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      Blurb

      

      The future, the past, the present. All are separate - she will make them one.

      In a tale scattered across time, Alina and Cooper are connected by an eternal bond. Star-crossed lovers from the far future, when they're reborn in the past, they must fight to remember one another before all is lost.

      For darkness is coming. When they're taken on an expedition to Atlantis, the power in their blood will be revealed - and spilled.

      Together, they have a single chance. But it must be claimed by fighting wherever time takes them and no matter how far apart they are torn.

      ...

      Atlantis Bound follows a professor and a pickpocket fighting through time for love. If you crave your fantasy with sprawling action, high stakes, and epic destinies, grab Atlantis Bound Episode One today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Prologue

    I ran over the crystal floor, bare feet already cut, blood splattering up over the cold blue formations all around me. The crystals sang at my presence, recognizing my power. But the song was muted, the call indistinct, for it recognized one other thing. Death loomed.

    The enemy was finally here. We hadn’t run far enough, hadn’t prepared sufficiently. And now there was nothing I could do.

    With my long hair whipping over my shoulder, my white robes bunching up around my frantically pumping limbs, I turned. My love reached out for me, grasped my hand, and pulled me around the crystal protrusion that grew up out of the ground just between us. The sound was like bone, bone growing not from someone’s body, but up from the very depths of reality.

    Around me, beyond the crystal cave, I saw starbursts in the sky. Packets of eternity opening up, beckoning one within. But I could not hope to reach them anymore. I couldn’t even hope to reach safety.

    My destined locked his hand tighter around mine, fingers slippery with sweat, horror building in his soulful blue gaze. It matched the exact color of the crystalline caves around us, for he was born of the same sacred ground.

    This might be his home, his very reason to be, but it would also be his grave.

    I saw the certainty building in his eyes, knew what it meant, understood just how much he was willing to sacrifice to save me.

    I tried to shake my head. He tightened his grip on my hand harder. “We’ll find each other again. The lines of our fate have always been intertwined. Believe in that. This is only a pause in eternity.”

    “No,” I screamed, voice already ragged even though I’d only spluttered a few desperate syllables.

    My body was breaking down, knew precisely what would happen next. I heard a roar from behind us. It did not seem to come from this world, but beyond – far beyond the usual reaches of mind and matter to a realm where only destruction and chaos reigned.

    My destined suddenly broke my grip. He looked at me once, morose, gaze carving me out of the air one last time to remember me even when all else was lost, including his life.

    I grabbed for his hand, desperation pulsing through my stomach and shaking into my clenched teeth. “No,” I screamed.

    “You will be alright. You always are. Just look up to the stars when you need comfort. Look to the stars, and I’ll be there.”

    He leapt across a crystal protrusion that grew up out of the ground between us. Perhaps he was using his ever-dwindling connection to this place to block me from following him. Or perhaps he just got lucky. For this crystal was larger than the rest. The entire cave looked like growing topaz, the pale hues subtle and cold, reminding one of morning light shining through ice.

    Over my back, to the left, beyond the cave opening, I saw that starscape above, hinting at eternity, beckoning me on.

    “Get to the gate, Alina. Get to the gate and don’t look back.”

    “I’m not leaving you behind.”

    “We might’ve been born to find each other, but part of that equation is also being born to lose each other once more. The time has come. We will see one another in the future. I will be born again. Go. You may not remember this, but always remember I’ll be with you in some fashion. All you must do is look up to the stars, and I’ll be there smiling down. We will find each other once again.”

    “No,” I cried, voice shaking with such desperation, I thought I would strangle myself with it.

    But with a grunt, he left.

    He leapt over another crystal that grew up out of the ground with this echoing crunch. I tried to jolt toward him, but a chasm appeared beneath my feet, forcing me to backtrack. I staggered and fell on my hip. I forced a hand forward, opening it as far as I could.

    He reached the mouth of the cave. And finally that scream from before became as loud as a piercing shriek by my ear. I jolted, but my resolve crumbled out from underneath me. For it knew exactly what would come next.

    A slice of lightning blazed down from above, so violent, so great, it would’ve blasted through any dark night and certainly pierced through the top of the crystal cave. I heard this unearthly shatter as massive chunks broke apart above me. I lifted a hand and tried to hide behind it, a few scraps cutting my cheek.

    My blood splattered out over the cold, ice-blue floor.

    I groped for my destined. But it was too late. The lightning changed. It pushed in and out, throbbing, descending, growing.

    And there, right before my destined, stood a creature.

    Forlorn, stretched, shadowy, nothing of this world. Nothing that lived for life, just destruction.

    “No,” I screamed again, knowing the moment would come when my love would be cut down. Knowing in some fashion I’d seen this before but never been ready for it.

    “Run,” my destined said as he turned and stared at me from over his shoulder one last time. His shoulder-length blond hair broke around his face, framing his eyes.

    I could do nothing but stare, nothing but wait.

    But the cave had another idea. Crystals began to grow underneath my feet, rumbling, shaking through the floor, pushing me up.

    I staggered backward. A protrusion emanated out of the ground to my side and pushed into my back.

    I turned.

    One last time, I looked at him.

    He valiantly yanked his sword up. He knew he couldn’t win. That wasn’t the point. He would sacrifice his life to buy me the few seconds it would take to reach the gate, to jump through the momentary oblivion beyond. For the gate would not save me. Not my current form. It would simply allow me to be reborn – somewhere, sometime beyond this fight, into the arms of safety once more. But safety is not a concept that can last. It is a momentary thing you find in someone else’s arms. Take those arms away, and the ravages of uncertainty and time will claim you once more.

    “Remember, we will find each other again. Look up to the stars, and I’ll be there, smiling down.”

    I… couldn’t leave him. But I had to.

    I turned. Though it broke my heart, I started to run, and the crystal cave helped me. It pushed into my feet, forcing me to soar higher, making every step all the longer, helping me toward one of the gates.

    They were built into the hilts of massive swords that filled this megalithic cave, ornate cold gray hilts embedded in the ceiling 100 meters above.

    Legend had it that every single one of those swords and their gates led to a different time and place. Take them, and I would be reborn. Take them, and my destined would come with me.

    I ran toward the closest sword.

    Inside, I shivered, my body knowing what would come next. A momentary pause, a death that could not last. Then rebirth. And finally, another attempt to break this curse once and for all.

    I turned over my shoulder, my white robes flaring around my legs. They revealed my arms, my neck as well. The tattoos of my priestess class shone brightly in the darkness, a neon blue that could’ve melded with the ice-cold glow of the crystals had it not possessed its own unique warmth. As I ran, my desperation rose, and I felt each rune only glow brighter, preparing me for life beyond death.

    But nothing could truly prepare me for what would happen this time.

    I heard a sound, the crunch of bones, the impact of flesh against something so hard, there was nothing in this universe that could break it. I turned just as I reached one of the gates. The sword was massive and ornate, a gift from a long-dead race.

    No one knew where they’d come from. No one knew how they had come to be in this crystal cave. But they offered one transportation between time and space.

    And as I twisted now, the gate behind me lit up, ornate lines of energy rising over the glimmering blade, illuminating a long-dead language that spoke of eternal love.

    I watched in horror, abject horror as my destined was flung through the air.

    He crashed into the icy ground just beside me. I forced myself down to my knees, grabbed his side, and locked my hand over the injury to his stomach. Blood splattered out everywhere. As soon as it struck the ice floor, the crystal cave’s song changed. It became one of such mournful regret, a dirge for a life about to be lost.

    I grabbed his wound, tears streaming down my cheeks, uncontrollable, the blood of sorrow. My once loose and pretty hair clung to my cold, clammy cheeks, a misshapen mess. “No.”

    “Go,” he said.

    He reached up, ready to shove me, but his fingers alighted on my neck. There was one symbol of all the ones that covered me that he loved the most. I couldn’t tell you the number of times his fingers had distractedly and affectionately drifted across it. Now, he touched it one last time, just as the light in his eyes started to go out. A morose smile plucked at his lips, and somehow, despite his rapidly diminishing energy, it gave way to something far deeper. He locked his hand on my neck. “I will remember you, remember this, and remember the fight. I’ll come for you. Now go.”

    I crunched down. I locked my lips on his. I took in one last kiss. One last kiss for the road. A road that would never end, a road that twisted through time and space, and a road that would always bring us back here, to a fight we could not hope to win, but to a fight eternity demanded we kept repeating.

    He shoved me. But only after drinking in my kiss for a few more seconds. “Go. Find me, or I will find you. Destiny will surely tie us together once more.”

    I twisted. Tears now plastered my face, washing over it with such rapidity, they should’ve erased it.

    I heard the scream from behind me, felt the creature move in close.

    It groped for me just as I reached the gate, just as the sword lit up.

    But my destined grunted, pushed up, called his sword from somewhere, and waited until it clunked into his grip. He sliced forward. And the creature matched the move. These monsters did not abide by the ordinary rules of space and matter. They had no defined solidity and could rather change themselves at will.

    Whereas once it had possessed a shadowy arm – misshapen, distended, half-digested by a cloud of nebulous force – that arm grew into a sword. A sword which was plunged right through my destined’s heart.

    I turned, right on the edge of the gate, just as it lit up behind me, a neon blue to match the glow of my priestess markings.

    There was no point in crying for him, no need for a last whispered, “I love you.” He could not hear. He died, died right there on the end of that sword, died another time, for this had repeated and repeated again.

    I felt the gate’s awesome power behind me. It beckoned me on to another chance. But I stood there, the power of its unique energy whipping over my shoulder, catching my hair, and forcing it to slice around me in wild arcs.

    “Failed. You have already failed. It does not matter how many times you repeat – you cannot defeat us. Eternity demands your destruction.”

    I looked down at my destined one last time. “Eternity demands one thing. That I keep trying until finally I defeat you.” Crossing my arms over my chest, pumping more power into my priestess symbols until they glowed like trapped stars, I jolted back through the gate, into oblivion and back out the other side. I heard the creature’s scream. Its anger could not reach me yet. But it would come for me. The enemy always did. Unless I found my destined, this time, I really would fail.

    But I would not fail without trying, trying one last time to win this impossible war, to claim a love that always kept slipping through my fingers, no matter how hard I held on.

  
    Chapter 1

    Alina

    I woke, all in a huff, all red-cheeked and confused.

    It took me a moment to recognize the ceiling above, drab and broken in places, the once impressive cathedral I had claimed as my home very much now a broken mess.

    “I don’t believe it. That dreadful dream again,” I said to myself. I huffed deeply, chest pushing out against my old leather vest. I’d warn it to bed… why had I warn it to bed? Oh yes. Yesterday, I’d done it again. I’d spent far too much time trawling through the old, hidden libraries of the city that I’d gotten the attention of them again. A certain gang I’d fallen on the wrong side of far too many times. They’d chased me through the city. I’d only just lost them. I’d gotten home and… well, collapsed.

    Yawning, I wondered if I could collapse again. I stretched. I was up in the loft. I had built it myself. I wasn’t that much of a carpenter, to be frank, but at least it was steady enough that as the boards protested somewhat underneath me, I told myself they certainly wouldn’t fall. Today, at least.

    I turned. Behind me, the impressive stained-glass window let in the beginnings of a new dawn. It lit up the golden blues and reds of the panes. I leaned on my rickety old banister, smiling at the new day. Didn’t know why. Wouldn’t bring that much worthwhile, would it? I, presumably, would scrounge for work, and while I was at it, spend far too much time trying to find more hidden libraries.

    And gosh, if I was lucky, I’d run into more of the gangs.

    “Nothing I can’t deal with,” I said as I yawned, stretched again, and rushed down the stairs to my right. I shouldn’t have to tell you that with every single footstep, they threatened to give way. They creaked so very badly, if I were a real carpenter, I would presumably leave this church in a jiffy. But I had nowhere else to go. A lot of the other abandoned buildings in this district were full of squatters. This one was thankfully empty because sane people didn’t come here. They didn’t like the… now, what should I call it? Ah yes, the newfound term was mood.

    “Sure, mood,” I said as I reached the bottom level. I shot the peculiar black cloud-like fog clinging to the floor a look, arched an eyebrow, and shrugged.

    The mood was a rather unscientific term for the somewhat foul cloudy fog that had come to inhabit this rather cursed city over the past several years. According to the government, it was nothing more than a natural phenomenon. Not too many people believed that. For, if you had an impressionable mind and strayed too close to that fog, it could do things to your head. Many a violent crime had occurred within its grasp. Many a terrifying dream had occurred, too.

    But as I’d already pointed out, it didn’t really affect me, and at least it protected this church from other squatters and gang members.

    Shrugging again, I scrounged around for some breakfast. I found a half-eaten apple on top of one of my shelves of rescued books.

    I said rescued. I had to – now, how shall I put this? – put a caveat on the word rescued. They hadn’t been mine. Nor had they technically been in danger. I’d taken them from the hidden libraries around the city. Libraries belonging to the olden days, a time very much forgotten ever since the advent of modern technology. The same technology that suddenly blocked out the growing dawn.

    I turned my head toward the impressive stained-glass window again, tutting as I watched an airship fly across the city.

    “You wouldn’t catch me in one of those,” I said with a shiver, turning toward the black fog clinging to an old pew beside me. I talked to it like it was my friend. You could argue that perhaps it had affected my mind, after all. One ought not talk to meteorological phenomena.

    I spent most days alone, always had and always would. And one needs to find the opportunity for conversation wherever they can.

    The fog of course didn’t reply.

    I turned back to my shelf.

    I’d placed a book there yesterday after I’d come home, before collapsing. A book I had taken from a very old library indeed. Libraries tended to either be forgotten or hidden by some of the most powerful families in town. Last night I must admit that I had ventured to the latter.

    I hoped nobody had seen me. If they had, by now presumably the police would be kicking down my door and dragging me out. It wasn’t like no one knew me around these parts. I was particularly hard to miss. With my shock of curly blond hair and the strange birthmark on my neck, I was infamous. It also didn’t help that everyone knew I lived in one of the most fog-polluted areas of the lower district.

    I shot the front door a suspicious look, waiting for the policemen to charge in. I gave it a few seconds, then smiled. That confirmed they weren’t coming, or at least it did based on my simple logic.

    “Time to head back out to the city. I should find more books today,” I told myself.

    My voice started off strong. It wavered there toward the end. Wavered as just a note of emotion infiltrated.

    You could rightly ask why I spent so much time finding old books. The information in these things had been supplanted long ago. Ever since modern technology had come, and the boffins had rewritten the laws of nature, everyone had appreciated how very quaint the past had been. All those theories about
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