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​Chapter One
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“No more.” Kristen sighed dramatically and grabbed her pounding head. “I just want to go back to the room and sleep.” She didn't regret living her best life the night prior but walking into one more shop with her best friend was a fate that she intended to avoid.

Tessa didn't seem threatened in the least. “We didn't come all the way to Scotland to sit in a hotel. Come on. One more and then I'll buy us dinner.” Kristen's groan in response had only made Tessa laugh because she'd won the battle with the offer of a free meal. “See, that wasn't so hard.”

“Yeah,” Kristen spoke softly. “Tell that to my head.”

Tessa mumbled something in response about Kristen being a lightweight as they entered a small antique and souvenir shop in the busy shopping district of Inverness.

Kristen immediately noticed a display once inside. The piece inside wasn't for sale. It was clearly marked with a small plaque that stated as much. It’s not like she could afford it anyway, but the eight-foot-long tapestry was still intriguing.


Upon arrival at Inverness Castle, Mary Queen of Scots was denied entry by opposing noblemen and the Governor. Hearing of the Queen's refusal of entrance, clans rallied in her defense. This is the battle of one such clan.



Six men on foot were in the midst of battle with over twenty soldiers on horseback. The scene was meant to depict the victory of the small clan. The one who appeared to lead them charged directly into the chaotic slaughter. The enemy had fallen in his path and their horses were leaving the scene. Each clan member moved ahead without hesitation.

The workmanship was impeccable, and Kristen tried to picture in her mind the talent a woman must have had to produce such a vivid and perfectly executed piece of history and art.

Some people create masterpieces...I sell houses.

Kristen wasn't one for self-pity. Obtaining her real estate license after leaving college had been a smart move, but in those few moments in the shop, she couldn't help but feel inadequate with her life choices.

“I need it. I don't care how much it is. Just wrap it up, please.”

Kristen turned and started toward Tessa to prevent her from spending her inheritance on something she most likely didn’t even need. Tessa knew better than to tell a salesman to name his price. It was the absolute last thing that should come from a person’s mouth even if they were ridiculously wealthy like her friend.

“And what would ye use it for, lass?” The tiny old man behind the counter seemed to nearly glow in excitement at the prospect of retiring on one sale.

“She doesn't need it. Tess, let's go,” Kristen said and tried to pull her friend away from the counter, but she wouldn't move. “Tess...dinner, remember?”

Tessa didn't respond and kept her gaze on something that would probably cost her dearly.

Kristen followed her friend’s gaze as she said, “What the hell is so...” Kristen lost her speaking ability for a moment as her eyes landed upon the item that held her friend’s attention as well. Her world shifted without warning. “What...what is it?”

Her arm snaked toward the object under glass. She wanted nothing more than to hold it in her hand. “It's beautiful. How much?” She asked and felt no remorse.

The old man looked to Kristen, then back to Tessa. It was a situation he'd never dealt with in the past, and he was unsure on how to proceed. Neither woman seemed to notice when he called for his wife, but they did look up when she spoke.

“My name is Liza. Tell me how you would use this.” She smiled first at Tessa.

Tessa didn't know, and she spoke the truth as it formed on her tongue. “I'll carry it...or make a necklace. Maybe a locket. I don't know, but I just need to buy it. Please?”

There was no way Kristen would allow herself to miss her chance to barter for the object, so she blurted, “Yes, it has to be jewelry. It must be worn because “I'd never want to be away from it.”

Liza looked them over and wondered if it was possible that two women needed the same piece. She took it out of the display case and held it in the palm of her hand, allowing both an opportunity to touch it if they chose to do so. Not surprisingly, they did just that.

“Is it an emerald?” Tessa knew her gemstones as she owned more than anyone would know what to do with, but even she had to ask how the bright green stone was created. “Where is it from?”

Kristen, on the other hand, didn't care what it was or where it originated. She simply needed to possess the stone. Kristen left Texas on her first vacation outside of the country with only three hundred dollars to spend. She had only started working for a realty company six months prior to that day, and she'd only sold two low priced houses up to that point. Yet, being on a strict budget to last for the week in Scotland hadn't even crossed her mind. She would gladly use her one and only credit card to secure the purchase of something she needed more than the air in her lungs. Tessa, however, didn't have to think about money at all.

The old woman spoke again as she pulled a small metal stool to the counter to offer herself some comfort before she made the decision on who would get the artifact. “I canna' answer that, lass. I don't ken what it is.” Liza looked hard at the women who simply stood and stared at her hand. “But I can tell ye how I came to have it.”

Kristen and Tessa kept their eyes on the prize, but they wanted nothing more than to hear the history of the gem they wouldn't leave the store without.

Liza motioned to her husband, which the women didn’t notice because the gem still held their attention. The old man brought a cup of tea to his wife as she prepared to tell the story of a lifetime.

The sweet aroma from her cup swirled on its own within the small space that the three women shared. Yet, only two of them would feel the intended effect.

Liza cleared her throat as she gave a few seconds more time to allow the minds of the women to be cleared of everything outside of her words. She smiled to herself when she saw the herbs had done their job, and her audience stood silently in a waken dreamlike state—one in which only Liza could break when she was finished.

“Every story begins with one word. And this one? It begins with...magic.” Liza said quietly but with the confidence of a woman who knew what she was talking about. “Magic is alive...in the shadows. And this story tells of how it came to be.”

“Many years ago, men came from the skies and walked upon the Earth with humans. Nobody kens when.” Liza took a sip of tea that tasted no different from her usual brew. “There were thirty of them. All beautiful and different enough that everyone knew they were the visitors.”

Kristen and Tessa didn't move or speak as the herbs in their lungs kept their focus on Liza's words.

“Some called them Gods. Others said they were angels. But one thing they all agreed upon was that their powers were beyond anything that could be of this world.” Liza's hand went to her other, and she gently ran a finger across the smooth green stone. “They fell in love with human women, ye ken? And took them as wives.”

Tessa and Kristen both nodded absently at the question.

“Each wife had a child. A girl bairn for each of them. No' one laddie was born to the unions.” Liza continued to softly caress the gem. “Those lassies were all born in the same month. Ye could imagine how beautiful they were being who their fathers had been.”

Liza's smile at wishing she could see them was missed by both women as they never took their gaze from her hand.

“But they weren't regular women. They were different. Powerful. And it was told to them when they were young, they were needed to help mankind—to ease suffering from cruelty, assist in wars if needed, and to find ways to keep evil humans from doing harm to one another.” Liza stopped to think of how much more she would bestow upon Kristen and Tessa. Finally, she continued.

“The daughters of the angels, as they've been called for generations, took their jobs verra seriously. But...” She sighed as she thought of all they were up against with humanity. “They soon discovered they would need help. No' from humans, ye ken?”

The women nodded, but they would have no idea what she meant right then.

“They decided to create something...different... something not natural—and make a world within a world of their creations.” Liza had told the story a handful of times in her long life, but even now, she still struggled to find the right words that would imprint into their very souls.

The tea started to cool, and the herbs began to lose their strength.

“We don' have much time, so I'll tell ye about the stone, aye?”

Both women nodded slowly.

“The ones who were created will never take a mate unless the Daughters approve. No' just anyone would be able to live a life with...well, something that isn't exactly human.”

The bizarre story made perfect sense to the women who never moved from their position at the counter.

“They created these stones, ye ken? They're meant to carry a human mate to the one in which they belong. Maybe through space...maybe through time.”

Kristen took a breath as her mind cleared even more. Liza was almost completely out of time.

“Both of ye are drawn to it, I ken the signs, but I only have the one. Whoever it is meant to go to, just—”

Kristen instantly looked up as the remaining fog lifted.

The woman continued, “Kiss the stone. It'll take ye where, and when, you're meant to be.”

“Kiss a stone?” Kristen's words sparked Tessa's mind as well, and they both looked up to Liza.

“Aye. Like I said, it has the power to take ye to yer mate. But be warned...once ye submit to a Daughters creation, ye'll no' be able to turn back.”

Kristen looked to Tessa. Neither of them understood why they'd stood still for so long in the small antique shop, let alone to do so just to hear an old woman droning about local folklore.

“Thanks for the story.” Tessa smiled wide. “But how much is the stone?”

Liza didn't know who to give it to, but she hoped she was obeying the rules as she dropped the priceless gem into a black jewelry box. “A gift. May the two of you figure out who it truly belongs to.”

She handed it to Tessa, but the women understood the gift was for both of them. Neither woman wanted to share the gem, nor did they think it was fair for Liza to not charge for it either.

“Please?” Kristen said as she pulled out her wallet from her bag. “Let’s—hello?”

Tessa looked up from the box she held and saw Liza was...gone.
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​Chapter Two
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“Hey, hands off my fries!” Kristen slapped Tessa’s hand playfully before she moved her plate out of her friend's way. It was nice to get back to normal, and Kristen laughed as she soaked up her future memories with her dearest friend.

“They're called chips here, and I can't believe you got fish and chips...in Scotland.”

“Scots eat this as much as the English,” Kristen said.

“Still, you should try something more traditional.”

“Then why didn't you order haggis?”

Tessa's nose wrinkled at the thought. “Well, it may not be haggis, but I do have a local catch.”

“You do you.” Kristen popped a chip into her mouth. “And I'll do me.”

The two went back to enjoying their meals, and it was only when they finished that Tessa retrieved their prize from her purse. “Wasn't that weird? The story? And how she just gave this to us?”

Kristen nodded, but neither of them mentioned their inability to move as the old woman gave them a history lesson in local folklore.

“Magic?”

“Not just magic.” Kristen laughed as she took a sip of coffee.

“But magic from the angels themselves,” Tessa added quickly. “Daughters of the angels.”

Kristen nodded at the clarity.

“I wanted this so bad.” Tessa stared at the closed box. “But now it seems like a dream.”

Kristen nodded slowly. That’s exactly how it felt to her as well. “Well, at least we know now that it isn't real. She just handed it over. I think she was trying to stoke the belief in the supernatural. I mean, especially since it was obvious, we’re tourists and it could help us enjoy our visit in Inverness.”

Tessa agreed.

“But the strangest part was her telling us that she didn't know who to give it to? I mean, it's like she was honestly conflicted.”

Tessa didn't seem to think that part was too strange, at least not compared to the rest of their experience. She placed the box on the table and started to open the top. “If you really want it...well, you can have—”

“Oh shit!” Kristen's said, her voice far too loud for the small pub. Thankfully, it was noisy enough that she didn't garner too much attention. “How did that happen? I watched her, Tess! We both did! She put it in the box!”

Tessa dropped it as if it had sprouted a head and venomous fang. Neither could take their gaze from what was inside—two gems. Both were perfectly round and the exact sizes they would be if the original stone had been cut in half and polished.

“What...the...fuck?” Tessa looked to Kristen, and both women stared at one another until laughter took them over.

“She played us. She had us standing there listening to a story about magic, and she performed a trick of her own. It's brilliant!”

Kristen sat her cup down before it spilled everywhere. She was still laughing when Tessa wiped her eyes.

“I swear, I don't know why I even try to wear makeup when I'm with you.” Tessa’s tears of laughter smudged her eyeliner slightly, but she fixed it quickly. Her face was always nearly flawless, and with or without make up, Tessa was a true beauty.

Kristen watched as her friend pushed her thick curly strawberry blonde hair from her face, still laughing at the magic stones that had been given to them. Even in moments of laughing until one's stomach hurt, Tessa was still the picture of perfection.

“How do you always look so good? Seriously, I'm over here snorting all over myself, and I'm sure I look a mess. But you? You're still ready for the runway!” Kristen asked.

Tessa shook her head, and Kristen adored that quality in her best friend.

“Have you looked in a mirror? And what I wouldn't give to be your height...you’re five and a half feet. I’m barely five foot nothing. And your hair... complexion... and those eyes! I'm not even going to start on your big knockers.”

Two older men walked by and heard that last bit of Tessa's confession. They walked away quietly laughing.

Tessa didn't exaggerate in her description. Kristen was the raven-haired beauty that every man desired. She had bright green eyes that looked almost unreal against her naturally black hair, but the fact that she had an incredible curvy figure on top of her other attributes had left most men too intimidated to even approach her.

Yet for Tessa, she was the pretty girl that was always ready for fun. She jumped headfirst into almost anything. That’s exactly how she’d managed to talk Kristen into going to Scotland at all.

The two were quite a pair. Kristen led the duo with wisdom and patience, and Tessa made sure they always had a great time. Their friendship was envied by all who knew them. Yet, most of their friends found it fascinating that Tessa finished school and had landed her dream job in a hospital. An emergency room nurse was all she ever wanted, while Kristen who was believed to be the brains out of the two, dropped out of college and gave up hope.

“Are you ready to head back to the room?”

Kristen nodded slowly. She’d had enough fun for one full day. Besides, her hangover was still begging her to crawl into bed and get more rest.

As Tessa handed her card to pay the bill, they asked their server for coffees to go. After he returned with the receipt and their drinks, the pair made their way back to their hotel for some blissful rest and relaxation.

Outside, they walked quickly, both ready to shed their day clothes and get as comfortable as humanly possible. There was also the need to hurry as it had already been dark for a few hours and the streets weren't as busy as they'd been when they entered the restaurant.

“Here, take your magic stone.” Tessa held the box out to Kristen.

Kristen gave her friend a deep nod as she took one of the gems.

“This one is mine! And no matter what, this is my new good luck charm.”

Kristen laughed as Tessa puckered up and brought the stone to her mouth.

Kristen smiled before she looked down to pull the zipper on the pocket of her jacket. Once open, she plopped her stone inside as Tessa’s coffee cup fell to the street.

“Way to go, grace. You're not getting mine.” She pulled the zipper closed. “But we'll stop before we get to the—”

Kristen turned to see coffee spilled on the brick road, and Tessa’s cup rolling slowly back and forth, empty. Yet, Tessa was gone.

“Tess?” She called out as she turned around in a circle, looking all around in a small panic.

“Tessa!”

People walked by as if Kristen didn't just lose her friend in thin air.

“Tessa! This isn't funny!”

Kristen ran to the nearest store and opened the door. “Tess!” There were only two people inside and they stared in shock at the intrusion. She simply closed the door and ran back to the coffee spillage. “I swear to God...Tess? Tessa?”

Silence.

Kristen ran to every establishment in the area—even those further from the range of possibility that Tessa could have gone. Yet, there were no signs of her friend nor an explanation as to how she could simply disappear in nearly the blink of an eye. It was long past midnight when she finally went back to her room and contacted the authorities.

They weren't much help at all and told Kristen they were certain the pair were separated, and that Tessa would show up soon. They even suggested that Tessa probably found a man who grabbed her interest, and being an adult, Kristen should let her have fun. It was infuriating, and she felt completely helpless as she dropped to the bed.

Kristen fell to her side in a heap of fear and exhaustion. Tessa was out there somewhere, and she had no clue as to how to find her.

Her tears fell easily, and she didn't bother to wipe them as she sobbed into the light blue blanket. “I'll find you, Tess. I promise...I will.”

Sleep followed shortly after as the stress of the day had taken her ability to mentally function and brought the sweet mercy of darkness to soothe her mind. That blissful black blanket, however, moved just enough to bring forth images in which she didn't conjure.

Come te me, lass. Ye belong... te me.

Kristen stood still in her dream and watched the large figure walk slowly in her direction.

Use the magic. It was made for ye.

She could only stare at the man and wait for him to come into view. It was frustrating and she struggled to see the one who summoned her in her dream.

“Who are you?” She asked the stranger as he continued to move ever so slowly. A smile. Is that what she saw? She didn't know and her eyes strained to get a better view.

He moved closer.

She willed her legs to move, and she forced a few steps in his direction. Slowly, he walked from the shadow.

Come te me. Now.

Kristen stopped walking once again, but she felt herself trying to run to the beautiful man in her dream. Yet, something stopped her.

“I’m afraid.”

His smile was worthy of love in its own right, and she was drawn to his lips for just...one...taste.

Kristen rolled to her side and nearly fell from the bed. The room was almost black in darkness, but she did see a small enough illumination from the streetlight beaming through her small window to realize where she woke.

“Shit.” She sat up and pulled her hair from her face and held the mass at the top of her head. “What time is it? Tess?” Right then, she shot to her feet and remembered everything.

She ran to the bathroom and flipped on the light, seeing that she'd slept not only in her clothes and shoes, but also her jacket. “It'll be light soon.”

Kristen ran back to the room and grabbed clothes so she could shower before starting her search again that day. It was less than thirty minutes when she was ready to walk out the door.

“Nothing is open. Damnit”

Kristen walked the street exactly where she'd last seen Tessa, but none of the businesses were lit and ready for business.

“Wait!” One bakery across the street lit their interior at the moment her gaze scanned the area.

She ran in and ordered a large coffee but declined the offer of a pastry before taking a seat by the large window. Directly across the street was the antique shop where they'd visited last, and Kristen decided that she'd wait right there until they opened. If anything, she'd retrace their steps and hope to figure out where her friend had gone.

The wait was agonizing, but the silver lining was that the young woman who worked in the bakery had kept Kristen's cup full. Yet, it certainly wasn't a good enough substitution for getting the search started once again. It was in those moments she remembered the dream that kept her occupied most of the night. A dream like no other. To Kristen, it felt more real than anything she had experienced before then, but she couldn't give a silly dream more thought as she continued to look out the window.

“Finally.”

The lights from across the street flicked on and Kristen stood quickly. “Thank you!” With nothing more than a quick wave, she left that shop to dash across the street and enter another.

She pulled the door open so quickly that the teenager behind the counter nearly jumped from her own skin.

“Excuse me,” Kristen said before the door closed behind her. “I was here yesterday.”

The young girl nodded and took a step back as if to keep a bit of distance between herself and the crazy lady that blasted through the front door.

“I got this.” She pulled the stone from her pocket and showed it to the teen. “I need to speak to the woman who gave it to me. Us. My friend and I...she gave us both one.”

The girl seemed quite confused. “The only other woman who works here is my granny. She's not here right now.”

Kristen sighed loudly and she wasn't sure what she wanted with the woman anyway. But at least, she thought, she could ask if Tessa had returned.

“Is it possible to call her?”

The girl didn't answer. It was an odd request considering she wasn't given a proper reason. “It's just...my friend is missing. I just want to know if she came back here last night.”

The girl spoke quietly and wasn't sure how to proceed. “I'm sure my granny is sleeping. But if ye leave your name, I can ask her when she comes in later.”

Kristen didn't want to wait that long, but it was all she could do at the moment. She looked down at the stone and thought of the trick that had been played on them. She offered the story as a means to help the old woman remember the visit.

“Your grandmother, Liza, told us a story about angels and their daughters. She gave us a stone that we wanted, but somehow, she managed to slip two stones in the box instead of one. It was a great trick, and I'm sure she'll remember us.”

The girl stared at Kristen, and it seemed as if the teenager wasn't paying attention. “Two stones? Are ye sure? It wasn't one?”

Kristen wanted to shake the girl as she had already explained the situation.

“Ye said that she gave ye one? But ye had two? That doesn't make sense.”

Again, Kristen attempted to stay calm. “I know it doesn't. Like I said, it was a trick. And she'll remember us. Please,” Kristen begged. “Just ask her if my friend returned. This is my number.” Kristen wrote it quickly and left before she lost control of herself and told the girl what she really thought of her attitude of sheer boredom.

Ginger, the girl who watched Kristen leave the shop, had walked out from behind the counter and locked the front door. The open sign was flipped, and she ran to her phone in an instant.

“Granny? A Daughter's stone was broken in half. One of the women is already gone. Has this ever happened before?”
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Kristen pulled on the door to the antique shop even though she knew the place had been closed since she left that morning. This was her third attempt today to speak to Liza, but her efforts were in vain.

She walked slowly to a bench near the area where Tessa disappeared and slowly sat as she tried to think of anyplace she hadn't checked since that morning.

“Oh, Tess. Where are you?” Kristen wiped her tears and tried to push thoughts from her mind of how she would explain the events to the family of her dearest friend.

I have to find you. She couldn't stop the tears that had been falling throughout most of the day, and she couldn't even consider the possibility of returning to the hotel.

What if you're hurt? Or worse? Tell me where to look, Tess! I don't know what to do!

The dark of night had settled over Inverness as Kristen sat on that bench, unable to move nor feel anything outside of horror and loss.

“I suppose ye should come inside. I don' suspect you'll stop sitting out here if I don't let ye in.” Liza's voice was shocking, and Kristen stood so quickly she almost fell into the old woman. “Easy, it's alright lass. Come inside.”

Kristen, attempting to recover from the intrusion, followed Liza as the old woman opened the shop door and welcomed her inside.

“My friend...she’s gone.” Kristen's brain screamed for answers, and she prayed Tessa had returned to the shop. Or possibly had been seen by the store owner. Yet, she wasn't sure what else to say to convey the urgency of the situation.

“Sit. I'll make us tea.”

Kristen didn't want tea. She didn't want to sit. She simply wanted answers.

“Have you seen her? Did she come back here? I think she may be lost.”

Liza's head shook as she disappeared into the back, and all Kristen could do was wait.

“Hello? I just need to know if you've seen her. You remember me, right?” Silence was the only answer she was given by Liza.

Kristen paced the small store front and worried herself into a near frenzy by the time Liza returned. She didn't even have time to think when the old woman pushed a cup into Kristen's hand.

“Join me.” Liza's simple head motion gave the invitation to walk into the back, and Kristen followed, silently begging for information that would lead her to Tessa. “Please, have a seat.”

The back room had been created to offer a feel of home. It was complete with a cream-colored sofa, a wood rocking chair, and even a recliner that was most likely used often by Liza's husband. There was even a small television for the days that didn't offer many customers in the shop.

“Ye look tired, lass. Please,”—she gave a soft pat to the sofa— “sit with me.”

Kristen was exhausted, but that wasn't the reason she took the offer. “Please?” Kristen begged. “Just tell me if my friend has been here. I've been to the pub where we went the first night and to the restaurant where we had dinner. I've been to every shop that we stopped in, and now I'm back here. This is one place where we spent a significant amount of time, and if she's lost, this is probably where she would have gone. So...” She took a deep breath, not knowing if she needed to hear another person deny seeing Tessa. “Have you seen her?”

Liza's head immediately shook, and Kristen stood again within seconds. “Thank you for your time.”

“Wait!” Liza grabbed Kristen's arm and pulled her hard enough to get her back on the sofa. “It's true, I haven't seen her.” Kristen's tears burned her eyes once again at the confession. “But...” Liza sighed loudly. “That doesn't mean that I don't have an idea of where your friend might be.”

The woman immediately had Kristen’s attention.

“What do you know?! Tell me!” The time for asking nicely was long over.

Liza understood she had to confess all, and she could only hope Kristen would believe everything. “The stone. Do ye remember everything I told you about it?”

Kristen didn't want to hear about the childish prank, and her eyes closed to temper her anger for the moment.

“Your friend, my dear girl, has kissed the jewel.”

Kristen's mouth opened to tell the old woman she didn't want to talk about the party favor, but the memory of seeing Tessa's lips puckered shot to the forefront of all thoughts.

“She...did. What does that have to do with—”

“The Daughters bestow the jewel to keepers, such as myself. I don't ken how many of us there are, or how many jewels exist, but I do what I'm asked.”

“Stop! Stop with your stories! You'll tell me where Tessa is right now, or I'll have the authorities in here within minutes!” Kristen stood, and this time she wouldn't be stopped. As an added measure to the threat that she intended to carry out, she brought her phone between them and shook it quickly. “You have ten seconds to tell me everything you know.”

Liza needed much more than that amount of time, but she steadied herself with a much-needed sip of tea and gave Kristen a nod as she began.

“Your friend has gone, dear heart, to the place and time where her fate has been waiting.” Liza was cut off with another wave of the phone, but she quickly continued. “As I said, the jewel was made to move its owner to where she is meant. The Daughter's creations will never find love until they meet their mates. “T'is the only way for them to love, ye ken?”

Kristen glared at her as if to remind the woman that time was running out to get to the part of where to find Tessa.

“The magic of the stone took her, lass. It took her to her mate. Don't ye see?”

Kristen had enough of the fairy tale, and she brought her phone to her face and started to find the number of the detective that she'd already spoken with the night earlier.

“Wait! Ye need to understand that I've never known a stone to break into two pieces. Not in all my years. It's always one woman, and when she's gone, no one is the wiser. It's the way it's meant to be, but the daughters did this. You're meant to go as well. Kiss the stone, lass. Let it take ye to happiness.”

Kristen backed away and continued searching the phone.

“Yer not meant to know of a disappearance. One woman...one stone. This is the only reason that I'm talking to ye now, so that ye understand that your friend is happy. She's safe.”

“I've had enough! You lied to me! You have no idea where Tessa is nor what happened to her. These lies and Scottish myths are all you know. But let me tell you something.” Kristen took a deep breath as her entire body quaked in rage. “I'm done with your bullshit, lady! Thanks for wasting my time!”

Kristen looked down at her phone once again just as her screen went black. “Shit! It's dead!” Kristen's long legs were no match for the tiny woman, but Liza did her best in keeping up as both of them left the back room.

“She can return! Whenever she chooses! You'll see her again, I promise.”

Kristen turned and almost wanted Liza to elaborate, but the story was too ridiculous to take seriously.

“Kiss the stone. It's where love awaits, lass.” Liza stopped and thought about her own words. She wondered if her thoughts were correct. “One stone.” She gasped as Kristen stared. “Two women.” Liza looked shocked and it's the only thing that kept Kristen in the shop for those few seconds longer.
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