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CHAPTER ONE

A Locket On Display
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A thick fog rose up from the damp cobblestones along the street. The milky haze billowed and twisted through the paths and alleyways, obscuring the buildings and shop signs all along the way. Hiding every storefront from sight.

All but one.

A little curiosity shop sat amongst the mist, unbothered by its gloom. Untouched by the dense fog. It was an odd little store, filled with unusual items. The light inside the shop was dim. Nothing more than a gentle amber glow from the lanterns strewn about the shelves. And the smell of cloves and spice filled the air in wafts of scented smoke.

The shopkeeper moved through the shadows of the store. Inky black hair fell across her impossibly pale skin. A flash of amber filled her eyes as she struck a match and lit the final lantern. Its wick burst into brightness with a soft sizzle. The back of the store illuminated, revealing the items on the surrounding shelves.

A beautiful antique ink pot and matching feather quill sat on a small writing table. An ordinary-looking photo album bound closed with a heavy padlock was sitting on a high shelf. A worn, patchy teddy bear was perched on the edge of an old wooden chair.

“Everything in this shop has a story,” the woman began. “Each item has a past owner... and a future owner,” she added with a smile. “Witches, widows, ghosts. They all leave a small piece of their past on the object. A small piece of themselves.”

She slid her hands over a newly illuminated display as she walked toward the counter. The black velvet box in front of her held a single piece of jewelry. A necklace waiting for a new home.

The gold locket gleamed within the soft fabric lining of the box where it hung. A flower engraving bloomed gracefully across the front, beckoning to be worn. It glinted and beamed as the light danced upon its polished surface, shining delicately onto the flower etching.

The woman glanced at the locket, a wry smile playing at her lips. “This is one of our most elegant pieces. It really does have quite a story.”

She pulled a book from a nearby shelf. It was bound in black leather with a picture of a gold locket embossed on the front. The pages within were filled with pictures and hand-written notes, all tucked neatly between the ink-filled leaflets. She flipped through the tome until she’d nearly reached the end and stopped.

“Ah, here we are.” She smiled broadly. “This tale is a love story.”
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CHAPTER TWO

Jonas
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Jonas Decker was an uncomplicated sort of man. He ran a small pub in the middle of town. Knew the names and orders of all his regulars. He even lived in a little room behind the bar. It was a simple existence that didn’t afford him much opportunity for a personal life. Something that never bothered him; until she moved in across the street.

It was one week earlier when he first caught sight of her through his window. She was rolling a large trunk across the cobblestones and into the two story building just kitty-corner to his own. He watched her fumble with her new key. Her dark brown tresses loosely tangled into a long braid hanging over one shoulder. A few free tendrils curled gently and framed her face.

Sally Lockley.

She was a vision. A breath of fresh air in a town that had long since grown stale. And Jonas had made it his mission to see her each day since their first introduction. He popped in to visit with her whenever he had a slow moment at the pub. He’d never had much of a green thumb himself, but after a week of frequent visits, he’d grown to like her little plant shop.

Jonas peered through the square glass panes of the door, catching a glimpse of his own reflection in the glass. He quickly fussed with his unruly ginger locks. They never stayed where he put them. He pushed his hat back down over his hair and looked through the pane again, looking past his own image and into the little shop on the other side.

There she was. Sweet, beautiful Sally. She was watering a sickly-looking plant, and looking as lovely as ever. She spotted him and smiled, beckoning him in. Her smile shone with warmth and kindness.

He opened the door and stepped inside the shop. The storefront was warm and humid, a stark contrast to the chilly air outside. A sweet, earthy smell hit his senses the moment he walked in. Many of the plants were in full bloom, despite it being the dead of winter. “I didn’t want to bother you if you weren’t ready for visitors.”

“Don’t be silly. I’ve always got time for you, Mr. Decker.”

“Please, call me Jonas.”

Sally blushed and nodded. “Of course.”

“So what is it you’re working on there?” He pointed to the sickly-looking plant she held in her hands.

“Oh, this little plant has been feeling a bit under the weather since we moved in. I’d hoped it would perk up on its own, but I think it may need something extra.” She walked behind the counter and pulled up a large metal canister. The scoop she used scraped loudly across the bottom of the can. She pulled it out, revealing a small amount of white powder.

Sally frowned at the meager amount. “It’s a special plant food,” she explained as she sprinkled it in the flowerpot. “It’s so hard to come by and I have very little of it left. But it should be just the trick to get this little fella back on his feet.” She smiled fondly at the wilted plant.

Jonas wasn’t certain what kind of plant it was, but even ill, it looked dangerous. Spiked barbs covered its vines. Sharp, teeth-like edges surrounded the drooping red flowers. Jonas would have been more alarmed by its appearance, but everything in Sally’s shop looked a bit dangerous. She specialized in exotic plants, most of which were carnivorous.

Despite the odd nature of her plants, the shop was lovely. The shelves and tables were lined with all sorts of unfamiliar looking flora. Vines and blossoms wound their way along the counters. Large blooms of color were everywhere, while bursts of fragrant scents filled the air.

And Sally was a vast improvement over the previous tenant. A foul tempered, foul smelling fishmonger named Lazlo. The shop was dreadful when he had it. He took no care in how he ran it, or the quality of his wares. The place always reeked of guts and fish parts he’d left to rot on the floor. The odor billowed through the streets.

Lazlo was a brute of a man. Unkempt and unreasonable. He complained about everything, started fights with every neighbor, and constantly cheated and gouged his customers. It was no surprise to anyone to see his building empty one morning. Rumor had it Lazlo may have accrued some lofty gambling debts in town, so he closed up shop in the dead of night and disappeared.

As far as Jonas was concerned, it was good riddance. He couldn’t imagine Lazlo would be missed by anyone else on their street either. Sally, on the other hand, was a delight. The man who owned the pottery shop next door gifted her several colorful flower pots when she first moved in, which now had all manner of plants in them. Maeve, the woman who owned the bakery down the street, brought Sally a welcome basket of breads and pastries; she, in particular, was pleased to no longer have the smell of rotting fish in the neighborhood.

Everyone was charmed by Sally. Though some were a little too charmed for Jonas’ liking. The bell above the shop door rang as a dashing, well-dressed man entered the shop. He wore a custom suit, perfectly shined leather shoes, and a bowler hat that alone probably cost more than Jonas’ entire outfit. Jonas found himself suddenly tugging at his own secondhand waistcoat, uncomfortable and self conscious. The man smiled at the sight of Sally, and her eyes lit up as he entered.

“Dr. Miller!” she exclaimed. Jonas’ stomach gave a small lurch at the delight in her voice.  

“Sally, my dear! How are you?”

“Quite well, and you?”

“Better now that I’ve seen your face.” Dr. Miller took her hand in his and kissed it gently.

Sally blushed.

Jonas could feel the blood rushing to his face.

“You alright, Decker? You look a bit flushed?” Dr. Miller asked with a wink toward Jonas. They’d been competing for Sally’s attention all week. It seemed Miller thought he’d won.  

Dr. Jefferson Miller; perfect and pressed. Not a blond hair out of place. He was handsome, rich, refined. Not to mention snide, condescending, arrogant... At least, that’s how Jonas saw him. But no one else seemed to see it. They’d known each other since they were children, but they’d never been friends. Miller always had all the advantages; in school, in life, in love. It drove Jonas mad.

Jealousy had always been Jonas’ worst flaw. He knew it; he tried to fight it, but it always made its way to the surface. So many past relationships tarnished and ruined because of it; but not this time. He was determined. Still, when he realized Miller also had designs on Sally, he could feel it bubbling inside him. How could he compete with such a man? A fancy school, a well-paying career, respected by the entire community.

Jonas watched spitefully as Sally and Miller talked and laughed. He nodded and smiled each time one of them looked his way, but in truth he’d stopped listening, more lost in his own thoughts than whatever charming story Miller was filling her head with. He forced himself to focus, to fight each petty thought that pushed its way to the front of his mind.

“Oh, you should see it in the spring, Sally,” Miller said with a wide smile. “The flowers fill the entire garden square. You will love it.”

“It sounds lovely. I can’t wait.” She turned to Jonas. “You didn’t tell me the town planted such an elaborate garden in the square every spring. We should add some to it next year,” she said excitedly.

Jonas smiled. “That sounds like a great idea.”

“Would you help me arrange it?” she asked, still staring at Jonas.

He stared back, lost in the color of her eyes. So green they rivaled the leaves of every plant in her shop.

“Oh, Sally, we shouldn’t put Decker out like that,” Miller interrupted. “Poor ol’ chap has a hard enough time keeping that dingy little dive afloat. We can’t ask him to take time away from it.”

He wanted to be angry at the insult, but Miller was right. What life could Jonas offer Sally? On a barman’s take from a pub barely staying above water? Sally had every reason in the world to favor Miller, to be a wealthy doctor’s wife one day. And yet, whenever the three of them were in the same company, it was on Jonas where her eyes lingered the longest. Maybe there was some hope there after all.

Sally smiled sympathetically. “I certainly understand. I have a bit of trouble sometimes as well. Not everyone appreciates my plants the way I-” Sally’s gaze lingered at the window. Her smile fell. Her brow furrowed.

Jonas turned to look; an older gentleman was ducking into an alley across the street. A frail-looking body tucked into an expensive suit, scraggly gray hair popping out from beneath his hat. Jonas didn’t recognize him; but he was gone so quickly, it was hard to be certain. It didn’t seem all that suspicious, but Sally’s eyes were still fixed on where he’d stood.

“Sally? Are you alright?” Jonas asked.

She pulled her gaze from the window and smiled hesitantly at him. “Yes, of course.” She shook her head and composed herself. “I just... I thought I saw someone I used to know.” She looked around the shop, still seeming uneasy. “Well, I really must get back to tending my plants.” She smiled. “It’s been so lovely visiting with both of you.” With that, she quickly bustled away and disappeared into the room behind the counter.
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