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      “Will you get me some coffee?” Edward Mitchell dragged off his reading glasses and smiled up at Macy.

      Macy was still in high school, a senior, but she ran this shop like a pro. Maybe even better since she was young and full of energy.

      “Sure,” she said, bouncing off toward the kitchen to get him a cup of coffee.

      Edward used the time to straighten the stacks of papers spread across the little square table over next to the far wall of the Mercantile Time where he sat.

      The Mercantile Time was one of the oddest stores Edward had been in.

      It had a little section used as an ice cream parlor. That part was new.

      It had an aisle filled with cinnamon candy and candles. Another aisle with books.

      And a little display in front with touristy t-shirts.

      It was mostly odd because the town wasn’t a tourist town at all.

      As a result, the shop rarely had any business.

      Maybe the occasional tourist would drive through and stop in or one of the locals would come in looking for a gift for a birthday or a wedding or some such.

      The Cuckoo clock behind him made a ruckus, then began chirping the hour.

      Edward pulled a leather journal toward him and untied the leather straps.

      He’d been saving it for last.

      Edward’s father, the town’s bank manager, hand sent Edward over to check on the books for the store.

      But really, his father was sometimes out of touch.

      Edward’s mother was a fairy of the Skye Wolf Clan.

      That made Edward half fairy.

      And there were much more interesting things to be found here at the Mercantile Time than the financials.

      The Mercantile Time was where the magic started.

      He took the cup of coffee from Macy.

      “Thanks,” he said. “So how long ago did you come across this journal?”

      “It’s been a week,” she said. “Last Saturday. I remember because Mr. Wyatt let me leave an hour early.”

      “You said there was a girl,” Edward said, careful not to burn his tongue on the hot coffee.

      “Yes,” Macy said. “When she first came in, she was wearing a silver fur lined cape. Very pretty.” Macy bit her lip. “And very unusual.”

      Edward smiled to himself.

      Normally the mortals didn’t know when they met a fairy. In fact, Macy didn’t even know that Edward was one.

      Or warlock, as he liked to call himself. They called the girls fairies.

      But when the girls wore their capes, they were hard to forget.

      “And you think she left this here?” he asked.

      Macy nodded. “It has to be hers. There was no one else in the store.”

      “All right.” Edward said. “I’ll take a look.”

      Macy smiled and bounced away, back to her post in the front of the store where she was doing something with some boxes that had just been delivered.

      There were so many myths that started with this place. And not just myths. More like legends. Legends that were diligently taught to all fairy children.

      He ticked them off in his head.

      In the evenings, once or twice a month or so—no one really knew how often—the old leather trunk behind the counter, opened by a fairy, would contain a name written on a piece of paper.

      The rest of the time the trunk contained nothing of interest. Just some old quilts that no one wanted.

      The name was supposed to be someone who was in danger, whether they knew it or not

      The fairy in charge would then escort that person up into the hills to a circle of stones.

      Once inside the circle of stones, they would be transported to another time line.

      There were supposed to be only two timelines and they were one way streets.

      And only one person could travel at the time.

      Edward had no personal experience with all this. But now that he was here, he was going to try and find out as much as he could.

      He carefully opened the cover of the leather journal and fanned through the pages.

      About three fourths of the journal was filled with a neat handwriting. The rest of it was empty.

      He went back to the first page and began reading.
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      Two hours later, Edward closed the journal.

      The cuckoo clock was chirping again and Macy was blending a milk shake for someone.

      It was time to open the trunk.

      But everything he’d been taught was wrong.

      That is, of course, if he believed what he’d just read.

      He had no reason to either believe it or not believe it.

      The problem with what he’d just read was all speculation, at least as far as he could tell.

      According to this journal, someone, whoever she was, had traveled back and forth through the circle of stones several times.

      She called it a portal.

      And she’d traveled not only with her dog, but with another person.

      So there went two legends right there.

      The portal wasn’t a one way street and people could travel together.

      All of that was one thing, but there was another. A most disturbing thing.

      One that rocked everything he knew about the Skye Wolfe responsibilities to the circle of stones and the time line.

      According to this, people didn’t go through the portal because they were in danger.

      They went through the portal to be with their soul mate.

      They were summoned here to find their name in the trunk. And somehow going into the circle would transport them to another time line to be with their one true love.

      Edward looked up at the sound of female laughter.

      Macy was engaged in conversation with the guest.

      He leaned forward just enough to see the woman as Macy handed her the milk shake.

      And he caught his breath.

      She wasn’t a fairy. He could tell because she didn’t have an aura about her.

      All fairies had an aura. The Skye Wolf clan had a white aura. Other clans had other color auras.

      Yet, she looked like a princess.

      One of the most beautiful women Edward had ever seen.

      He leaned back in his chair so he couldn’t see her any more.

      He needed a minute for everything he’d just read to sink in.

      The cuckoo clock chirped again.

      Edward glanced at his watch.

      Time was acting funny.

      He took it as a sign.

      He pushed his chair back and stood up.

      He needed a candle.

      Not seeing one, he wandered down one of the nearest aisles and found a candle that smelled like strong cinnamon.

      The smallest one was a short tapered candle. He only needed it for a few minutes.

      He turned it over, checked the price tag on the bottom, and shaking his head, pulled a twenty out of his wallet.

      He left the money on the counter next to the cash register and, after lighting the candle, knelt in front of the trunk.

      Just as he’d expected, when he touched the handles, the lights dimmed.

      He threw back the lid and held up the little candle so he could see.

      No quilts.

      Just a piece of folded paper lying on the bottom of the trunk.

      He heard voices behind him in the store.

      It was Macy and the girl talking about the power outage.

      He picked up the paper and opened it.

      Addison Montrose.

      So she had been chosen by the Gods to go into another timeline.

      But not to save her life.

      She’d been chosen to find her one true love.

      Edward sat back on his heels.

      Why did a person’s true love always have to be in another timeline? It would be so much simpler if they were just right there. Next door.

      There was no accounting for how things were.

      He stuffed the paper in his pocket and closed the trunk lid.

      The electricity promptly came back on.

      Then she came around the counter and they stood face to face.

      She smiled. “Hi.”

      “Hey.” He looked past her, but didn’t see Macy anywhere.

      “Macy had to step out for a minute.”

      Edward just looked at her. He didn’t say anything.

      He’d thought she was beautiful from afar, but up close, her beauty was exponential. It was her eyes, he decided. They were sparkling green.

      Perhaps if not a fairy, she was some other mystical being.

      “I think…” she said, glancing down at his hands.

      The drop of hot wax on his thumb had him jumping back and nearly tossing the candle aside.

      He quickly blew out the flame and looked around for a place to put it.

      “Let me,” she said, stepping forward to take it from him.

      Her clean scent mixed with the scent of cinnamon did nothing for his speechlessness.

      She took a tissue paper, the kind they wrapped around gifts and tucked the candle in it.

      Then she handed it back to him.

      “Thank you,” he said, finally finding his voice.

      “I’m Macy’s cousin,” she said, holding out a hand.

      Edward took her hand in his and every nerve in his body came alive.

      “It’s good to meet you,” he said, automatically. “I’m Edward.”

      “It’s good to meet you, too,” she said. “I’m Addison.”
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      Addison.

      “Addison Montrose?” Edward asked, her hand still in his.

      Her smiled faltered.

      “How did you know?” she asked.

      He shrugged her question away.

      “Just a guess,” he said. “She must have mentioned you.”

      She narrowed her eyes and pulled her hand from his.

      “That would be odd,” she said. “because we only just met.”

      “How did you just meet your cousin?” Edward asked.

      “Happenstance,” she said.

      The clock made a racket and started chirping again.

      “Come,” Edward said, taking her hand again and leading her from behind the counter back to the table where he’d been working.

      “You’ve been busy,” she said.

      “Sit,” Edward said, pulling out a chair and patting the back.

      Eyebrows raised, she looked at him, but sat down as he requested.

      She was wearing a long full light blue skirt and what looked like a slender riding jacket.

      “Do you ride?” he asked.

      “What?” she asked over her shoulder.

      “Horses,” he said, sitting across from her. “Do you ride horses?”

      She shook her head, obviously perplexed by the question. “No.”

      He propped his elbows on the table and steepled his hands in front of him.

      “What are you doing here?” he asked.

      He didn’t think she was going to answer. And he didn’t blame her. It wasn’t his business, after all, what she was doing here. It was a free country. She could do whatever she wanted.

      At the moment, Macy burst back through the front door, a small shopping
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