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      Blurb

      

      Okay. You're probably not going to believe this, but Charlotte is a magical librarian. She's got the obligatory glasses, wears tartan skirts, and can't stand up for herself, even when pushed. But then she runs into the hottest vampire rockstar in the world... and he falls for her.

      It doesn't matter if you can't believe it - neither can Charlotte. When Jake Carlisle has his true-mate response for her, she does anything to run, but there's nowhere to hide, unfortunately. For Jake is a hunted man.

      When strange things start happening to Charlotte and a new power arises, Jake will be the only one who can keep her safe. But you can't save someone from destiny, no matter how hard you try.

      When fate comes for Charlotte, it'll come for the whole city, too, and anything that dares to stand in its way.

      ...

      The Rockstar Witch is a fun, action-packed rolling tale with just the right amount of romance and suspense. This four-book series is complete, so pick up the first book today.
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    Prologue

    “I can’t believe I’m doing this. But I can’t stop now.” Charlotte inched out of cover, her backstage pass rocking against her trembling chest as she sucked in another desperate breath. A few beads of sweat slid down her sticky brow. Fortunately she’d already rubbed all the blood off. She grabbed her tangled, almost mangled hair and tried to neaten it over her numerous injuries.

    She hoped it would do.

    It had to.

    Because it was Charlotte’s turn to save him.

    Settling a breath deep in her stomach, letting it expand like it was some life jacket, she inched around the pylon and stared into one of the backstage rooms of one of the biggest arenas in Dove City. The support band was currently playing, and their thunderous tunes kept shaking through the old fiberglass and concrete walls. Good – it was something to match the thumping drumbeat of her heart.

    She grabbed her backstage pass, hoping Jake had been honest, and it really would get her through his army of fans and security.

    She’d slipped in here using magic. But magic could only get you so far when you were trying to crash the concert of the hottest vampire rockstar around.

    She could’ve slapped herself for thinking the last bit.

    But maybe the days of slapping herself over Jake were in the past.

    She had only one thing to do now. Save him.

    She crept around another corner. She saw a security guard. Beefy didn’t do him justice. He looked as if he’d just been rolled off a farm. Then, for good measure, God had slapped some more muscles on him. Because his biceps almost popping out of his tight backstage security T-shirt weren’t enough, apparently.

    She tried to keep herself quiet, tried to use some of the tricks Jake had been teaching her, but maybe her breath was too loud, or the guy’s gargoyle senses stretched out like a radar. He spun suddenly, boots twisting with shrill squeaks.

    “Who the hell are you?” He bolted over to her.

    She yanked her backstage pass up like it was a shield.

    Shiny and gold, Jake had told her there was only one of them. Every other pass he’d ever handed out had been drab gray.

    But not hers.

    The security guard screeched to a stop, grabbed it up, and frowned. Before she knew what he was doing, he looped it off her neck with stiff fingers and turned it around.

    “Jake gave that to me—” she tried.

    “You stole this off his new girlfriend, didn’t you? You think I’m gonna believe he actually gave it to someone like you? Maybe I’d let you off in the past – but not now. Not considering the threats to his life recently. Come with me. I really doubt you’re an assassin – you just look like an old groupie. But the police can talk to you anyway. Trespassing is trespassing.”

    “Old groupie?” she spluttered, and her glasses fell down her nose a few centimeters. Before they could drop right off, the guy grabbed up his radio.

    “We’ve got another trespasser. Come get her and take her to the security room,” he barked.

    Charlotte’s mind focused on one word. Another.

    She couldn’t forget why she’d come here.

    Her heart chose that exact moment to pound. Though pound was a tame verb. Get a mountain then smash it into another mountain – that’s exactly how she felt.

    With his grip hard around her arm like a cage, he yanked her toward a set of stairs. That’s when Charlotte felt the music above changing. She just knew that Jake had stepped out on stage. She didn’t want to pretend it was her heart that warned her of that. It was the change in tempo, right? That, and the fact she was certain she heard the crowd above roaring like a pack of lions.

    If Charlotte didn’t get to him soon—

    She squeezed her eyes closed.

    No more games. No more lying to herself. And no more letting bullies like this security guard drag her around.

    “Jake gave that backstage pass to me. He told me to use it any time I wanted to see him.”

    “Yeah, sure.” The security guard twisted and looked at her as he started to drag her down the stairs. “What are you, anyway?” His gaze flicked up and down her, his lips puckering into an unkind snarl. “You’re about the mousiest person I’ve ever seen. No judgment. I know Jake has fans in every age group. But shouldn’t you act your age?”

    “You’re not the first person to tell me that,” she said, teeth clenched.

    He dragged her down another step.

    She felt that familiar stabbing, niggling sensation in her gut. It was the same one she always got when people just like this guy started to put her down. So she usually dressed like she was older than she was – who cared? So she wasn’t the prettiest? So she wasn’t the most powerful? Did it matter? Should anyone care? Jake certainly didn’t.

    He’d made that clear with every kind smile and compliment.

    They reached the middle of the stairs. She slowed down.

    Her senses narrowed in on the change of tempo thumping through the floor and echoing down the halls. Jake was about to start singing – she was sure.

    The attack would start soon after.

    “I’m going to give you one chance to let go of my arm, look at the security pass, and take me to Jake,” she said, voice bottoming off.

    The guy turned. He looked at her. He laughed right in her face. “And what are you going to do to me if I fail, Princess? Are you going to kick me down the stairs? Or are you going to fight me?” He clicked his fingers by her face. A few charges of magic zipped into her cheek. They interacted with her own magic system. Barely any force rose to meet them.

    Because she wasn’t particularly magical, was she? Enough to hold down her job at the library handling rare tomes – but nothing more.

    Unless you ignored one all-important fact.

    “You’re about as scary as a mouse. You know, I’ve never met anyone who looks more—” the guy began, enjoying his crappy jokes way too much as his cheeks fattened and his chest shook.

    “One last chance.” She tilted her head down and stared at him like a raging bull might to a farmer who’d just wandered into the wrong field. “Your chance is over.” She barely paused between offering him his last chance and removing it. She had a vampire rockstar to save.

    She shoved forward and elbowed the guy in a swift, compact move.

    Then she whipped her fingers around in a circle right by his face. She’d been running dry earlier, but she could feel her force returning with this guy’s every snapped insult.

    She practiced magic, though you wouldn’t be able to tell that by looking at her. It wasn’t showy like most other witches. There weren’t sparks, and God knows there weren’t flames. What Charlotte lacked in obvious force, however, she made up for in real power.

    A gate opened underneath the guy’s feet – jet-black, rimmed with pure white, and crackling like a burning log.

    He watched in slack-jawed amazement as it manifested.

    Then that surprised awe swung onto her – in the two seconds he had left. “What the hell are you?” he stammered.

    She looked right at him as she grabbed her backstage pass and yanked it back. “A gate witch. Jake’s gate witch, if you have to know. Now, I’m sorry about this. Eventually you will make your way back to the city.” With that, she shoved him on his chest.

    He didn’t have time to scream. He was sucked backward into the gate with a loud thwack.

    It would not spit him out anywhere too bad. Down in the sewers somewhere, maybe. There might be some magical fiends there. But the guy was big and strapping. He’d probably have fun fighting them.

    Charlotte had to get to Jake.

    She twisted. Her stomach shook with nerves.

    Then that knot morphed into something a heck of a lot crazier.

    All she could do was think of the first time she’d met Jake. If she’d known back then what would happen in the future, she would’ve… what? Run a mile? Shoved him away and booked a ticket to another country?

    She closed her eyes as she reached the top of the stairs, skidded a little, then focused on where she felt Jake was. She didn’t know the blueprint of this place, and it was a damn warren. But she could feel him – the shortest route to him, at least.

    Up, to the left, to the right, then out on stage.

    Charlotte clutched her backstage pass harder.

    She ran.

    She faced other security guards. She wouldn’t let them get close.

    No more Mrs. Nice Guy.

    Finally, she reached the right set of stairs that led to the off-stage area.

    There were so many staff around. It should be impossible to get through them.

    Charlotte didn’t care.

    She saw an open door, and beyond that, the stage. She caught a glimpse of it. She heard the roar of the crowd, saw the glittering lights, and felt the pounding music.

    Her stomach… who cared about her stomach? It was all in her heart now.

    “Jake, don’t worry. I’m coming,” she spat.

    “Stop her,” the production crew and security guards said.

    Charlotte showed a little of her burgeoning agility as she leaped right over a rodeo box, landed on the other side, then pirouetted right around a beefy security guard who tried to grab her wrist.

    She no longer attempted to show her backstage pass. It was clear no one would think it was real, anyway.

    To be fair, why would anyone believe it? Why would Jake Carlisle, the biggest vampire rockstar in all of the country, ever give his golden backstage pass to someone like Charlotte? She was a librarian. She might deal with rare magical books, but she wasn’t some celebrity or model who would legitimately move in the same circles as Jake frigging Carlisle. But fate can be a fickle thing.

    “Stop her,” one security guard roared.

    Another guard grabbed Charlotte’s wrist.

    She twisted around and elbowed him in the stomach, just as Jake had taught her to. The move connected. Good. It meant Charlotte didn’t have to waste any more of her already depleted gate magic.

    She would need the rest.

    Boy, would she need it.

    The doors were right there, only several centimeters away now.

    Jake was about to begin another song. 

    Just as the melody started up, Charlotte reached the doors.

    She threw herself onto the stage.

    There was a splutter of surprise from the audience as Charlotte staggered under the powerful, hot stage lights, her shoes slipping on the smooth white floor.

    As for Jake, he spun. There wasn’t even a pause where he had to recognize her – it was like he’d always been waiting for this. You know, for the moment when the ditzy librarian would stagger into the middle of one of his most important performances, her hair a mess, her knees shaking.

    That smile consumed his face, but he did not stop singing. Every sultry syllable had to navigate around his smile – the very same one she’d seen not too long after they met.

    The very same smile she thought about every single time she went to bed and she dreamed about until she woke up. The kind of smile that told you even if you couldn’t recognize your destiny, the person in front of you could.

    “Jake,” she screamed as she ran toward him.

    “Charlotte—”

    She’d done it. She’d gotten to him in time. But—

    Charlotte saw a shadow to the left, darting through the upper arena seats. Quick, it moved like it was some kind of flitting bird. She doubted anyone else would’ve seen it, including Jake. As for security, regardless of the fact they were drawn from some of the most competent magical practitioners in the country, even they wouldn’t know what they were looking at.

    Charlotte was uniquely placed to see things no one else could.

    As soon as her full senses locked on the shadow, her heart hammered. She’d busted a gut to get here on time. But now it was too late….

    The looming shadow meant one thing. Jake was in mortal peril. He—

    She reached him, her hands stretching out to him, her unruly hair fluttering around her face as her glasses slipped down to the tip of her nose. She lost her balance on the smooth stage, her heel lurching out from underneath her. It was just as security spilled out onto the stage behind.

    Before they could get her, Jake grabbed her waist and spun with her.

    Her hair flew all the way out of her bun, and her glasses slid right off her nose and tumbled onto the floor by her simple sandshoes.

    “Charlotte, while I’d give anything to see you anytime, this is technically live. Whatever you do or say next – everyone will see it.”

    He didn’t deliver that with any anger.

    But his warning was a timely reminder.

    It felt like there were hundreds of cameras, all focused on her, all ready to pick up what she had to do next.

    And they didn’t even come close to the crowd. This was a 50,000-strong arena, and every single seat was packed.

    What she was about to do wouldn’t just be picked up by Dove City. It would be picked up by the world.

    But screw it. She’d come here to do one thing.

    She saw that shadow. It darted around even faster now. It finally reached the side of the stage.

    Charlotte’s heart rose and smashed up against her throat. It warned her that she had one second. One second to spirit Jake away before the shadow did that for her.

    “Jake, sorry.”

    She was sorry. Sorry for not believing him sooner. And sorry… sorry she had to do this.

    Just as he stopped spinning with her, she shoved a hand against his chest, pushed onto her tiptoes, and kissed him. Sorry, she locked her lips around his. Kissing was different, right?

    She needed to do so to seal the spell. And that was a lesson Jake had taught her all too well.

    His body stiffened.

    The crowd went crazy.

    Security reached them.

    Jake did not push her off, but he did throw out a hand, using a few charges of magic to keep the guards back.

    Here she was, the mousy librarian, the one who shouldn’t have anything to do with the hottest vampire rockstar in the country. And here he was, kissing her anyway.

    Until the kissing abruptly turned to magic.

    Long before she could feel his hand slipping down her back, long before his heat could rock through her lips, long before her stomach could kick, her gate magic rose.

    It shot up from her heart, surged into her muscles, and spun into her skin. And it was just as the shadow monster reached them.

    There was a calamitous thwack as it landed on the opposite side of the stage. The flooring exploded upward, and several nearby speakers were thrown against a nearby wall, sparks flying out everywhere.

    Jake’s eyes had slipped closed. Now they opened with a terrified jolt.

    She didn’t break away from him. She couldn’t. She still had to seal the spell.

    She pushed harder against him, and when her magic finally rose, she whipped her hand in a circle above her head. “Gate,” she called. “Save him.”

    A gate opened just underneath her feet.

    Jake’s eyes stretched wide in knowing fear.

    She finally broke away from him, her loose hair scratching over his cheek and tumbling down his chest.

    Her heart raced, and her skin tingled. She’d done it.

    She’d—

    Before she could break away from him completely, Jake used his superior vampire magic to grab her wrist and pull her toward him.

    She thumped against his chest. She looked into his eyes.

    “Jake, what are you doing? You have to get out of here before it reaches you. I’m saving you—”

    “Saving me was never what this was about, Charlotte. And you should know that by now.”

    As she stared into his eyes, the gate manifested fully, and it sucked the both of them in.

    Hand-in-hand, arm-in-arm, together until the end.

  
    Chapter 1

    Weeks Earlier

    She got to work, tired as usual and grumpy that there’d been a delay downtown. Some popstar was here. Okay. Not just any popstar. The darling of Dove City. Jake Carlisle. An ancestral vampire turned into one of the most sought-after rockstars in the country. Hell, the last she’d checked, his past five albums had sold more than any other rockstar ever.

    And why did she know so much about him again?

    Oh yeah.

    “Ah, here she is,” her coworker, Sally, said snidely. “How are you feeling, Princess?”

    Charlotte bit her lip. “I’m fine.”

    “But you’re late, aren’t you?”

    “There was a delay in traffic downtown. They are doing something about—”

    “Jake Carlisle. Yeah. You hang around trying to catch a glimpse of him like a lackey?” Sally crossed her arms.

    Charlotte shrank back. “I’m not a fan—”

    “You just have a calendar of him—”

    Charlotte’s cheeks reddened. “Look, for the last time, that calendar wasn’t even mine. I found it in the rare books room. I just used it. I needed something to write dates down on.”

    “Sure. But you look like the kind, that’s all.” Sally whipped her gaze up and down Charlotte. It was very clear from the pouting frown she gave that she didn’t like a single thing she saw.

    Okay. Fair enough. Not many people did.

    What exactly did Charlotte have to show off? Her floppy, messy locks? Yeah, maybe they would look good to a woolly sheep, but to everyone else, they made her look like a toilet brush come to life.

    As for the rest of her? She was pretty normal.

    Her clothes weren’t. She had an old style – a dour wool tartan skirt, a silk blouse, and old sensible shoes. She might occasionally add in some different glasses, but that was it.

    “You know, you give librarians a bad name. You look like you rolled out of a book from the turn of the last century. And then your hair got into an accident with an angry lawnmower.” Sally chuckled meanly at her own equally mean joke.

    “I don’t really need this today, Sally.”

    “Why? Are you getting ready to go out and stalk Jake? He is in town.”

    “Hence the exhibition and concerts, sure.”

    “No, he only got into town this morning, in fact. How did you not know that? Aren’t you his number one fan?”

    Sometimes Charlotte wondered if Sally was his number one fan. She brought him up way too often.

    Charlotte lost track of how many times she had innocently explained why she had a calendar of Jake Carlisle. For heaven’s sake, it’d already been there in the rare books room. She’d just needed something to write on.

    But as soon as Sally had seen Jake’s glitzy smile on the wall above Charlotte’s simple desk, she’d never forgotten it.

    To be fair, Sally wasn’t the only one who kept making jokes, and even without the calendar, everyone would’ve found something to bully Charlotte over.

    She’d once gone to a fortuneteller who’d given her the straightest advice she’d ever heard. It wasn’t that the world hated Charlotte. It was simply that she let people bully her when she should stand up for herself.

    Charlotte thought the situation had to be more nuanced than that. Because that just excused bullies, right? But maybe Charlotte was just trying to excuse herself. Rather than stand up for herself, she always took the easier path of dropping her head and finding somewhere to hide.

    Which was exactly what she wanted to do now.

    “Did my shipment of rare books arrive yet?” she muttered.

    Sally crossed her arms. “Yes, they did. But are you going to be more careful with them this time?”

    Charlotte sighed, pulled her collar out, and bit her lip. “The last time was an accident. There was more magic in those books than there should have been.”

    “Sure. You can tell that to the boss. But if you lose another rare book—”

    “Yes, Sally,” Charlotte said, dropping her head down lower and staring at the old carpet. There’s only one way to deal with bullies, right? Maybe that fortuneteller had thought the easiest way was simply to confront them.

    Not in Charlotte’s books. You just had to grin and bear it. Bullies would get bored at some point, right?

    Wrong.

    “A couple of us girls are heading out to the Whisper Club tomorrow,” Sally muttered.

    Charlotte blinked. Sally wasn’t about to invite her—

    “We need someone to do the night shift. You’re it.”

    There was no asking Charlotte if she had time. There was just a proclamation. And to be fair, it wasn’t as if Charlotte had a social life.

    That wasn’t the point, was it? For just one tiny, flickering moment, Charlotte opened her lips to say no.

    The words almost rose, but she couldn’t manage it.

    Sally was called away.

    It was best for Charlotte to keep her head down. Best to just do what she knew well. And what did Charlotte know? Books. Rare magical books.

    She thumbed the chipped plastic call button for the elevator that would take her down to the right level – the absolute basement. Because when you had books like hers, you had to keep them as close to the earth as possible. Stick them too high, and they might get ideas. Read them within the ground’s embrace, however, and it would help to hold off their crazy tendencies.

    When she finally made it down to the right section, she breathed a massive sigh of relief.

    She took a step into the room. There were stacks of rare magical tomes stretching out in every direction. The smell was… okay, it wasn’t for everyone. True magical books had to be bound in proper leather. It had to be tanned with very specific chemicals. It wasn’t the nicest of scents. Most people hated coming down here. Charlotte just took in a deep breath and let it remind her of how comfortable she was here compared to the rest of the world. Because here, nothing judged her.

    Occasionally things did snap at her, however. There was a book waiting to be filed. It suddenly leaped right off the trolley and came at her.

    Charlotte twisted lightly. She wasn’t one for exercise, but she had learned a thing or two over the years dealing with these unruly tomes.

    She let it shoot past her shoulder. Then she twisted and rammed it against the wall with her arm. She slid her fingers down the spine. She practiced magic – the little she had. It soon calmed the book’s raging nerves. It jittered about like someone who’d had too much coffee, then fell into her grip with a soft thump.

    She chuckled at it. “So I’m not the only one in a mood this morning, then? Wish I could run around snapping like you sometimes.” Rather than place the book back on the trolley, she walked over to the correct shelf. She knew them all by heart. She slid it lovingly into where it belonged and patted it for good measure.

    By the time she walked back to her desk, her mood had already lifted.

    She was back in her safe haven, where everything made sense and everything treated her well. Okay, where, if things snapped at her, she could deal with them. But that was the same thing, really, wasn’t it?

    She sat down.

    She turned on the computer and went through her emails.

    It was when she reached the last one that she frowned. “Another email from that guy, really? I would’ve thought he’d already given up.”

    She leaned back in her chair. No, she was not talking about a prospective date. She was referring to Archibald Lindley, a well-known rare books dealer.

    He’d been trying to get Charlotte to make a deal with him for weeks now. He had, to be fair, the perfect item for the library. His price was just too high. While Charlotte was the custodian of these books, she was also the acquisitions officer. And, considering the importance of some of these tomes, she had quite some leeway to pick up items that the collection was missing.

    “You must be dreaming if you think I’m going to pay your crazy price,” Charlotte said as she read through the email. Then she blinked. He’d lowered his asking price considerably.

    She jerked up, excited, heart fluttering.

    She’d heard his business had fallen on hard times. Maybe he was having a fire sale?

    She shoved her nail into her mouth. She didn’t need to ask anyone for permission. She quickly tapped out a reply. It took him all of half a minute to reply back to her
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