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      “Well, at least you’re not stuck as a cat.”

      “You mean a snarky cat.” My familiar was in an impertinent mood today. But then again, he was always in that kind of mood. I poked him in the side with my foot while we stood staring at the teal-and-pink trailer before us.

      Punkin looked up at me. “Why are we riding with Red today?”

      “Look, Fuzzbutt, the Mystic Brews coffee caravan will not transport itself to the airshow.”

      The flap on the side of the trailer rose with a soft screech. A bearded, rugged face came slowly into view. Red, our local handyman in Misty Valley, spun the crank with a long wooden-handled rod that lifted the flap covering the service window part of the trailer. Behind Red stood the reconditioned espresso machine that had formerly sat in Mystic Brews. Reconditioned because Rhodri Reece had fired his elephant musket full of depleted demonic shot into it. I was surprised we could get it back in under a month.

      “There you be, lass. Got it working proper now.” He disconnected the rod and dropped it into the slot in the narrow shelf on the inside of the window.

      “Thanks. The problem with buying a secondhand trailer is that it comes with a few glitches.”

      “Not at all, lass. My pleasure to help. Anything else you wan’ me to look at before we go?”

      I shook my head. “No. Just happy that you’ll be pulling the trailer to the airshow.”

      “My little caravan isn’t as powerful as my old lorry, but Ted needed it more than me. Climb in the front seat. We’ll get you out to the Trimbolt estate in no time.”

      Red was correct. On both counts. Ted had needed a good work truck. Even though he had more than enough wealth to hire a fleet of trucks, Ted could only drive one. And Red’s was big enough to get the job done. So, Ted bought a caravan large enough to hold Red’s handyman tools and carry the materials Red would need from day to day. Then they traded. Still, I worried about the hauling capacity compared to his old truck. But I buckled myself into the front left seat.

      Punkin jumped onto my lap and leaned his front paws on the dash. “Io’s Mini could have pulled the trailer. He’s got a 4.5 experimental-grade demon.” Punkin looked at Red. “You sure this thing can move the coffee wagon?”

      “With the demon Ted purchased for me, this has more than enough kick.” Red pointed at the sky, where a vintage plane was zipping around Misty Valley. “With the limits on demons they put on the old planes in the airshow, I’m surprised any of those things can fly.”

      That made my tummy flip. “Demons in the planes?”

      “Of course. Those be fae planes. You didn’t expect fae pilots to be using dirty petrol engines, did you?” Red said and eased the caravan and trailer out of the Mystic Brews carpark.

      “Just how big are those demons?” I looked out the window, following a bright green plane as it looped and twisted through the sky.

      “I’m not sure, lass. We could ask Colonel Meta of the Pixie Air Wing. He had to give his blessing before the mayor could get his permits for the airshow.”

      Overhead, the green plane climbed almost straight up, twisting as it went. It slowed, then paused and began to fall. I sucked in a breath and kept my eyes glued to it. The underside of the plane was a light blue, similar to the midday sky—at least when this part of the isle got sunny skies. After a few seconds of drifting down in a slow spin, the plane oriented itself nose down, green wings facing me. It was far enough away I couldn’t read the sponsor’s name emblazoned across the upper wing.

      The plane dove low enough that I could see the open cockpit between the wings of the biplane. The plane flipped upside down, directly over the main road through the village. I couldn’t see much of the pilot, just a vaguely human shape. Brown hair… or was that a leather helmet? Yep, some sort of helmet. Goggles protected the pilot’s eyes.

      The plane roared overhead. The green wings faced down, and the pilot’s red scarf fluttered behind them. Whoever it was gave a sharp salute as they flew over us. I raised a hand and waved back.

      “If there’s a demon in the engine, why is that plane so loud?” I asked.

      “Dinnae know, lass. Ask the airshow organisers.”

      We rode in silence the rest of the way. Red did a good job of keeping his eye on the road and not ogling the aerial acrobatics. He left that to Punkin and me. The green plane took a wide circuit around the width of the valley from one end to the other and began another climb.

      A pwca in a bright yellow vest, standing on a tree stump, used a flag on a stick to direct Red over to the side of a field just up from the dark mire behind Trimbolt Manor. Another pwca with a flag waved us towards the vendor area. The Hoppy Gnome and White Hart already had their food trailers set up.

      Down the hill, several magical structures had been erected. They looked like normal buildings, but I knew they were magical constructs made to assemble and disassemble with a flick of the wand. Hangars for the vintage airplanes, sleeping rooms, and offices for the race officials. Only a few planes were out of the dozen hangars on the field near the runway. Several of the structures had the large door open to reveal a plane inside. All were of the old variety. Most were bi-planes, with one wing stacked over another. But I didn’t have time to stare. The pwca on the hilltop directed Red where to back up with my Mystic Brews coffee trailer.

      “We’re working out here each morning, right?” Punkin asked, turning his head to stare at the planes.

      “Nia is. With a new girl. We’ll take the cafe shift, then head out here for the afternoon,” I said, peering into the rearview mirror attached to the passenger door. This trailer, though used, was a new purchase for me. It wasn’t super expensive, but refurbishing it, getting my old espresso machine revamped, and bringing the trailer up to health and safety specs, even with the fae connections in the ministry, had taken most of my Dymestl trust income for the summer. Fortunately, Aunt Rose had stepped in and said she’d provide the magical assistance we needed to make it functional.

      “There you be, lass. Take a look and let me know if we need to adjust before we drop the legs and get it level.”

      I unbuckled and slid out of the caravan. Punkin jumped out after me and ran towards the hangars. “Hey, Fuzzbutt! The coffee trailer is this way.”

      He paused near the Hoppy Gnome trailer and bobbed his head past the rows of wooden bleachers set up along the runway. “The planes are that way.”

      “Later. You stay up here in case we need help getting the trailer set up. You can tail-twitch better than me and Red.”

      “Bah!”

      I looked down at where he wanted to go. Even now, on the first practice day, valley residents were scattered through the bleachers and had blankets and chairs set up in the grassy areas to this side of the field, so they could watch the planes.

      “You help set up, then watch the planes. They’re here all week, silly.”

      I gave the trailer location a good once-over and heard pixie wings as I waved to Red to unhook it.

      “Wow! Ebrel, did you see that green plane? That was almost as good as a pixie can fly. That pilot was something else!”

      “That’s a fine compliment coming from a pixie.” I glanced up at the trailer’s roof, where Nia sat in her tiny form. “Now I just have to find out where to get water.” I looked around for a tap to hook into.

      “Rhosyn said we needed to ask Lady Trimbolt.” Nia stood, still only three inches tall, shading her eyes against the sun. “I can go look for her. And for the green plane. I bet it was a pixie flying it. That was brilliant flying.”

      “Find Liddy first. Then come back here and help me get set up.”

      “Roger, Wilco!” Nia called and zipped off down the hill.

      By now, Red had the front stabilising wheel down and was cranking to raise the hitch enough to pull his caravan out.

      “Give me a minute, lass. Once I move the beast of a caravan, I’ll get your trailer levelled out.”

      Another ten minutes passed before Red pronounced us secure and level enough for me and Punkin to set up the coffee bar inside.

      “You’ve got an Infernal-brand generator right here, and the heat for water here.” Red pointed to the controls. He toggled the generator. A small whiff of brimstone belched from the roof vent and drifted past the service window, which I had cracked open along with the roof vent to get airflow into the trailer. “Don’t push the heat on until Lady Liddy gets you some water. You don’t want to crack the cistern.”

      “Anything I should know about the electrical system?”

      Red shook his head. “I put all the switches where you said. All the equipment is wired direct, and powered once the generator demon is active. I gave it a full load of faerock dust. According to the Infernal company, that should last you a good fortnight before you need to feed the system again.”

      “Thanks. Once Liddy shows me where the water hookup is, we can get you a latte for the road.” I tipped my head back towards where he parked his caravan. “Did you bring me enough hose to hook up?”

      Red gave a smile and stepped back, away from the open door, making way for Liddy Trimbolt, one of our resident Dryad coven and mother of Eddie, Lord Trimbolt. Gone were her raggedy old mud-stained dresses and her guise as the old crone of the dark mire. Instead, she wore simple slacks and a nice top.

      “A very nice trailer, my dear.” Liddy looked around as she stepped in. “I just need you to open the cistern.”

      “Second cupboard, lower right.” Red pointed. “I left the clean-out vent loose. Once you tell me, I’ll tighten it up.”

      Liddy dropped to a knee by the cupboard. The large steel drum had a pipe fitting with a cap on the side, at least wide enough for me or Liddy to reach a hand inside the cistern. She spun the cap loose, then reached into her pocket and withdrew a sparkling light-blue gem.

      “A gift from the gwragedd annwn.”

      “And that is?” I smiled, but still raised an eyebrow. My command of the Welsh language was still rudimentary.

      “The lake maidens. They value the protection Her Grace gives their underground lakes and have gifted Lady Rhosyn and you this gem, which draws from their clearest water.”

      “A gem. Not a hose to a spigot?”

      Liddy grinned and spun the cap back onto the valve, then stood to get out of Red’s way. He reached in with a large spanner to twist it tight.

      “If you’ll not be needing me, I’ll head back into town.” Red glanced my way. “You got a ride back?”

      “Elain and Io are both coming out tonight. I’ll catch a ride with one of them.” I waved Red on his way. He’d spent nearly all morning putting the final touches on the new coffee trailer.

      “Here, Ebrel. Let me show you how to activate and deactivate the gem.” Liddy slid her wand from her sleeve. “It draws water from the lakes of the maidens. You’ll need to turn it off whenever you need to empty the tank.”

      Fifteen minutes later, Liddy was satisfied with my wanding abilities. Especially after my initial overpowered charge that shot the gauge from empty to full in just a second. “You’re definitely a Dymestl. You will learn finesse in time.”

      “Io’s trying to teach me. But…” I let the thought trail off.

      “Every few months, another need arises before you’ve been properly trained.” Liddy smiled and touched my arm to reassure me. “You did well closing those two portals last month.”

      “Thanks. I… uh… I tried to remember what you did down at the fountain, and repeated it.”

      “Hey! Give the pwca some credit.” Punkin called from the metal steps into the trailer. “I saved the day on the big one, remember?”

      “That you did, stinker.” I chuckled.

      Liddy grinned and bent down to rub his fuzzy cheek. “I cannot say your choice of a spell focus was ideal, but it worked well enough for Ebrel and Jessica to lock the otherworld away from ours.”

      “Ebrel!” Nia called. She was tall again and stuck her head in the open door. “You’ll never guess who was piloting the green plane!”
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      A woman with long wavy auburn hair stood behind Nia. She wore tight-fitting slacks, laced-up calf-high boots, and a leather jacket unzipped over a dark-brown top. A red scarf hung from her neck. Very utilitarian.

      “This is Rad Lambros!” Nia almost squealed. “She’s not a pixie but was flying like one in her spud. Or spad, or whatever.”

      “She means in the Sopwith Pup.” Rad’s accent was European, but not one I’d heard before.

      “Rad?” I stepped out of the trailer and held out a hand.

      “Real name is Elli. Rad is my pilot name. Our call sign for radio traffic.”

      “Ebrel Dymestl.” I was surprised, pleasantly, at the firm grip of her handshake. “Pleased to meet you.”

      Rad’s eyebrow shot up at my name. “Ahhh… A Dymestl. I had heard Rhosyn was in this valley. I should have expected more of your family to be with her. Your girl here says this is where I can get the best frappe I’ve had since leaving Greece.”

      “You’re Greek?” I held out a hand to stop Nia from climbing into the coffee trailer. “Nia probably isn’t aware that the frappe began in Greece and uses instant coffee crystals instead of espresso.”

      “Instant? Who came up with that recipe?” Nia stuck her tongue out and made a blech face.

      Rad chuckled. “I believe it was an instant coffee salesman. However, my team and I travel enough of the world to have refined our tastes. An expresso drink is better. I dare say, with your wagon up here, my girls will ignore that large carafe and kettle we get in our hangar. I might have to put a frappe limit on them—if yours are actually as good as Nia promised.”

      “Can I make her one, please?” Nia clapped her hands together. “Did Liddy Lew give you the water crystal? If so, Punkin and I can get the coffee trailer up and running.”

      A tall gentleman with a handlebar mustache gracing his upper lip wandered up right then. “Good afternoon, ladies. I say, any idea when this establishment will open? It’s almost teatime, and I heard that there are fine pieces from Lady Rhosyn herself up here.”

      I stepped aside to let Nia into the trailer. Might as well let her get set up. We weren’t making any money with the window flap down.

      Rad glanced once at the newcomer and rolled her eyes when she saw him. “Beans, you and your tea. Didn’t you get the carafe in your hangar going yet?”

      “That’s Sir Beans to you, Miss Lambros. And you are welcome to stop by my hangar for a cuppa. Once my crew unpacks it, anyway. My young helper mispacked our water crystal, along with my favorite hand cream. I’d have him searching, but I had to send him off to the local chemist for a replacement bottle of the ointment. Hopefully, he doesn’t lose it on the way back.” He chuckled and held out a hand towards me. “Sir Barret Bancroft, of the Tamil Nadu Bancrofts.” His tone, and the way he tilted his head, let me know he expected me to be familiar with what a Tamil Nadu Bancroft was.

      Instead of asking about them, I plastered my best helping a pompous customer smile on, and took his hand. A firm grip greeted mine, so I returned it, my eyes locked on his, like my father taught me.

      “Ebrel Dymestl.”

      His eyebrow arched up, and his smile broadened. He kept my hand in his grip and took half a step forward. “Ah… the ghost girl. So happy to make your acquaintance. Your family owns this valley, do they not?”

      I chuckled at that. “Actually, not much of it. Aunt Rose and I own the coffee and tea shop in the village. Most of the valley is owned by Lord Edeirnion, Lord Trimbolt, and a few others.”

      “Trimbolt? You mean that goblin fellow?” Bancroft finally let go of my hand and made a tsking sound about Eddie. “Fortunate how he just lucked into this estate, is it not? You could have staked a claim, being a Dymestl and such. Appealed to Her Grace as part of your inheritance upon your magical majority.”

      “I’m afraid that would have honked off a very close and dear friend.” I crossed my arms and dropped my chin to stare at Bancroft.

      “You’re friends with that goblin chap? He’d barely been here, what, a fortnight, when he declared himself the lost heir.” Bancroft waved away the objection I was ready to voice. “Never mind, my dear. I’ll saunter on back to my hangar and put the kettle on there. Perhaps I can pick up some of Rhosyn’s fine pieces tomorrow.”

      I glanced at Rad. She had been watching Nia through the open trailer door, but she looked at me and did another eye roll with a tilt of her head towards the departing Bancroft.

      “I take it he’s not a friend of yours?”

      She shook her head. “Nor of anyone. The Tamil Nadu Bancrofts need only associate with their peers, not we common fae.” Her eyes darted back to me. “So sorry. I meant no insult.”

      “Please don’t worry. My Dymestl name and rank are so new, they squeak when I walk too fast.”

      “Two more minutes, Rad,” Nia called from inside. “Got the ice maker going. Just need to dial in the brewer.”

      “Beans? Rad? Do all pilots have nicknames?”

      “You mean our call signs? All pilots get them.” She nodded and jerked a thumb over her shoulder. “Sir Barret of the Beans is from a family that owns extensive land in India.”

      “Ah… that’s what the Tamil Nadu reference is.” My world geography class was rattling around in my brain enough to connect the region with the country. “But why beans?”

      “That’s what his family lands are good for. Evidently, they are a notable exporter of beans.”

      “Ah, you met Sir Trumpet, did you?” Another British man walked towards us. He, too, wore a leather jacket, with a white scarf around his neck and draped just inside the jacket. Behind him was another man, this one in overalls, with the look of a mechanic about him. The grease that stained his clothing wasn’t overwhelming, but there were faint shadows where laundry spells hadn’t been able to remove all the oil and such.

      “Bah! Sir Trumpet of the Beans.” The new pilot pursed his lips together to make a raspberry sound, imitating the marching beat of a military band.

      “Pixie humour.” Rad gave the newcomer a smile. “Nigel, this is Ebrel Dymestl.”

      “A Dymestl!” Nigel popped pixie, fluttering in front of me. He slammed his booted heels together and gave a smart salute, palm out. “Nigel Bevington-Smyth at your service, my lady. What may I do for the lovely lady of the Dymestl family?”

      “Now don’t be giving her a big head, you.” Nia stepped down from the trailer and passed a drink to Rad. She pointed a finger at Nigel. “Ebrel is fine just the way she is. No need to turn her into one of those palace types.”

      “Right-O! No worries here, miss.” Nigel popped tall and looked over Nia from head to toe. “I say, for a pixie-in-waiting to the lovely Lady Ebrel, you are quite radiant yourself, Miss…?”

      Nia’s hair highlights flashed bright teal with pink tips. The pink matched the color creeping into her cheeks. “Nia. Did you say you’re Nigel Bevington-Smyth?”

      “Why, yes? I do believe I did. And this is my crew chief, Dip.” He tilted his head towards the man in overalls behind him. Nigel reached for Nia’s hand, then raised it to his lips. “You are a charming young lass. May I come around some more? I promise to order tea or some of the fine pieces from your establishment, so I’m not wasting your time.”

      “Oh, good luck with Flappy, dear.” Rad laughed and raised her frappe for a sip, then gave Nia a nod. “Very good frappe. As for Nigel here, he’s a charmer, but no girl has won his heart yet. Still, it won’t hurt if you try. You might be the one.”

      “The one? My dear Rad, I love all women equally.”

      “But you love flying the old machines even better.” Rad chuckled and raised her cup to Nigel. “I can drink to that idea.”

      “Did you want tea service, Mr. Bevington-Smyth?” Nia’s cheeks were still flushed with color, and her hair glowing with highlights.

      “Nigel, please. As for tea, if you would be so kind, my dear Nia.” He gave her a tip of his head. “Shall I join you at the window? While you prepare it, you can fill me in on the families here in the valley, and whose tree is which. I saw such a delightful pixie forest when I was flying. Dip? Have you met Nia?”

      Nigel popped pixie again and fluttered off to hover outside the service window that Punkin had tail-twitched open. His mechanic stayed in tall form, but his yellow-orange highlights gave him away as pixie too.

      I hooked a thumb towards Nigel and looked at Rad. “Is he harmless? I don’t want my friends getting taking in by a smooth-talking flyboy.”

      “Flappy is always a gentleman, though he is interested in all women and won’t settle down with just one. What do I owe for the drink?”

      I waved away the question. “On the house this time. Thanks for the official approval from the Greek Air Wing.”

      Rad smiled her thanks and tilted her head towards the wooden tables and benches in front of the food and beverage trailers. “Care to join me while I enjoy the drink?”

      “Love to, but let me check on Nia first.”

      Inside the trailer, Nia had almost everything going while she kept up nonstop conversation with Nigel. The pixie pilot stood in tiny form on the service window counter, leaning on the paper napkin dispenser.

      “You go on, Ebrel. I’ve got the trailer ready to go. Just waiting for the coffee to finish brewing.” She opened a stainless steel box and peered in at the trays of sweets from Aunt Rose. “I’ll give a shout if I need help.”

      Fortunately, the dark roast was brewed, so I grabbed a paper cup of it and headed out to sit. Rad had chosen well, and the table overlooked the clearing below, which served as the airshow’s runway and staging area. Another plane taxied across the meadow. A man waved a green flag atop a wooden tower that was maybe thirty feet tall. The blue revved its engine and raced towards the far end of the meadow.

      “Jester is about to show us how good French pilots are,” Rad chuckled. “Watch out for him.”

      “Oh?” I dropped onto the bench next to her. “Is he a poor pilot?”

      “No, he is as charming as Flappy, but he loves a good practical joke.” She took a sip of the frappe.

      I tilted my head towards the trailer. “What about Nigel?”

      “Pity the poor girl that gives Flappy her heart, as well as her favors. He’ll enjoy the favors and break her heart. As I said, there is not one girl for Nigel. I warn all of my crew, but every year at least one of the new ones falls in love with him.”

      The French plane climbed in tight circles over the far end of the valley. Beyond it, I saw a strange shape drifting towards us.

      “Is that a…?”

      “Zeppelin.” Rad nodded. “Otto is on time. He always seems to arrive whenever Jester is flying.”

      “Just Otto? No pilot name?” I kept my eyes on the dirigible as it drifted closer and closer to the field. By now I could discern a red shape hanging underneath the grey skin of the inflated bag. In front of that, a wooden structure hung.

      “Otto refuses a call sign. On the radio, he is German One.” Rad laughed. “Perhaps he refuses because Jester is the one who gave him the call sign that stuck.”

      “Let me guess. Since the Frenchman has a call sign of Jester, the name he gave the German pilot wasn’t friendly?”

      Rad grinned and raised her cup to show I had nailed it. “Otto can be a, what is the word in English? Sourpuss? Jester played off of that with a slang word for a German person.”

      “What about Rad? How did you get that?”

      “Look at the engines on our planes. Those are radial engines, since the cylinders radiate out from a central core.”

      “Ah. Radial… Rad. But don’t all the planes in this show have that same type of engine?”

      She nodded. “My father was a flyer, and I was his mechanic. Since I can tear one down and put it back together blindfolded, they named me Rad early on. Once I started flying, the name came with me.”

      Overhead, Jester dove, then swooped around the field in a tight arc, his engine rumbling loud enough to cut off my next question for a moment.

      “If those use demonic power, why are they so loud?”

      “The Infernal versions of the engines are good, but they’re still very mechanical. For this competition circuit, we try to keep the engines as close to the petrol versions as possible.” She stared off, watching Jester. “He’s a superb pilot, and never had to spend time in the B-list league, but…”

      I let that hang, waiting on her to finish. Instead of speaking, she pointed towards the incoming German airship. Jester spun his plane around the dirigible and did something, so his plane trailed smoke, enveloping the Zeppelin’s cockpit. Once the slow-moving blimp sailed through the haze, a man leaned out of the open structure and shook his fist at the Frenchman.

      “Jester takes nothing seriously,” Rad said, then dropped to almost a whisper. “Not even love.”
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      “But what about Blinkie Fizzlebim?” Ginny asked the next morning while she wiped down the tables. Another two minutes and the front door to Mystic Brews was due to click open.

      Holly, our other front counter help, chuckled and rolled her eyes. “Nia has finally figured out that a sailor loves the sea more than any girl.”

      “Oh. That’s right. He wants to be a captain like his grandfather Izzy.”

      “Izzy was only first mate,” I said, then took a sip of the latest espresso. My new super-duper deluxe espresso triple station from Trilby Trill’s Decadence bistro was performing as expected, though it took more time to dial the brew in with three stations than I was used to. My old machine only had two stations.

      “Extra shot in my latte, please,” Elain said, then dropped into her usual chair.

      “Morning, sleepyhead. I thought I heard you drift in. Was it about two this morning?”

      “Ugh. Neirin insisted we audit the basic investigation classes again. His cryptanalysis students snickered at us the entire time.”

      “But you figured out who Barry Cuda was. Why bother?”

      “Neirin. Give him a chance to make me train, and he will.”

      I finished her latte and grabbed a plate with a scone and a small dish of clotted cream for her.

      “Mmm… Blueberry scones. Rhosyn always seems to know when I’m going to need one.”

      “Well, we’re sending all the gooey stuff out to the airshow.”

      “You get the coffee trailer set up?” She smeared the cream over her scone and bit a hunk off, then closed her eyes as she savoured it.

      “Yep. Nia’s working it until lunchtime with another new girl. I need to head out before then and relieve them for the lunch shift. Any chance you want to drive out?”

      Elain gave me a smile and a nod right as our first wave of leprechauns came in for their morning coffee. Once we got a break in the morning flow, I grabbed a cup and plopped down next to Elain.

      “You get Holly trained on the espresso side yet?” she asked.

      “Almost. She’s good with basics.” I took a sip and watched Holly slide over to the espresso side and fill a portafilter. A slow but steady morning session was a good time to let her practice. “She’s doing well with the drinks and can dial in the espresso shots, but she takes a little longer.”

      “Did you hear from Posie? She interested in coming out for all of your planned expansions?” Elain tilted her head towards London, where the assistant barista from the now-closed Decadence bistro had retreated.

      I nodded, then shrugged. “She got a job with my favorite roaster in London. We’re going to market the roasts he does for me commercially. Not just espresso roast to the third-wave cafés, but also medium roasts for home brew. I’ll test and approve each profile that gets a Mystic Brews label. I should have test prints of the labels in this week.”

      “What exactly is this third wave?”

      I sighed. “That’s what I hoped for here. Wave one of coffee was just teaching the world to drink it. Wave two was moving beyond canned coffee and getting the world to embrace lattes and other coffee drinks. A certain big-name chain was at the forefront of that wave.”

      “I’ve heard the term, but I’m not sure I understand it.” Elain swirled her second latte of the morning. This one only had the normal shots in it. “Third wave is trying to increase the flavours?”

      “Something like that.” I nodded towards my new espresso machine. “It’s no wonder that Trill bought this in with Lino as his barista. This machine is made specifically for third-wave cafés. I’ve got sooooo much control over dosing, pressure, pre-infusion blooms. If only I could get our locals to open their taste profiles up.”

      “So, Misty Valley is full of Neanderthal coffee drinkers?” She grinned behind her cup to show she was jesting.

      I still shrugged. “Not Neanderthal, but not ready for the third wave. However, once we get to the Grand Prix, I want to be hosting tasting events in the week before and after. Logan and Ace are hopeful we can get the downtown hotel finished by then, and it can be our third-wave flagship.”

      “Makes sense.” Elain waved her cup around the shop. “Mystic Brews is kitschy, and good for regulars and your average quaint go-see-the-countryside tourists. The Storm hotels will have a better clientele at our bigger events.”

      “Good morning, ladies!” Mayor Yardley called from the door. He had a knack for hitting in between our morning rushes. “Cuppa for me and a caramel tornado with a…” He peered into the pastry case. “A cinnamon roll with extra cream.”

      “Meeting Rachel?” I stood and headed behind the bar, waving at Holly to make the caramel macchiato.

      “Well, I, uh…”

      Everyone in the valley and probably half of Shrewsbury knew the mayor and Rachel were dating. Just as they knew that the mayor’s wife had a thing going with the Yardleys’ gardener, Dewi.

      Once Yardley had tapped the pad with his wand to pay, he jerked his gaze around the café.

      “Ah, Lady Elain. Any news on that awful painting from your mother’s art premiere?”

      She dropped her chin to stare at Yardley. “I wouldn’t call Io’s work awful.”

      “Well, I, uh… meant the awful effects of what occurred with it.” Yardley glanced towards the front door, then swallowed. “And that demonic dog floating in the sea. I understand that Lady Ebrel and that artist friend of hers needed a focus to be a key for their lock on the demonic doorway. But whoever thought it was a grand idea to use a plush Pomeranian? I mean, can you find any dog more demanding, more vile than a Pomeranian?”

      “Hah! See? I am not the only one who believes Pierre is evil.” Punkin jumped up next to Elain, a smug smile on his fluffy little face. “Besides, can you think of a better place for a fake Pom than guarding a portal to the otherworld?”

      I pointed a finger at Punkin as Holly finished up the macchiato. “Not all Poms are bad. Remember BK? You and he did well together.”

      “Big Kahuna said it was a pleasure to work with me!” Punkin’s grin grew even larger. “He even invited me to go surfing with him. When are we going to California? You are going to learn to surf, right?”

      I shook my head. “I thought you had a problem with water?”

      “Well, BK sent a message and invited me out this winter. Said I was ‘one chill cat.’ That’s good, right?”

      I gave Punkin a smile. “Yeah. Even if you are annoying, you can be a chill cat when I need you to be.”

      “Mr. Mayor.” A tall American gent pushed open the door to Mystic Brews. “I thought I noticed you through the windows.”

      “Ah. Mr. Russell.” Yardley extended his hand. The newcomer took it with an enthusiastic grasp. “Can I get you a coffee? Best in all the valley, if not the entire island right here.”

      “Wouldn’t say no to that. Mind you, just a regular cup of joe. No need for the fancy stuff that pixie out at the airfield was attempting to get me to try. No idea what kind of drink a tornado is.”

      “A caramel macchiato,” I said. “Dark or medium roast?”

      “Whatever qualifies as plain old joe around here, miss.”

      “Lady Ebrel, this is W.G. Russell. Head of the Fae Air Acrobatics and Racing Circuit.”

      “Nice to meet you, Miss Epril.” He extended his hand across the counter. I ignored how he mispronounced my name, combining the Brit and American versions. “Hope you can come down to the airfield. I’ll be leading the air parade tomorrow in my Hellcat.”

      “Yes!” Punkin called. “There’s a plane named after a cat?”

      “Several, fuzzy one.” Russell nodded his thanks as I passed a cup of dark roast to him. “My plane is for show only, since it’s from the World War Two era. We limit our competitors to First World War and early 1920s. I’m not a competitor, so I get to fly whatever I prefer.” Russell grinned and winked.

      Elain returned his smile. “Why the old biplanes?”

      Russell moved a hand with a swooping, climbing, and diving motion. “The aerodynamics are a little less refined for that age of aircraft. Makes flying more of a challenge. You should come down. We’ve got the best vintage pilots across the globe competing. Even the B-list is good at flying. Heck of a show.”

      “B-list?” I cocked my head, trying to understand how that worked in an airshow. Rad had mentioned them, but I didn’t pursue the idea.

      “The warm-up act, so to speak.” Russell pointed toward the far end of the valley where the airfield sat. “Our ace pilots get to decorate their planes with sponsor logos. The B-list stick to primary solid colors. We keep four to six of them at every show. They fly first to get the crowds paying attention. And if I have an odd number of aces, I can let one of the Bs fly in a few ace heats and give them some extra air time.”

      “I might need to unless Bear shows this time.” Russell rolled his eyes. “We’ve got one competitor who is always a day late and a dollar short, but he’s a heck of a pilot. Bear earned his place in the A-list, but he never wins enough to do more than limp into the next competition. With our move down here from Scotland, he may not make it in time to compete.”

      “Since the coffee trailer behind the grandstands is part of our business, I’ll be there.” I nodded. “You said acrobatics. This isn’t an air race?”

      “How fast a pilot runs the course does count, miss, but it’s not a point-to-point race. More acrobatics. Running the obstacles.” Russell grinned and waved a flat hand through some imaginary air maneuvers to illustrate. “Formalities begin tomorrow. Today is just practice. Tomorrow, that’s when the actual show begins. Heck of a show.”
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