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      Blurb

      

      
        Would you marry someone just to stay alive? Emma has to. When she finds out she's a rare witch with uncontrollable powers, she must wed the most powerful vampire in town - Balthazar Heinz.
      

      But this won't be easy. He's already given his heart to another - Rosie. She just so happens to be his mortal enemy, and he has no clue. When Emma becomes Mrs. Heinz, she will inherit the responsibility to protect him no matter what. Regardless of whether he pushes her away. Regardless of whether he calls her crazy. And regardless of what the city thinks.

      Will she be able to claim her powers, her city, and a vampire she must grow to love, though his heart is as cold as ice? Or will Rosie win and break this great family apart once and for all?

      ....

      Midas Touch follows a new witch and the man she's forced to marry as they fight for his family. If you love your urban fantasies with action, raw emotions, and a splash of romance, grab Midas Touch Book One today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.

      Midas Touch is the 4th Your True Vampire series. In a world where vampires know their true love at first sight, love brings trouble. Packed with action, wit, humor, and a dash of romance, you can read them separately, so plunge in today.
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    Chapter 1

    She knew she was dreaming. It didn’t matter. Only one thing did.

    Her husband placed his hands on her shoulders. He leaned in. He locked his lips against hers.

    She felt the one thing she’d been waiting to feel her whole life. That one thing she only ever felt in her dreams that always beckoned her forth to something more.

    His hand slipped down her shoulder. His lips were the most intense things she’d ever felt. She pressed closer against him, her white bridal gloves sliding over his dark blue suit. A gold ring shimmered on her finger.

    Until it didn’t. Until the gold abruptly lost its light and crumbled into dust that slipped into nothingness. Until the chapel behind her, full of their wedding guests, suddenly stopped clapping and became deadly silent.

    Emma pushed onto the tips of her white heels. She needed to get closer to him, needed to take the only opportunity she would ever get. She opened her mouth. But he froze.

    She hadn’t looked up into his eyes until now. She let her gaze jaggedly jerk up to his face. And that’s when she saw the blindfold. The fabric was thick, dark, impenetrable. You could shine a light through it – a powerful torch beam or a thousand candles. No illumination would ever peek through. This was the blindfold of someone who was never to see what was before them.

    “What—” she began.

    Emma heard the clunk of something opening. She turned. On the right side of the room, a large white door unlocked itself. Someone slipped out. She was another bride, dressed in perfect white, every detail of her dress immaculate, her face the most beautiful thing Emma had ever seen.

    She strode over. She grasped up the groom’s hand.

    “No. Wait. What are you doing? No,” Emma tried.

    She tried to grab her husband’s limp fingers, but there was no point. The other bride pulled him back.

    The chapel started cheering again. They’d been deathly quiet when Emma had kissed her husband, like ghouls watching something fated to die rotting in front of them.

    Now their collective joy was unmistakable. With calamitous roars of appreciation, they jumped to their feet, their clapping so wild, she could feel it through the floor.

    She jerked forward desperately. She tried to grab her husband’s hand again. “No. Turn around. Remove your blindfold before it’s too late. Look at me. Please,” she cried, tears slicing down her face, ready to split her tender cheeks in two.

    It didn’t matter. The other bride paused in front of the right door, turned, smiled, and yanked him through.

    Emma reached for him. She did it with her left hand. Though she couldn’t see this, a charge of gold magic abruptly crept across her fingers. It bled through her thick white satin glove. It looked like the first cracks you might see on a brand-new volcano. A glimpse at the power that had always sat beneath.

    “No,” she screamed once more, throwing her hand forward, straining until her shoulder popped, ready to do whatever it would take to get him back. But that would be when the left door to the chapel opened.

    A single hand reached out toward her. A hand that was so cracked through with light, it couldn’t be called flesh anymore. It was magic – pure, fiery magic come to life. And it was hers.

    Emma recognized the fingers, the thumb, the shape of it, the feeling too. It locked around her wrist and yanked her backward.

    She struggled with all her might, her long skirts flying around her trembling legs, the delicate brocade catching the candles that lined the chandelier above. This wasn’t the first time she’d dreamed of this. This wasn’t the first time she’d tried to control the dream before it could get to this stage. If only she could break her own grip and reach him. If only she could finally pull his blindfold back, everything would be okay.

    But she could not fight her own grip, those steely, fiery fingers sinking into her flesh, as strong as a thousand diamonds encased in lead.

    “Get out of here, Emma. Escape while you still can,” she heard her own voice echoing through the door.

    “Let me go. You can’t stop me. Let me—”

    “There’s nowhere to go now but backward. You must go forward until you know what he is.”

    With that eerie statement, Emma was yanked backward out of the dream.

    She felt herself resurfacing into consciousness like a rocket shot from a partially broken chute. It was a jagged experience, making her feel like her head was a volleyball being repeatedly beaten across a net.

    As soon as she woke fully, she shot up out of bed. Her pillow tumbled out from underneath her. It struck the bedside table, yanked the electronic clock off, and even threw her phone across the room.

    Everything clattered down onto the hardwood floor beneath her bed.

    And Emma screamed. This throat-curdling affair, as soon as it tore out of her lips, she was suddenly beset by the shakes.

    She yanked up her left hand.

    It was… normal.

    God. Thank the heavens. It was normal.

    She crumpled forward, grabbing her knees hard and resting her head against them.

    The door opened with a wild jerk, the old hinges creaking. “Emma, Emma? God, you’ve had another dream, right? Just ignore it. We both know the results will come back negative.” Rachel rushed into the room. Emma’s coven sister, she was a lot older than her, a lot smarter, and a lot more even-keeled. She was also a lot more powerful. Or at least that was something Emma might’ve once said. Being a weak, level one witch had been an embarrassment to Emma most of her life. Now she would give anything to go back there.

    “Did you have bad dreams?” Rachel asked as she landed down on the bed, practically throwing herself there as fast as she could. The last of Emma’s cushions tumbled off. That just gave Rachel more room to jerk closer, grab Emma’s shoulder, and lovingly pat it. “It’s okay. Like I said, the results will come back as normal.” She grabbed Emma’s head and locked it against her chest, mussing up her strawberry blond hair with trembling, quick pats. A few of Emma’s curly strands got caught in Rachel’s jagged, dirty nails. She was a garden witch. One of the best. If you needed any herbs in this city, you went to her store. It was a far cry from Emma’s own small business venture. Candles.

    No. They were not the best candles in the city. They were just ordinary magical candles, the likes of which you could get cheaper anywhere else.

    “What did you dream about, anyway?” Rachel asked.

    Emma just lifted her right hand. She almost lifted her left. Because that had been the hand that had been glowing in her dream. But she knew how this curse worked.

    “The Midas Touch?” Rachel hissed, brow contracting in a quick, sharp wince. For a snapped second, she didn’t control her expression and worry infiltrated her darting gaze. Then, once more, she became even-keeled, forcing her lips to curl. You could throw Rachel right down to the pits of hell. She might act a little surprised at first, but all too soon, she’d figure out a way to calm herself and take hold of the situation. Emma, on the other hand, would scream her lungs out and fall into a heap of dust long before the devil even set eyes on her.

    “What happened in the dream?” Rachel asked quietly, a pleasant, reassuring smile crunching her plush lips.

    “… It doesn’t matter. I just… I saw fire under my skin, okay?”

    “Okay,” Rachel said. She couldn’t hide the uncertainty shaking through her tone. She opened her mouth, presumably to tell Emma that the results would come back negative again, but she paused. “Put on your dressing gown. We will go down to breakfast. How does that sound?”

    “Okay,” Emma muttered as she palmed her face, her clammy hand leaving little gleaming lines down her tense brow.

    She managed to pry herself out of bed without falling on her face. She trembled, though. She also stared down at her left hand.

    “Was that the hand that had the Midas Touch in the dream? Maybe that’s a good sign? Everyone knows that the Midas Touch only occurs with your right hand,” Rachel muttered quickly. The rapidity of her voice told Emma she was clutching at hope. Which told Emma that all of Rachel’s promises might be emptier than they seemed.

    But Emma already knew that, didn’t she? That’s why she’d had the test in the first place.

    She grabbed her blue fluffy dressing gown, pulled it over her cold shoulders, yanked the collar high, and tried to chase away the last remnants of the dream. While the hand had been terrifying, it was almost irrelevant compared to the rest of the dream. Why did Emma keep having it? Who was that guy, anyway? Her groom, the man with the hot lips and tender touch, the one who had a blindfold more complete than any veil of impenetrable darkness?

    She shook her head, shoved on her checkered fleece slippers, and got down the stairs. Rachel was a few steps behind her, one wary hand pressed out, a few crackles of magic surrounding the palm, ready to save Emma lest she face-dive down onto the old creaking boards below.

    Emma made it without breaking down – both mentally and physically. She got into the kitchen, pulled up an old chair, and sat with her knees pressed against her chest, her dressing gown rumpling over the chipped chair legs.

    “I’ll make you a cup of tea,” Rachel said. She didn’t bother to grab out a spotted teapot and brew one. She snatched up an old white mug rimmed with coffee stains, poured some water into it, then held her hand flat over the handle. She muttered a quick magical spell, words sharp, lips snapping around with practiced ease. Sparks spilled out, and Emma watched, always impressed at how quick and competent Rachel was at even the most complicated spells. In a few seconds, she brewed a special cup of tea. One that would presumably go some ways to calming Emma’s nerves.

    If indeed anything could.

    She settled it down in front of Emma, and Emma watched the chaotic play of the wispy steam parting like fog in front of her face. It rose up off the tantalizing red brew, and at least it gave her mind something to distract itself with.

    Rachel grabbed a chair and pulled it close, one of the little felt pads under the legs crumpling and falling off. She settled her hand down on the table. “Look… even if… even if the results do come back as positive, it won’t be the end of the world.”

    Emma had been ready to take a sip of her drink. She couldn’t anymore. Her lips squeezed closed, and her hands would no longer work. Fortunately she didn’t drop the steaming mug. It took an age to massage one lip into kinking up and to the left. It would’ve looked like she’d had a stroke. “Positive?”

    “Come on. You won’t be the first witch of our coven to have the Midas Touch.”

    “No. I won’t. But—”

    “It won’t be so bad. I mean, you know what will happen. It… look, it might be kinda nice to marry a vampire, right?”

    Emma jolted to her feet.

    Marry a vampire? That brought up a flash of her dream, and the memory of it catapulted from temple to temple, ready to do as much damage as it dared.

    Emma was not stupid, and no matter how weak she looked right now, underneath it all, she wasn’t innocent.

    She’d been having dreams like that for several months. They, amongst other things, were part of the reason she was getting checked for the Midas Touch.

    And they were the most worrying symptom of all, frankly. A witch is always in tune with her dreams. Her subconscious will know something’s coming long before it actually knocks at her door.

    She walked into the little lounge room just off the kitchen. There was the TV on an old carved English oak dresser, some chiffon curtains covered in cobwebs and dust rumpled up behind it, the early morning sunshine dabbling over the rug and coffee table. Even though it was bright outside, not a single ray managed to reach Emma’s rapidly cold form. She grabbed her dressing gown harder and, with a trembling grip, plucked up the remote beside her. She turned the TV on, her thumb sliding over the button twice before she could press it properly.

    She pretended not to care about their conversation anymore as she collapsed onto the couch, her limbs way too heavy. She knew at some point that she would have to go to work. Before then, she had to calm herself down. There was only one way Emma knew how to do that – bury her head in the sand and pretend nothing was wrong.

    “Emma, come on, don’t be like that. We should… probably have this conversation. I’m not saying you have got the Midas Touch,” Rachel spread her hands wide as she used her long legs to take a step over the back of the couch and slide in next to Emma, the plush red velvet scrunching under her pajamas, “but we probably need to—”

    “What is there to discuss?” Emma clutched her mug as hard as she could. Fortunately she wasn’t that magical. Right now, if she had force, her emotions would be disrupting it. The mug would crack, and the liquid would end up splattered over the walls like a gruesome murder scene.

    She focused on the TV. It was the news, thankfully. It was some innocuous story on a storm front that was meant to come through later that day. But innocuous didn’t last. The next piece was about vampires.

    Emma’s lips twitched.

    Rachel turned around. “Okay, I’m taking it that you don’t want to talk about this anymore, then? You prefer to watch TV?” she asked warily.

    “Yeah,” Emma muttered, fixing her gaze forward, knowing that even if the house exploded and the walls caught fire, she couldn’t make eye contact.

    The news item was about some property acquisition by arguably the richest vampire in town. The most powerful, too. You could ask anyone on the street – hell, you could ask anyone in the country – and they would all tell you who the most powerful vampire of Harbor City was. Balthazar Heinz.

    He was an old-school vampire. By that, she did not mean he was necessarily stuck in the quagmire of ancient vampire traditions. She meant he had it all. Wealth, looks, power, and enough privilege to build a thousand castles.

    He somehow managed to exude all of that as he came on screen.

    Reporters were surrounding him at the foot of one of his new towers. One of them crammed a big boom mic up into his face. “Any words to share about the acquisition of this tower?”

    “The Balthazar Group is planning a museum at this site – something the entire city can share.”

    “Didn’t recent reports suggest that the previous owner might have left magical booby-traps? He was done for fraud, and he might have died in jail, but that doesn’t mean—”

    “If he left anything behind, the Balthazar Group will find it.”

    The way he spoke… it was like he was talking about some army. No, an entire country. It was his group, but he was still the undisputed CEO and everyone knew he made the most important decisions. Yet rather than say I, he hid behind the title of Balthazar Group. Sorry. There was no hiding, was there? Nothing could ever hide a vampire as intense as him. But the feeling that he was somehow so much more than a mere businessman pervaded everything he said. Even most of the reporters looked more awed than when they were in the presence of powerful politicians.

    “Any other important news?” one of the other reporters added cheekily. “There’s been rumors that you will soon make an announcement of your impending engagement to Miss Rose.”

    He’d looked so frigging cold until now. So robotic and automatic, he was like some kind of capitalist machine without a mind and certainly without a heart. But now, there was a flash of a smile. It curled across his lips, and it….

    Emma dropped her tea. It wasn’t a conscious thing. Her hand just stopped working. It was her left hand, and before she could do a thing, it twitched forward toward him.

    “Oh my God, your tea,” Rachel screamed. She snapped close, grabbing the mug before it could upend all over Emma’s lap.

    Thankfully it didn’t burn her. Her dressing gown was too thick. She didn’t even care. Balthazar’s smile… he… almost looked like the guy from her dreams. She’d never been able to identify him before. She’d never thought he was real. She—

    “Emma. Emma?” Rachel said, grabbing Emma by the shoulders and turning her around. She looked into her eyes. “You can’t keep running from this. Okay? I can… try to promise you that you don’t have the Midas Touch, but I don’t even know anymore.”

    That was the slap Emma needed.

    Rachel grabbed up the remote. She turned off the TV. She sighed. She looked down at her lap then up at Emma. “If you do have the Midas Touch, it’s not going to end your life.”

    “No,” Emma said, voice disjointed, heart shaking up into her throat, rattling like a mutinous prisoner that told her it refused to be contained anymore. She could either let it out, or it could break out, doing all the damage it wanted on its way.

    “Even if you have the Midas Touch, all you have to do is marry a vampire. It’s not like it will be a real marriage, and it’s not like anything will be expected of you.”

    Emma turned to her. “I… won’t ever be able to marry someone else, though.”

    Rachel’s shoulders dropped. She still kept her hands on Emma’s, though. She bit her lip. “Yeah, you’re right. You will have to get married to the vamp for life. You know how these things work.… But maybe you will end up loving him, I don’t know.” Her lips kinked up hopefully.

    Emma just looked at her, expression dead. “Humans fall for vampires all the time. But vampires—”

    “Yeah. They can only fall for one person. They have to have their true-mate response – of course they do.” Rachel pulled her hand back and rubbed her eyes warily. “But you don’t know. That could happen to you, right?”

    Emma stared blankly. Then she turned around. She faced the TV.

    Her stomach twitched.

    Nerves flooded through her at the prospect of what she’d felt for Balthazar Heinz. She quickly shook her head. Reality flooded back in like ice melt poisoning the first few spring flowers stupid enough to bloom early. “That’s so unlikely to happen, it’s practically impossible.”

    “Fine. But, look, it won’t be that bad. Even if you have the Midas Touch—”

    “I don’t have the Midas Touch,” Emma announced. She slammed her foot down, or the equivalent thereof in her mind. Her voice shook. It brought some much-needed courage to her. Okay, not courage. This was very much shoving her head in the sand, but at least it would help her get out of the door and out to work.

    Rachel looked at her, eyebrows peaking with concern. “Emma—”

    “It’s fine. I’ll go to work. I’ll be okay.”

    “When you get your results—”

    “I’ll text you that everything’s okay,” Emma tried. She smiled. How fake it was. It couldn’t reach her lips. She didn’t imagine anything would ever be able to reach them again. The dream had sealed them shut, and only one man would ever be able to peel back their lock.

  
    Chapter 2

    Emma actually made it to work.

    She was a mess. She felt worse. But the point was, she had successfully put one foot in front of the other to get here. And now here she was, in her crappy little candle store, in a back alley, far from the shopping district. She was crumpled over the bench, her limbs heavy, her mind struggling under the oppressive weight of waiting for the results. She’d get a text, apparently. Yes or no. It would come from the only medical lab in town authorized and capable of checking for the Midas Touch.

    Emma had no idea how many tests they ran a year – maybe one or two, if that. How many would come back positive? Maybe one every five years, maybe every 10? It was such a rare disorder.

    So there was no way she could statistically have it, right?

    “Of course you don’t. And, come on, seriously. There’s never been any Midas Touches in your family. You’re a weak witch. Your life will go back to normal – you just have to get past today.” She took a breath, fixing it deep down in her stomach until it finally started to calm her tumultuous nerves.

    She grabbed her spotted apron and tied it around her waist.

    She looked up to see the door opening. She bit her lip. Usually she had to wait a little longer for customers. Sometimes, the whole frigging day.

    She went to greet whoever it was cheerily, but her hand froze.

    Oh crap.

    That right there was Jennifer Stone and her witchy entourage. Her new boyfriend, a legitimate vampire real estate mogul – or at least a small-time one – accompanied her, arm in arm.

    Jennifer looked ecstatic. That was until she jerked her sharp gaze over to Emma, her pale blue eyes glittering like a paused tsunami.

    Oh crap. Emma couldn’t possibly put up with this right now.

    Jennifer snapped her hands together, her long nails glinting. “Oh my God, what a… small store,” she managed, lips puckering in something that looked like a commiserating grimace but would never be that kind. “Still, it’s good to offer custom to small, failing businesses, isn’t it, dear?” She smiled at her fiancé. “Especially when you know the owner.”

    Emma tried to slink back behind the counter. She had to make as small a target of herself as possible, but that was pretty hard, considering she was the only person who worked here.

    She became aware of the fact she hadn’t even bothered to brush her hair this morning. Had she washed her face? No. Makeup? Why would she bother?

    Today she might get a yes or no. The no wouldn’t change her life. The yes would ruin it.

    She didn’t even make eye contact with Jennifer. She stared at the counter. The chipped, old, dusty, cramped counter. She had a cash register, and then there were candles. Everywhere. Little chunks of wax covered every surface, a few singe marks here and there to break them up for interest’s sake.

    Emma had always had a thing for candles. She wasn’t sure why. Maybe it was the little flames? They might not look like much, but use them the right way, and they’d always light your path forward.

    Jennifer placed a hand down on the counter. Emma saw the enormous diamond ring glinting off her finger.

    Jennifer was getting married?

    Emma blinked over at the real estate vamp. She’d seen him around. She’d also heard Jennifer’s entourage crowing about the fact they were together.

    The witch circles of Harbor City were numerous. Emma’s own clan might be one of the smallest but oldest, but plenty of her clan sisters still interacted with other witches.

    As soon as a significant marriage was announced between a witch and one of the other races, everyone found out about it.

    Apparently not Emma, though.

    “You look surprised, sweetie,” Jennifer said. She lifted her finger and moved her ring up and down. “I’m getting married. To one of the most important vampires in town, no less.” She lovingly, or at least possessively, grabbed her partner’s arm.

    He was handsome. Who cared? He was a vampire, too. Again, who cared? He wore chinos and a crisp white organic cotton shirt, the sleeves rolled up over his appreciable arms.

    He had a somewhat predatory glint in his eyes. Hardly surprising. Most vampires did. They usually hid it when they were amongst ordinary humans, but not amongst magical races. They assumed powerful folk could deal with their baser sides.

    But it was just another reason for Emma to slink further back behind the counter. “Can I… help you?”

    “Did you hear? We’re here to offer your… business support. I mean, someone has to buy something.” Jennifer reached over. She found the one patch of dust Emma hadn’t managed to clean yesterday, and she ran her fingers through it, the offending substance caking underneath her manicure. She made a dismissive face. “Not going to last very long, are you, sweetie? Well, we need some candles for our engagement party.”

    “Okay. What kind—”

    “Anything spectacular. I want fireworks. Sparkles. Glitter. You name it. It is gonna be the most important engagement the city has ever seen.”

    “Okay,” Emma said slowly. “I don’t have any glitter candles in stock.”

    “Fine,” Jennifer’s tone dropped in early warning. “Something that throws out pretty lights, then.”

    “I don’t really have those either.” Emma grabbed her left ear, tugged it nervously, then let her fingers slip down. “I really just have basic magical stock here. I’ve got catalyst candles and—”

    “That’s it?” Jennifer said, lips barely moving around her words. She turned on Emma. Her countenance changed.

    Here we go.

    Jennifer had never made any secret of the fact that she hated Emma. They’d been contemporaries at witch school. While Emma had always
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