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Edwina Gale was not a witch to be trifled with, especially at six o’clock in the morning.

“What do you mean, you’re out of maple bars?” She glared at the man standing before her. He was at least a head shorter than her, bald, round, and wearing a bubblegum pink apron with the words Pink Lady Donuts stitched across the front in gold letters. “Virgil, you know I can’t start my day without a bacon-topped maple bar.”

Most people needed coffee to start their day. She required copious amounts of sugar, fat, and salt, aka a bacon maple donut. 

“Sorry, Edwina.” His ears turning pink, he focused on carefully placing a tray of Moscow mule donuts in the display case that stretched across the front of the shop. “We’re fresh out. I’ve got a few caramel old-fashioneds left.”

She scowled. “Won’t do. Who got the last of them?”

Virgil didn’t even pretend not to know what she was talking about. He sighed. “The chief. He took the last three.”

And by chief, he meant Jeremiah Dekes, the new Chief of Police of Deepwood, Oregon. Her scowl deepened. “You gave the last of the bacon maple donuts to a mundane?”

“Don’t say it like that.” It was Virgil’s turn to scowl. “They can’t help it. My mother was a mundane.”

Shame washed over her. She wasn’t one to judge a person by their magic or lack thereof. She knew better. After all, her own magic hadn’t popped up until she was nearly forty. Talk about a shock. It had been one of the reasons she’d retired from the military earlier than she’d planned. Hiding her abilities hadn’t been easy those first few years. Fortunately, someone from the witch council in Deepwood had reached out with a job offer and set her life on a new, even more fulfilling course than she could have imagined.

She tossed her iron gray braid over her shoulder. “Sorry about that.” 

“Yes, well, take this and be grateful.” He shoved a caramel old-fashioned at her. 

Virgil was probably the only person in the world who could talk to her like that and get away with it, though she had to admit she’d deserved it this time. Hangry was no excuse for being rude and inconsiderate. She was never entirely sure what Virgil was, supernaturally speaking. Neither was anyone else. His magic was weird and mostly expressed itself through baking. Some claimed he was a leprechaun, but that was because he was short. She was betting fae. 

She thanked him for the donut and shoved half of it in her mouth before she’d even cleared the door of the Pink Lady. If she tracked down Dekes, maybe he’d have a maple bar left. Doubtful, but it was worth a shot. Almost of their own free will, her Doc Marten-clad feet turned toward the police station, where Chief Dekes was sure to be behind his desk, chowing down on her donut. She shoved the other half of the old-fashioned in her mouth. It was good, but it wasn’t maple-bar-topped-with-bacon good.

Pink Lady Donuts was situated on Main Street, a couple blocks south of the police station. Main was lined on either side with cute shops and cafes, and there were several popular antique stores which brought in hordes of tourists, especially during nice weather. Seeing as how this was the western side of the Cascades, and most people didn’t consider rain nice weather, that was only about three months out of the year.

What none of those tourists realized was that Deepwood wasn’t an ordinary town. It was a place of magic and home to the magical, something most of the mundane locals didn’t even know. Those mundane locals included Chief of Police Dekes.    

The old chief had been wiccan. Not much magic in him, but he’d been descended from a magical bloodline. Edwina had approved, not that anyone had asked her. He’d been chief long before she’d arrived in Deepwood, twenty some odd years ago, after she retired from the military, but he’d been getting on in years, and he’d wanted to retire and move someplace sunnier.

She never could understand why people wanted to be in places with less rain. It made things grow. Kept Mother Earth green. Personally, she lived for a good downpour. But again, nobody asked her.

In any case, the new chief had been something of a shock to the magical community. Not only was he lacking any magic of his own, he didn’t have a clue magic existed. Dummy. That meant that for the last couple of years she’d had to work doubly hard for the Witch Council—the governing body of all witches in Deepwood—trying to keep magical mishaps and crimes under wraps so as not to shock the new chief. For a woman her age, it should be exhausting, but she found it invigorating. 

Technically at this hour of the morning, she should be opening her diner, but that was the joy of minions. Or employees—whatever you called them. She paid hers well, and they were reliable, probably because they were convinced she’d put a hex on them if they didn’t rise to her standards. Although she’d never put a hex on anyone, it suited her to let them keep thinking that. She had a reputation to uphold.

She knew without a doubt Jupiter, the cook, was already in Norma’s Diner—not her idea, it had come with that name—at 4:30 this morning. By 5:00 a.m., the sign would have been flipped to OPEN, and the aroma of freshly brewed coffee and browning sausages would have filled the air. She glanced at her watch. Antiquated of her to still wear one, but there it was. At someone over sixty, she was antiquated, at least
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