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Excerpt 1

“ W e’re out of the Cupids!” Georgie burst into 
the kitchen, her panicked shout echoing off 

the stainless steel.
The spoon in Lucy’s hands slipped from her fin-

gers, clattering onto the counter. 
Nana Edda had gone to meet a friend for coffee, 

which usually meant she’d be gone for at least an 
hour collecting all the latest gossip, but Georgie had 
seemed confident managing the shop on her own.  
She’d insisted she had it all under control, so Lucy 
had decided to take the opportunity to hide in the 
kitchens and make another attempt at the salted car-
amel cocoa bombs.  She couldn’t quite seem to per-
fect them.  The flavor was good, and the cocoa-filled 
chocolate balls erupted into decadent hot chocolate 
when melted in hot milk just like they were supposed 
to, but there was something off about the texture, a 
grainy residue that didn’t seem to dissolve no matter 
how hot she steamed the milk before pouring it over 
the bomb.

She was trying out a new mixture, adjusting the 
ratios of cocoa and caramel, but she hadn’t even fin-
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ished filling the shells to make the egg-shaped bomb, 
so she wasn’t anywhere near the testing phase when 
Georgie flung herself into the kitchen as if she was 
being chased by an angry mob.

If the panic edging around Georgie’s wide eyes was 
any indicator, the new recipe would have to wait.  Her 
new clerk clearly wasn’t ready to be left on her own 
out front.

“Don’t worry,” Lucy soothed Georgie, setting aside 
the half-filled cocoa bombs.  “We’ll just pull the de-
scription card and put something else in their place.  
We’re always rotating through different flavors.”

Georgie shook her head, eyes still wide.  “People 
are requesting them. Specifically.  T hey’re a sking 
when we’ll have more.  They’re waiting for them.”

“Okay.” Lucy blinked. That was unusual, but still 
no cause for panic. “Well, that isn’t going to work be-
cause the Cupids take hours and I won’t have time to 
make them until we close tonight.” She moved to the 
sink to scrub the clinging caramel from her fingertips. 
“But we can steer them toward other chocolates or 
take advance orders for tomorrow so they’re guaran-
teed to get them in the morning.”

Georgie’s face scrunched with anxiety, and Lucy 
smiled with sympathy.  She was probably only five 
or six years older than Georgie, but sometimes the 
grad student seemed incredibly young.  Georgie stood 
twisting her hands, visibly daunted by the idea of tell-
ing a customer they couldn’t have the exact choco-
lates they wanted exactly when they wanted them. 
Lucy’s heart went out to the girl. 

“Would you like me to tell them?” she offered.
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Relief poured across Georgie’s face.  “Oh, would 
you?”

Lucy smiled, briskly drying her hands on the towel 
hanging from her crisp red How Sweet It Is apron. “Of 
course.”

Smiling brightly for the customers, she swept 
through the swinging door into the shop—and 
stopped so quickly, Georgie bumped into her back.

She’d expected one or two people.  Three, tops.  
Maybe including one particularly insistent customer 
who was giving Georgie pause.  

She hadn’t expected this.
The shop was packed.
Patrons were crammed into the cozy public area, 

elbow-to-elbow.  A concern that they were verg-
ing on a fire code violation flickered through Lucy’s 
thoughts—but she didn’t have long to dwell on that 
because the restless customers had noticed her en-
trance.

The crowd had been mingling as best it could in 
the tight quarters, glancing at the sweets in the vari-
ous displays, but the second they saw Lucy, a swell 
of sound hit her as they all rushed forward, speaking 
over one another.

“When will there be more?”
“Are you sure you don’t have any more of the Cu-

pids in a back room?”
“Can we get on a waiting list for them?”
“If we buy them now and save them until Valen-

tine’s Day, will that work the same as coming into 
the shop on Valentine’s Day to get them?  Or does the 
magic only work here?”

“Do they only work on Valentine’s? Because your 
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clerk was saying the magic was stronger then, but 
can we get a small dose if we eat them now?”

“Why wait? I’m going to eat one every day until 
Valentine’s, just to be sure!”

Lucy held up her hands, and thankfully, a hush 
fell over the crowd. All of them seemed to lean forward 
at once.  She’d never had so many people hanging on 
her words, and it was a little daunting.  The Cupid-
seekers did tend to get a little excited the closer they 
got to Valentine’s, but that was still three weeks away, 
and she’d never seen so many flood into the shop on 
a single day. What on earth was going on?  

“We won’t have any more Cupid chocolates until 
tomorrow,” she announced, to a chorus of groans.  
“However, we do take advance orders—so you can 
reserve as many as you’d like to be picked up on the 
future date of your choice. We’ll have them packaged 
and ready for you.  Georgie will take advance orders 
at the far register, while I fill orders for our other de-
licious chocolates which you can take home today.  
And if you’re looking for something with a similar 
flavor profile to the Cupids, may I recommend the 
raspberry creams?”

“But are they magic?” one girl, who couldn’t be 
more than twelve, called out.

Lucy leaned toward the girl and grinned.  “The 
magic is how delicious they are.”

The girl smiled. Another voice called from the back 
of the crowd.  “So you’ll definitely have more of the 
Cupid chocolates tomorrow?”

“First thing in the morning,” Lucy promised.
The woman at the front pointed to the nearest dis-



play case.  “In that case, I’ll take two of the cherry 
cordial chocolates now and see you tomorrow.”

Lucy got busy filling the orders while Georgie filled 
out advance slips at the far end of the counter.  Time 
seemed to pass in a blink, as it always did when there 
was a rush.  Her hands moved smoothly with the 
practice of two decades helping in the shop, her smile 
ready and cheerful as she chatted with each custom-
er while ringing them up.  She’d always felt that the 
welcoming atmosphere at How Sweet It Is was nearly 
as important as the exquisite chocolate recipes her 
great-grandmother had passed down to her.

People came into How Sweet It Is to indulge, to cel-
ebrate, to cheer themselves up or reward themselves. 
Lucy always wanted her customers to leave smiling 
a little brighter than they had when they’d come in, 
even if they were taking their chocolates to go and 
hadn’t had that first delicious hit of sweetness yet.

It was why she’d hired Georgie on the spot, even 
though her resume had been heavily stacked toward 
academia and she’d never held a retail job before.  
Her sunny smile had radiated the kind of warmth 
that Lucy wanted in her shop.  

It was also part of why she’d encouraged the leg-
end of the Cupids at first.  She’d wanted How Sweet It 
Is to feel like the kind of place where magic was pos-
sible.  Where true love could blossom at any moment.  
A place the stresses and realities of the real world 
couldn’t quite touch, because in here, enchantment 
held sway.

But it was still a business, and as the legend of 
the Cupids had grown, so had her nerves about any 
potential liability.
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After the bell had rung over the head of the last 
customer departing the shop—the twelve-year-old girl 
and her mom who had spent ages dithering between 
the caramel pralines and the mint-chip fudge before 
deciding to get both—Lucy leaned against the counter 
with a satisfied sigh.  Georgie slumped against the 
opposite end of the display case, wide-eyed.

“Thank you,” Georgie said with feeling.  “At first, 
it was just one or two, but then there were so many 
of them and they all wanted the Cupids and we’d al-
ready run out. Everyone coming into the shop today 
has bought some.”

Lucy frowned at the empty display area.  “They 
usually don’t go that fast except on Valentine’s Day.  
I wonder why everyone seems to want the Cupids to-
day.”

As if in answer to the question, the front door 
burst open in a jangle of bells, and Nana Edda swept 
in, waving her cell phone over her head.  “Darlings.  
We’re trending.”

Find out what happens next! Read the rest of Sweeter Than 
Chocolate!
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