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The first time I meet Letty, I'm left confused and speechless.

Early morning fall days are quiet and boring in my shop, Toil and Trouble. Ji is asleep on the counter, and I'm resting my elbows on it, staring into my teacup and watching it grow cold.

Yverwood doesn't bore me though. It's my home, the place I keep my bones, tether myself. Wutherford acts so bored of it all the time, as if he'd leave if he didn't have history and a promise to his parents he'd look after their shop. I would never dream of leaving.

Loneliness is a more apt description. Since he became utterly taken with his client, Reeser, I've not seen near enough of my best friend since childhood. And when I do, Wutherford is a withered, worn-out mess. Whatever he's doing is taking a lot out of him.

I get the feeling Ezra—our supposedly mutual friend—knows what's up, though I haven't managed to wring the answer out of them. Frustrating, to say the least, having known both of them so long.

I sigh and watch the leaves fall outside. It's the season of harvest and All Hallows, and the most interesting time of the year by far. Ghouls and ghosts, magic and mayhem, and tourists are all more abundant. And yet I’m not feeling the joy of the season, my worries about my friends distracting me from everything I normally love about this time of year.

Ji rolls over, and I rub the cat's belly, earning a purr. The door jangles as it opens, making Ji scare and roll off the counter with a mrow. I half expect to be witness to the rare sight of a cat not landing on their feet and am disappointed. Still, it's always amusing seeing a cat get spooked. They're so indignant about it.

"Welcome to Toil and Trouble!" I say to the customer.

She's wearing a frilly, black lace dress, cut off above the knees, with striped leggings and heeled, pointed shoes. Her face is bright and her hair brighter, a brilliant fire red, falling in gentle waves at her shoulders. She grins at me. 

I've never seen her before. Is she a tourist or new resident?

"Hello! What a cute shop! Oh, you have hats! I need a hat!" She zooms to the hat rack, humming happily as she picks up a couple, inspects them, then returns them to the hooks.

I've never seen anyone so enthusiastic about witch’s hats. Not even tourists. A new resident then?

"Meow, that was scary!" Ji jumps back on the counter and stretches. "Who's the customer?"

I shake my head in silence. The customer seems not to notice Ji's question. So, back to her being a tourist. Not a witch or warlock. If she was, she'd hear Ji.

"Oh! This one!" She grabs up a hat with purple ribbon and puts it on her head, slightly crooked. "How do I look?"

"Like a witch," I say.

"Perfect!" She twirls, her lacey dress fanning out. I'm taken aback at how suddenly entranced I am by a simple thing. "I'll take it!" she says.

I’m still thinking about the twirl of her skirt and it takes a second to come back to myself. "Right. Five yve," I blurt, feeling like I drank one of the fever potions I sell school kids while their parents aren't looking.

She pulls some coins from her pocket and places them in my hand, light, soft fingers grazing mine and putting me under her spell again. If I hadn't witnessed her ignorance of Ji, I'd question if she's using a spell to make herself so alluring.

She could do that without a spell. Make a person entranced. There are potions (usually used on the person you want to notice you, or love, and generally frowned upon by witches) and charms (which though less harmful, are unpredictable in the ways of love). Perhaps it's some other kind of magic. Magic that isn’t magic at all, but natural chemistry that has nothing to do with a potion.
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