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  Chapter One

  
  




Gwendolyn Archer smiled as she opened the door to her shop, Books and Baubles. It was a family-run business that had been handed down to her by her father’s family. Her parents, now retired, moved to Florida, and she was the only Archer left in the small town of Faircastle, having lived there all her life. People came from all over the world to their bookstore because it had thousands of books, and the shelves were lined with them. The back room had first editions, which were priceless and kept in a locked cabinet. The name of the shop fit as Gwendolyn made jewelry on the side and convinced her parents to sell it at the shop. At first, they weren’t sure if it mixed well with books, but people bought her bracelets, earrings, and necklaces, along with the books. 




Walking in, she sniffed the air, smiling. Books had a distinct scent, and as a voracious reader, she spent hours here as a child. Sipping her pumpkin spice latte, she heard the bell above the door jingle. Turning, she saw her employee Dalia Cane walk in, a smile on her face. Today, her hair was pink with blue strips. She was a young witch who, to the chagrin of her coven, was a book nerd. Instead of casting spells and learning, she preferred to read. When Gwendolyn’s parents moved away, she put an ad in the classifieds, and the rest was history. Dalia was a valuable employee and friend.




Skipping, her flowing purple skirt twirling around her, Dalia’s eyes twinkled. “Morning, boss. How was your weekend? Sorry, I had to leave early on Saturday. My parents made me attend a forest retreat with the coven to perform the Fall blessing. I danced around as they chanted, but refused to get naked. The High Priestess wasn’t happy about it. Oh well. Aren’t we getting a shipment of new books today? I’m so excited.” Smiling at her, Gwendolyn handed her a latte and a donut. She liked the young witch, and they were only a few years apart in age. “You know you can call me Gwen. Yes, I can’t wait. My father discovered a bookstore that was closing due to damage from a hurricane a month ago and made a deal with the owner. Even retired, Dad still likes to help.”




Dalia nodded, taking her place behind the counter. She began counting the change in the register to start the day. “What time are we expecting the delivery?” Looking down, Gwen opened her planner. “Around one or so. We can unpack after lunch, and if we don’t finish, do more tomorrow. I planned an author reading on Wednesday. Sabrina Wilson. She just published her latest novel, so I’m doing an afternoon meet and greet. She’ll read some samples of her choosing and sign some books. Should be good for business.” Dalia smiled. “Yeah, it’s cool she’s a native who has lived here all her life, and an author.” Gwen nodded. “I’ll be in the back getting the weekly deposit together for the bank. Call if you need me.” Nodding, Dalia smiled, humming a song as she finished counting the change.













Lucian Thorton drove through the small town of Faircastle and groaned. Why had he agreed to this? He had a successful bookstore in Florida until a hurricane ruined everything. Being a warlock, he had used protective magic to save his books from the storm. Unfortunately, it hadn’t been strong enough to make his shop survive. Sometimes, Mother Nature won. He had been cleaning up the mess the following day when Gregory Archer walked in. Looking around, the man said he had passed the bookstore many times, but never had the chance to come in. Then he offered to help him clean. Welcoming the assistance, Lucian thanked him. As they worked, he learned about the man’s bookstore in a town called Faircastle. He told him that his daughter, Gwen, now ran the business, and that even though she was very capable, he worried that eventually it would become too much to undertake alone. 




One thing led to another, and Gregory asked if he would want to start over and come aboard to help her.  Lucian’s books would be added to the store, and he’d be given a profit from the sales and even a place to stay, as his Victorian house was more than big enough. He seemed so genuine. Lucian had no idea what he was going to do next, so he accepted. His bookstore had made him happy, and now it was gone.  “Won’t your daughter find me intrusive? The last thing I want to do is make her think that I’m there to take over. What about your wife? Is she in agreement?” The older man smiled. “She will be. Trust me, you won’t regret this. Gwen is easy to get along with, and it’s not like you have to stay indefinitely, unless you want to. If you choose to leave, I’ll give you whatever books of yours remain.” Lucian looked at the man. “Why would you help me? I’m practically a stranger.” The older man smiled. “I have a good feeling about you, and it just seems like the right thing to do.”










Lucian heard a meow and turned to glance at his cat, Jezabel. She looked up at him from the passenger seat, where she was lying. She was his familiar, and he was thankful that she wasn’t harmed in the storm. He smiled, driving. “I know. I’m too nice for a warlock, but Gregory Archer is a good person. I sensed that right away. He’s also very persuasive. I’m a bit worried, though. It’s such a small town. Not used to that. I guess there’s a reason, but only the goddess knows.” Jezabel meowed and lay her head back down on her paws, closing her eyes.  Taking a deep breath, Lucian’s blue eyes glowed. “Okay, Gwendolyn Archer, here I come.”













Gwen told Dalia she needed to run some errands after the bank. At Faircastle Bank, she walked up to the teller. Susie smiled. “Morning, Gwen. The usual?” Nodding, she handed the pouch to the young woman, who took out the money and deposit slip. “I have to tell you how much fun Saturday was. My little ones are still talking about story time. Tory keeps asking when she can come back for more.” Gwen laughed. “I enjoyed reading to them. I think it may become a weekly thing. I’ll let you know. Today I’m getting a new shipment of books. I can’t wait to see the treasures I’ve acquired.” 




Susie nodded, handing her back a receipt with the amount of money in her business account. “Sounds good. I do like a good book. Have a great day.” Telling her goodbye, Gwen walked out into the cool Fall day. It wasn’t too cold, but just right for a light sweater, and she decided to walk over to her parents’ place. They had asked her to move into the house when they left for Florida, but she liked her apartment. Instead, she promised to check on it daily. People passed her saying hello as she walked down the street. 




Walking up to the house, she smiled. It was a huge Victorian, and her great-grandmother’s. Her parents bought it from her grandparents when they decided to downsize. She grew up there and had a lot of wonderful memories as a child. There were plenty of rooms, and it was airy and bright. She was surprised her parents didn’t sell it, but her mother said maybe one day, when she fell in love, she’d live there. Plus, they had someplace to stay when they visited. Gwen doubted that was ever going to happen. She had dated a lot in high school and college, but none of the relationships lasted more than a year. Her love of reading and books might have turned off many, but she wasn’t going to change. If by some wonderful chance, she did fall in love, it would have to be with someone who accepted her as she was.




An SUV was parked in the driveway, and she wondered who it belonged to. “My parents didn’t tell me someone was visiting. Who’s at the house?” Walking up the stairs, she saw that the front door was open. Was somebody robbing it? No, that’s impossible. This is Faircastle. Everyone knows one another. Slowly walking in, she looked up, “Hello? Is somebody here? Hello?” Footsteps had her turn to her left to see a very tall and handsome man holding a cat.  Surprise, and irritation had her say, “Who are you, and why are you in my parents’ house?







Lucian stared at the female for a few minutes. Gregory didn’t tell him his daughter was so attractive. This is a pleasant surprise. Petting Jezabel, he bent to put her down, watching as she walked up to the female, curling her tail around her leg. She likes the mortal. Gwen was getting impatient. The man just stood there looking at her. Feeling something warm, she looked down to see the cat looking up at her, its tail around her leg. “What’s you’re name?” The cat meowed, and Lucian smiled. “That’s Jezabel. She likes you. You must be a good person.”




So he can talk, she thought to herself. “I am. Who are you? You didn’t answer my question. Why are you in the house?” Lucian walked up to her, looking into her deep brown eyes. They had flecks of gold and were stunning. “My name is Lucian Thorton. Gregory and Melanie know I’m here. I’m renting it. You must be Gwendolyn. I heard a lot about you. Pleasure to meet you.” He held out his hand and she looked at it. Why was he renting the house? Looking up, she saw him move his hand away. “I thought they would have called to let you know I was coming. Did you get the books yet?”




Her eyes wide, she gasped in understanding. “You’re the one my father bought the books from. He told me the hurricane had done a lot of damage, and about the books. Not that you were coming. Why are you here, Mr.Thorton?” She didn’t answer his question, and he knew this had to be handled delicately. “Would it be alright if I made some coffee? It’s been a long drive, and I’m a bit tired.” Nodding, Gwen followed him into the kitchen. He had already started the coffee maker. It felt strange seeing him in her family’s kitchen. Why was he here? Did he change his mind about the books? Why hadn’t her father mentioned him when they last spoke?




Taking out two cups, he offered her some coffee. She declined. How does he know where everything is? Sitting down, she saw the cat go over to him, rubbing against him. Petting her head, he took a bowl, filled it with water, and placed it on the floor. “She’s thirsty. We didn’t stop much as I wanted to get here by morning.” He sat down and took a sip of coffee. “That’s much better. I gather you didn’t know I was coming?” Shaking her head, he leaned back, assessing her. She was very pretty, with wavy blonde hair, and her cheeks were flushed a pretty pink. Was it only when she was upset, or all the time?




Gwen tapped her shoe on the floor.  Arms folded, she said, “No, he didn’t tell me. What exactly is going on? Are you here to take the books back, because if you are, my father paid a lot for them.” Lucian liked her sass, and seeing her glare, he chuckled. Holding his hands up in surrender, he said, “No, I’m not. Your father is a good man, and I like him. I’m here to help you. He didn’t exactly buy my books. Instead, he suggested I work at the bookstore. My books would be added, and we’d share the profits. I had a very successful shop until it was ruined by the hurricane.  He thought I could give you some tips on how to make your shop more successful. He worries that you’re doing too much and might need some assistance.”




She didn’t know whether to laugh, cry, or scream. “I have helped my parents in that shop since I could walk. I am quite capable of running the business. Plus, it’s already successful. I’m sorry you wasted your time coming down here, but I don’t need any help.” Standing up, she didn’t give him a chance to reply. “Maybe you can get your rent deposit back. I’ll talk to my father about returning your books to you. Goodbye, Mr.Thorton.” She stomped out. Her father was getting a call the minute she got back to the shop. Lucian sat there and groaned. “That didn’t go well, Jezabel. Not at all.” He had a vision before she walked in the door, and knew he was meant to be here. Gwendolyn Archer wanted him gone, but that wasn’t happening. Something about the mortal called to him. Even if she had behaved rudely.












