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Magic Born Book Four Blurb

    
        

It's come to an end. Or it's about to.

Monique will climb the ladder; she'll have no choice. Her every action - her every fight - will bring her closer to the Seventh. For in that demon's arms, she belongs. It's fate.

But guess what? Monique has made a life out of fighting fate, so she will fight once more.

....

Magic Born follows a witch out for revenge and the brother of her ex fighting his family for freedom. If you love your urban fantasies with non-stop action, epic stakes, and a splash of romance, grab Magic Born Book Four today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Chapter 1

    There was nothing in me. No thoughts in my head. No feelings in my body. Everything was numb.

    Frozen to the core.

    I was walking away from the cemetery. Don’t ask me how I’d made it out of that crypt. It was all a blur. Everything felt like a blur. As I staggered through the woodlands behind Glendale Cemetery, I kept a hand locked on my brow, the other secured firmly around my middle. How I could stand, I didn’t know. I knew I could walk forward, though. If I didn’t walk forward, I’d fall down. And if I fell down, I’d be a ready target for the Seventh.

    Everything he’d said to me kept playing around in my head, over and over again.

    He would come for me if I didn’t climb the ladder to reach him first. He wouldn’t wait.

    
      He wouldn’t wait….
    

    I shook my head. At first the move was frantic, then it was as if I put the brakes on my fear. I clenched my teeth, I secured a hand even harder against my forehead, and I spat, “Don’t let him control you.” My voice was dark. It rang through the air.

    There was no moon tonight, despite the fact there’d been one when I’d arrived at the cemetery. These thick, almost choking clouds had flooded the sky, and not even a single slice of silvery light could be seen illuminating the darkened forest around me.

    That was fine by me. I didn’t want light at the moment. Light would simply allow me to see how much I’d changed and how much further I had yet to go.

    “Put his goddamn words out of your head,” I said, my voice even harder than before. I now dug my fingers against my torso, dragging them along my skin until I thought the nails would tear right through my thick leather jacket and wrench out a whole chunk of my flesh.

    My sentiment was strong, but I simply couldn’t abide by my own words. For no matter what I did, no matter what I promised myself, my thoughts still wended their way back to the Seventh – to Winston.

    “No.” I shook my head harder. The Seventh wasn’t Winston. The Seventh had just reached into my mind, found Winston’s form, and recognized I’d had a visceral reaction to it. He’d locked onto my fear and used it. For the Seventh seemed programmed to use every single thing in my past against me.

    “You’re free now,” I said in an even stronger voice. “The more you dwell on these thoughts, the more they’ll control you later.”

    It was that thought and that thought alone that finally allowed me to drop my hand from my head. As I did, I forced myself to believe that there wasn’t a hole right through the center of my skull down into the middle of my psyche. Though the Seventh had cast some kind of spell on me back during that nightmare, I’d removed myself from it. Nothing remained.

    Except for my fear.

    As I let my hand drop by my side, I curled a hand into a fist. The move wasn’t enough to scrape any skin from my palm, and yet, I could categorically tell you that it was the strongest fist I’d ever made. It felt as if I could punch through any obstruction, no matter how great.

    And that was the point.

    For right now, my greatest obstruction was my fear. It felt like a massive wall standing between me and my future. A wall that had been erected by the Seventh.

    The bastard wanted me to climb it.

    I had other plans. I’d blast right through it like a hammer to paper.

    Still securing my hand into a fist, I swung it around and tapped it against my thigh. “You, Seventh, are chaos incarnate,” I said, despite the fact he wasn’t with me. “And chaos rules by uncertainty. And what is fear but a tool of uncertainty?”

    I didn’t need anyone to answer me. I knew my statement was right as it echoed from my lips.

    “You’re going to try to control me by undermining everything I think I know. That’s fine by me. I can still move forward anyway,” I promised, repeating the lesson I’d learned when I’d defeated Astaroth.

    If you move when the world tries to lock you still, you will never be trapped.

    So I kept goddamn walking despite the fact my feet wanted to give out with every step.

    At first, I angled my way home. But if I walked, it would probably take a day and a half to reach my little hut in the woods. I wasn’t thinking straight. I didn’t have a day and a half. I also couldn’t afford to stagger around like this.

    I’d used so much magic during my altercation with the two demons and the Seventh that I no longer had my disguise.

    I was back to being me. Not Carrie. Not any other face I’d picked for myself. Just Monique.

    Every few seconds, I would bring up my fingers and drag them down the side of my face, checking on that fact. My cheeks, my lips, my chin, my eyes, and my tears.

    Me.

    But not me.

    I’d spent so much time playing around in disguises over the last week – pretending to be other women – that it felt as if I’d lost my roots.

    “Don’t be distracted. You have to get somewhere safe,” I told myself, allowing each word to be an anchor. If I paid attention to those and not my fear, I could allow them to pull me forward. I wouldn’t say I could allow them to help me climb out of this situation, for there was no way I was going to climb anything – and that included the six generals of Hell to get to the devil of chaos himself.

    My mind started to tick through the possibilities of where I could go. But as I took another step, a stone slipped out from under my heel, and I came tumbling down. I fell hard against my right hip. So hard, I felt something in my pocket.

    I shifted a hand down. I hadn’t technically changed out of the clothes Winston had given me. I’d simply altered them with a disguise spell. And now that disguise spell had disappeared, that expensive little dress suit was back. That’s why the demon scroll had been in my pocket. It’s also why, as I slipped my hand into my right pocket, I felt a folded-up piece of paper.

    It was the same scrap of paper the clone had been poring over in my office.

    As my eyes locked on the words I’d circled, it brought back a memory. One that made me as cold as ice.

    “Dammit,” I spat. “Winston told Carrie to head back to his apartment. 22 Bright Avenue,” I said, voice automatic as I spat those words out. “Crap,” I swore louder. “If I’m not there in the morning…” I trailed off.

    What?

    If I wasn’t there in the morning, what exactly would happen to me?

    I couldn’t go back to work for Winston. Things had changed. The seventh demon of frigging Hell was after me. He knew I was Monique Astra. Maybe he didn’t know I was Carrie Janeway, too, but that wasn’t the point. I’d lain low as Monique. Low enough that maybe the Elites had forgotten about me. When the seventh went back to them and demanded they find me, the hunt would begin anew.

    The very last thing I could do was take myself to Winston. Especially when I had no clue where Winston stood.

    I brought my hand up and locked it against my head again, letting my fingers weakly drag down the skin as if I had no muscular control anymore. I took another step, then slipped against another treacherous rock. This time I fell down on both knees. I couldn’t push myself up. It felt like someone had snapped every single muscle. It felt like I was nothing more than a doll that had finally had every last string cut.

    I tilted my head back. As a quick breeze cut through the trees and tickled my sweat-caked fringe, slowly I opened my eyes and stared at the sky.

    There was no light. Not a glimmer. No stars, no moon, no anything. It was as if a blanket of darkness had descended on Vanguard City.

    … It felt so tempting to just fall over here. Collapse in the woods and allow sleep to take me. But I knew two things. If I allowed sleep to take me, it would drag me right back down into a nightmare of the seventh. If I slept here, I would also be an open target. It wouldn’t take long for the Elites to figure out I’d defeated Verrine and Gressel. Presumably wherever Melissa was, she’d taken a hard hit. Stanford would figure it out. And Stanford would come searching for me. I was still only a few kilometers away from Glendale Cemetery. If I didn’t keep moving, they’d find me.

    “One foot after another,” I spat, lips moving viciously around those words as I forced myself up. Goddamnit did my legs wobble. But goddamn it did I not care. “One step in front of another,” I growled at myself. “One frigging step in front of another.”

    As I spat and swore, I dragged my body forward. It felt like a Sisyphean task. Every step was monumentally harder than the last.

    But I still walked.

    And as I walked, a whispered memory climbed up the back of my head.

    I was different. I couldn’t be tricked. I was worthy.

    Those three statements echoed through my mind, dim, weak, and yet with the power to tear down everything I thought I’d known.

    Once upon a time, I’d been so determined to believe that I did not have a destiny. Destinies were for the arrogant. Honest, real people recognized that the only fate that mattered was the one you carved out of uncertainty with your own two hands.

    But if I didn’t have a destiny, why did it feel as if the very hands of chance had locked around my middle and they were pulling me, pulling me with unstoppable force toward the Seventh?

    Why did it feel as if there was nowhere to run?

    “Stop,” I growled at myself. “If there’s one thing we’ve taught ourselves, it’s that there is always somewhere to run.”

    With that, despite the fact it was one of the costliest things I would ever do, I forced myself into a sprint. Every muscle complained. Every fiber felt as if they would divide down the middle, fraying like strings that had been cut with scissors.

    It didn’t matter. I ran.

    And I would not stop running.

  
    Chapter 2

    I finally made it out of the small woodland area that surrounded Glendale Cemetery.

    I had to be careful. I could already hear cars. Worse than that, voices. Magic-laced voices.

    The Elites were already coming for me.

    I had to get somewhere safe.

    I longed to be able to transport back to my hut in the woods.

    I simply didn’t have the energy.

    But if I didn’t get somewhere safe, Stanford would tear the frigging city apart to get to me.

    Though I couldn’t detect his voice as I heard wizards and witches shouting through the thick forest, I picked up a few of their snapped statements.

    They would tear every single tree apart and blast every single blade of grass to find me.

    As I huddled behind a tree, securing my arms over my leather jacket to lock in some much-needed warmth, I darted my gaze toward the road only a few meters away.

    Two wizards arrived in a car, coming to a screeching halt. Rather than race toward me, they darted off in the opposite direction.

    I stared at their car.

    I wasn’t above motor vehicle theft.

    If there was one thing going for me – one thing I could still do, despite the fact I had precious little magic left – it was my ability to conduct. That hadn’t stopped. It felt like it would never end. Somewhere along the line, I had become my silver spell. It now ran through me, and no matter what the outside world put me through, no one could pull the strength of silver from my bones.

    I used it now, allowing magic to conduct through me, ensuring that no matter what those wizards and witches cast, they couldn’t detect me.

    Sensing my chance, I pushed out from behind the safety of my tree, keeping low. I reached the vehicle. Fortunately the wizards had left the door open. They’d also left the keys in the ignition. They clearly didn’t think a witch would come to steal it.

    That would be their downfall.

    And that would be the downfall of every single bastard who was involved in this mess, including the Seventh.

    As I closed the door quietly, started the engine, and pulled out without turning the headlights on, I stared at myself in the rear vision mirror, yanking it toward me, not needing to see behind to drive. I looked right into my eyes, and I reminded myself of the moment I’d stared into the Seventh’s. I reminded myself of the moment I’d realized he was a true demon, through and through.

    “Yeah, well, I’m a real witch. And more than that, I’m a goddamn human. I don’t think like you bastards. And I won’t fall like you bastards.”

    With that, when I was sure I was far enough away from that stretch of woods that no one would hear me, I gunned the engine.

    I kept the headlights off, navigating by sense alone. At least my human senses were still functioning. Sure, I still felt numb, as cold as the depths of space, but I functioned.

    Maybe that was the real difference between the practitioners I was fighting and me. If you stripped me back, if you gouged every last scrap of magic from my blood, there’d be something left. My strength, my stamina, my goddamn resilience. Maybe they couldn’t transform air into fire or water into wood. But they could transform my luck, buying me just another second then another.

    By the time I made it out of the woods and onto the highway, it was late at night.

    I only had a few hours to get somewhere safe.

    Stanford’s efforts to find me would only intensify. He’d pull out all the stops to find me by morning.

    “Goddamn, I have to get somewhere safe. I can’t drive this frigging car to my hut. There’s… there’s only one other option, isn’t there?”

    I stared morosely out of the windscreen.

    I had to head to 22 Bright Avenue.

    I opened my lips, and naturally they formed around those words. They practically carved them out of the air as if my lips were hands and I was trying to reach toward Winston’s apartment with all my might.

    I closed my eyes. Not exactly recommended when you were driving on the highway, but enough of my natural instinct was intact that I didn’t crash. When I winked one eye open and then the other, the conclusion formed in my mind, irreversible and impossible to get away from.

    I’d heard Winston’s words on the phone. His apartment was the only place Stanford wouldn’t look for me.

    “It’s a risk, but what other option do you have? The Seventh knows you’re Monique, but he doesn’t know you’re Carrie Janeway. As long as you keep those two identities separate, you’ve got a chance. You have a frigging chance, Monique,” I spat to myself.

    I yanked the car into the left lane, taking the exit into the city.

    As the conclusion formed in me, it felt stronger than any I’d ever made.

    You see, I had a chance to run. To get in this car and fucking floor it until I ran out of gas. But what would that achieve?

    The Seventh would come for me. Running would only extend my lifespan by a few days. If I wanted to live, I had to fight.

    “You stopped running last week, Monique,” I muttered to myself, thinking of Aventis. “You stopped running when you reminded yourself you have a freaking heart. And nobody – not Winston, not Stanford, and not some seventh demon of Hell – is going to take that heart from you.”

    I floored it, driving as fast as I could, cutting a quick path through downtown to Bright Avenue.

    I knew I couldn’t just make my way into Winston’s apartment and fall down on his bed as Monique. Do that, and everything would go to hell – literally.

    “I’ll find a way,” I said as I finally arrived in Bright Avenue.

    It was one of the most expensive sections of downtown. New, shiny, elegant towers reached to the sky, every one more expensive than the last.

    As I pulled up to the curb, I tilted my head up, finding the right tower.

    I pressed my teeth together, grinning them over each other. “This better not get me killed,” I muttered. I got out of the car and went to abandon it, then paused. If a wizard car was found abandoned outside of Winston’s home, Stanford would put two and two together. Groaning to myself, angry that I hadn’t figured this out earlier, I took the car, driving it several blocks away and parking it in a busy central car park.

    I dragged myself out of it and walked all the way back to Bright Avenue. By the time I reached it, I felt as if I was going to die. I was so weary, I just wanted to curl up into a ball on the side of the street and make it all go away.

    But here’s the thing. If you really want to make something go away – you have to actively fight it. Hiding from it changes nothing. I’d been hiding all my life.

    I was done staying in the shadows.

    Though all I wanted to do was stride up to Winston’s apartment, I had to remind myself I didn’t look like Carrie. There were security cameras. Human, but still there. Though I could easily wait until I got enough magic to wipe them, that would be yet another task to add to the list of monumental shit I would have to do to keep myself safe.

    I needed a plan. A way to change my face before I crawled into Winston’s apartment.

    That plan came as I shoved my hands back into my pockets. As my fingers pressed into my right pocket, I felt that curled up piece of paper on the Ingex deal.

    Frowning, I grabbed it out.

    As I pressed my fingers against it, I could feel a few sparks of magic. Not just my magic, but the clone’s magic. They were barely there, and you would have to know they were there to find them.

    Didn’t they give me an opportunity?

    This paper had been pored over by a golem that had been magically altered to look exactly like me. The memory of her was still ingrained in it.

    “This is madness,” I muttered to myself.

    But what chance did I have? I kept going back to that, for it was the only thing that seemed to count.

    What other chance did I have? The answer? There was no other chance. This was it.

    I hadn’t entered 22 Bright Avenue yet. Sure, I knew Winston’s key code to get in, but that wasn’t the point.

    I found a convenient side alley, walking into it just as I swore I felt wizards driving down the road outside.

    I doubted they’d followed me. It was more likely that Stanford was getting so desperate to find the witch who’d destroyed his demons that he was sending all his forces through the entire city to scour the streets for me.

    
      I had one frigging chance.
    

    As I pressed my back up against the wall, I brought the paper out and stared at it.

    You can’t create magic out of nothing. That’s just a fundamental rule. You’re taught it the first day you go into the Academy. Power has to come from somewhere.

    There is no force in this universe that can create something from nothing. It must either be transformed, channeled, or concentrated.

    I’d already proved multiple times that I could channel magic. Concentrating it was something different.

    Only the most powerful of practitioners could take a few scraps of magic here, a few scraps there, and combine them together, melting them into a greater chunk. It was kind of like panning for gold. Only the most capable could gather together tiny scraps and melt them into a more valuable chunk.

    But what had I proven to myself over the last week if it was not that I was powerful?

    “This isn’t going to work,” I chided myself. Before I could believe those words, I shook my head. “Yes, it will. It will work, because it has to,” I said, spitting out the word has with all of my force.

    I brought the paper up. I scrunched it in my hand. I wasn’t trying to destroy it. I was trying to encourage any last scrap of magic to shift forth. At the same time, I pressed a hand into the wall behind me. I focused, just like I had back in the crypt. I connected to the ground, to the dirt, to everything. For in everything, there is magic. It simply has to be encouraged to come forth.

    If anyone at the Academy could see what I was doing now, they wouldn’t believe it.

    Yeah, I kept saying I’d been powerful back then, but not like this. No one would’ve expected I could’ve come so far.

    Including me.

    But that was the thing about expectations, wasn’t it? You had no idea what you were capable of until you walked the path life led you on.

    I had one single skill that was unique. That one single skill had gotten me here today. If I was pushed, I would always push back harder.

    And right now, I goddamn pushed with all my frigging might. I scrunched the paper, encouraging every single last scrap of magic out of it as I secured my hand faster against the brick wall. I locked my mind into the city. I pushed it into the dirt, into the brick, into the steel – into every single material I could find. And there, beneath my feet, a few meters to the left, up in the air to my right – in seemingly random places – I found discharging particles of magic.

    I snatched hold of them.

    I forced my body to become a funnel. It didn’t take magic – it took focus. And despite what I’d gone through, I had it in spades.

    For if I was pushed, I would frigging push back harder.

    I let that thought and that thought alone repeat through my mind, over and over again as I concentrated magic. I concentrated it until I could feel it. First along the back of my tongue, then darting down my neck, then across my shoulders, then right in the pit of my belly. It felt as if I’d swallowed butterflies.

    I kept hold of them, gathering more and more until I was finally sure I had enough.

    I pressed my tongue against the palate of my mouth, and I cast a disguise spell. I felt magic discharge around me as I transformed.

    By the time I took a staggering step forward and I pressed my fingers over my face, confirming I’d become Carrie Janeway once more, I was so surprised, I couldn’t speak.

    I’d actually done it. I’d taken magic from my environment. It hadn’t mattered that I’d had none of my own.

    … When I’d defeated Baal and Astaroth, I’d leaped two levels of magic. Now? I didn’t even know what level of magic this was. It was fabled – but it sure as hell wasn’t meant to be physically achievable.

    I didn’t know how long I stood there for, trying desperately to absorb this fact. But finally I pushed forward.

    I staggered out of the laneway. I shoved the paper back into my pocket.

    I waited until I couldn’t feel any wizards out on the street, then I made it up to 22 Bright Avenue. To get in the door, I used Winston’s password, and I didn’t hesitate.

    The atrium was clear, clean, beautiful. It reminded me of him for some reason. Hell, right now it felt like everything would remind me of him.

    I reached the lifts, and I rode them all the way up to the penthouse apartment. They wouldn’t let me enter it without entering his code again. With shaking fingers, I did it.

    I exited onto a small corridor that led to a single door.

    I walked up to it.

    Why did I feel as if it was more than a door to Winston’s apartment? Why did I almost feel like it was a door to the man himself?

    “Because you’re overtired, taxed, and you’re giving in to your imagination,” I told myself with barely a whisper. Reaching a hand forward, I plugged in his code once more. Before I could type in the last digit, I paused. I glanced at the door and wondered what would happen if I used Winston’s family spell. Would it allow me access to his real apartment? Would it transport me back to his family estate?

    Or were the real secrets I was looking for – the secrets that had seemingly led me to Capital Publishing – not in any building, but inside a man’s head, instead?

    I didn’t hesitate any longer, knowing my answer. I stabbed in the last digit.

    I opened the door. I walked in.

    All this time, I’d been looking for a way to destroy the Fairbrothers. And all this time, I’d been working for the man who could do it.

    All this time, I’d been looking for the greatest secret, and all this time, the greatest secret had been right in front of me.

    No. Not had. Was. For as I walked into the apartment, I was not alone.

    Winston Fairbrother stood there.

    You see, he’d been waiting for me.

  
    Chapter 3

    I tried not to look too startled. As Winston turned, his back to me, I stopped myself from gasping.

    As soon as his eyes locked on me, an expression stranger than any I’d ever seen crumpled his features. “Carrie? Where have you been?”

    I tried not to look too shocked. “I—” I began.

    I might have changed my appearance back to Carrie, but I’d forgotten a very important detail. I hadn’t bothered to clean my clothes. They rightly looked as if I’d been crawling through the dirt of the dead.

    His gaze locked on them. He took a worried, quick step toward me.

    There was something about the force of it, the immediacy, the sense that he could no longer wait for something, that made a ball of nerves knot in my stomach. It felt as if someone had reached in and tied my intestines together.

    So naturally, I took a step back.

    Winston paused, his hand held toward me. “What happened?” His voice got an edge. One of control.

    I could sense mesmerizing magic pushing through it.

    … For a second, I wanted to reach out and hold onto that magic. I wanted to let it soothe me.

    The second didn’t last.

    I reminded myself of the stakes. For those stakes only kept getting higher.

    I tried to smooth a completely controlled expression over my face. “I didn’t want to take up your offer,” I said, voice blank.

    “So you tried to sleep rough again?” he asked.

    “Yes.”

    “What made you change your mind?”

    “I felt unsafe.”

    “Then you did well to come back to me.” Why did his voice shake on the word me?

    More importantly, why did my heart shake, too?

    Winston didn’t say anything for several seconds. He just watched me. And this time, it was unabashed. This time, it was so intense, I realized that whenever Winston looked at me normally, he was holding back this natural intensity with all his force.

    He didn’t gaze at me with a lecherous quality. It was just… involved, like he wanted to tear apart my every secret. Wait, no – not tear into my secrets – just hold them.

    I’d never felt more vulnerable in my life.

    A part of me wanted this moment to last. The rest of me wanted to push it away with all my might.

    It didn’t last, anyway. Winston let out a heavy sigh. He half closed his eyes, and I saw in his face what I felt in my heart. Total gut-wrenching weariness. He clamped a hand on his mouth, and he transferred sweaty slicks across his unshaven jaw.

    It was only then that I saw he was disheveled. Still handsome – always handsome – but not the same clean-cut man I was used to. The stubble poking out along his chin was just one sign. His shirt was pulled out, crinkles making it look as if he hadn’t ironed it in days. There was mud on his shoes, and one of his cufflinks was missing.

    I noticed all of this without staring at him directly.

    “Go wash up. Bathroom is over there,” he said as he pointed to the left.

    “I’ll go wash up. The bathroom’s over there.”

    “Sorry, Carrie,” he said.

    I almost asked what he was sorry for. Was it for his mind control spell? Was it for his brother? Or was it for whatever nefarious connections he had to the Seventh?

    I turned and walked to the bathroom.

    Once I closed the door behind me, I pressed a hand against the wood and I stared at the wall. I kept staring at the wall, second after second.

    I might’ve walked out of that crypt, but I was trapped again, wasn’t I?

    As I shifted around and pressed my back into the wall, trying to be as quiet as I could, lest Winston figure out I wasn’t under his spell anymore, I closed my eyes.

    This was a different kind of trap. I wouldn’t be able to channel the power of death or concentrate magic to get out of this.

    Because to get out of this, I would have to figure out why my heart didn’t want to let me free.

    Finally, I pulled myself out of my reverie, and I started to wash up. I walked over to the sink and stared at myself. My face looked clean. I’d changed disguises, remember? The real mud and dirt were still on Monique’s cheeks.

    But while my disguise spell hid the mud on my body, I’d forgotten to clean my clothes. As my gaze swept along them, they looked as if they’d been through hell.
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