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Magic Born Book Two Blurb

    
        

Monique's killed a demon. It won't be her last. As she's drawn further into the complex quagmire of Winston's world, she's plunged into danger.

When one of the most vicious Elites locks onto her as a target, Monique will need to keep her head straight to survive. She'll have to dig deep. But in digging deep, she'll need to prepare herself for what lies beneath.

....

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 Two today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Chapter 1

    Lilly Woods was alive. I knew that, because I was looking at her.

    With a coffee cup in my hand, and a map in the other, I was leaning against an old, beaten-up pickup truck as I casually glanced down the street.

    Only one hundred meters away was Lilly Woods. I’d gotten my hands on an old Vendex Academy yearbook, pulled out the picture of her, and magically taped it onto the map I was holding.

    There was no doubt that the Lilly in the book was the very same Lilly who was walking down the street, her hands casually pressed into the pockets of her pants, a smile pressed over her lips.

    She looked happy and carefree. I’d found out she was a feeling witch, and it was harder for that category of practitioner to hide their emotions, so I could only conclude one thing. Not only had Lilly survived her ordeal, she felt safe and free.

    “Who the hell saved you?” I muttered under my breath, sure not just to stop my voice from carrying, but certain that even if someone was close by, they wouldn’t be able to read my lips.

    There was no one to answer my question, and I was too smart to go out to Lilly herself and pose it to the very witch I’d busted a gut to save. See, even from here I could sense she was now covered in protection charms. Not every-day charms you’d learn at the Academy – expensive, powerful stuff. The kind of magic that would make a full demon of Hell think twice before attacking her, let alone the Elites.

    Which told me two things. Not only had someone else saved Lilly right from under my eyes – they possessed the kind of power to keep her safe permanently.

    I shook my head, brought my coffee cup up, pressed it against my lips, breathed in its heat, and took a sip.

    All the while, I didn’t take my eyes off her until she was out of sight.

    I felt something scratch along my wrist. It was the countdown charm I’d cast there. Glancing past my coffee cup, I realized I had to head out now if I wanted to get to work.

    … Yeah, that’s right, get to work. When Winston had employed me, it had been a Friday. I’d had two days off, not just to think about what happened to Lilly, but to reevaluate my position.

    I’d assumed that by going against the Elites and saving Lilly, I would have gone against Winston, too. No – I hadn’t assumed that; I’d wanted it.

    But that hadn’t happened. I’d seen Winston at the charity function, sure, but I hadn’t fought him. Nor had I blasted apart the Elites.

    If anything, I’d run my hardest just to stay still.

    The Fairbrothers were still swallowing up the magical community, and the Elites were still undermining its foundations from beneath. On the face of it, nothing had changed.

    Just before that thought could descend through my chest, sinking through me like a stone, I flicked my gaze back to where Lilly had been. Something had changed. I might not have saved Lilly’s life, but I’d defeated Baal, rendering a significant blow to the Elites.

    I couldn’t allow myself to forget that.

    Nor could I allow myself to forget one other thing. The words Baal had told me before he’d disappeared.

    
      All transformation magic comes with a price. And one day, I would pay mine.
    

    Yeah, well it wouldn’t be today.

    I turned around smoothly, finished off my coffee in one long sip, and threw the empty cup into an overfilled trashcan by a lamppost.

    I walked up to the lamppost, cast my gaze over my shoulder, ascertained no one was around, then pushed a hand out. I traced a finger over an existing pattern I’d drawn with my nail when I’d arrived here. Instantly, it reignited a transport spell. Within seconds, it swallowed me whole.

    Once upon a time, I wouldn’t have imagined using transport spells unless absolutely necessary. Once upon a time, I’d been careful with my magic. But times, they were changing.

  
    Chapter 2

    I made it back home. I had to change not just my clothes, but my face. Without walking over to the mirror in my room, I brought up a hand, ground the base of my palm against my forehead, then let my fingers slip down my features. It felt like pulling off one mask only to put on another, for in nothing more than a few tingling seconds, I became Carrie Janeway again.

    I didn’t even bother to check my reflection to ensure the spell had taken hold in full. Once upon a time, I’d been over-paranoid about checking and rechecking my spells. Now? I flowed with them.

    I walked up to the kitchen table, reaching over to the neatly folded clothes Winston had bought me. Before I could shudder at how sappy it was, I found myself patting them again, as if they were the most precious things I’d ever owned. They were only fabric, for God’s sake. Sure, they were expensive, but what was money to a witch? More than that, what was money to a materials witch who’d learned how to transform?

    A shiver raced down my back at that, and my fingers naturally tightened as I secured them around my skirt.

    There was no one to tell about what I’d managed on Friday. There was no one to brag to, no one to even lean on. Though I hadn’t exactly wanted company over the past three years, as I felt a certain pang in my chest, something told me I wanted it now.

    As I started to dress, at that thought, my gaze was inexorably drawn to my kitchen table. The voodoo doll was still there, protected by my lead spell. I’d added other spells, so much so that I was sure that even if someone broke into my house, they would not be able to remove that voodoo doll. They wouldn’t even be able to see it. Whoever’s heart I was protecting would be walled off from all danger, no matter how great.

    Something about that made me smile, and I pushed away my own problems. Maybe I couldn’t save myself, ha? At least I could save someone else.

    “Maybe that proves you have a heart, after all,” I found myself muttering as I finished dressing. I might not have bothered to check the quality of my disguise spell, but once I was done putting on my outfit, I half-ran to my broken mirror and spent the next minute checking myself out from every side.

    I looked good. Though, to be honest, it wasn’t my figure that I cared about. As I brought up a hand and ran it down the fabric again, I realized it was the clothes that mattered. And maybe if I was being terribly honest with myself, it was the man who’d bought them for me. Did that mean I was going soft around Winston? Did that mean for a second that I’d forgotten who he was and what he represented?

    “God no,” I spat, teeth clenching hard as I pushed those words out. I’d thought about nothing but him over the weekend.

    The reason I was taking so much time to appreciate these clothes, I told myself firmly, was they were evidence of how far I’d come. Winston had no clue who I was. I’d duped him. I’d duped his brother. And this week, I would continue to fool them. Maybe it would be smarter not to return to Capital Publishing. Okay, definitely it would be smarter not to return to Capital Publishing. But if there was anything my last adventure had taught me, it was that I was beyond mere common sense now. The only way to win against the Elites was by being prepared to risk more than them.

    As I shot my reflection one last longing look, I turned sharply on my heel and strode out of my house. I cast that voodoo doll one last long glance. I brought up a hand, patted my chest, and forced a smile. “Who knows, maybe by keeping your heart safe, I’ll keep mine safe, too. Have a good day, Mister Doll.” With that, I waved and walked out.

    I had a busy day to get to. Screw what Winston wanted me to do. It was time for me to find out exactly who that voodoo doll represented, and why Stanford and the Elites wanted it so badly.

    Beyond that, it was time for me to do what I’d failed to do on Friday.

    I still knew the Fairbrother family spell. And I had every intention of using it.

    The question would be, which door would I open first?

  
    Chapter 3

    When I got to work, exiting from the elevator out onto the penthouse level, it was to the sight of someone waiting for me. My stomach didn’t have a chance to kick, telling me it was Winston. Because as soon as I shifted out of the elevators, Harvey cleared his throat. He shoved off the wall where he’d been waiting and shifted toward me, a specific look on his face.

    “Is this where you fire me while the boss isn’t looking?” I said, not thinking it through.

    I wasn’t suited to work, after all. I was not the kind of woman who usually held my tongue. I’d played meek and nice on Friday, but it would take me a while to get back into the swing of things.

    Harvey let out a flat laugh. “You have a lot more pluck than I thought you did. No, this is not when I fire you while the boss isn’t looking. Winston wouldn’t be too pleased.”

    “What exactly is this, then?”

    “This is where I let you know what your job really is.”

    “I thought Winston did that on Friday?”

    Harvey gave a specific laugh. I wouldn’t say it was exactly long-suffering, so much as blunt and to-the-point. “This is no ordinary PA job. Because Winston is no ordinary man.” His voice hit a specific note.

    My stomach had been ready to kick when it had foolishly convinced me into thinking it was Winston who’d been waiting for me. Now it twisted, all at that promise. Winston was no ordinary man, ha? I knew that. Apparently my body knew it, too, as that specific kick ran up my chest and seemed to climb up my throat. It didn’t feel as if it was about to strangle me so much as play strangely around my lips as if someone had just brushed a ghostly hand over them.

    “Winston is a Fairbrother,” Harvey said plainly.

    If there was one thing I’d taught myself last Friday, it was not to act viscerally to that word. I managed to smooth a confused look over my face, one lip kinking into a frown. “You think I forgot his last name over the weekend? I was unemployed,” I stressed that, “not because—”

    “I don’t care about that. I know you’re not stupid. You proved your worth when you got out of Fairbrother Manor alive. And that in turn proves you might actually have a chance of lasting more than a week, unlike the last one.”

    Though Harvey seemed to jump around in conversation, never explaining one thing before moving onto his next point, I realized he was talking about Winston’s previous PA.

    “Is this where you tell me that the Fairbrothers are an exceedingly complicated family, and that 50 percent – no, one hundred percent – of this job is going to be managing those complications?”

    Harvey shot me an impressed look. “You’re a lot smarter than you seem.”

    “I guess that’s what happens when you hire somebody based on their skills and not how long their legs are,” I said pointedly.

    Harvey shot me a smile that was halfway toward a snarl. “I already told you, I was simply enforcing a hiring directive that came from further up.”

    “Doesn’t really matter where it came from. It is still sexist bullshit.”

    “You got the job, didn’t you?”

    I hadn’t known Harvey for long, but I certainly didn’t like the guy. Maybe I showed that a little too much as I crossed my arms defensively.

    This caused him to snort with laughter. “You didn’t get hired based on your skills, Carrie – you failed to give us a CV, remember?” he said pointedly. “You got hired because Winston felt sorry for you.”

    We were conversing not too far away from the main elevator. We’d both gotten to work early, and there was no one around.

    Or so we thought.

    Someone cleared their throat from behind us.

    Harvey’s face paled, his cheeks twitching as he winced. “That you, boss?”

    “Yes, indeed it is. I thought I might come to my own defense, considering this conversation is about me. And I thought I might point out that I didn’t hire Carrie based on the fact I felt sorry for her.”

    My stomach finally did it. It somersaulted, turning around like a whirling dervish. All because Winston was there, only a few meters away. I wanted to lie to myself, wanted to tell myself that the reason my stomach felt as if it was on a roller coaster was that Winston was my prime target, and now he was here, I could start investigating him again. But that was a big fat lie.

    Because the reaction my body gave was too intense.

    At least I managed to control my expression as I turned and nodded at Winston. “Good morning, Winston,” I said.

    Harvey stiffened slightly.

    Winston brought up a broad hand in a stopping motion. “I asked her to call me Winston rather than sir. And I was relatively certain I asked you to be nice to her.”

    Harvey rolled his tongue around his teeth. “I was simply trying to show her the ropes.”

    “He was trying to warn me about your family,” I said. I didn’t like playing tattle, but I was certain it was going to come out anyway. “But I don’t need any warning.”

    I’d been pretty forthright until now, and maybe I was getting ahead of myself, because Harvey and Winston shot each other a specific look.

    “Do you have a problem with the Fairbrothers?” Harvey asked, his tone changing completely. He might have seemed like the kind of idiot general manager to put his foot in his mouth earlier, but over the course of a few seconds, he changed until he took on the demeanor of the most ruthless prosecutor in the world.

    I just stopped myself from flushing slightly. I shook my head. “I just have a functioning set of eyes. I can read the papers.”

    “Not everything they say is true,” Winston said, tone guarded.

    “And not everything they say is a lie, either,” I shot back. If I allowed myself to continue like this, I’d probably get myself fired. So just before I could add anything further, I pressed a smile over my lips. “I’m not casting aspersions here. I’m merely stating the obvious. The Fairbrother clan is massive, owns most of the city, and has its hands in many pies. Coordinating between this section of the company and every other section is going to be complicated – of course it is. It’s gonna be even more complicated, considering that most of the time, you’ll be doing business with your own family.”

    “Are you accusing us of nepotism?” Winston asked, again his tone completely guarded. His expression was, too. His confused hazel eyes gave nothing away.

    I looked at him, not flinching. “Your words, not mine. Plus, this is a family-run business. It’s not listed on the stock exchange. You can run it however you choose to.”

    “If you are accusing Fairbrother Group—” Harvey began, that prosecutor tone back. He looked as if he was about to call security on me.

    I snorted lightly. “I’m not accusing anyone of anything. I’m stating the damn obvious. If your excuse for only hiring models and breaching workplace hiring laws is because it’s a directive that came from further up, I think that’s all we need to know to appreciate this family’s complicated.” As I said this family’s complicated, I looked right at Winston.

    I couldn’t control myself. Dammit, I’d come here this morning knowing that I just needed a little more time to investigate this building and gather more information on the Fairbrothers. I’d come here specifically looking for a door to use the Fairbrother family spell on, and here I was blasting apart my chances like a tank taking down a city.

    Harvey looked ropable. Winston? His blank expression still hadn’t cracked. It was like someone had crafted him a mask, and no matter what happened, no matter what I did to him, that mask wouldn’t crack.

    Just as Harvey opened his mouth, presumably to call the police, Winston let out a chuckle. He brought his hand up, brushed his broad thumb over his chin, hooked his fingers against his cheek, and smiled wider. “See, Harvey, I told you she is perfect.”

    Harvey had obviously misread his boss, and I watched as the manager’s expression crumpled. “What are you talking about?”

    “She can stand on her own two feet and doesn’t back down. Now, Carrie, I assume you had a good weekend?”

    Like a wave destroying everything in its path, Winston simply swept away the heated conversation as if it had never been.

    I gave a surprised blink then shrugged. “Yeah, I got a lot done.”

    “Excellent. Are you ready for our first meeting?”

    “Sure. Where is it?”

    “My family,” he seemed to say the word family with as much precision as he could, almost as if he were outlining it in the air, and critically, as if he was distancing himself from it at the same time, “are thinking of acquiring a new holding down on St. Mary’s peer.”

    I didn’t have to search my memory to realize exactly where that was. “That’s smack bang in the industrial sector. It’s not really in keeping with your usual holdings.”

    Winston smiled. “I see you’ve brushed up on the Fairbrother Group. Well done. You’re also right. My family tends to… go for glitzier buildings. Still, father wants this particular section of land, so does brother.”

    My gaze sharpened. I thought I hid it, but Winston was looking at me so clearly that I couldn’t deny his eyes narrowed ever so slightly.

    I cleared my throat, quickly searching for something to say to distract him. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m happy to go wherever you do, but why exactly would they need you to seal this deal? If it’s just a property acquisition, surely you should leave it to the family lawyers?”

    “Some business must be dealt with within the family’s four walls,” he said, the comment quiet but firm. He didn’t bother to explain it, and he just nodded once at Harvey, obviously indicating that the conversation was over. “Get Stanley to prepare a car. Carrie,” he switched his attention to me, “I take it that you’ve set your phone up.”

    I brought a hand up and scratched my neck. To be honest, I left it on my desk when I got back from Fairbrother Manor. If it was up to me, it would stay there for good. The last thing I wanted to do was carry around a Fairbrother phone. Who knew what kind of magical tracking charms would be embedded within it?

    “It’s still on her desk,” Harvey growled.

    Winston didn’t seem bothered. “Then set it up for her while we’re gone. Carrie,” he looked right at me – I mean right at me as if he were the kind of man who would never miss a beat, “are you ready?”

    For some reason, I got the impression his question went beyond his mere words. I got the impression he wanted to know if I was ready for more – more complication, more intrigue, and more of the Fairbrothers. The answer? I’d face anything to win.

  
    Chapter 4

    It didn’t take long to get a car. This time, for whatever reason, we didn’t use Winston’s beaten up SUV. Instead, it was a limousine, and it was about as expensive as they came.

    Once we were seated in the back together, rather than talk to me, Winston brought up his phone and began texting someone.

    We descended into silence.

    I expected it to be sharp and uncomfortable. The kind of silence that would bring into refrain once more who Winston was.

    Problem was, it wasn’t uncomfortable. It was easy, as if we’d known each other for years.

    The drive, though not particularly long, gave me all the time I needed to come up with a plan.

    Once we were back at Capital Publishing, I was going to head to the thirteenth floor. Right back to where door zero had been, in fact. Then I was going to cast the Fairbrother family charm just to see what would happen.

    I’d brushed up on family charms ever since learning about them. They left no trace in their environment. If you cast the charm and there was nothing nearby that could react to it, no one would know what you’d done.

    “Deep in thought, Carrie?” Winston asked as we pulled up to the right section of the docks.

    I wasn’t expecting it, and I jolted a little.

    “Sorry for breaking you out of your reverie. We’re here, though.”

    He opened his door and clambered out.

    I opened my door well before he could shift around the car to open it for me. It wasn’t just that I wanted to prove I could stand on my own two legs. It was that as soon as Winston opened his door, I felt magic brewing.

    It didn’t seem to come from a specific spell, but was rather embedded in this dockside as if strong magic had been practiced here for years.

    Winston flattened down his tie, finished texting whoever he’d been texting, shoved his phone into his pocket, and shared some quiet words with the driver.

    All too soon, I felt Winston fall into step behind me as I began walking down the dockside. I had no clue where I was going, and honestly, I didn’t care. I was being drawn on by the shifting magical eddies.

    They were confusing and messy. It felt not just as if magic had been cast here for the past however many years – but as if it had been laid over the top of each other as if someone had been painting over and over the same wall.

    “You haven’t even asked why we want this section of land,” Winston muttered, finally drawing alongside me, sliding his gaze over my face.

    “I imagine it’s strategic. It’s close to the river, and though it’s currently in the industrial sector, downtown is sprawling. Maybe it won’t reach this area for another 20 years, but when it does, your property prices will quadruple.”

    Winston smiled. He didn’t bother to point out yet again that I was the perfect PA. He simply nodded forward, indicating the open doors to the warehouse. “The real estate agent just contacted saying she’ll be half an hour late. Do you want to explore while we wait? I’ll have some documents to look over, and there will be nothing for you to do.”

    Did I want to explore? You goddamn bet you I wanted to explore. My back was itching with nerves, and all I wanted to do was get out there and figure out precisely what this site had been used for.

    I contained my enthusiasm, of course, settling for a shrug. “Sure. I’ll be back in half an hour.”

    Winston’s eyes were on me. “Take your time.”

    With a wave, I shifted away, clutching my hands behind my back as I walked up to the very edge of the dock. There was a large concrete bar that separated the pavement from the dock, presumably to stop any stupid drivers from accidentally driving over into the water.

    Lithely, I jumped up onto it, tilted my head down, and stared at the lapping waters. They were dark and polluted, like everything else in Vanguard City.

    But these waters weren’t just polluted with industrial runoff from the various metal smelters further up the river. Hell no. I locked my gaze on the muddy water, and my stomach clenched as a specific tingle raced down my back.

    Instantly, I sensed magic. Years old, it felt as if barrels of it had been dumped into the water like toxic waste off the back of a trash barge.

    Magic wasn’t like an ordinary pollutant. It wouldn’t kill surrounding marine life and show up on water quality tests, for one. What it would do, however, was leach into the environment, having unintended, often random consequences. Usually, if it had access to the ground, however, over a very short period of time, it would sink away into the earth, returning to the very force that had created it in the first place.

    For the magic pollution to be this strong, it had to be fresh. As my spine tingled, racing nerves darting up and down my back, it felt as if the magic had been dumped into the river only this morning.

    Winston had already walked in through the open doors of the warehouse, so there was no one to watch me as I got down on my knees and got as close to the water as I could.

    “What the hell?” I muttered. I stopped just short of throwing all caution to the wind and throwing myself into the polluted waters. I settled for bringing a hand up, apparently to neaten my blouse, and brushing my fingers over my foundation charm instead. “Remember this. Take an imprint. Allow this magic to seep in for later.” Once my spell was done, I pushed up. Still frowning, I started to walk along the dock. If Winston had still been in sight, he would have wondered what the hell I was doing.

    I wasn’t an idiot. I kept an ear and an eye out, ensuring no one was around. Winston was one thing, obviously, but if an ordinary human saw me acting shiftily along the dock, they could call the cops.

    The last thing I needed to do was draw anyone’s attention, so I shoved my hands behind me, interlacing my fingers as I forced myself to stare at my surroundings as if I was just a tourist interested in the view.

    The first thing I noticed was that this warehouse seemed to be out on its own. There were other industrial properties nearby, but they seemed newer, and critically, still in use.

    As I cast my gaze over the chipped concrete in front of me then up the sides of the old warehouse, it looked as if it hadn’t been used in decades, not just years.

    A deeper frown cut its way across my lips as I drew up a hand and locked it over my mouth.

    Still shifting along the dock, I finally made it around to the back of the warehouse.
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