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Dedicated to women of a certain age who are all out of forks.

Here’s to living our best lives.

May there be plenty of kaftans, champagne, and cheesecake.
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Chapter 1
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Edwina Gale was a witch of a particular age. Some may say with age comes wisdom. In Edwina’s opinion, with age came the absolute refusal to deal with people’s nonsense. And right that minute she was up to her eyeballs in nonsense.

“Fred, get your shriveled ass off my barstool.”

Fred leaned his elbows on the white Formica counter, spread his bare chicken legs farther apart, and leered at her. “Or what? I got rights, you know.”

Hadn’t they had this conversation before? Oh, yes, at least a half dozen times just this month. “You do not have the right to smoosh your naked donut holes all over my diner. I just bleached the place.” Fred may be harmless—his attempts at casting hexes never worked—but his obsession with visiting Norma’s Diner in his birthday suit was getting on her last nerve.

Edwina had bought Norma’s Diner shortly after arriving in Deepwood, Oregon nearly twenty years ago. It had been a dream of hers to own a diner after she retired from the military where she’d spent nearly her entire adult life tracking down bad guys, and Norma’s had been perfect. It had just the right retro-cozy vibe. She’d kept the name and the vintage wood-paneled walls and inherited most of the patrons. She could have done without Fred. 

Just then the bell above the door jangled, and Jeremiah Dekes, Chief of Police of Deepwood, strolled in. He was tall and lanky with a shock of white hair and a flourishing white moustache, and he sounded just like Sam Elliot. Which only made him swoonier in her opinion, but she wasn’t about to admit that out loud in public—even if they had been together for a couple of months now. She wasn’t one for flapping her emotions around willy-nilly.

“Edwina.” Dekes tipped his imaginary hat. “Maisie.” He nodded toward the waitress who was hiding from Fred.

One brown arm waved from behind the pie case. “Howdy, Chief Dekes.”

Dekes’ white eyebrows lowered, and his tone was hard. “Fred. I see you forgot your clothes again.”

“Sure, call your boyfriend to rescue you,” Fred sneered at Edwina. “He can’t do nothin’ anyway.” Although he shifted further away from Dekes, nearly toppling off the stool in the process. Dekes might be mundane, but he wasn’t someone to mess with. Even a low-magic dimwit like Fred could figure that out. “This here is a free country.”

“You really think I need Dekes to rescue me?” She raised one eyebrow and lifted her hand. Tiny blue sparks danced from one finger to the next. It was hardly more than a parlor trick, but an effective one. She didn’t usually pull out her magic in public—too many mundane humans around to risk it—but this was an extenuating circumstance.

“Don’t you threaten me with your witchy juju.” Fred stuck his nose in the air.

The sparks danced higher. “Then get your naked butt off my stool before I light it on fire.”

Fred shrunk in on himself. His tone turned whiney. “But I want some pie.”

She hated whiney. It annoyed her. “Like I told you before, you get pie when you come in here with clothes on.”

“Fine.” Fred slid of the barstool, managing to spread his donut holes and his banana all over the seat. “I’ll be back.” He slunk past Dekes toward the door, butt cheeks jiggling like two sandwich bags full of Jell-O.

“You’d think he’d learn,” Maisie said, coming out from behind the pie case. She wore a bubblegum pink apron and had a matching pen stuck behind her ear. She and her husband, Jupiter, had already been working at Norma’s as waitress/pie baker and cook respectively when Edwina bought the place. They’d stayed on, for which Edwina was eternally grateful.

“You’d think.” Edwina shook her head. “You’d also think you wouldn’t hide behind the pie case every time he walks in.”

Maisie crossed her arms beneath her impressive bosom. She was a small woman, and her chest was about half her body weight. She also had a magical way with baking, being a kitchen witch of sorts, but not much in the way of defense, though she could always call on her hulking husband if she had a mind. He may not have much defensive magic either, being the several greats-grandson of a demi-god and thus having incredibly diluted magic, but in addition to making a mean burger, he made Mr. Clean look scrawny.

Maisie tsked. “You think I want that mess assaulting my vision? The last time he gave me nightmares for weeks. And before you accuse me of body shaming, I don’t want to see anybody naked. Except my hubby, Jupiter, and maybe Dekes here.” She winked.

Dekes winked back. “Maybe another time, Maisie. I think there’s been enough naked men parading through this diner today.”

“You got that right,” Edwina muttered. Though she wouldn’t mind seeing Dekes naked, either. The man may be close on sixty, but he still had an impressive backside. 

“You ready to go, Edwina?” Dekes asked, carefully avoiding Frank’s barstool.

She nodded and whipped off her apron. “Bag’s in the car.” 

“Enjoy your staycation,” Maisie said with a knowing grin. “I hear the Deepwood B & B is real romantic.”

Edwina and Dekes had been seeing each other for a few months. They’d met when Dekes had stolen her morning donut and she’d be forced to hunt him down. Edwina took her donuts seriously and nobody, not even the chief of police, got away with filching her treats. She’d found him and also found something completely unexpected: romance. 

It was early yet in their relationship and Edwina wasn’t counting her chickens, but so far so good. She enjoyed her time with him, and he knew how to make her laugh, not always an easy feat. It helped that Dekes knew all about the magical world—despite having no magic himself—so she could talk to him about things like tracking down demons and dancing naked in the moonlight without him looking at her funny. Not that she’d ever admit to naked dancing one way or the other. She liked to keep a little mystery.

This was their first weekend away, just the two of them. Maisie had been giving her grief for a week.

“Don’t forget to bleach that seat. Again.” Edwina ignored Maisie’s blatant insinuation. 

Maisie snorted. “Are you kidding? I’m ripping that thing out and burning it. I know it’s bad for the environment, but I’m pretty sure the cooties will survive recycling.”

Edwina ignored Maisie’s dramatics. She was used to them. And she didn’t entirely disagree about Fred’s cooties. Honestly, the man could at least put on some boxers.

“Thanks for minding the place so I can take Edwina on this little rendezvous,” Dekes said. “I sure do appreciate it.”

Maisie grinned. “I love helping Cupid along.”

“Cupid does not need your help, Maisie. Now get to bleaching.” And Edwina strode out the door, her purple Doc Martens clomping against the vinyl tiles. She was looking forward to a weekend of pure relaxation. 

She glanced back at Dekes. Well, maybe not pure...

––––––––
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THE DEEPWOOD B & B was a rambling Spanish Mission Revival located just outside Deepwood overlooking the Willamette River. It had once belonged to Old Man Olsen—an infamous, wealthy recluse—before he died, but after a series of disastrous events involving an evil mage and a whole lot of murder, Olsen’s estate had decided to sell off the property. A couple from Portland had eagerly snapped it up and turned it into a posh bed and breakfast. Not really Edwina’s thing, but Dekes had been excited about it, so she figured it was worth checking out.

Besides, it was their first weekend away together since they started seeing each other a few months ago, even if they weren’t going that far. That set a whole new bar on their relationship, and she wasn’t ashamed to admit—at least internally—that it made her feel a bit off kilter. She’d been alone for a long time and having someone else to consider... well it just felt weird. Nice, but weird.

She didn’t have any family to speak of, so when she retired, she’d more or less thrown a dart at a map. Well, perhaps it hadn’t been that random, but Deepwood had seemed perfect. There was a high concentration of supernatural beings mixed with ordinary humans who had no idea they existed. When the local witch council had offered her a job and she’d stumbled on Norma’s, well it had seemed like kismet. It hadn’t mattered then that she didn’t know a soul in town. Things had changed a lot in two decades.

A long, winding road led to the front door where the B & B’s new owners had installed a fountain with a naked cupid in the middle. A bit tacky, but certainly a point of interest. The yard—once a jungle of waist-high weeds­—had been tamed into a neat, European style garden, and the house sported a new coat of warm cream paint on its stucco walls. The terracotta roof tiles had been repaired and freshly washed windows gleamed in the warm, late afternoon sun. It actually was pretty romantic.

“I have a little surprise for you,” Dekes said as he collected their bags from the trunk.

“What sort of surprise?” She wasn’t much for surprises. In her experience, it usually meant magic gone awry or shifters run amok. Neither of which was a good thing.

He winked. “You’ll see. It’ll be fun. I promise.”

She grimaced. How the man could be so casual and relaxed was beyond her. He arrested criminals for a living, for crying out loud. Still, she supposed that was one of the things she loved about him. He didn’t let things get him uptight. Even Fred couldn’t wind him up and Fred could wind up just about anybody. 

The interior was a surprise. The only other time she’d been inside, the place had been boarded up, dark, and musty, ripe with neglect. Now it was light and bright. The parquet floors had been refinished and glowed a rich, golden brown. The crumbling staircase that swept elegantly to the second floor had been repaired, and the walls bore a gorgeous pale green wallpaper that shimmered ever so slightly. It was... beautiful. That a place once derelict could be brought back to life so gloriously... Well, that was a sort of magic in and of itself.
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