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Dear Reader:

Meaning of Bree: “Strength or exalted one.”

Meaning of Somner: Noun. (obsolete) A summoner; especially, one who summons to an ecclesiastical court.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

MAGIC BLOOD – PART 1

[image: image]


(THE BREE SOMNER CHRONICLES)
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SHE’S ON A MISSION...

Betrayed by her ex who broke her heart and her trust, Bree Somner is focusing her energies on taking care of her family, surviving, and protecting humans from vampires, trolls and demons in the new droid-controlled world.

After finding out she’s half mage, Bree’s got to hide her identity from witch hunters and the state while she proves her worth as a newly hired protector.

Working with the Protection Agency for Humans, she’s been tasked with finding the creature responsible for the string of deaths of human girls in the Forbidden Forest.

Bree has to race against the clock to capture someone—or something—responsible before it’s too late, with a sexy vampire watching her every move.

Above all, be careful what you think because your thoughts control your life.

– Proverbs 4:23 (ERV)
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“It's not what happens to you, but how you react to it that matters.”

–Epictetus

BREE

Bree Somner eyed the bounty troll as he approached the covert vehicle she sat in. Witch Hunter. Trolls often combed the city of Majenta on the hunt for witches and mage folks. Trolls were commissioned by the Domination ruling party for hunting the less-desired beings in the city and to segregate the humans and supernaturals so they wouldn’t form an alliance and rise up against the new system.

She should have followed her instincts. Always trust your instincts. She was going to travel through the main roads towards the Sweet Heat Café for Humans, but instead took the short cut through the dark neighborhood. Now, there she was near a dark alley and a troll was nearby. She wondered where his pack was. They often traveled in packs.

She turned down the heavy beats blaring through her speakers as he continued towards her.

Every day was a fight for survival in Majenta, whether it was fighting off trolls or fighting off demon shadows that hungered to consume you, to mess up your soul. 

From a distance, she sensed a strange energy coming from troll. She couldn’t quite place it. She’d just learned she was different, so she wasn’t advanced yet in her magic. She could do things, sense things and make little things happen. It had been said there was a little magic in all of us. She didn’t believe in it while growing up. But now? Now, she was open to new experiences. At first she thought it was her ego at work. We all wanted to be special, something more. Something big.

She had two jobs, like all the humans fighting for survival. She’d just been hired as a new part time protector trainee for the Protection Agency for Humans and she often helped out at one of the only human-run cafés left in the district, the Sweet Heat Café.

Right now, she was on a mission. A rash of human girls had been turning up dead in the Majenta forest, poisoned. No one knew what happened to them. It started off with one every month, now daily. Who was responsible? Why? She needed to protect the other humans. Everyone was on edge.

She put the car into park. Because she was working undercover, the agency agreed she shouldn’t be on a hover bike, so the old standard car, something from the old world, was to be used. She hadn’t told the agency how she came about the vehicle. She only told them she had access to one. 

Her plan was to poke around the area where the last human victim was last seen, which was near the Sweet Heat. Her friends knew she was a protector in training but not everyone knew.

Keep calm, Bree. Trolls can smell fear. Anxiety. They feed off it. In this society, you’re never judged by what happens to you. Shit can happen to anyone. You’re judged by how well you respond. It’s how you play the game that keeps you in the game.

Bree did not think of herself as a witch.

She had only found out that she had more magic in her bloodline than most humans when she’d recently experienced strange sensations throughout her body.

No one could know that, especially not her new employer, or she’d lose her job. She’d put up with dangerous assignments because she needed work. She needed the money to survive the daily pay system to earn her keep in Majenta. If she lost her job, how would she take care of her younger brother, Luis, and pay his medical bills? He was her only surviving relative. She spent time with him every morning at the Majenta Hospital for Humans where he lay in a coma—she needed to make sure he was always safe and taken care of.

No, there were no such things as money spells. Power had to be used for the good of others or protection, not self-serving pursuits. There were magical restrictions and that was a good thing to keep the mage community in check. 

“Right, let’s see if I can trace your last steps,” Bree said to the image on her phone of the human victim. The young woman had long, dark hair like Bree and she was petite. Around the same age. She’d been reported missing after she was to meet with her human friends in the area. Later, her body had turned up in the forest.

Bree’s heart tugged for the young human woman.

She’d hoped the Domination wasn’t behind this. There’d been rumors of population control, since the ruling party wanted to ensure humans stayed where they were. If a human got weak or was unable to work with the impossible demands of competing with droids, they were considered dead weight. Defective. They were exported to the Grey Area on the outskirts of the city. No one ever returned from there. No one knew what the hell was beyond there.

Bree looked in the rear view mirror and fixed her hair, securing her gold metallic leaf-shaped hair clip in place at the side. Her grandmother had given it to her and told her to always wear it when she went out. 

She then got out of her vehicle.

The enforcer troll stopped inches from her, narrowing his eyes and curling his lips in disgust. He took a whiff of her freshly shampooed hair, but she knew he wasn’t sniffing for the brand of shampoo she used. He was sniffing for mage blood. His nostrils flared as he drew in another scent of her.

He drew out his long shiny blade with the intent to intimidate. She could smell the stench of alcohol and cigarettes on his breath. 

“Identify yourself,” he said.

“I’m a new trainee Protection Officer with the Protection Agency for Humans,” she said, shutting her car door.

“You on business here?” 

That was none of his business.

“I’m here to see some friends at the Sweet Heat before I start my shift.”

“There’s been a rash of human girls turning up dead lately,” he growled. “Looks like the demon shadows are hunting them this season. You be careful.” He smirked.

I doubt it’s the demon shadows this time.

“You see anything strange?” she asked.

“Maybe.”

“Maybe?”

“Real girls can’t be trusted,” he growled.

“What?”

She should report him, but trolls were untouchable. She had to keep an eye on him. The droids would take his side over hers. Humans had less value. 

She wondered if the troll had anything to do with the human girls found frozen in the woods. State News wrote them off as possible thrill trips gone wrong, as they all had traces of elienaph plant oil in their system—an illegal substance with ancient roots, more potent than any drug today. But Bree felt in her gut it wasn’t that. She thought someone or something was wiping them out. She was going to get to the bottom of that.

His smirk reminded her of Chase, her ex who turned out to be a shifter werewolf. She didn’t know it at the time. She’d caught him with her former BFF.

Just then they heard footsteps. Tiny footsteps. Bree turned and saw a young fey-mouse mix walking along the alleyway, probably on her way to work. She was a tiny creature with large, dark eyes.

The Troll growled and, as if he’d forgotten he was talking to Bree, he moved over to the mouse girl. 

Bree’s eyes followed him. Mouse girl stopped in front of the troll, visibly trembling. Ready to run. 

“Where are you off to, mouse girl?” he growled.

Her voice was thin. “Work.”

“Work, huh?” He eyed her. “I think you should work for me. Got a job you can do.” He grabbed mouse girl’s ass.

She looked terrified.

Fury shot through Bree. She felt a strange sensation again. What was happening to her? Heat overwhelmed her.

She watched as the troll’s belt tightened around his waist. He looked down grimacing in pain. 

Mouse girl skittered away.

Good. 

Troll guy’s menacing gaze met Bree’s. 

He turned to Bree who was a few feet from him.

“You a witch?” he asked her accusingly, his voice gruff and coarse, blade ready to strike. 

Bree’s heart pounded fiercely in her chest as she eyed his shiny blade. 

“Answer me!” he growled again. “Are you a witch?”

“Listen, I drive a stick, but not that kind.” 

Good thing she wasn’t exactly lying.

She might be half human, half mage, but she wouldn’t consider herself a witch. Not yet anyway. She’d just come of age and was getting used to this.

He chuckled. His lips curved into a wicked grin. “My, we have a sweet mouth, don’t we?” His expression mellowed slightly as he placed his blade back in its sheath.

There was no way she could overpower his heavy, monstrous form. Trolls probably weighed a ton. And judging by his ego, he probably weighed more from the size of his head alone.

The mouse-fey girl was long gone. Bree hoped she was safe, wherever she was. At least safe for now.

“Freaking fey-mouse. She’s a fey. Why do you care about that thing? She’s not even human.”

“So you’re saying that those who are not human deserve less respect? We’re all here for a reason. We’re here for a purpose and it’s not up to you to decide who should be treated with respect or dignity.”

“Ha,” He scoffed. “What purpose does that thing have? She’s from the rodent family. Mice.”

Now she recognized the troll. She remembered seeing him torture mice on social media videos. She’d registered a complaint for cruelty.

“Even creatures on the ground have a purpose. I’ve seen your videos hurting them.”

“So what?”

“You do realize that mice take one for the team, right?”

“What are you talking about?”

“You wouldn’t have half the medicines out there if they were not first tested on mice to make sure they’re safe for human consumption or troll consumption. They have a similar nervous system and can respond like us. I’m giving you a ticket for violation 16-42 of the City of Majenta code.”

“You’re writing me up? You can’t do that. I work for the Dom.”

She had to teach his ass a lesson. He couldn’t just go around grabbing creatures, regardless of their status in Majenta. It was just wrong.

He stepped a foot near her, salivating. “You’re gonna regret that.”

He grabbed her. 

Heat surged through her body. Bree’s core temperature climbed in seconds as she narrowed her eyes and pinched her lips tightly into a thin line.

He flinched and took his hand off her as if burned by fire.

“Listen, I don’t want any trouble. I don’t have time for this crap.” Her voice was firm. “I’m on official business.” She glanced at her watch. She had an hour before meeting her boss, Logan, for briefing on their latest case. 

He grabbed her again by the arm, squeezing her. “You’re not excused yet,” he grunted.

Man, this troll is a real asshole.

She pulled herself free and swiftly moved away.

He started towards her. 

She swung her leg and delivered a side kick to his ribs. Shit. His abs were like stone. Pain shot through her leg.

He chuckled and inched his ugly face into hers. “Now that wasn’t too clever, was it?”

She shoved her fist as hard as she could to the tip of his nose and he flipped his head back with agony. 

“Ouch. You little witch!”

“I already told you, I’m not a witch.”

He shoved her hard and she went flying right into the brick wall of the café. Her body crashed down on the ground. She could feel her bones shatter. Searing pain ripped through her body. 

Fury blazed through Bree’s veins as she eyed the monstrous being with contempt. All she could do was think about her poor parents’ demise and what they’d suffered. She tasted blood in her mouth. The bounty troll neared her again. In a swift motion, she flipped back onto her two feet.

Her eyes darted around the area. If only she could get something to defend herself with.

If she could get close enough to him. 

He neared her again. She headbutted him. He threw her off and she hit the pavement. She kicked high in the air, striking his head. He knocked another blow with his long scaled arm, grunting with fury.

“You’ll pay for that,” he scowled. Grabbing her, squeezing her arm. Pain shot through her.

She swung at him with her fist. He doubled up in pain.

Her neck ached, her limbs buzzed with numbness. But there was no way in hell she was going out without a fight.

She hoped she would have enough strength to take this guy out before he killed her.

He staggered as he got back up, moving closer to her, anger and creepiness flashed in his dark iris-less eyes. “I’m going to teach your human ass a lesson.” He groaned.

He lunged for her with his blade and she didn’t know what the hell got into her. 

Her blood buzzed. Her head pounded like a bass drum. Her heart pulsed. She darted her eyes around to anything she could use to fend off this monster. She stretched out her arm, heat penetrated her palm.

She saw a lamp post and pulled the light energy. Electrical sparks flew all over him like a short circuit.

He grimaced.

A ball of glowing fire erupted from her skin. Her eyes widened like saucers.

Waves of heat blazed through Bree’s veins, energy buzzed through her body. 

She stared at the fire ball in shock, amazement. Disbelief.

She was dreaming. She was having some sort of nightmare. That’s what it was. Lack of sleep did all sorts of things to the wiring in the brain, didn’t it? She must’ve been hallucinating.

Instinctively, before she could process anything else, she swung the glowing fire ball with full force into the side of the troll’s skull with a swooshing sound that pierced the atmosphere. 

Energy zinged through her body, her core. Waves of heat rushed through her as another orange glowing flame erupted from her palm. She hurled it toward him as he got back up to his feet, menace in his round dark eyes as he lunged for her. 

He went flying into the wall when the second burst of energy struck him. He shook his head and scrambled to his feet, dazed, more fury flashing in his dark eyes. He was down. But he wasn’t out.

What the—-?

“You’re a witch, aren’t you?” he growled. 

Okay, there was no denying it now.

“Where’s your control bracelet?” he yelled. “Only witches wearing control bracelets issued by the state are allowed to live.”

Yes, some mages were used as slaves by the Domination before their demise.

Her heart exploded in her chest. Her pulse raced. Her throat tightened. Panic rushed through her veins. If they found out about her magical abilities, she’d be thrown into the Grey Area, or worse: experimented on at the Domination headquarters then burned at the stake if they found out about her magic.

Suddenly, the energy started to drain from her body. Her limbs felt weak and lifeless. She started to cough up blood. She was helpless. Without warning, she collapsed, exhausted. She had no energy to get up. She’d used up all the power she had. Her head felt like a pressure cooker. 

What was happening to her? Why couldn’t she get up?

It was as if the magnetic force of the glowing ball of fire zapped all the strength from her.

The bounty troll got up and started towards Bree. He was going to take her out—and not to lunch either.

She tried to conjure up the ball of heat again but nothing happened. She was spent. Her energy was drained like water rushing out of a pipe. This was all new to her. 

Magic could only be used for the good of others or self-defence, but it had limits.

Bree reached for her gold metallic hair clip and slid it out from her hair. The clip vibrated and heated up as it extended itself into a sword with a long, sharp blade, glowing with flames.

The troll’s eyes widened. “You have a licence for that enchanted object?”

Enchanted items like shadow swords were allowed by Protection Officers to fight off demon shadows once they obtained a special licence for it.

“Yes,” she breathed.

He swung at Bree with his knife and she ducked just in time. He was not going to let up. She swung her sword toward him as it vibrated and made a zooming sound, striking him in the center. The force flung him backward and he bellowed. 

Then his left hand transformed into another sharp blade.

Shit.

What was she going to do now?

There was that weird energy she felt around him again. He was possessed. He had to be.

He came at her with lightning speed, both hands swinging at her as she ducked and swerved to avoid him. She swung at him again in defence, clinking with his weapons as they came at her from both directions. His strength was incredible.

Focus, Bree. You can do anything. Focus.

She had to defend herself. She swung her sword as heat swept through her body, and slashed his arm. Again, he let out a piercing scream. Anger flared in his eyes as he came at her again. She tripped and bounced backward as he flung himself forward with great force. He vibrated and two demon shadows slid from his sides, one on the left and the right. Now there were three of them.

Shit! Demon shadows. I knew it. 

Looked as if they’d possessed the creepy troll. The troll looked dazed at first then grunted as he moved toward Bree as if reoriented to his mission.

She heard a loud motor in the distance, zooming closer. It was a hover bike ridden by a human. Or at least he appeared to be human.

The demon shadows flew away, leaving Bree and the troll alone. The shadows feared only one creature. The undead. Vampires. Vampires threw off a distinct energy that could overpower them. They sucked blood from living creatures and carried multiple strains of energy and DNA, after all. 

Bree and the bounty troll were approached by a man in a dark, expensive-looking suit. He was tall and muscular. She’d never seen him before. “Hey, Grinco,” the handsome stranger said to the troll, his tone sharp.

The troll flinched then eyed him as if he was about to challenge him.

Bree felt a strange sensation sweep through her.

The troll rubbed his forehead and shook his head as if someone had bopped him upside his head. He looked at Bree, then at the cute, human-looking guy. He growled, a deep horrible sound. Then he nodded to the guy and looked at Bree. “You’re lucky this time.” The troll fled across the sidewalk, disappearing down the street. 

“Thanks,” Bree said, breathless after that fight. 

“Hey, no problem, helpless human.” He grinned.

Cocky one, wasn’t he?

She grinned back. “I can handle myself, thanks,” she said brushing off her jacket, before heading toward the Sweet Heat Cafe. Trolls always shed massive amounts of dust for some reason. 

“You sure about that, now?” He cocked his brow.

She gave him a good look. His skin was smooth. His high cheekbones chiselled and he had dark, long lashes framing the sexiest caramel-colored eyes she’d ever seen on a human—or was he human? She couldn’t tell what he was. He was sexy and cute. She couldn’t peel her eyes away from him. Damn, he was hot!

His defined lips curved into a cocky grin.

But she had no time for guys right now. She had to work to survive and make sure her brother’s expensive medical treatments were paid for.

“Yeah. I’ve never been more sure.”

She walked past him. “Thanks anyway,” she said casually, “but I really don’t need any help. I get by okay.”

“Lucky for you I just happened to be in the area.”

“Just happened to be in the area?” She arched a brow, dubiously. 

“Are you saying that nothing happens by chance?”

“I am saying that.”

“Really, now?”

“Yes, really.” She grinned and shook her head.

“What do you think would happen to your brother if you harmed a troll—if you could?”

If? 

How did he know about my brother?

I could’ve taken that troll with my hands tied behind my back.

She rolled her eyes. She’d forgotten that all humans had tracers. Still, her brother was at the hospital for humans and could be shipped off to the Grey Area if they thought he had no one to look after him or advocate for him. 

Everything about them could be seen from a glance at one of the tracers in the city, hidden cameras, electromagnetic waves. Markers.

Crap.

She hated not having any privacy in the new world. Things were nothing like Grandma and Grandpa’s days when humans had the majority of jobs and control. Not droids, wannabes, and other beings.

“You know the penalty for downing a bounty troll from the Domination.”

“Yeah, don’t remind me.”

Tension was high in Majenta County. Unemployment was high amongst humans. The leader was half troll and half human, but favored his troll side and downplayed being half human.

Her cell phone vibrated.

Bad timing.

Her cell phone’s battery life had just drained from the four percent remaining. It cost so much money to keep it going. Slave to the system. Fighting to work to keep up with high costs of everything.

Her brother’s stats came in from the Watch Over app. She pressed an icon and accepted the results from the droid nurse. Bree would visit him soon. She made sure to take care of him every day and spend time with him every morning. God, she missed him.

Bree put her phone away.

“Hey, by the way, what’s your name?” Bree asked.

When she looked up, the sexy, tall, dark and handsome stranger was gone, as if he’d vanished into thin air without a trace.

She didn’t even hear his hover bike leave.

Was that her imagination?
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Chapter 2
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NIKOLAS

Nikolas Vladimir Romaindo eased off the seat of his hover bike. He’d never intended to see Bree this way. Not yet. She didn’t know who he was. That was good. 

Anger swept through him at how she was being manhandled by that filthy bounty troll. He was about to break the troll’s head off, but he’d resisted. He knew she could take care of herself—to a point.

He couldn’t keep his eyes off her.

Damn his hormones.

Never make decisions based on emotions, he kept telling himself.

But that was going to be hard. As hard as he felt right now, thinking about her.  She was breathtaking. It took a lot to steal his breath away, but she did, every single time he caught a glimpse of her. And now after seeing her in action in her new role as protector agent drove his senses wild. But that was dangerous. He needed to be careful. They were different species. The rules of Majenta were strict. No mixing allowed.

Even in his world, it was forbidden. 

Yet he couldn’t resist his urges. He found her beauty intoxicating. Her slender body with delicate curves in all the right places. She was strong. Beautiful. Enchanting.

He knew where he would find her. He had her clearly marked. It was a good thing he’d begun tracking her every move. But she could not know this.

He could sense her pulse increase whenever her body heat
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