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Some recipes are passed down through generations. Ingredients measured by heart rather than cups. Love baked into every bite.

For Mia Taylor, Sweet Dreams Bakery was more than flour and sugar. It was her grandmother's laugh. Her childhood memories. The smell of home.

For Owen Mitchell, the building was just business. Numbers on a spreadsheet. An opportunity for profit.

They were opposites. Enemies. Completely wrong for each other.

Until they weren't.

This is the story of a bakery, a stubborn baker, a grumpy landlord, and the magic that happens when you add a little sweetness to life.
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CHAPTER ONE
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Coming Home

Mia Taylor stood in front of Sweet Dreams Bakery at four-thirty in the morning and tried not to cry.

Six months. She'd been back in Willow Creek for six months. Six months of waking up before dawn. Six months of flour-covered aprons and burnt croissants and customers who complained the muffins weren't as good as Grandma Rose used to make.

They weren't. Mia knew they weren't. But she was trying. God, she was trying so hard.

The key stuck in the lock. It always stuck. Mia jiggled it, whispered a prayer, and finally got the door open.

Inside, Sweet Dreams looked exactly like it had when she was a child. Same worn wooden floors. Same vintage display cases. Same ancient oven that took twenty minutes to preheat. Same peeling wallpaper with tiny strawberries that Grandma Rose had hung in 1985.

Nothing had changed. Except everything had changed.

Grandma Rose wasn't here. She was in Sunrise Assisted Living, recovering from a stroke that had left her partially paralyzed and unable to speak clearly. The doctors said she might improve with therapy. Might. Maybe. No promises.

So Mia had left her job in the city. Her marketing career. Her apartment. Her life. She'd come home to save the bakery. Temporary, she'd told herself. Just until Grandma Rose recovered.
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