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Destined Magic

A Witch Guardian Romance

Book One

 


Garrett Amhurst, a
member of the Witch Guardian Police Force, investigates a claim of
blood magic at the Blue Dolphin. He is surprised to find his
“Destined One” is the owner. She isn’t guilty of participating in
the illegal rituals. But her sister is and it’s Garrett’s job to
bring her to justice.

Gabriella Ross, Water
Witch, knows her sister is hooked on the magic high of blood magic.
But she can’t turn her in to the Guardians. They would strip her
sister of her magic. Gabriella would do anything to save her little
sister, including stepping in front of a bullet.
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To the “Magic” in all of us. Believe and be
thankful.
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Witches Council

 


Royal Avery:

Mabel Avery

Earth - Amhurst:

Garrett “Rodric” Amhurst, Jr. – Speaker
(Father of Garrett)

Adam Terren (Older brother of Josiah and
Damek)

Fire -
Brandreth:

Collin Brandreth – Head of Fire House.

Curtis Brant – Librarian of Magic Items and
Artifacts.

Air - Luften:

Finley Luften – (Haytham’s Uncle)

Clara Delaire – (Elise’s mother) Head of Air
House Healing Center.

Water -
Ainsworth:

Sevan Ainsworth – (Calder and Kendra’s
mother) Head of Water House. Sister of Venetia

Kuval Trevain – Brother of Arethusa,
Garrett’s deceased mother.

 


Other
Characters:

Blacksmith - Aiden Kindle, Fire Witch

Beach Inn Keeper: Venetia Ainsworth, sister
to Sevan. Best friend to Gabriella’s mother.

Angeline Penwick: Air Witch, Mate to Tolya,
Office Manager for Guardians

Arethusa Trevain Amhurst (Garrett’s deceased
mother)


Chapter One

Newport, South Wales

 


The door of the Blue Dolphin opened, and
Garrett Amhurst, Guardian and Earth Master, walked in. Gabriella
Ross’s breath hitched, and her heart fluttered. The noise of the
evening crowd dimmed in her ears. There he stood, her Destined One,
and tonight he would kill her. Or, at least, that's what her
visions had shown her.

What the visions didn't do is give justice to
the fine bones of his face or the color of his amethyst eyes. His
red hair fell at a rakish angle, and her fingers itched to push it
back off his forehead. She drank him in, his black jeans and white
shirt over broad shoulders. He was meant for her. She blinked, and
suddenly the noise of people celebrating the end of the week burst
upon her. She handed one of the regulars his pint.

She glanced back at Garrett, watching him
make his way through the dimly lit room and up to the bar. Their
magic would merge when their bond was celebrated with ritual, and
their magic-house tattoos would suddenly take on color, as their
lives would take on color, with the gift of their perfect
mates.

It was supposed to be a joyous occasion. But
her visions never lied, though a future event could be altered with
enough warning.

Gabriella had racked her brain, looking for
an alternative, but the visions never changed. Brenna, her sister,
performed blood magic, and Garrett intended to stop her. Gabriella
would do anything to save her sister, even step in front of a
bullet.

"What can I get you?" Gabriella wiped down
the wooden counter and wondered if Garrett had any knowledge of who
she was and what they could mean to each other. No matter what
happened tonight, she couldn't stop the pounding of her heart at
seeing her Destined One.

"I'll have a pint," Garrett replied.

Gabriella had been skating on thin ice,
walking a fine line between the light and the dark. Though she
hadn’t participated in the black-magic circles held in her
basement, she knew they were going on. So far, a few rats and a cat
had been sacrificed. Blood magic was dangerous and often
escalated—a fact that had brought the Guardians and Garrett to her
door. She couldn’t be sorry to see him, not when their time
together was going to be so short.

 


§

 


Garrett sat down on the barstool in front of
the barkeep. She was a water witch, her wrist marked with the
mermaid tattoo of the Ainsworth house.

He let his senses open. As Guardian captain,
the complaint that blood magic was being performed at this address
had come to his attention this afternoon. So far, he didn’t feel
the heaviness and dread in the Blue Dolphin one usually found at a
blood-magic site.

He turned back to the barkeep, aware that she
had been watching him the whole time he made his inspection. There
was something about her. Her looks reminded him of a fairy tale ...
skin as white as snow, lips as red as blood, hair as black as
ebony. Was someone casting a spell on him? The woman wore a simple
pair of jeans and T-shirt, but she was anything but simple.

His magic senses were tingling, and his mind
whirled. He peered around the room, reassured by the rest of the
Guardian members, the witches’ police force, backing him up. The
place was full of people of all ages. Some were witches, but most
were humans. All the surfaces shined as if newly polished, though
they were aged and worn.

The barkeep wiped the wooden bar in front of
him. Garrett didn’t smell the sickly sweet scent of blood magic on
the woman, and her aura wasn’t muddy, though there were dark spots
hinting at great sorrow or guilt. She smelled like flowers and
sunshine, and he couldn’t stop himself from breathing deeply.

Witches that got hooked on blood magic needed
it like a drug. It was an addiction that slowly drove them mad. The
barkeep didn’t show signs of indulging in the forbidden practice.
So what was going on here, and why the complaint? Did she make the
anonymous call? Was she in danger? A blood cult wouldn’t think
twice about sacrificing a witness to its depravity.

“Are you the owner of the establishment?”
Garrett asked the woman as she finished preparing a tray of
drinks.

“I am now. The owner left it to me when he
died.”

He? Garrett’s body stiffened. He didn’t want
to think of this woman with another man. “And your name would be?”
he asked.

“Why do you ask? Are you a cop?”

“I think you know who I am. Do we need to
make this official? I can haul you before the council for
questioning.” Not that he wanted to do that. Something about her
made him think of silken sheets and her black hair spread out on
his pillow.

“Don’t get your knickers in a twist,
Guardian,” the woman said as she handed the tray to a waitress and
ushered her from behind the bar. He smiled at the barkeep’s smart
reply. At least, she wasn’t afraid of him.

“Yes, I am a Guardian.” He held up his wrist
to show the magic Guardian tattoo of a sword, which covered his
Earth-House symbol, a prancing unicorn. “Garrett Amhurst. Please
call me Garrett.” Why did he say that? This is a case, and she
is a suspect.

“Gabriella Ross at your service,” she said
with a slight bow. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to go in the
back and fix a few orders.”

“Miss Ross,” Garrett said with a sigh. She
wasn’t going to make this easy for him.

“You can call me Gabby,” she said, starting
to turn away.

“Gabby doesn’t suit you.” The woman stopped
in her tracks and turned. “Gabriella or even Ella would suit you
better. Now, Ella, I need to ask you a few questions.”

“You can wait until things slow down, or you
can come back into the kitchen. Your choice.” Gabriella shrugged
and turned toward the swinging doors leading to the back.

“I’ll wait a while, but we will talk.”
Garrett gritted his teeth. What was it about Gabriella Ross that
made him want to grab her and shake her and then kiss her until she
melted in his arms?

 


§

 


What was it about Garrett Amhurst that made
Gabriella want to scratch his eyes out and kiss him until he
couldn’t breathe? She didn’t have time for this. Paying patrons
wanted their meals. She couldn’t deal with a Guardian in the middle
of a rush, especially not the Guardian she recognized as her
Destined One.

She blinked back unwanted tears. Damn her
precognitive abilities, letting her see the red-haired hunk in her
dreams and feel what it would be like to want him. Now that she had
seen him in person, she wanted him even more.

Picking up a knife, she started chopping
potatoes to fry before dropping them into the oil. Why did he have
to come tonight? If he had come last night, things might have gone
differently. She could have seduced him into her bed. They would
have had one moment of heaven to share. But tonight Brenna and the
blood-magic coven she ran with would be arriving to do another
ritual in the basement.

Gabriella turned and pulled baskets over for
the chips. She could give Brenna up to the Guardians. Let them deal
with her craziness and the weirdoes she hung out with. Gabby
shuddered. This was her little sister. She couldn’t stop her from
making the mistake of trying blood magic or taking drugs her
boyfriend provided. But she could protect her from being picked up
and prosecuted by the Witches Council.

Somehow, she needed to get a message to
Brenna, whom she hoped wasn’t too drugged to listen. Between human
drugs and blood-magic highs, her sister was a mess. But she was a
family member, the only one Gabriella had left.

Gabriella’s vision of tonight and the
shooting in which Garrett killed her had showed it happening in the
basement. If she warned her sister, was she changing the future?
Did it matter? Making up her mind, she divided the chips into
baskets and rang the bell for the waitress. When the waitress
walked up to the service window, Gabriella leaned out.

“After you deliver these, I need you to run
an errand for me.”

“All right, Gabby. Are you sure?” the
waitress said. “We’re getting slammed out here. You’ll have to do
everything while I’m gone.”

“Just get these baskets to their tables. I’ll
come out and take over after I give you what you need.”

“Okay, I’m going.”

Gabriella went into her office and grabbed a
piece of paper. Writing a quick note, she wrapped it around a gold
ring that had belonged to her mother. She had told her sister that
if there was trouble, she would include the ring in a message. When
the waitress came into the kitchen, Gabriella handed the
paper-wrapped ring to her.

“Take the message to Brenna at this address.
Then, hurry back.”

“All right, Gabby. I’ll be back as soon as I
can.”

“Thanks, Beth. You’re the best. Now
hurry.”

Beth opened the back door and walked out into
the dark alley between the two buildings.

 


§

 


Garrett still leaned against the bar. He
smiled at Gabriella when she walked out from the back and reached
over to refill his beer.

“You were right about being busy tonight,” he
said before tipping the mug back for a drink.

“It’s Friday night. Everyone comes in for a
quick one before starting their weekends.” Gabriella got refills
for several other customers.

“What are your plans for the weekend?”
Garrett asked. He could think of a few things he’d like to do with
her.

“Why? Are you asking me out?” Gabriella said,
seeming surprised.

“I am if you are available and not in jail
for helping a coven perform blood magic.”

“I don’t do blood magic, nor do I help anyone
else do it. You should be able to tell that from my aura. You’re an
Earth Master.” Gabriella slid a beer down the bar. “Let me go wait
on some tables.”

“Hurry back. I don’t want to miss you,”
Garrett said. Why was he flirting with this woman, and why did he
want her so badly? There was something about the way she looked at
him, as if she wanted him. He felt it too, the magnetic pull when
she walked into the room.

Tolya, a new Guardian who was also a lycan,
texted to say he would follow the waitress, and Garrett hoped that
all she did was buy condiments. But he feared that Gabriella Ross
not only knew someone in the blood-magic coven but had tried to
warn him or her away. That would be very inconvenient, considering
the only place Garrett wanted to take her was to his bed. Putting
her in a detention cell would offer them only a small cot that was
not nearly large enough for the things he fantasized about.

At least her aura was clear, which meant she
had told the truth about not being involved. She would be jailed,
questioned, and fined, but not prosecuted. She wasn’t the first
witch who tried to protect someone doing blood magic.

Witches convicted of blood magic had their
powers revoked in a ritual that often left them little more than a
vegetable. Blood magic was too dangerous. Besides its moral
implications, it risked exposing the witches’ abilities to the
human population.

After serving a tray of drinks to the other
Guardians in the back, Gabriella walked behind the bar. She rubbed
her temple.

“Where did your help go?” Garrett asked.

“Beth had to run an errand. She should be
right back.” Gabriella picked up a towel and wiped up a spot of
moisture on the bar.

“Does she often run errands when you’re so
busy?” Did Ella send her to warn the coven away? The reports said
the ceremonies took place in the basement of this building.

“I don’t want to talk about Beth. I want to
talk about you. Do you have any siblings?”

“Three half-sisters, all younger,” Garrett
answered. Why was she asking?

“Do you love them enough to protect them if
you could?” Gabriella asked, not looking at him directly.

“Yes, I try to protect them. Is your little
sister in this black-magic coven?” Is that what she’s trying to
tell me?

“Brenna is the only family I have left. I
didn’t protect her. Now I can’t reach her. She’s off with her
friends. She won’t listen.”

“Gabriella, is your sister doing blood
magic?” What would he do if one of his sisters got in with a bad
crowd? Blood magic slowly destroys the person performing the
ritual.

“I promised our mother I’d look out for her.
But I failed her. I knew I would. I have visions. I saw you in a
vision.”

Gabriella’s pain radiated from her soul. He
reached across the bar to take her hand, needing to console her.
“What were we doing in your vision, Ella?” he asked, feeling a
tingle run up his arm and into his heart from the contact of their
hands.

She looked at him, tears in her eyes. “Loving
each other,” she whispered.

Loving each other? Could it be? Peering
closely, Garrett saw the first blush of color coming into his
magic-house tattoo. The prancing unicorn now sported a golden horn,
and the body and mane showed a slight hint of white, signifying
that his Destined One was close by. He glanced over at Gabriella’s
tattoo. A hint of gray and purple showed in the tail of the
mermaid. She was his destined soul-mate, and he must take her to
jail for warning her little sister away.

Garrett’s cell phone rang, and he glanced
down to see Tolya’s number. He answered the call, staring into
Gabriella’s blue eyes.

“Yeah.”

“You were right about the waitress,” the
Siberian lycanthrope Tolya said. “I’m over here at an apartment
complex that reeks of blood magic. I need the Guardians here
ASAP.”

“We’re on our way, Tolya. Don’t go in alone.
Lycans may be immune to magic, but you aren’t immune to guns. I
don’t want to explain to Angeline how you got hurt.”

“Hurry then. I’m itching to take these guys
out. I smell the blood of an infant in there.”

“No, not an infant. Brenna wouldn’t ...”
Gabriella’s white skin became translucent. She swayed, and Garrett
ran around the bar and scooped her up as she crumbled. The other
Guardians ran over to see what was happening.

“Josiah, take the rest of the Guardians and
join Tolya. He’s on the phone. Hone in on the frequency of his
voice and port to his location.” Garrett motioned with his head to
the phone on the bar.

“Garrett, she wouldn’t,” Gabriella said,
tears running down her face. “She can’t be that far gone. This
isn’t how I saw this. We were in the basement. You were going to
execute Brenna. I jumped in front of her to save her. You killed
me. I’m the one supposed to die.”

Elise, an air witch and healer, walked up and
checked Gabriella’s pulse. “Garrett, you are connected with this
woman on a soul level. I can see your auras merging.”

“I know, Elise. Go with Josiah. Let me take
care of my Destined One.”

“Oh my God, oh my God ...” Gabriella cried
hysterically.

Garrett gathered his magic and did the only
thing he could think of to take away Gabriella’s pain. He put her
to sleep. He cradled her small body in his arms, kissing her
temple.

“I’m sorry, Ella. But we can’t save your
sister if she’s killed someone. I’m so sorry,” he whispered.
“Damek, shut down the bar. I’m taking her into headquarters,”
Garrett said to his cousin, an earth witch.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, the bar needs to
close. We have an emergency situation. Please pay your bills and
leave the premises,” Damek said, ushering people outside.

“What are you going to do?” Damek asked,
coming up to Garrett when the last person walked out the door.

Garrett looked down at the woman sleeping in
his arms. “She’s my Destined One. I’m going to keep her.”


Chapter Two

 


“You did what?” Mabel Avery glared at him
from behind her metal desk at Guardian headquarters in London. The
commander of the Guardians was a petite brunette who had a killer
smile. But no one underestimated her powers of witchcraft and
cunning. Belonging to the Royal house of Avery, Mabel was one of
the rare Royals who could control all the elements on a whim. She
had befriended Garrett after his mother died.

“I left Miss Ross at my home. She is under my
sleep spell, and a guard is posted outside her door.” Garrett sat
quietly. He knew too much emotion at this point wouldn’t get him
what he wanted—custody of Ella. Since she was his Destined One, he
had no difficulty going against Guardian policy by keeping her at
his residence instead of bringing her in to be questioned.

“She needs to be charged with accessory and
questioned. The council is worried about all these blood cults
springing up and wants to make an example of her.”

“Well, they can find another scapegoat. Her
aura is clean. She’s never been in the presence of blood magic. I
know I’m asking a lot, but Gabriella Ross is my Destined One. I
will protect her any way I can.”

“Your Destined One? Well, that is
inconvenient.” Mabel got up and paced behind her desk, the soles of
her boots echoing on the tile floor. “At the very least, she will
be fined for owning the property
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