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In loving memory of my father, Charles Esser, who helped to make Thanksgiving my favorite holiday.
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Chapter 1 – Flying Pies and Past Flames 
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A deep groan rose from the oven: the sound of metal remembering fire.

A strong tremor rolled through SADIE’S SLICE OF HEAVEN diner, soft at first, then sharp enough to make the spoons shiver. The clock skipped a beat. Steam hissed from the seams and curled upward in thin white ribbons.

Sadie Knox froze mid-stir, spatula raised. “Not again.”

The temperature gauge flickered from gold to red. With a sound like a sigh through clenched teeth, the oven flung both doors open.

A rush of pumpkin spice heat burst from the oven, flooding the diner like a spell that had finally decided to be noticed. One pumpkin pie quivered on its rack, lifted an inch, then another—until it hovered in the fragrant haze.

The diner fell silent. Forks stopped mid-air. Every gaze fixed on the impossible.

The pie drifted forward, slow and sure, trailing steam. It glided past the sugar canister, skimmed the napkin holder, then turned with eerie precision toward the peg beside the counter—toward Dylan Harrow’s old fire-department jacket, the one Sadie had never managed to return.

The pie tapped the sleeve once, almost tenderly, before sliding down with a soft splat. Pumpkin filling streaked the faded badge, warm and defiant.

The silence held for three long seconds.

Then came the sharp click of a phone camera.

“Holy pastry poltergeist,” breathed Nico Alvarez, the seventeen-year-old busboy and self-appointed chronicler of Witch Haven Bay. He angled for better lighting, dark hair flopping over one eye.

One photo: pie mid-flight.

Another: jacket dripping orange goo.

“Hashtag PieGate,” he whispered.

“Nico—” Sadie started.

Too late.

Witch Haven Bay—where dessert fights back.

#PieGate #FlyingDessert #SliceOfDrama

The bell over the door chimed.

Sadie turned. Her heart tripped once, hard enough to sting.

Dylan Harrow filled the doorway, ten years older from when they were high school sweethearts, broader through the shoulders, eyes steady and unreadable. He took in the scene: the hovering crumbs, the stunned faces, the splattered jacket, and smiled, slow and knowing.

“Guess your oven missed me.”

Sadie gripped her towel. “You shouldn’t have left your jacket.”

“You shouldn’t arm your pastries.”

Laughter rippled through the diner. The laughter washed over Sadie like steam. It was  loud, fleeting, and gone before it reached the ache beneath. 

The oven’s heat felt too alive; the scent of smoke was triggering the townsfolk’s fear. 

The jukebox clicked on by itself, crooning I Will Always Love You at precisely the wrong moment.

Corva Wren, wearing an immaculate black coat, waited at the counter with her boxed pie labeled No Whipped Cream.

“When ovens start aiming, dear,” she said, “it’s rarely coincidence.”

Nico grinned. “If éclairs start flying, I’m unionizing.”

“Delete that post,” Sadie warned.

“Too late, boss. You’re trending.”

Corva’s smile curved. “Enough, Nico. That oven is dramatic enough for all of us.”

Nico’s phone chimed. “Three hundred likes,” he said cheerfully.

Sadie exhaled. “Perfect.”

Outside, fog thickened, pressing against the windows like a curious hand. Up the hill, Rose Smythe’s carriage-house light blinked on.

Dylan lifted his ruined jacket, inspecting the badge. “Counters don’t move sideways,” he said quietly.

“And pies don’t fly.”

He met her gaze. “Then maybe the curse is real.”

The oven hummed with a low, satisfied sound that vibrated through the diner.

Beyond the glass, the fog crowded close, as if the entire town had leaned in to listen.
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​​​​​​​Chapter 2 – Damage Control and Denial
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Morning light cut through the blinds, laying bars of gold across the counter.  Inside the diner, the air was a mixture of sweet cinnamon laced with bold notes of a dark roasted coffee. 

Sadie was mildly panicking as she felt her customers’ excitement. 

The diner filled early. Customers leaned close over steaming plates, voices buzzing.

“—it floated clear across the counter—”

“—landed right on his jacket—”

“—Nico’s post hit fifteen thousand overnight—”

Sadie poured coffee with mechanical precision. The bell above the door jingled again, and another round of whispers followed her down the aisle.

“Smile, wave, and don’t hurl the coffeepot,” she muttered.

Nico Alvarez breezed past carrying a tray of waffles, his phone flashing in his apron pocket. “Boss, we’re trending worldwide. Hashtag PieGate has legs.”

“Nico, we’re serving breakfast, not breaking news.”

He grinned. “Tell that to Mayor Townsend. He called while you were baking—wants to turn this into a ‘Haunted Pie Festival.’ Costumes optional.”

Sadie blinked. “Please tell me you said no.”

“Of course not. I said we’d think about it.”

Before she could reply, the door opened again. Corva Wren swept in wearing her long black coat and silver hairpins that caught the light. She took her usual stool at the counter and opened her phone.

“Apparently,” she said, “my remark about ovens aiming on purpose is now a quote meme.”

Sadie blinked. “You’re trending too?”

Corva turned the screen toward her—an image of the diner, the caption in bold script: ‘When ovens start aiming, dear, it’s rarely coincidence.’ – Corva Wren, Witch Haven Bay.

“Fantastic,” Sadie said. “We’ve gone from pie shop to prophecy.”

The bell rang again. Dylan Harrow stepped inside wearing his uniform jacket, clipboard under his arm. The room quieted just enough for people to notice.

He nodded once. “Inspection.”

Sadie folded her arms. “You inspecting me or the oven?”

“That depends on which one’s more dangerous.”

“Then you’d better start with the oven.”

Laughter rippled through the tables. Dylan followed her into the kitchen.

Inside, the air still held a faint sweetness from last night’s chaos. He crouched by the oven, checking the panels. “Wiring’s fine. Pilot light’s steady.”

“Maybe it’s haunted,” Sadie said.

“Then I’ll write up a paranormal activity report.”

“Do those come with citations?”

“Only if it floats twice.”

Dylan inspected the  oven.  The oven clicked softly. Steam rose from its seams, curling upward in thin, white ribbons. Letters formed against the metal—slow, deliberate.

Apologize.

Sadie froze. The word hung there, clear and wet against the steel.

“Condensation,” she said quickly.

“Right,” Dylan murmured. “Very articulate condensation.”

She wiped it away, but when she turned, Dylan was still watching her. Neither of them had noticed Nico, half-hidden behind the pantry door, his phone lifted just enough for one perfect shot.

He grinned as the image sharpened on his screen—the ghostly word gleaming through the haze. With a few taps, it was online.

“The oven speaks. #Apologize #WitchHavenBay”

Sadie turned back to find Nico gone and the kitchen door swinging.

“Did you hear something?” Dylan asked.

“Only my reputation cracking.”
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