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Magic Born Book Three Blurb

    
        

Another demon - another rung on the ladder to Hell. With every day, Monique's pulled further into this world of lies, deceit, power, and play.

She might have jumped two levels of magic, but all power comes at a cost. The Elites - and their demons - aren't done playing with her yet. And this time? They'll send two demons.

....

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

    Though all I wanted to do was remain there, crumpled on the ground in front of the factory, I knew I couldn’t.

    Someone would come looking for Susan. Maybe Melissa, maybe Stanford, maybe someone else. Maybe it could even be Winston. The point was, it was a risk.

    So I dragged myself up. I felt even heavier than I ever had in my life. It was like someone had attached weights to every single one of my muscles. Weights that wanted to drag me right down to Hell. And considering I’d pretty much just been there, it was fresh in my mind.

    The scent of Susan’s body being burned up felt as if it was cooked into my nostrils. The feel of Astaroth’s dark arms around my back trying to pull me in…. All of it was right here in my body. All of it. Here. All of it here forever.

    I collapsed my arms around my middle and pushed up.

    Though it didn’t feel as if I had a functioning brain anymore, enough of my common sense remained to recognize that I couldn’t simply stagger out around the side of the factory. I’d been transported here; I hadn’t come by foot. Even though my mind felt as if it had been put through a blender, I remembered that before leaving yesterday, Winston had turned every magical security camera protecting this place back on. If I was stupid enough to wander around the side of the factory back toward the road, I would be discovered.

    This factory abutted onto another factory on its eastern side. On its southern side, it led to an old set of train tracks.

    I shifted toward them. I had to scale a fence to get to them, but that didn’t matter. Though I felt drained – as dry as the goddamn Sahara – I could still connect with enough of my silver charm to conduct magic.

    There was some kind of magical radar alarm set around the train tracks – a few hundred meters left and right, obviously to ensure no one would be able to access the factories from behind.

    I paused as I wondered how much magic I could scrounge up to overcome the radar. I could barely find a single spark. If I wanted to head home this way, I’d have to be creative.

    Not with magic – with my mortal skills.

    But it wouldn’t be easy; I was still in the same dress suit Winston had bought me.

    The first thing I needed to do was change out of it. If there was any recorded footage of me in it, people would be able to track me back to Carrie Janeway.

    At that thought, I shuddered. I was forgetting something, wasn’t I? Melissa had taken me here. Sure, maybe, somehow, Susan hadn’t shared her plan with anyone else. But Melissa knew I was here.

    My clothes were one thing; a real live witness connecting me to this place another.

    “You’re not thinking this through,” I said to myself, every word bitter. “There’s no way to escape.”

    As soon as the words were out, I shoved them away with all my might, forcing myself not to accept them. You see, there’s always a way to escape. You just have to be more creative and more determined than your opponents. And if there was anything I’d learned back during that fight with Susan and Astaroth, it was that I could take myself to a level no one else could.

    I made it halfway up the fence. I paused, hands gripping each loop of the thick, thankfully reinforced wire. How my fingers could find the strength to hold my body up, I didn’t know. Every time I went to blink, I thought I’d fall asleep.

    I pressed my face against the cold metal. “What the hell do I do?” I asked as great welting tears slid down my cheeks.

    Even if I made it back to the city, what then? Wouldn’t Winston be looking for me?

    The gig was up. I’d have to go back into hiding. I’d have to—

    I heard somebody behind me.

    There was a creak. It sounded like a door opening. But it wasn’t the factory door. It sounded like a much smaller door – something like a trapdoor or a small opening into a basement.

    I jerked my head to the side, eyes narrowing as I stared behind me.

    I watched in horror as something appeared in the ground, just in front of the factory.

    It was door zero. It wasn’t upright and was rather lodged horizontally in the chipped concrete.

    I had a moment to re-grip the fence as my fingers slicked with sweat. Then the door was thrust open.

    Out climbed Melissa.

    I didn’t move. I was close to the top of the fence, my head twisted all the way around, my hair a mess, my clothes barely recognizable. But that wouldn’t matter. Melissa would know me.

    At first, she stared toward the open doors of the factory, and I could see from the side of her face how damn surprised she was at the fact the factory was a) back, and b) open for everyone to see.

    Just when I thought she’d walk in without seeing me, slowly she turned, the muscles of her neck like ropes.

    As soon as she saw me, she didn’t say anything. She moved. She snapped toward me, spreading her fingers wide.

    I didn’t have any magic to give. Goddammit, I was dry.

    So I did the only thing I could, and leaped to the side, somehow finding the purchase on the fence to push myself up and to the left. It was just in time. Melissa’s bolt of magic slammed into the wire, instantly sizzling through it, the scent of metal so damn awful, it felt as if that had been my bones burning instead.

    “What the hell?” Melissa spat again.

    I felt as a much greater charge of magic built in her hand.

    I wouldn’t be able to dodge this time. I used what little magic I still had to form the smallest of protective barriers between my shoulders. I dug deep, commanding my foundation charm to give me whatever it had left.

    Melissa’s blast struck the small of my back, and I was thrown backward. I fell 10 meters and struck the concrete so hard, and with so much magic discharging over my back, I cracked a meter section. Stars exploded behind my eyes. My mouth filled with the unmistakable taste of iron, and blackness started to swarm the edges of my vision.

    I heard the click of Melissa’s heels as she stalked up to me. I watched, practically dead-eyed, as she spread a hand above my face. Her fingers were as taut as they could be, pulled until I thought the webbing would crack. “How the hell did you get out? What the hell is happening here?” she spat as she spun her head back in the direction of the open factory. “Where’s Susan? Where’s Astaroth?”

    I didn’t answer. It wasn’t because I couldn’t. Despite the fact it felt as if I was seconds from being dragged into unconsciousness, I could still control my voice. Instead, I controlled my lips. I curled them up into a smile. It didn’t dig deep into my mouth, but what it lacked in muscular force, it made up for in quiet poignancy.

    “What the hell does that smile mean?” Her voice dropped low and deep, shaking through her as she got down to her knees.

    Her fingers were already close to my face, but now she settled them only half a centimeter above my brow. So much magic was pulsing off her, I could feel my forehead starting to singe.

    “You will answer me, or I will—”

    “Try to kill me?” I finished for her. Damn was my voice weak. But again, what it lacked in strength, it made up for in almost deathly quiet force.

    Melissa’s eyes widened, her eyebrows kinking up.

    She turned back toward the factory. “Susan? Susan? Why did you let this woman free?”

    When no one answered, Melissa turned her vicious attention back to me. She opened her lips.

    “Is this where you tell me that you’re not just going to try to kill me, but you are going to kill me?” The more I spoke, the more I could speak. The more I rhythmically pushed out each syllable, the more I reminded myself of what I’d just survived. If I could kill one of the seven forbidden demons of Hell, if I could live through complete horror, then I could beat a little witch like Melissa. All it would take was time and intelligence.

    “Who the hell are you?” She bared her teeth at me.

    “I’m someone you shouldn’t mess with,” I said, my voice starting to slip down low.

    I didn’t think my control spell was still cast on Melissa. I would have felt it. This close and with her threatening my life, it would have only taken a few charges of magic for me to reignite that hole in her head.

    It was clear it wasn’t there anymore, but as my voice slipped down, pressing into the same register I’d used when I’d locked commands in her psyche, I watched her pale.

    She jerked her head back. “You’re the one who put that hole in my head? Aren’t you?” Her tone was half strength, half total fear.

    And that allowed one side of my lip to kink up. “Yes, I am.”

    At first, it looked as if Melissa didn’t know what to do. She jerked her head back to the factory. She went to scream Susan’s name again, but something stopped her.

    Nervously, she stared down at me, then she went to shove a hand into her pocket.

    I had no strength. But the funny thing about strength is how impending peril can unlock reservoirs you never knew you had. I thought I’d dug deep to dispatch Astaroth. I had. Now it was time to dig deeper. For as Susan went to thrust her hand into her pocket to pull out her phone, I reached forward and snapped my hand over her wrist. I locked it there with the force of handcuffs.

    Her hand was still spread above my face, a lethal magical spell still only a few centimeters above my sweaty brow.

    As I grabbed her hand, I felt a jolt, felt her power surge.

    “Get—” she began, no doubt about to snap at me to get my hand off her.

    I didn’t give her the opportunity.

    “Get your hands off me,” I said instead, letting a blast of air press from my lips on the word me. It was a breath that reminded me I was alive. A breath that reminded me I still had more to give. For in every struggle you remind yourself you exist.

    I shoved into Melissa. No magic – just might. I pivoted with my hips, pushing my foot through her knees, twisting to the side, and forcing her to the left. I rolled on top of her, twisting her wrist to the right before she could discharge that magical spell. She tried, but rather than strike me, it slammed into the concrete by her own head. A cascade of chips blasted up, hailing down around her face, covering it in dust that floated over her mouth and caked her eyes.

    Melissa had a moment to stare up into my eyes fearfully, then she fought back. Unlike me, however, she didn’t just rely on her strength. She didn’t use it at all. She allowed a quick and effective spell to pulse over her body. Then she rammed into me with all the force of a car.

    Rather than try to fight her move, I rolled off her easily, redirecting it, ensuring her force didn’t strike me dead-center.

    I twisted to the side, easily pushing to my feet.

    Melissa punched to her knees. She brought her hands up. She began to ready more magical charges.

    I couldn’t do this all day. I had to find a way of dispatching Melissa. And I had to do it now.

    It wasn’t that I thought I had to get to work in a little under three hours. It was that if Melissa had come here to check on Susan, then presumably someone would come to check on Melissa if she didn’t return in a timely fashion.

    Once more it seemed that time was not on my side.

    I needed to undermine Melissa emotionally to have a chance against her. I already knew from experience that fear was an easy way in when it came to this particular witch.

    So just as she got to her feet, I pushed into a roll, putting a few more meters between us and a few more seconds for me to decide what to do.

    My eyes locked on the factory. About the last thing I wanted to do was head back inside, considering the trauma I’d experienced behind those doors, but it was my only chance.

    I pushed into a sprint, asking my body to give yet more as I locked a hand on the partially open door and swung in.

    I heard Melissa roar behind me. She sounded as if her anger was a gun that had been lodged in her throat.

    She shoved forward. She did not, however, start attacking immediately, allowing deathly magical blasts to slam around the factory. She’d have to be too cautious of it, wouldn’t she?

    With all that magical blood in there, she wouldn’t want to accidentally damage any of the crates. Not that they existed anymore – but she didn’t know that.

    As I rolled into the factory, I quickly darted to my feet and pirouetted to the side, pushing my back up against the wall beside the door.

    Melissa ran in.

    She stopped. She came to a skidding halt, in fact. I could see the side of her face, and I watched as it broke down in total horror.

    Though my fight with Astaroth and Susan had occurred in the hidden back section of the factory, my final attack had destroyed a massive section of it. You could see that half of the false wall had been removed, and any fool would be able to recognize that not a single crate remained behind. That wasn’t to mention the massive blast hole from where I’d destroyed Astaroth.

    Melissa brought up a hand, covering it over her mouth in total confusion. “What—”

    I took my chance.

    And it would be a real gamble.

    I didn’t have more magic to give – not enough to defeat Melissa. But there was something I could try.

    I locked a hand on my foundation charm, yanking it off my chest. I forced the chain to open, and I swung it around in my hand. Using every ounce of speed and strength I had, I shifted behind Melissa, wrapping the chain around her throat, pushing the foundation charm up against the middle of her neck.

    She tried to force her elbow into me. I simply pushed into her, jamming my knee into the center of her back as I forced her forward.

    I couldn’t cast magic, but I could still conduct it. And I tried to now.

    “Take what is hers, pull it through this charm, and allow it to conduct through me. Allow her magic to return to the ground,” I spat.

    It was magical vampirism. Technically possible, theoretically applicable, yet impossible to actually do. You would have to be a witch capable of not just one method of magic, but all four forms to even begin to have a chance of successfully completing the spell. I hadn’t suddenly learned the four magical arts, but I hoped that the foundation charm would make up for that. With the number of spells I’d cast on it, and with the sheer power Aventis had baked into its form, it could give me what I needed now.

    Melissa struggled. She could not, however, break free.

    “Give me her magic – give it to me now,” I swore once more, screaming until my voice pitched off the four walls of the broken factory.

    Light began to bleed out of Melissa. It was forced into the foundation charm until it glowed as brightly as a star in the sky.

    I felt raw power pulse through the chain, vibrating so wildly, I thought I was holding onto a thousand earthquakes. I only just held on. And the only reason I held on was that I did not try to hold on to the magic. I concentrated on my silver charm. I didn’t have to initiate it again. It was within me now. It was always running in the background. Always a part of me.

    I let it convince me that I could conduct magic and that nothing – nothing could stop me.

    Melissa continued to fight, but her force began to ebb.

    Her body became floppy, until the next thing I knew, she fell down to one knee.

    I followed her. I never let go of my foundation charm. I locked my fingers around it so tightly, I could have forced my way through the chain. “Give me what is hers so that I can return it to the ground where all magic belongs,” I spat one last time, my voice shaking with so much force, it was the equivalent of an army taking on the very air.

    Melissa gurgled once. I could see the side of her face, and I watched as slack recognition widened her eyes. She couldn’t speak. But that gaze said it all. I was a witch unlike any she had ever encountered.

    Two seconds later, she lost consciousness.

    I had no intention of throttling her to death, even though I could. When I was sure she wasn’t about to wake, I pulled the foundation charm off her throat.

    An impression of it had been burned into the skin, and the burn crackled with so much magic, I wondered if she would ever be able to hide it, no matter how many enchantments she cast on herself.

    I pushed to my feet. I wobbled so badly, I fell right back down, slamming hard against my patella.

    I didn’t swear or scream. I didn’t even slip a hand down my leg to rub my knee. I just pushed myself up. And this time, I told myself I would stand.

    So I did.

    My foundation charm was still in my hand. It was still vibrating with the last dregs of Melissa’s power. It pulsed into me as its glow ebbed. I did not hold on to a scrap of that force. I let it conduct through my body, discharging into the ground as I took several steps forward.

    I closed my eyes. One battle after another, it seemed like this war would never end.

    I opened my eyes. I stared at the destruction I’d wrought on this factory, then swiveled my eyes down and stared at Melissa.

    I had to stop myself. This war could end – but it had just started. And I had successfully dispatched two of the enemy’s demons. Only five more to go, right?

    Shaking, but ignoring it, I locked the foundation charm around my neck, re-engaging the clasp.

    I pressed it there, holding it against my sternum, hoping it remembered that this was where it belonged.

    I went to walk away from Melissa. I stopped. I had to figure out how much she knew. I probably shouldn’t have taken my attack to the point of knocking her out. Now I would have to wait until she woke up. I wouldn’t be able to wait here, though. I needed to take her somewhere safe.

    Just as I concluded that, just as I locked an arm around her chest to drag her backward, I swore I heard the sound of two cars skidding to a stop outside on the street beyond. How that noise penetrated the thick walls of the factory, I didn’t know. It was probably my intuition reaching out, filling the hole my dried-up magic had left.

    “Dammit,” I spat. As much as I wanted to take Melissa with me, I couldn’t afford to.

    I also couldn’t afford to leave her alone. She could identify me.

    As dangerous as it was, with only seconds left, I dug as deep as I goddamn could, shoving down to a knee and cramming a hand over her head. I knew the hole in Melissa’s head wasn’t there anymore, but all I needed was a single damn trace of where it had been. “Come on,” I spat, sweat beading down my brow.

    There, I found it.

    With seconds to spare, I used the few charges of magic I could scrounge to force a spell into her mind. It wouldn’t reopen the hole I’d carved there, but it would wipe her memory of the last few days. That should be enough to ensure she didn’t remember me.

    I shoved toward the open doors of the factory. I glanced at the tall fence that would lead back to the railroad tracks. I didn’t have time to scale it.

    There was only one other option. I thrust around the side of the factory, just reaching the back and throwing myself behind as I heard footsteps around the opposite side. Footsteps, and a single voice.

    My heart wanted it to be Winston. Heck, my soul wanted him right now, too.

    It wasn’t him.

    It sure was a Fairbrother, though.

    “Where the hell is Melissa? Where the hell is Susan? I haven’t heard from either of them.” The low, violent tones of none other than Stanford echoed out.

    “They said they’d found a potential target. They were going to feed it to Astaroth,” someone said, voice hurried.

    “Who? Do you have any idea who their target was?” Stanford began. He stopped. I guessed from the sound of his footsteps that he’d just made it inside the factory.

    I drank in his silence. My whole body vibrated with it. I wanted to see his face – damn did I want to see his expression. I wanted to take a photo of it, blow it up, and put it above my fireplace.

    I wanted to own the fact that right now Stanford Fairbrother had been defeated. Not forever. But at least he’d lost one battle.

    As I pressed my body against the back of the factory, ensuring I didn’t make any sound, but thankful for the support as I allowed my muscles a moment’s rest, a small smile crept across my lips.

    It took Stanford five whole seconds to speak. “What the hell is going on here?” he demanded, his voice choked. So much anger flooded through it, it sounded like flames were spluttering from his lips. But at the same time, that anger was tinged with a note of total desperation.

    I heard the sound of quick footsteps as no doubt the man who was with Stanford skidded down to his knees to check on Melissa. Then more footsteps as he presumably checked the destruction behind the false wall. There was rapid breathing. “All of the crates are gone.”

    “What do you mean they’re gone? Who’s removed them—”

    I thought I heard the sound of someone quickly shaking their head. I probably couldn’t. I was probably making it up. But in my mind’s eye, I swore I could see just how defeated Stanford and his friend would be. I swore I could feel Stanford’s fear, swore I could practically hold his trembling heart and sweat-slicked brow.

    “The blood hasn’t been stolen,” the other man said, his voice staccato as if he were pushing each word out only when he had the breath to try.

    “Then what has happened to it?” Stanford asked, tone blank. He hadn’t overcome his anger. It was almost as if he’d turned into a disassociated robot.

    “It’s been destroyed.”

    There was a lengthy pause. “Those crates were sealed magical crates. It took a contingent of seven Old Guard practitioners to create each one. What the hell do you mean that they’ve been destroyed?”

    “Someone has defeated Astaroth,” the other man said. With every new revelation, his voice became quieter as if each new truth was crushing his throat.

    “How?” Stanford asked. His voice was now so faint, I could only just pick it up.

    “I don’t know.”

    “Find out. And find out who did this to Melissa. Find out who the hell Susan and Melissa were tracking. Find out now.” With that, I heard Stanford turn.

    I heard him walk out of the factory. He paused. So did I. I froze on the spot as if somebody had injected a coagulant into my veins.

    I swore I heard his joints creaking, swore I felt his desire to shift around the side of the factory.

    I brought a hand up and curled it into a fist, settling it against the wall behind me. And I waited. With every beat of my heart, with every bated breath.

    One second later, finally Stanford turned away. He marched around the side of the factory, returned to his car, and drove off.

    I closed my eyes. I’d been saved again. My luck had held out, and Susan and Melissa hadn’t told anyone who they’d brought here. Maybe that would buy me another day. And that would be another day I would use. For I had not come this far, lost this much, and learned this much to give up now.

  
    Chapter 2

    By the time I gathered the magic to transport home, it felt like I was going to die.

    I shifted over to the kitchen sink and poured a glass of water, or at least tried to. I hit the sink as I remembered I hadn’t hooked up the plumbing yet.

    I balled a hand into a fist and hit the sink again. I pressed my face against the cool metal and closed my eyes. I wanted to fall asleep right here. I stopped myself.

    “You’re not that tired. There’s always more you can give,” I said, believing every word as I dragged my tired body up. I walked over to my lounge, intending to sit in my old threadbare chair and fall asleep. I stopped. I turned around and stared at Winston’s voodoo doll. It hadn’t moved.

    I shifted over to it. No one else would be able to push a hand beyond my protective spell. Just me. And for some strange damn reason I now chose to do that. I pushed a hand forward. I hesitated, several fingers hooked up into half a fist until I finally flattened them out as I pressed my hand against the doll’s head. I let my fingers drag down it. I didn’t know why. It wasn’t that I was attempting to detect if there was excess magic. There wasn’t. There couldn’t be; this voodoo doll would not be able to conduct, cast, or gather magic whilst it was inside my spell. So there was no point to this. But if there was no point, why did I do it twice? Why did I allow my fingers to once more drag down the side of Winston’s head as if he was here with me, and as if – insanely – that move would somehow calm me?

    “Just get some sleep,” I pleaded with myself. “When you wake, you can figure out your next move.”

    Next move? What the hell could my next move be? I couldn’t go back to Winston – that much was clear. It didn’t matter that Stanford didn’t know Susan and Melissa had targeted Carrie Janeway. What mattered was that Winston had been looking for me for the whole day. I would have no way of devising an excuse good enough and believable enough to put him off the scent.

    “Damn this all to hell – I just want to rest,” I said as I flattened a hand against my brow, ground my palm and fingers over my forehead and temple, and finally closed my eyes.

    I slipped into a restless sleep. A sleep full of fractured dreams. For a witch who was not meant to dream, in those few short hours as I rested in my chair, I dispelled that myth. For dreams assaulted my consciousness like bullets trying to tear through my body. I saw Susan’s face, still and locked with fear. I saw Melissa struggling against me. I saw Baal, I saw Astaroth. I watched them as their twisted black lips opened to warn me.

    One day I would pay my price.

    If I became a force of nature, I would lose my mind and become instinct alone.

    
      Instinct alone….
    

    My dreams degenerated until I felt myself being tied to a chair. Until I felt myself returning to the basement of Vendex Academy. I felt it – the ropes around me. Felt it – the cannula in my neck. Felt it – the blood draining from my veins. I felt it all. In perfect crystal-clear clarity.

    But this time, I didn’t dig deep and find a way to break myself free. I didn’t use the last scrap of magic to remove the binds locking me against the chair – nor did I push a weakened hand up to my neck and rip the cannula from it. This time, I remained there as if history had rewritten itself.
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