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To my own beloved.
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Chapter 1
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Coming through from the gift shop into the bar and bistro, Calyx Redwood glanced around to see if his best friend, and business partner, Thorne, was already at a table. There were only a couple of patrons left. A woman who was absorbed in her phone, and a nondescript young man in a gray hoodie and matching beanie reading. Calyx had missed seeing him at all at first glance. He blended almost perfectly into the background.

There were only ten minutes before the Retro Bar and Bistro closed for a couple of hours, allowing time for him and Thorne to recharge their batteries before opening for their evening service. On cue, Thorne emerged from the kitchen, his long, red hair pulled back into a severe bun. He was carrying a tray with mugs of coffee and plates for them, and set them at an empty table before hurrying back to the kitchen.

Calyx nodded at Aroha, the bistro’s most senior of the serving staff, who was now standing behind the counter thoroughly cleaning down the surfaces, then he settled at the table. Thorne emerged from the kitchen, carrying a covered plate, and slid onto a chair opposite. He removed the tea towel to reveal a platter of small cakes and chocolate pastries.

“Busy one?” Calyx asked, accepting one of the sweet treats.

“Yeah.” Thorne grinned, freeing his hair from its confines with an audible sigh. “I’m glad to say.” Then he chuckled. “You know, we have money enough to expand, if you’re sure that’s what you still want. Get a separate place for the gifts, and another for a full-blown restaurant.”

“Oh, I still want it.” Calyx nodded. “I can turn my part of the business over to a manager. I can still create the scents for our bespoke perfumery.” His expression tightened. “That even my sisters are unaware I own. And I can hand over the production of the scented potions and lotions that sell so well.” He reached to clasp Thorne’s hand. “I want to devote more time to creating exquisite food.”

“And so we shall, my friend.” Thorne squeezed Calyx’s hand, then withdrew his own to snag a chocolate croissant. “We’ve worked hard to get here. Especially you since you dedicated a part of yourself to perfumery when you swore you wouldn’t.”

“What I swore was that I wouldn’t dedicate myself to another man or woman’s perfumery business. I never said I wouldn’t dabble in it for my own ends.” Calyx smirked. “What I do wouldn’t have me taken seriously in a conglomerate. Not to mention they’d be trying to tell me what to do. No,” Calyx shook his head. “Playing it this way has suited me, and us, admirably.”

“For our next Retro Bar specials, I was thinking 1970s. A trip to Liverpool, to the Berni’s Inn at the Pier Head.” Thorne smirked.

“Shrimp cocktails and Black Forest gateaux.” Calyx chuckled. “Yes, with a bit of modern-day tweaking, I think they’ll be very popular.”

“Especially when you give me the authentic breakdown of ingredients.” Thorne rubbed his hands together. “I love it when people say things taste just like they remember.”

“Or that they can’t believe something that tastes so good could once have been peasant food.” Calyx nodded. “All it takes it good presentation and a liberal sprinkling of decent herbs and spices.”

“You’ve forgotten the most important ingredients.” Thorne wagged a finger at him, and Calyx cocked an eyebrow.

“Such as?” he asked.

“Love and passion,” Thorne replied. “If you have those, then even cheese on toast, with a sprinkle of paprika, is food fit for a king.”

“I guess I can’t argue with that one,” Calyx chuckled. “Have you calculated the coordinates and selected a time?”

“Yes.” Thorne pulled out a map. “Here you are. The time and date, and the coordinates for the jump back in time.”

Calyx read them carefully, then said them aloud. “I have them,” he nodded. “I’ll get the spell prepared. I hope you’ve picked a good night where we can look out across the river.”

“I checked.” Thorne nodded. “Twice,” he added.

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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Back home, while Thorne fixed them a meal, Calyx took himself off to his den, setting everything in place to create the spell that would enable them to travel through time. Such spells only worked for going backwards in time. As far as he was aware, no one had crafted a spell that enabled them to travel into the future.

He closed his eyes, picturing the ingredients, assuring himself they were all there. The base was two cups of fresh rainwater, one for each traveler. Then, a sprig fresh rosemary for memory and clarity, three juniper berries for protection and travel, a pinch of dried thyme for courage, a few drops of lemon juice for freshness and energy, one teaspoon honey for sweetness and safe return, and a small piece of chocolate. For a personal touch.

As far as he was concerned, the inability to travel forward in time was due to the future not yet existing. It was in constant flux, changing from second to second as people made their choices, accidents happened, and fate intervened.

He gently stirred his cauldron which sat on a single burner. The enticing aroma made him smile. The smell of some potions was enough to put him off trying them no matter what they promised.

Who would have thought that the key to time travel was the right spell and potion, and not a time machine.

His power ensured that he could identify the ingredients and their quantities that went into creating the food or drink. The minutiae of other things, provided they weren’t a threat to his health, were disregarded, such as artificial additives and flavorings.

But if there was anything in what he was about to taste likely to cause him harm, bitterness would immediately flood his mouth, forcing him to instinctively push the food or drink away.

Even before it touched his tongue.

He looked up as Thorne came into the room. His friend sniffed appreciatively at his bubbling cauldron.

“That smells good. Dinner’s ready whenever you can leave your potion.”

“I think it’s good to leave on a simmer for a half hour or so.” Calyx nodded, wafting the steam toward him and inhaling deeply.

“Great. I’ll go and plate up.”

Calyx nodded, following his friend into their dining room. As soon as dinner was over, Calyx returned to his den and his gently simmering time travel potion travel. Using edible ink, he wrote the coordinates, time, and name of the place where they needed to be on a bay leaf, and added it to the bubbling brew.

An herbal scent rose into the air, and Calyx took a spoonful, holding it close to his nose, his mouth open. He inhaled deeply. Then, with a nod, he tipped the spoon’s contents back into the pot and turned off the heat. They had twelve hours for the potion to mature, and a further twelve hours for the potion to be optimum.

They didn’t open the restaurant on a Sunday evening, so they would leave the following night.

* * * *
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The following day, with the shop and Retro Bar closed, Calyx and Thorne returned home. Laughing at one another, they dressed in clothing appropriate for two trendy men of the era. Calyx snorting at the width of his tie and his bell-bottomed pants. But it was Thorne’s platform shoes that made him shake his head.

“You sure you’re safe in those?” he asked.

“I’ve practiced.” Thorne replied smugly. “When you look at these outfits and think of the banal outfits for men today, I can’t help but wonder what went wrong. Dark hoodies with hoods up, lots of sweat gear, pants worn halfway down their asses. At least in summer there are some nice shorts and shirts to wear.”

“Didn’t realize you were such a fashionista.” Calyx chuckled.

“Har, har.” Thorne flipped Calyx off. “I like colorful clothing.” He shrugged. “Fuck the noughties and the current streetwear predilection. I’ll just keep finding classic pieces with vibrant color.”

“I’ll get the potion. You sort the space.” It was Thorne’s job to ensure that the spare bedroom that they’d made into their spell room was ready.

Still chuckling to himself, Calyx went into his den. He spooned the mix into two pottery bowls. A tap on the door caught his attention, and he glanced over his shoulder at Thorne.

“Is it all ready?” he asked.

“All salted and smudged.” Thorne nodded. “The circle’s ready for you to take your place.”

“Right. Let’s do this.” Calyx carried the bowls into the room. He stood inside the incomplete circle, and Thorne followed him in, completing the circle as he did. Calyx handed him one of the bowls. They didn’t need more potion to return. That was included in the spell.

“Ready?” he asked, and Thorne nodded.

“Let’s hit the streets, man.” Thorne grinned, and Calyx laughed. Then he grew serious as he began his incantation.

“By rosemary’s memory and clarity bright, juniper’s shield through the corridors of night. Thyme for courage as we cross the line, lemon zest for energy, and sweet honey’s sign. With chocolate’s warmth and a bay leaf’s line, let rainwater’s purity with our spirits combine. With old magic’s blessings and hearts that are true, guide us safe to 1972. From dawn’s first whisper to midnight’s chime, let us walk unharmed through the rivers of time. To the year 1972, in Liverpool’s vibrant scene, carry us gently, unseen and serene.”

They both sipped from their bowls, setting them down, clasping one another’s hands, and closing their eyes. For a moment, there was nothing, then the now-familiar jolt.

When Calyx next looked around, they were in a quiet, unfrequented area of Liverpool’s Pier Head. He quickly released Thorne’s hands. It wasn’t safe. He frowned at the thought it was sometimes still unsafe for two men who loved one another to be open about their relationship, even in his own time.

Not that Thorne and I are lovers, of course, but one can’t take chances. Even the affection of a long friendship isn’t safe here.

* * * *
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Chapter 3
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Side by side they strolled around to the front of the Pier Head building, Thorne pointing as they did.

“There she is. A good old fashioned Berni Inn.” He patted his jacket. “I remembered the wallet with the money.”

“Good job it’s in there.” Calyx grunted as he discreetly adjusted himself. “These pants are so tight nothing below my waist can breathe.”

“Same thing with the shirts. Tight fit is in, man.”

“Yeah? Well, I can’t wait for it to be out...man.” Calyx wriggled, and sighed. “And I have to eat in these things.”

“They show off my ass really well.” Thorne grinned, and Calyx looked skyward.

“Put that away,” he growled as Thorne snickered. “It’s not safe, Thorne.”

“I know,” Thorne sighed. “But this is meant to be an enjoyable evening. A reward for our hard work as well as a way to create new retro dishes. You’re on edge. I can always tell. What’s up?”

“My family are having a party. I’m...invited to attend. Guest, or guests, optional.”

“Oh, that explains it.” Thorne nodded. “Nothing worse, for you, than a family gathering.”

“Nope.” Calyx spoke curtly. “Nothing at all. But I still have to go. Will you go with me? I know what my sisters—”

“Calyx. My dear friend, your sisters can shove themselves where the sun don’t shine. I don’t give a flying fuck what they say about me. I’m happily pan. I date men, women, whoever the fuck I like. And I don’t need their approval.”

Walking into the restaurant, Calyx constantly looked around, taking in the sights and scents. As they waited for a table, he glanced through into the bar, and his gaze connected with a young man sitting at the bar. A few seconds stretched into eternity, and then Thorne was prodding him to move on.

Once seated, Calyx focused on the menu. Compared to modern menus, this was basic. But there were three things on which he was to use his power, the prawn cocktail, the black forest gateau, and an Irish coffee. He’d already decided on the barbequed chicken as his main dish.

“Already anticipating a cocktail in the bar?” Thorne asked, and Calyx nodded.

“Oh, yes. After this, I’ll deserve a reward. I see a tequila sunrise in my future.”

Calyx kept his notebook at hand as he ate his starter, dessert, and the final drink. He knew he shouldn’t be so keen to get to the bar. After all, if the stranger had been there at the start of their meal, it was unreasonable for him to expect he’d still be there.

Only he was.

The blond’s hair had been carefully sculptured to copy the style of the time, but even at this distance, Calyx’s nose and tongue tingled with recognition. The stranger was wearing Calyx’s own brand of hair product. Apart from that small giveaway, Calyx would easily have
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