

    
        
          A Light Yule Problem

        

        
        
          Antique Magic, Volume 6

        

        
        
          Juli D. Revezzo

        

        
          Published by Raven Queen Publications, 2020.

        

    


A Light Yule Problem

A second Antique Magic Addendum

(Antique Magic, book 6)

by

Juli D. Revezzo

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​A Light Yule Problem 

[image: ]


ANTIQUE MAGIC, book 6

Copyright ©2019, 2020 by Juli D. Revezzo

“Untangled”, copyright ©2020, Raven Queen Publications.

Raven Queen Publications Logo by Boulevard Photografica/Patty G. Henderson: https://www.facebook.com/BoulevardPhotografica/

Raven Queen Publications, December 2020

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED: This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission. All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental.

NO AI TRAINING: Without in any way limiting the author’s [and publisher’s] exclusive rights under copyright, any use of this publication to “train” generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is expressly prohibited. The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

For news, more information on forthcoming stories, and goodies—and a free checklist of all my historical romance (and adjacent) works to date, please subscribe to my blog:

https://julidrevezzo.com/subscribe/

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Dedication

[image: ]


TO ALL MY FRIENDS WHO love fantasy stories.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Acknowledgements

[image: ]


THANKS TO KAT, WHO requested the early draft of this story.
Table of contents

Cover

Copyright

Dedication

Acknowledgements

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Untangled

Thanks for reading

About the Author

Also by Juli

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​~1~


[image: ]


[image: ]

THE STREET SURROUNDING Starfort Collectibles hummed with the traffic of holiday shoppers rushing to the malls. Caitlin ignored them to focus instead on the customer examining the antique desk in the center of her shop. The beautiful piece of furniture was of pine, carved with pleasing scrollwork designs down its legs, and older than Caitlin’s own namesake. Not quite two hundred years old, but close.

The customer picked up a delicate antique green Gaollé glass Christmas ornament, circa 1919, Caitlin had set on the desk for a splash of cheer and color and opened the little drawer before which it stood. She took the ornament from him and placed it gently in a plush ragdoll’s lap.

After opening another few drawers, and knocking on the top—to test its solidity, she guessed—he approached the counter. “It’s perfect. My daughter will love it.”

Caitlin hoped so. The first thing they’d done when it arrived in the shop last week was magically bless, douse, and cleanse it. Then she placed protection spells so the family wouldn’t have any problems with their order. If the creativity and study spells she’d set on it helped the recipient in anyway, she would be glad.

Christmas was well on its way, and Yule right around the corner. Lights twinkled from local store windows, a cheap plastic Santa screamed “Ho, Ho, Ho” from another shop yard. Another store owner across the street added even more fake snow to their manger’s roof.

With all those visual prompts, and their antique store to think about, Caitlin was surprised at herself for ignoring the calendar. After all, they’d had a steady stream of shoppers into the store since Thanksgiving.

She resumed draping a gaudy silver garland over the packed shelves. How did I overlook Yule?

She couldn’t blame her usual active magickal life. The folk of the Otherworld of Annwn, who often needed them, had given them a whole three weeks with no new explosion.

Only Thanksgiving had been chaotic. 

Thankfully.

Trying not to summon up any new trouble by thinking about her supernatural assignments too hard, Caitlin finished her drape and exited the shop. She stood back as her husband Trevor, hammer in hand, pounded nails into the eaves of their store. A pile of cord sat waiting on the porch step, the cords supporting Christmas light bulbs, shaped like tiny rosebuds. The creator had painted the bottom half of the glass white, the tops a pretty, deep blush pink, while the glass itself sported delicate ripples to indicate the petals.

Vintage, she’d seen them while rummaging with a seller in the woman’s grandmother’s storage unit. Trevor paid her way too much for them and spent an extra hour deciding they didn’t need to go in the shop, but on it. They worked today at hanging them around the eaves.

The temperatures in Gulf Breeze were a balmy eighty degrees today. Judging by the forecast, Florida might get cool for Christmas. But Caitlin hoped not.

The warmth would make it a perfect end to a rather unique year and winter’s chill could stay away as long as it wanted, as far as she was concerned. February’s usual freezes would come quite soon enough. They had to get through Yule first, though.

Trevor paused between strikes. “I think we’d be better off sticking to smaller Yule lights in the windows, rather than hanging these ones all over the eaves.”

She handed him up another nail. “This is nicer, trust me. They’ll attract more customers.”

A few of the surrounding business owners came over this weekend hinting they’d waited too late in putting decorations up. The suggestion put the idea in Caitlin’s mind, and here they were. Spending a lull in Monday’s business, decorating. Not mentioning their neighbors’ stores were lit up like a big city strip seemed like a good idea if she wanted him to keep helping her decorate.

Trevor threaded the string’s smaller bulbs through the crescent moon cut into the eaves. “Whatever. As long as Mr. Christmas Past doesn’t come strolling in.”

Caitlin scoffed and frowned up at him. “Don’t speak what you don’t want coming to life.”

A shadow drew her attention upward. Their most recent assignment, Rhetgar, a dragon of shimmering pearlescent white hide, circled the building. The dragon’s dark cloak made of mottled hair flapped around him, but still concealing his stumpy left wing. In this guise, he was as big as a plane, his claws longer than Caitlin’s arm. She waved to him. Rhetgar circled low and landed in their yard. “Greetings.”

“Hey, I didn’t know you were here visiting.”

“Not visiting, per se. I’m in search of a special gift for my family.”

“Anything we can help with?” What would a dragon’s family like from their, as he’d once called it, horde? “We’ve got some shiny chalices inside. Would you like one?”

Even as Trevor asked the question, Caitlin crossed her fingers.

“I wouldn’t want to inconvenience you over something trivial. We’ll talk again later.”

“Okay, then.” 

Rhetgar zoomed off and Caitlin and Trevor shared an amused glance. “Teenagers.”

This was their common complaint about Rhetgar as they thought the dragon had the temperament of an adolescent human.

Trevor returned to his work and she, remembering where she’d left off, lifted her hand. She pointed away from the shop, tracing the outline of the property. Pale blue light glowing at her fingertips, her protective spell sang in her mind, a spell she’d memorized so long ago, reciting it had become second nature. In the name of the Goddess of Light, keep all evil from my sight.

“There,” Trevor said.

“There, what?” Caitlin shaded her eyes from the sun.

“The last one’s secure. Try it now.”

She strode into the shop and hit the light switch. A































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.jpg
Resly Quen





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg
R | &





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





