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Abby’s breath blew into the heavy fog as she fought to fill her lungs. She swallowed hard knowing she needed to be as silent as possible.

Her teeth raked her lip as she listened. Yes, they still followed. She squeezed her eyes shut and tried not to cry. Hours of running and still she failed to lose them. Every bit of her body hurt from the twitching exhaustion in her muscles. The tears stung her lids as she fought them back. She needed to keep moving before their trackers got any closer. “Where are you? I need you, Micca.” Her whispered plea dispersed into the thick ground fog.

She couldn’t help but knock her head back against the tree. He should have found her by now. She felt so confused, but then who wouldn’t after all she’d been through? “How did this ever happen? No one should travel back in time. Never me!”

Maybe she drifted too far, and he couldn’t track her crazy movements. Abby knew he would find the hunters following her, why didn’t he join her long before now? Nothing made sense. She trusted Micca with her life, but right now, she feared for him. He’d saved her more than once since the day she found herself in this mess.

The truth that she could no longer wait for him pounded in her heart as she pushed off the tree. Abby wasted no more time and took off in a new direction; one she hoped would take her away from the danger that stocked her. “Please find me Micca, please.” 
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CHAPTER ONE
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“Hey Abby, did you make the night deposit?”

It took a second for Abby to focus on Jill’s question and not the customer standing before her. “Yeah, yes, I took...” she turned sideways and looked at the large grandfather clock, “it was 4:35 to be exact. Why? Is there a problem?”

Abby tried not to frown over Jill’s question and vague stare.

“No, not at all, I just wondered.”

Before Abby could question her friend any further, Jill walked away. Abby turned back and noticed the man at the counter smiling at her as he pulled his gaze away from the old clock. “Time moves on, doesn’t it?”

She tried to smile at the odd gentleman, returning his attention to the antique watches in the glass case. He mumbled something; she tried to concentrate and hear him. “I’m sorry. What did you say?”

His long, ring fingered hand sort of waved over the antique collection of time pieces. “Nothing important...time seems to escape us all, don’t you think?”

She gasped over the iridescent cloud that followed the man’s sweep. Abby closed her mouth and stiffened against the man’s invasive gaze. She tried to calm her racing nerves, but the threat she felt refused to back off. “Yes, yes, it does.” She smiled despite the ill feelings the man created, hoping it didn’t look too vacant. She wondered who he really was and instantly raised her circle of defense. “Did you find one that interests you?”

“Oh, no deary, these don’t hold my interest.” He looked at her. Abby was sure his eyes traveled around her as if he could see the crystallized defense now in place. She wanted to ask him what he wanted but feared the answer. His smile turned sinister as if he read her thoughts, maybe he did. “I am a more personable type of buyer...Abby.”

The circle surrounding her instantly darkened to a solid glow to repel the danger she felt moving in her direction. “I don’t think we would have any pieces with that aspect for you.”

The man defied her dismal, for she thought him more than a customer, he reached out and breached her barrier to lift the small watch hanging from her necklace.

“Now this one, my dear, this one would interest me. It radiates with warmth and family connection. This is personable.”

Abby immediately took hold of the necklace and watch, shocking his hold off her watch and out of her circle, “I’m afraid this one is not for sale.”

The shock and his surprise at being pushed back earned her a true sneer from the man.

Abby reinforced her energy to the protective circle around her.

“An heirloom, family connected, no doubt.”

She stiffened before him, “And not for you.”

The man gave her a slight nod and took a step back. His disturbing laugh followed him out the shop’s door. Abby watched every movement, prepared for an attack if it came. She never took her attention away from him, even when he exited the shop and walked past the display window and out of sight. Her senses spun in awareness, but the threat finally began to fade.

“Abby? Abby, darn it, you seem totally spaced out today. Can’t you pay attention?”

Mentally shaking herself, she turned to face Jill, keeping her shield in place. “I’m sorry, did you want something?” Abby realized she must have missed something by the way Jill stormed away from her.

Abby leaned heavily against the vacant counter and wondered why she failed to hear Jill. This man held a strong power. Who was he?

She couldn’t dismiss him, but for now, the answers would need to wait.

She looked over at her friend and boss. Maybe a hot latte would cool her friend’s temper down a bit. “I’m not sure how, but I certainly missed something.” She frowned again, unable to stop thinking about the man that just left. The way he moved as if nothing touched him, his shock over her breaking his hold on her watch...she still held tight to her grandmother’s piece.

Abby went to make Jill a hot drink as she continued to watch the outside of the shop. The possible threat that the man would reappear and possibly attack her couldn’t be ignored. Outside the shop’s glass wall, the sky had nearly faded of light. Very few people walked past the Time on Time Shop. Abby shook her head over the lack of people on the street anymore. Malls and the town square a few blocks away pulled so much business from the shop.

While the water heated, she absently moved things in the window. She planned to stay late this evening and redress the window. After what just happened, Abby didn’t feel safe being alone here. They wouldn’t close for another hour.

All she worried about this morning was that winter would soon show itself. Abby wondered if business would pick up. If not, she might not have a job to come to any longer.

Was it only a week since Jill asked her to go into partnership with her? Why hadn’t she answered her friend? After all, she wanted to be a true part of this shop since she first entered the store two years ago. The shop was everything that involved her life...time, the constant enemy and friend.

Her hand absently rose and gripped the watch on her necklace. “Two years shouldn’t matter.” But Abby knew they did. The shop wasn’t holding its own and Jill only asked her to buy time.

A small, defeated laugh escaped. “Buy time, now there is a concept.”

She could feel the worry crease her brow. Time was never humorous, especially to her. If only she wasn’t alone. Her family used to be so strong and supportive, but that changed in a span of seconds.... “No, I won’t go there, not here and not now.”

She forced herself to concentrate on the shop. If only Abby could help her friend and the shop. No! She couldn’t use her power. Nothing good could come of it. Hearing the threat echo in her head never mattered before, and she often wondered what held her back from helping the Time on Time Shop. Because we might only make it worse!

Abby angrily swiped the dust-rag in her hand across the counter. Even spraying the glass didn’t ease her inner turmoil. She stopped in mid-sweep realizing what she now sensed and failed to recognize about the man that left. “Fae, he was Fae.” Abby looked about, relieved Jill or no one stood near enough to hear her. She couldn’t allow herself to slip, but he was Fae, a very powerful Fae. She needed to be careful. Again, her gaze swept through the windows to all, obvious or hidden dangers, that might be lurking near her.

“It was never a myth.” A thousand times she tried to tell herself her grandmother’s beliefs were just ancient lore just as her mother stated. But Abby did believe her grandmother. Abby couldn’t ignore the facts. How could her family be the only Fae in this world? “They have always been here.” Voicing such a statement made her shiver. Her grandmother’s warning came forward. “They can’t be denied...”

“Who could be and what, Abby?”

Jill, Abby took a deep breath and tried to pull all her strength around her as she turned to face the still angry Jill. “Just them,” she flung her arms out toward the window “they could be customers.”

“Oh,” she watched her friend look in hope at the sidewalks. “Yes, I guess they could be.”

It felt awful to Abby to put any, even a spark of hope in her friend’s sad gaze. “It is supposed to get really cold tonight, Jill, it might even snow.”

“Really?”

Abby nodded to Jill’s questioning look. “Yes, the first of the season. Now that will start bringing them in.”

Jill’s attention slowly returned to Abby. “Do you think so? I know the cold might help, but will they buy?”

Her friend’s gaze roamed in longing over the time pieces.

“You know, Jill, we could run a pre-Christmas sale. Get them in the mood to buy. I will think on it over the weekend and come up with the perfect sales promotion.”

“The ads are very expensive.”

“True, but flyers and a sidewalk sign would do wonders to draw them in.”

“Maybe, it is worth trying.”

It didn’t take long for Jill to escape back into her office with the hot latte and just as the clocks chimed 8:30.

I must think of something to help her. The magik screamed in her head, as she tried to ignore the pounding of spells she refused to listen to. I can’t...

Too many years and too many warnings not to use what came naturally to her. Abby sometimes longed for her youth when she could cast a spell and just be sent to her room if anyone found out. Of course, they usually did discover her spells and Abby spent most summers staring at her bedroom walls.

Not all the spells went wrong. She still smiled remembering how she turned on all the fire hydrants in the neighborhood, so the kids could cool off. Or how she extended her protective circle to keep the pushers and gangs away from their block, she sighed over the memory, “I didn’t even get caught for that one.”

The memories weren’t all good. More than once she crossed the line. She can remember her mother yelling at her about the dangers of being exposed. Even though it hurt to admit it her mother did have good cause to be upset, Abby knew that now.

Tears filled her eyes, and she wiped them away, angry with herself for thinking about it. Abby moved her shoulders around to try and stop the itch her wings caused. She shouldn’t be thinking about all this. It always made her wings grind against their barrier. Not even reaching around and pulling on her bra could stop the irritation. She would need to escape to the woods tonight and let them stretch a bit. It wouldn’t be easy, it seemed like the freedom once found in the forest disappeared with her family.

“Cutler’s woods. That is all that is left around here.”

“What about the woods? Are you going hiking this weekend?” 

Abby swallowed hard over Jill’s sudden presence.

“Maybe, more like a walk on the nature paths.”

“Abby, I’m surprised with you, Miss Nature herself, going for a mere walk.”

“Jill, did you hear the weather? Snow puts a real damper on hikes.”

“Oh yeah, I’m sorry Abby, I forgot about the forecast.”

“Do you want to join me?” She had to ask her friend and held her breath over her answer.

Jill shook her head in refusal, “No, old Mister Magoo and I are going to watch a few movies.”

“Sounds good, Jill. If it snows, maybe I’ll come over and bug the two of you. Besides, I haven’t brought Magoo any sardines of late.”

“He would love to see you and so would I.” She saw her friend take a deep breath.

“I’m sorry for snapping today, Abby. I don’t know what came over me.”

“It is alright, not to worry. I am going to work on that promotion. I’ll call if I’m coming over.”

“Good.” Abby heard Jill’s sigh. “Hey Abby, let’s close up the shop, there is no one around anyways.”

“Sure, I can do it. Why don’t you go over and get a pizza or something.”

“Do you mind?”

“Not at all, I’ll put the register bank in the floor safe.”

“Might as well. There aren’t enough deposits to worry about for the bank deposit.”

Abby gave her friend a small hug. “It will be okay.”

She watched Jill’s shoulders slump as she walked away. “I’ll think of something, my friend.” Abby wanted to scream that any good Time Fae, especially one with Magik to boot, could help, but the thought of using her powers sent a shiver through her and the protective light of her shield. Instincts kept the shield in place and the way she felt she wasn’t going to dispute its presence. “I’ll take all the protection I can get after today.”
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The cold air felt invigorating on her skin as she dipped down between the trees. Her wings shimmered a delicate blue under the full moon as the energy flowed through them. They swept in soundless waves just near the top of the trees as she again scanned the area. Nothing more than a few deer in the clearing and no warnings of anything other than animals near her. Abby’s defenses were in place, she would be invisible to a person, to anyone other than a powerful being.

The man from the shop never left her thoughts. She wondered over everything that happened only to feel certain he wanted something from her. The power of her family was hardly a secret in the Fae world, yet, to that world they had all perished...including Abby. She felt her throat tighten over the sob she fought back, the memories hurt too much to let them rise again. She did manage to fade out of existence as far as the Fae race were concerned. They thought she was dead, along with her parents and sister. So how did that Fae find her?

Her wings grew dark as the night sky under the anger and fear that filled her being. He certainly didn’t come to her just to buy a watch. Abby never should have taken the job at the Time on Time Shop. She should have known better than to have anything to do with time!

She rushed through the air to cool her anger over being discovered. Abby faced the sad and dangerous truth that she must vanish again. She hated the thought of starting a new life once more. All this past week, she tried to tell herself that because the Fae didn’t come back it was just a fluke. But she couldn’t lie to herself over the feelings that his continued nearness caused. The danger surrounded her every day. Just being here, she chanced the risk of being discovered, but she needed the energy from the moon. Keeping her protective shield constantly in place around time’s cycle depleted her energy.

It would be dawn soon. She needed to get home. She took a couple deep breaths then sped through the sky over the treetops and headed to the city. The forest seemed to call out to her, and she wished she could stay, but she wouldn’t be as invisible in daylight.

Abby reminded herself to practice her spells, refresh her instincts to the power left dormant since her family was murdered.

She silently slipped through the apartment window that opened before her. Small magik in relation to her true powers, “I must be prepared.”

The guilt rose again. She couldn’t help it. She always felt that her family might have survived if they had only used their powers more, been ready to respond to the danger that destroyed them. Only a few weeks before that horrible day, her mother and she battled over a spell Abby used against a bully at school.

“You can’t use your powers like this, Abby. You will be caught, found out, and then what? Think of the danger to yourself, to us all.”

“The danger is not using it. Grandmother said they should be a part of our being, something that comes as natural as breathing. If we can’t think of a spell because we haven’t used them, then what, mother? What will we use to fight off all these dangers and enemies?”

“You don’t know what you are saying, Abby.”

“Don’t I? Then you are to blame. You talk all the time about our enemies or the danger they hold for us. How would I even know them? They could grab me off the street, I could walk right up to them, make it easy for them to kill me.”

She’d never seen her mother turn such a pale white. Abby felt horrible for upsetting her like that, but it was the truth. Abby didn’t even know who these people were or why they would hurt them. “I’m sorry, but I won’t take it back. I would rather be prepared then live behind closed doors in fear.”

“Very astute, my daughter.”

She spun about to face her father. “Father, I am right then?”

“Not entirely. Your mother is right, you have just mentioned a true problem.”

Abby swallowed down her argument as she watched her father go to her mother and when he placed his hand on her shoulder, she could see the loving caress he gave her. One thing Abby never questioned was the love between her parents.

“I think you need to go to your room and get your homework done while I speak to your mother about this problem.”

“Yes, Father, Mother...” Abby wasted little time leaving the room and heading upstairs.

“I am right, and he knows it.”

Abby stayed in her room pacing the afternoon away. When they finally called her downstairs to her father’s study, she wasn’t sure she wanted to know their decision.

She wasn’t surprised to see Micca Wurling seated beside her parents. An old friend of the family, she loved this man and possessed one very strong crush on the handsome Wolenar. No, his race only covered a small part of Micca. He may be older than her, but Abby compared every man she met to Micca Wurling. The only man that equaled Micca was her father.

“Abby, I asked Micca here to help us find an answer to our problem.”

She nodded to the slight smile her father’s friend gave her. Many times, he would catch her in the woods practicing one spell or another. Never once did he tell her parents, he said it was their secret.

“You see Abby, we understand your fears and we have decided you are right. You need to learn how to prefect your abilities...from both sides of our family.”

Abby straightened over her father’s statement. She realized he spoke of her combined powers from the Fae and the ancient’s magik, something she and her mother shared. There were so many possibilities that she lacked the knowledge to use. One she wanted to try, her gaze slid to Micca, was the ability to shapeshift.

“We have decided to send you to your grandmother’s to learn how to use your Druid abilities.” Her father’s hand rose to silence her. “Micca has agreed to accompany you to Time’s Heritage and stay with you as your protector. Your mother and I will bring Katrina out to visit you this summer and see how well you have learned your skills.”

Abby stood there, the tears welling up as she stared at them in silence. A fury of emotions raced through her, “I am grateful, but to leave here?”

“Yes, you must. At Time’s Heritage you can practice grandmother’s teachings in a more open environment, one not as susceptible to being discovered.”

She focused on Micca as he rose out of the chair.

“And I, little one, will be there to make sure you stay out of trouble.”

Her attempt to smile only made the stream of tears fall. She walked into her father’s arms and sobbed against his protective warmth.

Abby sucked in her breath over the release of her memory. “Father...”

It took quite a while for her agitated wings to settle down. The memories were strong, almost as if she were there once again. A smile tugged at her lips, “and I was, for a lost moment.”

Oh, yes, time constantly replayed itself for Abby. Memories were like unlocking another world. Every time she went to one memory or forward to what might be, the moment was taken from her lifetime. A good reason she tried not to bring those memories forward. If she stayed too long, the memory could capture her in time and her life would be taken from her moment by moment.

“The downside to being a time Fae, Jill would probably never stop screaming at me to focus and listen.”

Her grandmother told her it was to keep a time Fae from the temptation to change time. “Time is your heritage, my child, not an object to be used to fix our mistakes.”

Abby often wondered if grandmother knew that her family would all die. Many of the lady’s lessons were to teach Abby the dangers of using her power. She often wondered why she had such powerful powers if they couldn’t be used.

She shook off thoughts of the past and what couldn’t be changed.

Her soft laughter floated through the apartment. A small place, but one she enjoyed being in. The thought of leaving here filled her with sadness. She could only take what she could carry. Her lashes lowered over the pile of precious belongings already collected, waiting to be packed. Without thought, her gaze flowed through the room looking for anything that might lead to her. She would need to destroy it all.

“A clean break. Fire would be the most thorough.”

“But the most dangerous, little one.”

Abby turned slowly to face the man she so missed in her life. “Micca...”

“I am here Abby.”

“I see that. What I want to know is where you have been!” She pushed past him to enter the kitchen. “Do you still like your coffee black?”

“As obsidian.”

“Hmm, that must be a clue to my next move.”

“You are sharp, Ab-baleen.”

To hear her birth-right name slowed her movements. She quickly dropped her gaze from Micca’s and poured the coffee.

“Drink while it is hot, Micca.”

“You move today.”

She gave him a slight nod; just having him appear in her apartment already told her that. “Obsidian, if I remember grandmother’s teachings, I will be headed west.” She silently pointed up for North, the true destination. Abby realized just having Micca here put her into stealth mode. She knew Micca would do anything for her. She felt it went deeper than his blood oath to her family.

While her friend drank his coffee, she went into the bedroom to get her bags. One large backpack and a smaller tote, she went to the collection on the counter and carefully put them into the tote. Her hand hovered over the large book of spells handed down through the women in the family. She closed her eyes, her fingers automatically opened the hidden compartment in her necklace watch. Her chant turned the room dark, for this secret was cloaked from all but Micca as she turned the tome into a cloud of symbols that whisked into the locket at the back of the watch.

When the light returned to the room, she looked at him. With a quick nod, his attention turned to the matter at hand. Micca didn’t have to say anything. She could tell he wasn’t happy with the tote. “Just a few things, Micca.”

“Anything I should be concerned about?”

“No, nothing that would tell anyone who they belonged to.”

“Will you wear her timing poetic?”

Her hand closed over the necklace piece. “It is too important to be separated from me.” She slipped the locket inside her tee shirt.

“True. You’d best drink your cup, and we will be going.”

Abby took a few moments to sip the coffee as her gaze took its final loving memory. “I’m ready.”

“Good, you are right. It should all be burned.”

“I know, let me seal the apartment.” Abby closed her eyes, a habit she never stopped, as if she needed to read her mind for the right spell and began the chant as she twirled in a small circle. A fine sheen of what looked like glass flowed from her fingertips to encase the apartment. Once the entire place was entombed, she slowed and finally stopped. “The spell will last two days, more than enough time for everything inside to burn to ash.”

“May I?”

She gave Micca a nod of agreement. Abby loved to watch this magnificent man in action. Power encased him, enhancing his charisma.

He never answered her question over where he had been. He usually checked in with her at least once every couple of months. She knew he instinctively felt her emotions, like now, he appeared when she needed him. Abby wondered if he realized she wanted more than just an appearance from him.

Fire flared as if tossed from his hands as he inflamed the apartment. A fire so fierce that only a smoldering ash would remain and when her shield ended, a wind would whip through the apartment, mixing all the ashes together. No one would be able to separate out the cellular makeup. People would believe she died in the fire.

Even Jill would not be looking for her until late Monday or into Tuesday. Thankfully, Abby’s promotion to gain customers for Jill’s shop worked beautifully. A Gift of Time was the name of it, every purchase gave the customer a gift certificate of time, meaning they or their child could come in on their day and wind all the clocks in the shop. Parents loved it and sales were increasing daily.

Micca grabbed her bags and her arm directing her to the door. “Finish it, Abby.”

She realized she slipped for a moment. She finished the chant while he said his own. His hold on her arm insured that she turned invisible as she watched him change as well. Neither of them said anything as they made their way down the stairs to the back entrance to the building. They didn’t meet anyone, to her relief. She knew from past experience that Micca left nothing to chance.

He didn’t let go of her arm until she was inside the car. All the windows were darkened, her gaze never left the man as he walked around the front of the car, once inside the doors automatically locked. She searched the alley but didn’t see anything, but she needed to be sure.
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