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The Demon's Witch Book Two Blurb

    
        

Things are heating up. Lucifer wants Felicity to track down the blood spell, but it won't be easy. Not now she's come to the attention of Belinda.

 Forces align against Felicity as she's dragged deeper into the school's mysteries. Those forces want one thing - her power. She'll have to rely on more than Lucifer to protect her. For he is not all he seems.

....

The Demon's Witch follows a witch out for revenge and the demon who'll give it to her fighting a corrupt magical academy. If you love your urban fantasies with action, drive, and a splash of romance, grab The Demon's Witch Book Two today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Chapter 1

    Felicity didn’t stay on Lucifer’s lap forever. She wasn’t provided that opportunity.

    They headed back to The Devil Man. All the while, she couldn’t get the image of Sidney being torn apart by that blood spell out of her head. She squeezed her eyes closed, but the memory kept repeating, over and over again.

    It wasn’t just the trauma of witnessing a man being blasted apart as easily as a blood-filled balloon. There’d been something memorable about the spell….

    They arrived back at the club, and she was so shocked that they’d reached it already, her eyes opened fast enough to give her whiplash.

    She wasn’t even on Lucifer’s lap anymore. She’d sat up at some point, and she’d started clutching her seatbelt with such stiff knuckles, they could have shattered.

    Lucifer still had a hand on her back.

    When she didn’t immediately open the door and get out, he leaned in. “It’s over. We’re here.” Though he was right there, and his face was close enough to kiss, let alone touch, that didn’t stop her from looking up at him. “Over? Isn’t it just beginning? You’re going to send me back there, aren’t you?”

    This close, she fancied he couldn’t lie – not, of course, that demons ever lied.

    He held her gaze. It was very much as if he’d just plucked up her fingers and intended never to let them go. “Yes, you have to go back.”

    Her stomach kicked. She opened the door, staggered out, placed a hand on the wall beside her, and dry retched.

    “Whoa, you okay? I’ve never seen you this bad,” Barney said as he helped the kid out of the front seat. She was being conspicuously quiet. Barney had probably cast a soothing spell on her. That, or the kid had nerves of steel.

    Felicity clearly did not.

    She continued to dry retch until Lucifer placed a hand on her shoulder. “You need to come inside.”

    She pressed her knuckles against her lips. She ground them in until she could’ve cut her gums. “Because we have to talk, ha? I screwed up. I couldn’t… I just couldn’t let that kid be taken, all right?” She started to stammer, even though it was not a given that Lucifer knew what had gone down.

    Yeah, he’d been there waiting with his car, but he might not have tuned in to every aspect of the fight with Sidney.

    “I would not have expected anything else from you. Now come inside.” He tilted his head back and looked sharply up at the clouds. They were growing quickly along the horizon.

    She didn’t cast them a second glance. She staggered in. Barney had the little girl in hand. He patted her on the shoulder. “You like cookies? What am I talking about? Every kid likes cookies.”

    “I prefer cake,” she said, and it was a lucid enough comment that Felicity realized she wasn’t being artificially calm. The kid was just rolling with the punches.

    When Barney opened the door, walked quickly into the kitchen, and started rustling up some cake from somewhere, Felicity couldn’t help but smile. Barney actually cared. From the outward appearance of Barney, he looked as if he was about as compassionate as a brick to the face.

    Maybe he had a soft spot for kids.

    So did Felicity.

    As she cast her gaze over the kid, it felt like she’d start to cry. “I know you have a lot of questions—”

    The kid shook her head. “You saved me. That spell would’ve killed me, right? It was a blood spell, right?”

    Lucifer chuckled as he walked in. “What is a child of your age doing knowing what a spell like that is?”

    The kid looked sharply at Lucifer. “And you’re a demon, right?”

    Felicity was the only one who looked shocked.

    Barney finally rustled up the cake. He went to all the trouble of putting it neatly on a plate and pouring chocolate sauce over it. Where he found all of these desserts, considering this was a bar and it really only did tapas, Felicity didn’t know. But heck, if the kid said she wanted a stuffed toy right now, Felicity got the feeling that Barney would go out and buy one without another breath.

    “Yes,” Lucifer shoved his hands into his pockets, “I am a demon.”

    “I’ve heard about The Devil Man. Some of the rich kids talk about it in school. You can be bought for the right price,” the kid said as she looked right at Lucifer.

    Lucifer just held her gaze and stared back. “That, I’m afraid, is not true.”

    “What’s going to happen to me? If you send me back to that school—” for the first time, the kid lost her cool.

    Felicity leaned in and patted her on the shoulder. “No one is going to send you back to that place. We’ll find you a safe place to live. Right?” She stared pointedly at Lucifer.

    Lucifer nodded.

    The kid frowned. “I thought demons were bad?”

    Barney rustled up some ice cream from somewhere. He’d made the kid an enormous dessert stack that would have fed four children. He plucked a parfait spoon out of his pocket. If this had been a different situation, Felicity would have tutted at him. So that’s where Larry’s spoons had gone, ha? Barney was tempting fate.

    Barney locked his heavy forearms against the stainless-steel benchtop and nodded at a stool beside it.

    The kid clambered up. He handed her the spoon like it was a wand.

    She made quite a face at the cake – and it was one it deserved. “Should I eat all of that?”

    “Up to you.”

    Lucifer shot the kid a look – one maybe he thought no one would understand, but one that reached right into Felicity and played with her heart.

    Lucifer was a demon. Hello, she didn’t need a refresher course on that fact. It was literally written into her body. But earlier when the kid had said demons were bad… it wasn’t so straightforward, was it?

    She knew Lucifer would keep his word to her. The kid would be fine.

    Lucifer locked a hand on Felicity’s shoulder and guided her out of the room. It was clear that he wanted to debrief sooner rather than later.

    The kid turned around, chocolate sauce dripping down the side of her face. “Thank you, demon. I guess I was wrong about your kind.”

    Lucifer bowed his head down. Then he walked out.

    Though they could’ve gone through the main service corridor and exited into the dance area to get to Lucifer’s office, he clearly didn’t want to deal with other people right now. And based on how the floor was thrumming, it was absolutely pumping in the main room.

    They reached a nondescript door. It was literally just a door. It didn’t go anywhere. If you opened it, there was just a wall behind it.

    It had its uses, though. It was a dedicated portal.

    As he clenched his fingers around the handle, all he had to do was open his mouth and breathe slightly. Heck, Felicity imagined that he didn’t even need to concentrate.

    Power came to him naturally.

    She felt the portal spell initiate, and he opened the door.

    They walked right into his office as if they’d entered from the stairs.

    The first thing Felicity did was walk over to the couch and flop face-first onto it. It was kind of stupid, because there was a book on it, and she head-butted it. She didn’t even bother to rub her sore nose. She nudged the book out of the way with her cheek. Then she just lay there, one arm and one leg hanging off the couch as if she was a corpse that had been dumped there to dry.

    Lucifer let out a sigh. “You’re not that injured. I’ve already replenished your magic.” He didn’t walk over to one of the chairs near the couch. He strode up to his desk, turned, and leaned against it. He crossed his arms.

    Crap. It was never a good sign when Lucifer did that.

    She pressed her lips together and forced them hard against her teeth. It was like she was trying to seal her mouth shut.

    She had to talk about what happened to Sidney….

    She shivered.

    “I need you to tell me everything from the very beginning.”

    “Really? You want me to detail the very first day I ever went to Broadstone when my grandma—”

    “You know what I mean. Now, be quick.” From the way he said that, it was clear they didn’t have any time.

    As hard as it was, Felicity pushed up. With her hands in her lap, she told Lucifer everything – right down to when she’d thrown Belinda’s wand out of the window.

    Though she didn’t want to act weakly, when she started to talk about Sidney being pulled apart in front of her eyes, tears trailed down her cheeks. When the story was finished, she angrily wiped them away. “Sorry, I don’t know why I am doing that. It’s pathetic, right? It’s not like Sidney was a good guy.”

    “And you have to be good for your death to mean something?” Lucifer challenged quietly.

    She was looking down at her hands. It took a long time for her to pull her gaze up and stare at him instead. “What?”

    “You heard the question. You have to be good for your death to mean something?”

    “No. I mean… I guess not. What I’m trying to say is that I shouldn’t be so pathetic. In a way, Sidney got what was coming to him.”

    “You don’t believe that.”

    “But I’m a demon’s witch.” She sat, reached her arms out, and rested them on the couch’s back. It could have been misconstrued as a strong move. She was only doing it so her shoulders wouldn’t cave further.

    Lucifer tilted his head to the side. There was a clearly challenging look in his eyes. “And because you are a demon’s witch, does that mean you shouldn’t care about someone’s death and you should find solace when the so-called right people meet their comeuppance?”

    It was a challenge. A pretty sharp one.

    Weirdly, the question of morals didn’t come up that much when she was with Lucifer. It seemed to be a sticky topic for him. But, come on, he was a demon. He should take pleasure in what he did. While he sometimes went after the right guys, a lot of the time, he went after the wrong people, too.

    She’d already mentioned that – for the right price – he would take out an innocent person.

    Yet he always reacted like this when she pushed that particular button.

    She whipped her head to the side and tried to scratch her cheek on her arm. No, who was she kidding? She quickly and surreptitiously tried to wipe away a stray tear. “I just know I should be stronger, right?”

    “Why? You witnessed a man being ripped apart by some extremely dark magic. Just because of what you think you are,” he emphasized the word think, “that does not mean you shouldn’t react like this. Not to react like this would be much worse.”

    Her eyebrows crumpled. “You don’t actually think that.”

    “How many times have I told you not to put words into my mouth? And how many times have I told you that I don’t lie?”

    Felicity pulled her arms down. She pressed her fingers together. Her grip was tight and bloodless. She tried to play with her jaw like she always did when she was emotional, but it was too damn stiff to move.

    “When do I have to go back? And what are you going to do with the kid? Hell, I don’t even know her name.”

    “Mila Stanton,” he answered.

    Felicity didn’t even feign surprise at the fact he knew that. Mila hadn’t told him, but that didn’t mean much.

    “As for what will happen to her, it will be up to her. She will not be able to go back to Broadstone. Fortunately, she is an orphan. At least,” he corrected quickly, “fortunately for these purposes. She will not have a family that anyone will be able to get revenge on.”

    “So where’s she going to go?”

    “As I said, that will be up to her. I will be happy to give her a new identity and start her off in a new life.”

    “That’s good,” she said, but her voice wasn’t in it. No, she wasn’t being a bitch. It really was good that Mila would get a new life and she’d be protected from the horrors of Broadstone. Felicity was just….

    She suddenly brought her legs up, crunched them against her chest, and pressed her face against her knees. She started to sob. Though she tightened her grip on her legs in an attempt to hide it, there was no concealing it from a demon.

    Lucifer didn’t say anything. He didn’t snap at her to be stronger. He didn’t point out that she had made a mistake. He just leaned against his desk in silence, watching her.

    That made it worse. She couldn’t hold on anymore, and her sobs became full-bellied. “I thought I was actually strong enough to take on Broadstone, you know? Before all this happened,” she hissed, “I actually thought I would have a chance. Now I realize how stupid I am. That place is way bigger than I’ll ever be.”

    “Things will change, Felicity. That is life.”

    “I don’t want a lesson on life,” she snapped. “I just want a way out of this mess. Just… give this job to one of your other magicians. Hell, you could give it to Larry if you want – just give him the right disguise. He’d be better. He wouldn’t have so many emotions tied up in this mission. You’ve got to find someone else,” she said, and she emphasized you’ve got to with all her force.

    She pulled her head away from her knees. She didn’t let her legs drop. It was like her arms were bandages right now, and if she dared to loosen them, she would just fall apart like a dry Egyptian mummy that had been popped out of its sarcophagus.

    Lucifer held her gaze. He shook his head once.

    Her bitter tears came back. They weren’t weak. They were damn strong, and every single one of them stung as if she were punching her own face. “Just give it to someone else.”

    “No. You have to do this. There’s no one else. Because if we play our cards right, this mission will bring you exactly what you want.”

    Felicity froze.

    “What?” she finally managed. She had to use all of her strength to say that.

    He pushed away from his desk. He took a single step up to her. “If you play your cards right, Felicity, this could turn into your ultimate mission. There is rot in Broadstone’s heart. All we have to do is keep investigating it. When we find its cancer, we exorcise it.” He didn’t say they’d chop it out. Hell no. Because clearly the kind of cancer he was talking about was the dark magical kind that needed a lot more than a scalpel to be dealt with.

    She breathed hard. She finally let her legs go. She wobbled a bit – okay, a lot – but she did it. Then she stood. She wobbled more, but she didn’t fall. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” She let her eyes track back and forth as she surveyed him for any sign that he could be lying. Okay, as she kept saying, he never lied, but she… she just had to check. Because she couldn’t face the possibility of this chance being dangled in front of her for it not to be true.

    Then reality caught up with her. It was like being punched in the face with a thunderbolt. She shook her head. “Even if there is a chance that this could turn into my primary mission, I’m clearly not strong enough. We proved that today.”

    “We proved nothing other than the fact that you have the guts not to let Broadstone do what it will.”

    “I interfered with their blood spell. I stopped them from killing a kid. But I didn’t actually stop them from harvesting the blood. They would’ve done that when I left. I got a man killed,” she added in a shaking voice.

    “You will find that Sidney got himself killed. He chose to make deals with dangerous men, and that caught up with him.”

    Felicity looked away. Then she looked back. The intensity of Lucifer’s gaze had not changed.

    She started to bite her lip. Hard. It was like she was trying to chew through it. “Do you really think if we keep investigating Broadstone that it will just unravel like a tapestry?”

    “We might need to give it a little help, but yes, I think that.” Lucifer walked around to his desk, opened a drawer, and plucked out the bottle of whiskey he’d confiscated off her earlier.

    He handed it to her.

    He didn’t bother to give her a glass. She wouldn’t need one.

    He knew how she operated.

    Hell, there was no one who knew her better than he did.

    She held onto that fact as she made enduring eye contact with him.

    Then Felicity uncorked the whiskey and started to chug it down. Its heat was one of the most welcome things she’d ever experienced.

    She reveled in it.

    As she swirled it around her mouth and enjoyed the flavor, she shut her eyes.

    Images of Broadstone assailed her. They told her one thing – this wasn’t over yet.

    “… I have to go back and finish this, don’t I?” she whispered. It was a stupid thing to ask considering she already knew the answer.

    Lucifer nodded. “You need to find out who the murderer is before it’s too late. To do that, track down the blood spell and find out what it’s being used for. But, Felicity?”

    “Yeah, what?”

    He looked right at her. Time could have fallen away and left them with nothing more than a single moment that stretched out for eternity, and she wouldn’t have noticed. The way he looked at her was beyond timeless. “Be careful.”

    She managed a laugh. It was emotional, but at least she was trying. “When am I not?”

  
    Chapter 2

    Another day, another descent into hell.

    And Felicity meant that with all her heart. Sure, technically Broadstone wouldn’t view itself as Hell, and The Devil Man came a heck of a lot closer to that place. But it was all in the eye of the beholder, right? And as Felicity slipped into her room and removed the clone spell from her bed without anyone noticing, what she beheld made her sick to her stomach.

    There was about a half-hour before dawn. She’d barely slept. But Lucifer had given her enough healing magic that that wouldn’t count. She’d be raring to go for another day in paradise.

    She could’ve snorted so hard she would’ve lost her nostrils at that bad joke.

    She quietly got into bed, only dispersing the invisibility spell that had enabled her to sneak in here once she was under the covers. Then, with wide-open eyes, she stared at the ceiling.

    Perhaps this was where she should have done some work and really started to assess the surveillance spells that filled the room. She couldn’t be bothered to. She drummed her fingers hard on her chest. Every few seconds, she’d be stupid enough to close her eyes, and images of Sidney’s body being torn apart by that blood spell would fill her mind.

    She rolled her stiff jaw from left to right.

    Presumably, that blood spell would still be there.

    No, you idiot, she corrected herself quickly. It’s been moved.

    Before she left The Devil Man club, she’d had a chat with Lucifer. He’d agreed that if Broadstone had been stealing that much blood, they weren’t about to stop. Clearly, they were feeding something. They would have to continue to procure blood from somewhere.

    “But they would have moved it off the roof,” she mouthed to herself. She rolled over and stared at the window. This bed wasn’t right next to it, but in some ways, it was better to have a direct view of it from across the room instead. The curtains were drawn, and the first few encouraging rays of dawn were starting to slip beneath them.

    She fully intended to lie there and go through the possibilities of where the blood spell could have been moved to, but she didn’t get that opportunity. She heard someone rousing. Then there was the soft patter of feet.

    Felicity rolled her eyes. Here we go, she thought. Likely it was Bethany – Belinda’s woman on the inside – here to chuck some curse on Felicity or something.

    It wasn’t. She moved quietly and turned around to see Jane.

    Even though there wasn’t that much light, as Felicity had already said, her night vision was almost perfect. She could see the frown digging its way across Jane’s lips. “You awake?”

    Felicity’s first urge was to say of course she was awake, as she’d just moved. She settled for patting Jane’s hand instead of whispering.

    The surveillance spells in this room were particularly sophisticated. She hadn’t had a chance to forensically go through them yet, but she could tell that the ones that were worth their money would have been cast by the faculty. The rest would just be junk Belinda would’ve asked Bethany to cast over the years. Or hey, maybe Belinda would come in here directly and cast them between classes. Felicity still hadn’t processed the fact that Belinda was coded to this room.

    … Hell, nor had she given herself time to think about what would happen next. She’d grabbed Belinda’s wand and thrown it out the window. There would be repercussions.

    “Come with me,” Jane whispered.

    Felicity didn’t question. She got quietly out of bed. Jane’s wand was in her hand. Jane was gripping it with a relatively expert hold, to be fair, and it was clear she was trying to practice covert magic.

    Felicity could sense it like fingers crawling along the back of her neck. If she could sense it, the surveillance spells in the room would be able to detect it, too.

    Not if I have anything to do with it, Felicity thought quickly. Without even having to concentrate that hard, and without even moving her body obviously, she started to cast a counter spell to the surveillance enchantments that filled the room.

    It would introduce static, if you will, making it impossible to detect who was casting a spell and what the spell was there to do.

    Jane reached the door. She flattened a hand against it. Then she brought up her wand and started to scratch something into the wood. It was clear that one of the spells she was casting was in an attempt to obscure sounds. It was good, and it should work, but Felicity had to go back to the fact that there were some seriously sophisticated surveillance spells in here.

    Simply by running her tongue across the roof of her mouth, Felicity increased the power and effectiveness of Jane’s spell a hundredfold.

    When it was clear that Jane detected there was nobody outside the door, she opened it. She turned around and stared at Felicity. More light had now made it in under the curtains, and it was enough to see how wide her eyes were. It even looked as if a tear or two were glimmering at the edges of her lashes.

    Silently, they both walked out into the corridor. There were more surveillance spells. Damn, there were more since yesterday, weren’t there? That wasn’t Felicity’s imagination. What with being healed last night and being given the promise that she could work her way up to getting revenge on Broadstone, she was operating at 100 percent efficiency.

    Sometime in the middle of the night, someone had cast pretty sophisticated recording enchantments throughout the girls’ dormitory. Wait, Felicity had to correct herself quickly. They weren’t throughout the girls’ dormitory. They were exclusively in front of her door.

    Her stomach kicked like a bull that had just gone on a bender.

    The school couldn’t know what she’d done, right?

    If they had any clue that she was a demon’s witch, they would have come for her already.

    … So this had to be down to Belinda, didn’t it? Perhaps she’d just gone and tattled on Felicity.

    Felicity pushed her lips between her teeth and chomped on them hard. She wasn’t trying to draw blood, but it was the distraction she needed not to freak out and run back to Lucifer.

    She continued to cast the same static spell she had in their room. Though these surveillance enchantments were sophisticated, they still weren’t a match for her own magic. For now. She felt a little as if she was in an arms race. If Broadstone put all of their considerable magical might behind it, they would be able to cast more effective enchantments that would leave even Felicity in the dust.

    Tonight, she would go back to Lucifer, and she would demand some more forbidden equipment. That was the thing about working for a bona fide demon. He wouldn’t blink at cracking out the good stuff if it would help her.

    Jane walked in total silence until she reached one of the maintenance doors. Concentrating and casting a quick spell that saw the tip of her wand glow brightly, she opened the door and walked through. All the while, she never let go of Felicity’s hand. Her grip was tender but hard at the same time. That kind of summed up Jane perfectly.

    When they were safely inside the maintenance corridor and the door was closed, Jane abruptly stopped casting her spells. She let go of Felicity’s hand, walked over to the wall, crossed her arms, closed her eyes, and leaned against it. Then slowly like a snake waking up from sleep, she winked one eye open. “You’re gonna get killed today. That’s no hyperbole. Belinda freaked after you threw her wand out the window.”

    Now was not the time to snigger, but Felicity couldn’t help herself. A smile spread her lips.

    Felicity saw it, and it was clear she wasn’t amused. “You can stop feeling like that right now. Don’t ask me how you found the strength to snatch Belinda’s wand out of her hand while she was casting a spell, but you’ve got no clue who you’re dealing with. She would’ve already told Jake. Together, they will be coming for you. All of the elites will be. You won’t make it through the day. I found a way to get you out of here,” Jane added. From the exact way her lips moved, it was clear that she’d gone to considerable personal trouble to do that.

    It had been a long time since anything had touched Felicity. No, now was not the perfect time for a hands-on demon joke. She clearly meant emotionally. What with working the kind of job she did, emotional poignancy didn’t come up that much. Now as she clearly saw how much trouble Jane had gone through for her, she couldn’t help but smile tenderly. “Thank you. But I can’t leave.”
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