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Edwina Gale was a witch set in her ways. Having those ways disrupted was a good way to make her... testy. And this morning, Edwina Gale was extremely testy.

She tapped one booted foot against the sidewalk and glared at the glass door of Pink Lady Donuts as if staring at it long enough would make it magically open. Maybe it would. She had powers, after all, although they ran more to tracking killers than opening doors. But this was an emergency situation – she was in dire need of a donut. And not just any donut. Virgil’s maple bacon bars. Only... Virgil Zante was nowhere in sight. 

She crossed her arms and grumbled, “Where are you, Virgil?”

Virgil didn’t answer. The store — painted a color somewhere in between that stomach-easing goop and bubble gum — was still dark. Worst of all, the air was fresh and clean with the faint hint of petrichor from the morning’s rain. Normally something she’d find pleasing but, in this instance, it pissed her off. The air should be redolent with the scents of yeasty dough and caramelized sugar. It was six in the freaking morning. Where was Virgil?

Edwina had lived in Deepwood, Oregon nearly twenty years now, ever since she’d retired from the military and decided she wanted a slower pace of life. That had been the same year Virgil had opened his donut shop. It had been a match made in heaven. She’d never missed a morning in all those twenty years and neither had he.

Until today.

A heavy feeling of unease crept over the irritation, turning it to anxiety. This wasn’t like Virgil. At all.

“Don’t be daft, woman,” she muttered. “He probably went on vacation.”

Except Virgil hadn’t gone on vacation as long as she’d known him. Maybe he was sick? Nope, he’d never been sick, either. And that one time he’d had his appendix out, his husband, David, took over for a couple days. Personally, she’d thought Virgil should take off more than a couple days, but what did she know? Her appendix was still rattling around in there. Probably petrified by now.

By this time her witch senses were screaming at her until the back of her neck itched with it. Something was wrong, only she wasn’t sure what to do about it. Yet. 

Another few minutes ticked by, and still no Virgil. She was just about to hunt him down when her phone rang. She’d have ignored it, except it was her diner. She’d thought it would be fun to run a diner in her retirement, so she’d bought a local joint called Norma’s and started baking pies. Joke was on her. “Retiring” wasn’t something anyone did in the supernatural community. The minute she’d moved to Deepwood, the local witch council had put her to work as a sort of paranormal enforcer to secretly aid the police force which was comprised completely of mundane humans — those without knowledge of the magical world and its denizens.

Until recently anyway. There was a new sheriff in town, so to speak, and he knew all about witches and shifters and magic and such. But that was another story.

She answered on the third ring. “Yes?”

“Hey, Edwina, got a bit of an emergency here.” It was Maisie, the normally unflappable waitress at Norma’s Diner. Her tone was definitely... flapped.

Edwina inhaled deeply. “What is the nature of the emergency?” She sounded like one of those emergency operators. She blamed lack of donuts.

“There’s a naked guy. Like completely naked. He insists on being served and refuses to leave. I’m going to have to bleach the heck out of the bar stool.”

Because of course there was a naked guy. “Why don’t you call the cops? That’s what they’re there for.” 

“Because he says he’ll hex anyone who touches him.” Maisie lowered her voice. “That could get sticky; know what I mean?”

She did. Her job was to prevent things like naked guys hexing police. Chances were he was an ordinary mortal with a penchant for letting it all hang out and a disrespect of other people’s space, but if he actually had the power to put a hex on people, well, that could be a big problem. And it was her problem to solve. 

Yay, her.

She sighed. “Be there in five.” And without her donut.

That naked guy was going to lose his donuts.
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THE GUY SITTING AT the Formica counter was, indeed, totally, completely naked. He was also as scrawny as an underfed chicken and as wrinkled as a raisin. He’d spread his legs so his donut holes were neatly spread out over the barstool.

Forget bleach. She’d have to burn the place down.

She recognized the man from the neighborhood. Like her, he was a fan of Virgil’s donuts, although he preferred the double chocolate with raspberry dust.

Maisie peered out from the pass-through to the kitchen. Her husband — who was also the diner’s cook — stared over her shoulder. Fabulous. Breakfast and a show. She turned to her current problem.

“How’s it hanging, Fred?” She considered circling the counter to put some distance between herself and Fred, but then she figured she’d probably better block the view of his business from the rest of the diners.

Fred glanced up and gave her a toothless grin. He’d forgotten his dentures again. “Hey, Edwina. It’s hanging.” He glanced at his lap and burst into laughter. “It’s hanging just fine.”

Fred was basically harmless. He talked to himself a lot and tended to wear fewer clothes than most people considered appropriate, but as far as she knew, he didn’t have the ability to hex anyone.

“Why are you naked, Fred?”

He squared his stooped shoulders as best he could. “I was born this way, and this is the way I’m going out.”

“Are you going out today?”

He frowned. “Well, it’s hard to say now. It is a full moon coming up.”

She’d forgotten. Well, not forgotten so much as hadn’t remembered. Things had been a bit hectic lately. Full moon was in two days and Mabon was two after that. “Sure. What’s that got to do with you sitting at my counter without a stitch on?”

“Had my palm read once. Said I’d go out on a full moon. Might be today. Thought I’d get some pie first.”

“Sure, but you do know you have to wear clothes.”

“I do not! No place in the city ordinance is it illegal to be naked.”

A migraine pounded behind her temples. “You got me there, Fred. However, the health inspector would disagree with that notion.”

“Health inspector ain’t here.” Fred crossed his arms.

“But I am, and I reserve the right to refuse service to anyone. Go home and put some shorts on. Then you can come have pie,” she said in a tone that made most people quail.

His jaw jutted out. “Ain’t going nowhere. I got rights.”

“You see all these customers here?” There were two customers, and both were trying hard not to look at Fred. One had sunk down in his booth, and the other was hiding behind her cell phone. Good luck with that. “They got rights, too. They
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