't have to pay anything to anyone." 

"It is nice not to have to pay rent," Lillie said, though that wasn't exactly true for her, as she paid Rey in pastries. "How did Mr. Globe take it?"

"He tried to get me to reconsider, of course. Telling me I'd be responsible for all the upkeep of a property—but I already keep my things neat and tidy, so there's no problem there. Tax payments, too. And that I'd have his special favor if I remained his tenant. If you ask me, he's sore he's got to pay all this money back to the owners of the property he stole." He chuckled. "Serves him right." 

Lillie, who wasn't keen on making Mr. Globe any angrier than she already had, decided to change the subject. "Were you local before the war?"

"Kind of. Merchants, you know, we come and go. I grew up on the coast north of here but started off on one of Audo's ships. Worked my way up to captain, then, when I had enough, I bought my own ship. Poached all my old crew, too—another reason I didn't want to be under Audo's thumb anymore. I don't think he's ever forgiven me for that." He chuckled as he stroked the box. "But business is business, as he says. Can't get bent out of shape about it."

Mr. Globe certainly had gotten bent out of shape when Lillie alerted the town that they were no longer beholden to him as their landlord. "That's a good outlook. Though, I do confess, it's nice to have steady business at the bakery." 

They walked on a little longer, with Jeremias shifting the box from arm to arm, as if he weren't sure which side was safer, and Lillie could help her curiosity no longer. 

"What, exactly, is that you've got there that's going to change your fortunes so rapidly?" she asked.

Jeremias gave her a giddy smile that said he, too, could no longer keep his secret. "Not here," he said, looking around as if someone would jump out and steal it from him if he spoke too loudly. "Come to my office."

~

Jeremias's space was a single room, with a desk, chair, and some half-empty shelves with shipping records bound together. There weren't even curtains on the large window facing the street, or a rug, or anywhere for Lillie to sit. It truly looked like he'd dropped off his things and gone to sea.

"I haven't had a chance to really do much in here," he said, by way of apology. "I'm not entertaining too many people, though. Most of my meetings happen on the ship in other towns, but if this thing nets me as much money as I'm hoping, maybe I can be more like Audo and work out of a lavish suite while my underlings do the hard work for me."

"It really must be something, whatever it is," Lillie said. 

He chuckled and put the crate on the desk then gave her a serious look. "Now, I'm showing this to you because you and I seem to be kindred spirits when it comes to Audo. He doesn't like you after that mess with the town hall, and he doesn't like me, either."

"Mm." Lillie declined to elaborate. 

"But it needs to stay between us, understand?" His gaze didn't waver. "Lots of folks would love to get their hands on this. I've got protections on it, but the best protection is ignorance, got me?"

"Understood," Lillie said. "I won't tell a soul. I'm pretty good at keeping secrets, actually."

He retrieved a small hammer from his desk and pulled at the top of the crate, loosening the nails. Inside was an intricately carved box colored with reds and greens. A beautiful metal coin was embedded in the top, featuring a language Lillie had never seen before. 

"It's amazing," Lillie said. "W…what is it?"

Jeremias opened the interior box gently, revealing another round, metal object, and Lillie became enraptured by the pull of magic—more than she'd ever felt in her life. It was almost like sitting in the same room with ten powerful wizards.

She exhaled, swallowing hard. "That certainly would've ruffled the queen's feathers."

"Indeed." He snapped the box shut, but the feeling of magic lingered in the air. Or perhaps in Lillie's mind. 

"I can see why you want to keep it under wraps," Lillie said. "But I'm sure it's of no consequence to Mr. Globe. He's got plenty of money. He doesn't need to steal your pendant."

"It's not him," Jeremias said. "There are a few vultures who might want to snatch it from me, you know? The other merchants are as hungry as I am to improve their station, and I wouldn't put it past them." 

He closed the crate and used the hammer to beat the nails down again. Then he stashed it in a locked drawer in his desk. 

"There." He smiled. "I think I've got a buyer for it somewhere in the middle of the country. Some would-be wizard who wants to reclaim their magic, or claim their magic, I'm not sure which one. Either way, they're going to pay me a lot of gold for it. It's going to set me up for the next year, at least—maybe more."

"Well, be sure to spend some of that gold over at the bakery," Lillie said, still struggling to quell the feeling the pendant had caused. "Should I expect you in the morning for a muffin? Anything in particular you'd like me to bake? I've already got a request for berry turnovers."

"I do love those," he said. "But you know what I've been hankering for lately? A little fruit something or other with blackberries, honey, and a pinch of hot spice."

Lillie frowned. "That certainly sounds…interesting. I'm not sure I have anything hot in my spice cabinet."

"Nikola does, I'm sure of it." He winked. "But if you're not feeling that adventurous, then berry turnovers sound delicious, too."







Chapter Three










Mornings started early at the Pobyd Perfections Bakery, but they were starting even earlier today. Julian, Mr. Globe's son and the owner of the other bakery in town, would be coming by for his first baking lesson. Lillie had offered it on a whim, and before Mr. Globe had quite clearly told her to stay away from his son. They were already planning to make the lessons secret, as Julian's father had not so subtly suggested his son was better suited to running a merchant business than of rolling dough. But then Mr. Globe had reminded Lillie he'd given her a large sum of gold when she'd first moved to town as he'd thought she'd be his tenant and paying him rent. He'd stopped short of asking it back, but the threat was clear. 
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