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WILDE & WITCHY VOLUME 1: Destined Magic

PART 1: The Day the Witch Stood Still
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** includes strong language and steamy scenes...

Marni Harper wore a tired smile as she glanced at the clock for the umpteenth time that morning. 

"Impatient fool," she chastised herself lazily. Her three Siamese cats stopped licking their paws and meowed at her. 

"Yeah, yeah," Marni blew them off as if they'd spoken something, and she'd understood them. "It's only been five minutes since the last time I looked. I'm just relieved is all. Dani will be here today, where she'll be safe, and where I can protect her. Poor girl has been through hell, losing her mom. And damn it, I miss my sister! Screw the bastard piece of shit who murdered her. I'll not go to my grave until I've avenged her, and made sure Dani is protected."

The cats meowed and hissed in what Marni noted as hearty agreement. 

"Sis was stubborn. Too damn stubborn for her own good, and now she's gone. And she never told Dani anything about being a God dang witch!" She sighed in resentment of the choice. "I agreed to it. Which makes me partly to blame for that. But Dani needs to understand her heritage. She needs to be prepared—just in case." Just in case things went to shit even deeper than they already had. 

Like, as in whoever murdered her sister, and Dani's mother, Mona Harper, came hunting for more witches. And more specifically, Harper Witches. 

One of the cats meowed again. 

"You're right, of course," Marni's eyes rolled at the cat. "It is Dani's choice in the end. I won't push it on her. But the gift is going to pass down to her whether she wants it or not, so she needs to know her options. I'm the last sister alive and kickin'—and Dani is the last in the Harper bloodline." 

And Marni didn't have a damn clue what that meant for her niece other than a boatload of supernatural trouble she wasn't prepared for. Which is why this visit was so vital. 

And damn herself for never having kids. Not that Marni hadn't tried like hell to get knocked up, but apparently, even being a powerful witch couldn't solve every problem, including human fertility issues. 

She padded her sixty-year-old feet across a vast living room elegantly decorated in bright whites and creams from the ceilings to the walls and continuing right into the furniture and passed by shelf after shelf stuffed to the hilt with books. Although, this was the library she showed the public—you'd not find a single witchy title among them other than her naughty pleasure of reading paranormal romance novels. 

The furniture was well-kept and naturally aged. Just like me, she always joked. Across the room was a glass enclosed wall-sized cabinet filled with photos. Her family. Her ancestors. Each and every Harper Witch that had lived and died before her. 

Some were actual photos—some in color, some in black and white. Some were painted portraits, or hand drawn sketches, preserved with magic, of course. And each picture, painting, or portrait, if touched by a Harper Witch, offered a single piece of advice. Passed down generation after generation in this very house to pass along life lessons in witchery from daughter to daughter to daughter. 

How depressing, that the Harper legacy was down to just two witches. Marni never thought she'd live to see the day her bloodline died out. If Dani never had a child, or only sons, the long-thriving legacy would no longer exist.  

Marni's sister, Mona, had fallen in love and left the island, thinking to raise her daughter on the mainland, away from witchcraft and magic—to give her a chance at a normal life. A precious gift even Marni couldn't say no to, even though she deemed it dangerous for all involved seeing as Dani would still inherit her gift once all other Harper Witches were gone—erm—dead. 

Regardless, she'd bound Dani's magic until that cursed day happened. But she was a witch who didn't have a damn clue she was a witch and would one inevitable day inherit her powers. And now, to make matters worse, the Harper Witches were being hunted. Someone wanted them dead. Marni had a dark inkling just who it was that wanted them dead—another thing she needed to explain to her niece. 

The third sister... the one they never spoke of. And with Mona gone—murdered—her precious life snuffed out, Dani needed to hear the truth, and fast. In case things went badly when Marni sought out revenge for her sister's demise.

And tried to fix a problem they should have dealt with long before Dani ever came into the world. It wasn't a problem Dani should be left to face alone.

Ding dong. Ding Dong. Ding Dong.

The doorbell chimed and Marni stepped over to a control panel to look at the mini monitor before smiling and flicking her wrist into the air. The front door clicked open, and her voice rang through the monitor outside. 

"Come on in, Deputy Trevor."  

No one knew the damn security monitor hadn't actually worked in years. But magic did the trick just fine, and as long as she faked it in front of the right company, good enough. 

As the young man's footsteps plodded closer, Marni closed up the oversized photo collection with a sigh. 

"Feeling sentimental?" the young man's voice asked rather shyly. 

"Oblige an aging lady," she returned with a wink. 

"I wasn't meaning to intrude. Chief sent me by and—" he held up an empty mug with a pinkish blush on his cheeks. "Could do with one of your miraculous pick-me-ups." 

Marni laughed and motioned for him to follow into the kitchen. 

"Such a sweet young thing you are."

"Only as sweet as your tea, Ma'am."

"And so well-mannered too. Your mama did good."

"Ah, well, yeah. She sure did. She ever comes for a visit, though, I'd beg you not to tell her about me loving your tea so much. She's a proud southern lady who prides herself on making the best sunshine tea. And don't get me wrong, it's dang good. But yours, Miss Marni... well, I just never tasted anything quite so good."

"You sure do know how to boost an old gal's mood. How long you been on the island now?"

"Four months. Feels like a lifetime." His eyes burst open wide. "I don't mean that in a bad way. More like, I feel so at home here. I could spend two lifetimes on Blueberry Island and not get enough."

Marni handed him back his mug, filled up with icy sunshine-made tea and Trevor eagerly accepted it with a nod and a smile then turned to leave but caught himself. 

"My other reason to stop in... the Chief talked to the Captain and wanted me to pass along that your niece's ferry was running about thirty minutes late. Some kind of accident inland backed up traffic." 

"I appreciate the update, Trevor. Although, I don't imagine it will keep me from looking at the damn clock every five minutes, just the same." Her cats meowed from the other room and she rolled her eyes.

"Those are some interesting pets you got there." Trevor's tone carried a nervous edge and he tugged at the collar of the pressed button down, tucked neatly under his deputy jacket. 

"Oh, don't mind the sister cats." She showed him back into the living room and would let him show himself out from there. "They can just tell I'm excited to have my Dani home. Safe and sound where she belongs."  

The young man grinned. And then grinned a little wider. 

"I'm glad about that too, Marni." She eyed him thinking there was something off about his voice. "I've been waiting a long, long time." 

All at once her three cats bounded upward to their feet, hissing. 

Marni heard the warning, like some veil lifted and revealed some terrible evil. But it was too late, and the fatal spell hit her heart, straight on. She was dead before her body smashed into the photo case. Glass shattered, and her body bounced forward, crashing hard onto an aged oak coffee table. 

The three cats whined and hissed and cried in shock. And as their feral sights set in on Trevor, he'd already reached the front door and had no intention of returning until he was ready to finish the job. 

A smile widened on his lips as he reached his patrol car to call in the crime. It was a smile that never reached his heart, or his eyes, only the darkness in his veins. 

There was just one last Harper Witch to go. And she had no idea she was even a witch so it would be an easy kill. But he'd be patient, just like with Marni. Wait until the perfect moment to strike. That's why he was so good at his job and getting paid so damn well. 

Where others were rash and moved in too fast, often getting themselves vanquished to the underworld at the hands of witches, he was willing to put in the time and get it done right. The only acceptable outcome—a dead witch. However long that took. 

He picked up his dispatch receiver from inside his patrol car, and called in. 

His eager tongue spoke with a reviling and trained focus. 

He sniffled and dialed dispatch. 

The operator answered with a bored, "Yup."  

"Deputy Trevor here." He rubbed his face with a deep inhale that struggled for control as if he'd been crying, and in shock. "I've just found Marni Harper—dead."
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​CHAPTER 2
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Dani Harper turned off her car engine after boarding the Blueberry Island Ferry and parked her car for the short ride across the ocean. She pushed out a satisfied, albeit exhausted, sigh. She'd made it in time, but traffic had been a gummed-up nightmare after some minor bang'em up at a stop sign. But just like that small island charm she loved, the ferry Captain had waited for them all to make it through and get on board.

Damn, if she wasn't looking forward to spending a few peaceful weeks on the island with Aunt Marni. Soaking up some sea breezes and sun. Getting sand stuck in every dang crevice and finding it for days... she chuckled that even this discomfort was a welcome distraction. That and homemade ice cream. Lobster. Blackberry dumplings. Being lazy and drinking blueberry mojitos with Marni in the back gardens. It had been too long since she'd visited. 

Her fear—wanting to stay. And why that scared her so much she was having difficulty figuring out. But if she was honest with herself and stopped all the pretending, it came down to her endless restlessness and never being able to stay put in one place for long.

Always looking for that invisible missing thing that would make her happy—a thing she had yet to find. And no matter how many places she lived, how many jobs she tried, how many classes she took, nothing fit the bill. It was like she didn't fit into any specific mold. Like there was nothing in existence made for her. And she was more than ready to find that one thing that was so distinctly Dani Harper. 

Hell, at this point, she'd take career just-about-anything if it made her happy. And settled. And fulfilled. At twenty-eight, she thought she'd have found her way by now, and craved to feel settled and happy more than anything. 

Instead, day to day, month to month, and now year to year, was more like living out the motions of life, but not quite actually living it—because it didn't feel like her right life. She'd always had this nagging idea in the back of her mind that something was missing. Or that somehow while she was seeking and searching for that someday moment, she'd accidentally run right by her path, and missed it. 

Losing her mom had been a fast and brutal spiral of sadness, bitterness, and anger that only built up that need to feel settled in her own skin even more. Because now, she didn't even have a mother to lean on. 

Thank God for Marni—mom number two. 

But she was it—the last Harper other than Dani. It made a person succumb to the vulnerability of that reality and force a hard look at one's priorities and needs. And made a girl feel pretty darn lonely at the idea of being the only Harper still around. 

So, a summer with Marni on the island was exactly what she needed to get her fix, and once she'd gotten enough to last a while, she'd return to the endless search for that happy future seemingly just out of her grasp. 

It didn't take any arm-twisting to agree with Marni that Blueberry Island is where Dani needed to be after her mom had died—shit, been murdered. Fuck, that was still a hard-ass pill to swallow. But stepping foot onto the island was like coming home in some ways. Not that Dani thought for a minute it would solve all her problems. 

It had been over ten years since she'd stepped foot on the island and there was a nervous anticipation fluttering around like butterflies in her belly. 

But that didn't have anything to do with Marni, and everything to do with her last summer spent on the island before she'd gone to college. It was the hottest of summers—and Dani wasn't talking about the weather, but rather the six-foot-two tank of an eighteen-year-old named Galen Wilde. He'd worked her into a combustion engine with a steam factor of ten. 

They'd been hot and heavy and all over each other all summer long. Although, she'd had a crush on him for years before that, she just hadn't ever dared make a move. Because why on all that's holy would he ever pick short and curvy, never dared wear a bathing suit in public, her to say yes to, when he never said yes to anyone else. 

And it wasn't for lack of trying. Every teen girl drooled and went gaga when he strutted by. Even their mommas and grandmommas gaped and wagged their tongues. But he never gave them a second look.

Dani had started to think he might be gay—but he spurned men's advances too. She didn't know what to think until one night they'd been walking along the beach at sunset, talking about anything and everything, like they always did, and he'd grabbed her and planted a desperate kiss that knocked her knees and shook her panties off. Talk about sand in crevices for days... 

She rolled her bottom lip between her teeth and smiled.  

Teens.

First love.

Wild hormones. 

Careless summers.

And over ten years ago...

Galen had never played sports in his life, but he had the body of a muscled football player or trained wrestler. And for reasons she'd never managed to understand, he'd craved every short and curvy inch of her; and she'd let him explore every short and curvy inch of her—with his magic fingers and torturing tongue. 

Just the thought of him made her blood boil. Even after all these years. 

No other man since had ever lived up to Galen Wilde. No other man made her feel the same—sexy—wanted—perfect.  

Instead, they always loved her, but... 

But this.

But that. 

And by the way, too much butt!

Too much this. Not enough that.

Never fucking enough. 

Ever. 

Good freaking God the world was hard on women—who were just as nasty and hard on themselves and each other because of it. Every damn thing was a flaw. Most especially if you were not one of the lucky few born already perfected. And who the hell got to make that choice of deciding who had the perfect height, bust size, ass jiggle, and waistline? 

And even those deemed Gods and Goddesses by the masses were never perfect either. Because God forbid they have a bad hair day. Or ate a big meal and their tummies pooched. Or shudder, they left home without wearing makeup! 

The horror!

Dani chuckled at herself. But if she heard one more of these so-called beauties laugh it off and insist they never had to lift a finger to exercise, and seriously, I just eat what I want... I was just born lucky. But I don't let it go to my head...   

Puke.

And fuck them and their lucky ass genes. 

More like, paid for you by the latest and greatest in plastic surgery, or today's eating disorder of choice. And makeup, lighting, and photo manipulation...  

Dani called bullshit. Because perfection didn't fucking exist, or they'd figure out some way to bottle and sell it to the unsightly, unperfected masses. 

Okay, so admittedly, there were some lucky bastards who were born with crazy ass good genes that had naturally chiseled them into sought after physical perfections, and who were genuinely good people. And just like her, it wasn't their fault how they were born. But some days, she swore it had to be magic, or deals with the devil, or...what-the-fuck-ever. 

She grumbled, telling herself to let it go already. 

This thinking was just getting her in a grumpy, self-deprecating mood. 

And inevitably, there were sure to be hot young things in bathing suits the likes of which Dani would never dream of stepping out in public wearing. And she hated that she even cared what other people thought of her. All this hating had to stop. 

But it all came down to the fact that between the media pushing their version of perfection, and her own series of shitty relationships and never being enough or being too much, it gave a girl a complex. It was a daily battle to feel right in her own skin and ignore the constant barrage of judging eyes. 

She was short and curvy with crazily curly brown hair down to her shoulders and covered in tattoos. Okay, not totally covered. But she had a fair few and was always on the lookout for new ink designs. She refused to wear ridiculous heels just to try to fake being taller because she'd break her ass if she even tried to walk in the damn things. 

Somewhere in this world, she'd find that place where she fit in. 

She thought back to her childhood visits, including that summer before college, and it made Dani question her sanity—exactly why she'd left Blueberry Island, and Galen, in the first place. But she'd wanted to go to college, and he was going into some training program with the Maine Police Department. He'd wanted to be a cop just like his dad—who'd been killed on the job when Galen was just a teen. 

But he'd made her feel like she was the only woman alive that mattered. And never once even intimated she was anything other than perfect...  

Turns out, growing up and adulting was not nearly as satisfying as Dani had hoped it would be. And was it seriously too much to ask that a guy love her just as she is? Because being short and curvy was a Harper woman's lot in life. No amount of working out or starving herself or plastic surgery was ever going to change that. 

She pouted in the never-ending battle of why couldn't her weaknesses be carrot sticks and celery, instead of pizza and ice cream? 

Dani climbed up the steel stairs and swooshed her way through the other ferry passengers to topside, and once on deck leaned against the railing of the ferry. She soaked up the salty moisture, drinking it into her nostrils, her skin, her growing smile... 

God damn, she missed this. 

Living inland had grown tiresome. She missed the coast. But inland is where she'd found work—as a dog walker and sitter. She absolutely adored dogs. And cats. Animals of any kind really. Someday, she might even open a sanctuary. But that required more money than she had. And more time, seeing as she was working her ass off to pay for her piled up student loans.  

So much for that college degree—because after six years of school and student loans stacking up, she'd ended up with enough credits to graduate as a liberal arts major. She'd never managed to pin down a more specific major that suited her or kept her interest for more than a semester or two. 

At heading towards thirty, she'd never felt more unsettled and angsty. And her useless degree had gotten her nothing but indebtedness. Her mother helped when Dani let her. And even her wealthy Aunt Marni. But Dani had refused most of her money because she had the stubborn Harper institution and demanded to work it off herself.  

She laughed lightly. 

"Crazy ass psychic was right I guess." 

Years ago, for fun, Dani and a college buddy had gotten their fortunes read at a summer fair. Her friend's reading had been what they'd expected. The typical, vague, you'll have some obstacles in your path but with hard work and perseverance, you will succeed. But Dani's reading had been... well, the words stuck with her, even today. 

"You have an incredible future ahead of you, Dani." She'd spoken it like it shocked her a little. "Unfortunately, it will be a few years before it reaches you. You'll be a little older in life, close to thirty I think, before you finally find your path." The fortune teller got remorseful then
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