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The Demon's Witch Book Four Blurb

    
        

It's no longer a question of if she should trust Lucifer - but how much he's betrayed her. It sends her into the arms of an unlikely ally - Jake King. He knows what's happening to her, but most importantly, who she is.

 Felicity has a unique power. Her enemies will do anything to pry it from her grip. She must fight to protect it, but that will cost her everything.

....

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

    Felicity’s fingers reached Josephine’s neck.

    Josephine was completely unconscious. It looked like, if she would ever wake, it would happen in days, certainly not minutes. So there was nothing to stop Felicity, nothing at all.

    And why should anything stop her? Josephine had wanted to kill her – wanted to crush her like an ant. And Josephine was just the tip of the iceberg. She stood for everything that was wrong with this magical world. Before Felicity had completely burned through Josephine’s blood contracts, she’d seen how many ghosts there’d been. Five. Five people Josephine had killed for their power. So what the hell was wrong with doing it back to her? Nothing.

    Felicity’s fingers wrapped around Josephine’s neck. The magic that had blasted over her body ever since she’d become attuned with her anger rose even higher. It soared like a bird on the wing. No – that was the wrong analogy. It was too timid, too gentle. Her magic reached for the sky like a volcano that wanted to split the planet in two.

    She had never in all her days felt anything like it, but she’d always courted it.

    This was the sum total of the rage that had been building within her not just for the last three years since Damien’s death, but ever since she’d become a witch.

    As Felicity pressed her lips together as tightly as she could, she locked her fingers as tightly as she could around Josephine’s neck.

    Her magic grew and grew. It was like a mouth eagerly waiting to rip Josephine apart.

    At the very last moment, before that unique black-red power could sink into Josephine’s unprotected flesh, something stopped Felicity.

    A memory of a man rose.

    One hand, one mouth, one promise.

    
      Keep an open mind.
    

    
      Keep an open mind, Felicity.
    

    Lucifer’s haunting words filled her mind just before she could squeeze her fingers in that one last centimeter.

    She kneeled there on the ground by Josephine’s crumpled body, and Felicity shook.

    Her anger tried to get the better of her reason once more, but just before she could give in to it, she heard Lucifer’s ghostly words once more.

    
      Keep an open mind and don’t give in to anger.
    

    Why? Her anger had helped her to do this. As Felicity remained there, paused over Josephine’s crumpled form, she half closed her eyes and remembered the fight. The moment she had destroyed Josephine’s blood contracts had been one of total power. It hadn’t come from calling on Lucifer’s seals. That force had, apparently, always been within Felicity. It had taken her anger to unlock it.

    Why had Lucifer wanted to keep her from that?

    “Just do it,” Felicity hissed at herself. “Nothing is ever going to change with the elites unless you start swallowing their own medicine.”

    Her fingers squeezed in just a fraction tighter. It still wasn’t enough to give her magic ready access to Josephine’s body, but it was close. Her magic roared with greed.

    But just at the last moment, Felicity heard Lucifer’s disembodied voice once more. Don’t give in to anger, it promised.

    He wasn’t really here. He wasn’t communicating with her mentally. This was just her memories rising up to stop her in her final moment.

    If Felicity ticked her mind away from Josephine for half a second, she would appreciate that Josephine’s obstruction spell was still in place. Nothing would be able to get into the cathedral, and nothing would be able to get out.

    … Lucifer probably didn’t even know that Felicity had fought anyone. Hell, if Josephine’s spell was enough to block out a demon’s connection, then Magnum Optimus and the rest of the school probably didn’t even know what had happened here, either.

    No one was going to come and stop Felicity.

    She was completely on her own. And Josephine? Josephine was at her mercy.

    With her fingers still tightly clasped around Josephine’s throat, Felicity stared at her.

    How many times had Josephine had other people in this exact position? With her blood contracts, had she wrapped her fingers around their throats? Or had she just let her spells do it?

    How many more people would Josephine have killed if Felicity hadn’t risen up to stop her?

    “You deserve this,” Felicity spluttered. Those sharp words sliced their way out of her lips.

    But still, her fingers wouldn’t squeeze in the last centimeter required to snap Josephine’s unprotected neck.

    Felicity had no idea how long she remained there. She stayed there, in fact, until one tear tumbled down her cheek. It dribbled onto her collar. Rather than remain there, it was quickly extinguished by the magic that still climbed her form.

    That one tear was the only thing that could stop her. It was the only thing that could remind Felicity of who she’d once been.

    She squeezed her eyes tightly closed. She recalled her life before she’d come to Broadstone – her grandmother, her childhood, her friends. Everything had been simple and easy. Maybe she’d grown to hate her grandmother ever since learning what she’d done with Lucifer, but now, all that hatred was thrust away.

    As those memories struck her, Felicity finally flopped back. Her hand fell from Josephine’s throat.

    She brought her arms up, stared at the magic encasing them, then crumpled into a ball. She fell right beside Josephine’s comatose form.

    Felicity wept.

    The tears just kept coming and kept coming. There was nothing she could do to stop them.

    The reality of what she’d been about to do finally sunk in.

    Felicity had always promised herself that she was different. She had always believed that even after joining Lucifer, she hadn’t lost her morality.

    There’d been a line – a big one – between her and the criminals she tracked. Most importantly, there had been a line between her and the elites. They killed whoever they wanted to, for to them, life wasn’t sacred. Other people were just objects to be used, battered, and destroyed as they saw fit.

    “What have I done? What have I done?” she whispered to herself, her voice becoming more constricted as fear, grief, and self-loathing wrapped around her.

    She shook on the floor, but no matter what happened, her magic didn’t disappear.

    Once or twice, she opened her eyes. She tried to discern where Josephine’s blocking spell was coming from. She could. Now Josephine was unconscious, Felicity could see the root of the spell. It was complicated, but Felicity would be able to break it.

    And she would have to if she wanted to get out of here. But why should she get out of here? Wasn’t it better for everyone else if she was contained?

    She’d almost murdered someone. It wasn’t a question of whether it would happen again – it would.

    This anger….

    Felicity crumpled around herself even tighter. She pressed her knees against her chest, and she remained there, frozen and alone with her broken emotions.

    She had no idea how much time passed. Maybe it was minutes, maybe it was hours. Maybe it was a full day. Perhaps everyone at Broadstone – including Lucifer – was looking for her.

    Or maybe no one knew she was missing.

    It didn’t matter. Felicity would stay here.

    She would die down here.

    Because the alternative – facing what she really was – was so much worse.

  
    Chapter 2

    At some point, Felicity drifted off.

    Her mind just couldn’t take the grief anymore. Plus, she was injured from her fight with Josephine.

    Felicity fell into a restless slumber. She felt as if she was some great edifice that was being cracked up. Some old institution that was slowly being undermined from within. She had to lie there as her dream body fell apart, second by second, chunks falling off her face only for larger pieces to shatter from her back and hands and arms.

    By the time she finally woke, her face was awash with tears.

    She didn’t need to struggle to remember where she was. She knew. She was still down on the ground, and Josephine’s still body was just there, right in front of her.

    It took a long time for Felicity to realize something was different, though. Her head was at the wrong angle. She was in someone’s lap.

    Lucifer. He’d somehow found her.

    She groaned.

    He placed a hand on her shoulder.

    Immediately, despite all of the self-loathing she’d put herself through before she’d fallen asleep, she grabbed his hand. She wrapped her fingers in tightly.

    He held her hand back. But there was something different….

    “I… I’m sorry.” She nuzzled his leg.

    “What do you have to be sorry for, Mary South?”

    It wasn’t Lucifer.

    Felicity jolted.

    That’s why the hand felt different. That’s why this lap wasn’t as warm.

    
      It was Jake King.
    

    She tried to jolt up, but she was too weak. Jake also wouldn’t let her. He secured a hand on her shoulder. “Don’t move too quickly. Believe it or not, you’re injured. I mean, you should almost be dead, but you finally found your power, didn’t you Mary?”

    “Get away from me,” she tried.

    He just chuckled and patted her shoulder fondly. There was something remarkably memorable about the move.

    “Why would you want me to get away from you? I saved your life. Just as I’ve saved your life many times and I will continue to save it. Plus, there’s no one else who’ll be able to teach you how to control that.” His voice did the strangest thing on the word that.

    “Control what? I don’t care,” she snapped, ignoring her own question. “Get away from me. I… I….” Her gaze locked on Josephine.

    She was still there. But she was even more frozen than she’d been previously.

    “You’ve just noticed she’s dead, haven’t you?” Jake asked.

    “What?” Felicity could barely push that word out.

    “She’s dead,” Jake said matter-of-factly.

    “But I didn’t… I stopped myself… I didn’t kill her,” Felicity practically screamed.

    “She lost all her blood contracts at once. It was too much of a shock for her system.”

    “But I didn’t… I didn’t want to….” Felicity couldn’t stop herself, and she fell into tears. Maybe no one ever described it as falling into tears, but that’s what it felt like. She tripped, and there was nothing she could do to remove herself from the tears as they swallowed her up. They ate into her face, shook down her cheeks, and covered Jake’s trouser leg.

    He just chuckled softly and patted her shoulder.

    This was so wrong. Felicity had to get out.

    Again she went to push up.

    “Where are you going to go, Mary South?”

    “I have to get out of here. I have to warn someone that Josephine’s dead. I… I killed….” Felicity gagged. She had to secure her hand over her mouth not to throw up all over the floor.

    “Josephine was an idiot. She chose to call on her blood contracts all at once. She would’ve known the consequences. She did it anyway. She got herself killed.” Jake’s tone was blunt and to the point.

    “How could you say that? You were her friend.”

    “Friend?” Jake took a long time to say that. As his lips formed around the word friend, it was as if they were rejecting it from the very center of his soul. It wasn’t just the accusation that Josephine could be his friend. It seemed to be the word itself that he hated.

    “I’ll admit, Josephine was a lot like me. We walked in the same circles. We knew each other. Occasionally we worked together. That’s it. Can you really call her my friend?”

    Felicity couldn’t have this conversation.

    She couldn’t deal with this psychopath now. Again she tried to push up, and finally she managed it. She turned and stared at him. They were close, and right now she couldn’t push back. She wasn’t sure she wanted to, anyway. As she stared into his eyes, she confirmed everything she’d ever known about Jake King. He was rotten to the core.

    He held her gaze and tilted his head to the side. “You’re judging me, aren’t you, Mary? If you judge me, you have to judge yourself,” he said pointedly. He looked at the cathedral. It was clear that even though, seconds before, he’d been trying to pretend that she hadn’t killed Josephine, he was referencing it now anyway.

    Pull back, her better reason told her. Find a way to get out of here now. Don’t keep looking him in the eye.

    You know before how she’d pointed out that staring a demon in the eye was dangerous? Especially if you were attracted to them? She wasn’t attracted to Jake, but this was still a risky move.

    She’d never been this close to him before. With his gaze as unfiltered and powerful, it felt like she was staring into the center of the sun and yet, for whatever reason, the sun was choosing not to burn her.

    He eventually smiled. It cracked across his lips like water that had just come across a desert that hadn’t been rained on for centuries. “I’m sure you have a lot of questions.”

    “I don’t want answers from you,” she spat.

    “Well that’s going to be a little awkward, because I’m the only person who’s going to give you real answers. Are you sure you don’t want to know what you really are? Are you sure you don’t want to know what,” he looked pointedly down at the magic that still covered her body, “that is?”

    She tried to ignore it. She couldn’t anymore. The magic was still there. She wasn’t consciously casting a spell. She hadn’t called on her force for a long time – though she still had no idea how long she’d been unconscious for. The point was, her magic should’ve abated. But it was still there.

    The last thing she wanted to do was show him that his comment had gotten to her, but she couldn’t help but fall flat on her side and draw her hands up. She stared at the lines of magic as they raced and raced around her skin.

    She’d never seen magic with this particular color before.

    She pressed her lips together. She swallowed. But the magic wouldn’t go away. She closed her eyes. She concentrated, but if anything, the magic only became stronger.

    Finally her fear hit a crescendo. Her eyes snapped open wide. “What the hell is happening to me?”

    It looked as if Jake hadn’t taken his gaze off her the entire time. Hell, she could tell, though she had no reason to believe this, that all the while she’d been unconscious in his lap, he’d been staring at her with that same unique intensity.

    “That’s real magic, Felicity. That’s real power.”

    She didn’t like what his voice did on the word real.

    She shook her head hard. “I don’t want it. Make it go away.”

    Had she really just said that to Jake? She occasionally allowed herself to say weak, truly pathetic statements around Lucifer, but he was one thing. He apparently had her back.

    Jake was her enemy. So why show him her vulnerability?

    “You don’t understand it,” he corrected. “But trust me,” his voice shook with something that sounded like awe, “you’ll want it when you know what it is. You’ve always wanted it.”

    “Don’t speak to me like you know me,” she snapped.

    He laughed, tilted back, and brushed his hand through his hair. “I know you a lot better than you think I do, Mary South. Trust me on that one. Now, can you stand? Or do you want me to carry you?”

    She jerked away from him. Warily, she stood. It was hard. Her breathing was labored. Her rib was still broken from where Josephine had stamped on it.

    But if the alternative to standing and wearing herself out was allowing that bastard’s arms to close around her, then she would happily do this for the rest of her days.

    He chuckled at her again. “You always were one for going your own way.”

    “Don’t speak to me like you know me,” she snapped once more.

    He brought his hands up. “Fine. I’ll pretend I don’t, then. You coming?” He shoved his hands into his pockets.

    “Going where? Are you taking me to the nurse’s office?”

    He laughed. “Why? Do you particularly want to go back there and experience her inept healing potions? Or do you want a real hand?”

    She hated the way his voice vibrated on the word real.

    “I’m just some game to you, Jake King,” Felicity spat. “There’s no way I’m going to trust you.”

    He turned around and started walking backward. He did that a lot. Maybe he didn’t do it with other girls, but perhaps with Felicity, he didn’t want to miss a thing. “Trust me – it isn’t a game. I don’t play those. And this is a genuine offer. I will tell you everything about what that magic is and who you are. I’ll also heal your injuries. You coming?”

    Just follow him, get out of the basement levels, and at the first chance you have, contact Lucifer, she thought to herself.

    She’d already surreptitiously tried to activate her seals, but it hadn’t worked.

    Obviously the obstruction spell was still in place. Jake must’ve found some way to push through it.

    He’d already walked 10 meters away. He stopped. He was still walking backward. He inclined his head toward the stairs. “I’ll tell you everything. Absolutely everything. I’ll also show you how to control that magic. So, are you coming?” he said pointedly one last time.

    Felicity caved. She walked over. She had to concentrate with every step.

    As soon as she made it to the door out of the cathedral, she surreptitiously brought her wrist up and breathed on it.

    Jake finally turned back around. Obviously walking backward up a set of stairs was a lot harder than walking on the flat.

    She waited to feel the distinct tingle that always accompanied her activating her seals. It wouldn’t come. So she rubbed on her left seal. When that didn’t work, she breathed on it, then scratched the skin.

    But still, nothing worked.

    She tried to tell herself not to freak out completely. Maybe they were deeper in the basements than she realized. It was clear that the basements could move around. It was also clear that Lucifer didn’t have the capacity to transport all the way down into the deepest levels of the basements…. Maybe… maybe he didn’t have the capacity to communicate this far down now, either.

    Felicity didn’t bother to tell herself that that made no sense. She had to clutch onto the possibility, because if she didn’t, she’d start to completely freak.

    “Are you sure you don’t need a hand?” Jake said as he turned and looked at her pointedly.

    “I’m fine. But what… what will happen to Josephine?”

    Jake shrugged, turned, and continued upstairs. “She’s dead. What do you think will happen to her? She’ll be put six feet under.”

    “I mean what will happen to her parents? Will they be told that I… that I killed their daughter?”

    “I’m sure they’ll be surprised,” Jake said, and he couldn’t keep the mirth from his voice. “Stephen Lay always lorded his daughter over others. He thought there was no other witch like her. He assumed that she would rise through the ranks to become the head of the Magical Enforcement Unit. I’m sure he’ll be very surprised,” Jake added with another not-so-subtle chuckle.

    Felicity stopped. She knew she had to get out of here. And to get out of here, she had to get up into the rest of the school to call Lucifer. She couldn’t let that slide, though. “Are people’s deaths just jokes to you, Jake King?”

    He stopped. He turned over his shoulder and smiled at her. “Not everybody’s. But some people – let’s face it – deserve to die.”

    This cold dread sank through her. It reminded her of what she’d almost done. It took her back to the coldhearted reasoning that had practically swallowed her mind as she’d kneeled there above Josephine’s unprotected form.

    How easy it would have been to just snap Josephine’s neck – and how appropriate too. Josephine had always had this coming….

    Felicity pressed her hand against the back of her mouth.

    Jake chuckled. “I would’ve thought that you of all people would understand that the only way to fix something that’s broken is to destroy it completely and get it out of the way so something new can be built in its place.”

    That comment got to her. “What are you talking about?”

    “I know you’ve been investigating the murders, Mary. I’m assuming that’s why you went down to the cathedral in the first place and Josephine found you.”

    Felicity froze.

    She’d been compliantly following him. What if this was a trap? No, scratch that – this was most definitely a trap, but what if he would ensnare her sooner rather than later?

    He sighed. He tilted his head back. “Just trust me, okay? If I wanted to do anything to you, Mary, I would’ve done it during our first fight.”

    “Are you saying you let me win?”

    She didn’t know why she asked that. Of all the entries on her list of problems right now, it wasn’t one of them.

    Or maybe it was. Maybe Jake had always been holding back, and he’d been so much more powerful than she’d ever assumed. She still had no clue how many doors he could see. But if she ticked her mind back to the lesson with Brown, she could recall that Brown had said there were several students at Broadstone who could see seven doors. What if Jake was one of them?

    “I’m not about to attack you, Mary,” Jake said with a trying sigh that told her he was starting to lose his patience. “Like I said – if I’d wanted to do anything to you, I would’ve done it during our first match.”

    “So why did you let me win?” Felicity forced herself to ask.

    “Because I wanted to see what you could do.”

    “Bullshit. Because you wanted to use me to get rid of your competition,” she spat.

    He laughed.

    They’d been walking up the steps this whole time. Maybe it was the effect of her injuries altering her ability to track time, or maybe they really were much deeper down in the basement than she’d assumed – because the stairs shouldn’t be this long.

    Or perhaps Jake was magically altering this space so he could converse with her longer and make his point. For it was damn clear he had a point to make.

    “I don’t need you to get rid of my competition, Mary. I just gave you the opportunity to do what you’ve always wanted.”

    “And what have I always wanted?”

    “I can see it in your eyes, you know. I saw it on the first day you came here.”

    “And what’s that?” she spat, her voice steadily becoming harder.

    “You want to tear this place down.”

    Maybe this was where Felicity should’ve reacted. If she’d been in an ordinary mood, she would have. How could Jake know what she ultimately wanted to do?

    Right now, the only thing she cared about was what she’d almost done to Josephine. Oh yeah – and the magic that continually flowed around her body. It wouldn’t stop no matter how much she concentrated.

    “You’d be surprised that you’re not alone,” Jake told her as he scratched his chin. He let his fingers stop on his throat. He patted it twice. Then he balled up a hand and let it fall to his side.

    “Are you telling me that you want to destroy Broadstone, too?”

    Abruptly, they reached the top of the stairs.

    They hadn’t been there a second before.

    Just yesterday, Felicity had been differentiating the students by those who were aware enough and skilled enough to be able to discern confusion spells, and those who weren’t. Yeah, well, right now, she’d just fallen for another confusion spell.

    “Yeah, I want to destroy this place. I want to see it crumble into dust,” Jake said as he looked right at her.

    His gaze – the intensity and promise behind it – stole her breath away.

    She jolted away from him.

    Only when her back was to him fully did she draw up one of her seals and breathe on it with all her might. She waited and she waited, but nothing happened.

    Where the hell was Lucifer? Had she done something wrong? Was he punishing her? Or could she still not contact him for some reason?

    “Come on. I’ll take you to my room.”

    “I’m not going to your room,” she snapped.

    “You’re injured, Mary. You’re also,” he pressed his tongue against his closed lips, “how can I put this? Covered in forbidden magic.”

    She just stared at him. “I’m just covered in….” She looked down at the magic.

    She hadn’t noted the exact hue before, had she? She hadn’t realized what it could mean.

    “There’s no way…. There’s no way….”

    Before she could freak out completely, Jake swooped in, pushed an arm through hers, and started to pull her along. “Don’t worry. It’s the dead of the night. No one is going to see us.”

    “This isn’t forbidden magic,” she spluttered. Her protestations were entirely for her own benefit and not for his.

    “Yeah, sure it isn’t.”

    “There’s no way,” she spluttered. “There’s no way….”

    Had Lucifer done this? Had he activated her seals remotely without her realizing?

    No. There was no way that could happen, because when her seals were truly opened, demon runes covered her skin.

    Her skin was only covered with that marching red-black magic. There wasn’t a sign of Lucifer in sight.

    “Please don’t hyperventilate,” Jake asked steadily as he continued to pull her along.

    “Why…. Why is this happening to me?” she stammered.

    “Because you’re different,” he answered in an easy tone. “I would’ve assumed that you’d realized that by now.”

    “Different? I’m not….”

    “Don’t fight it. The more freaked out you get, the stronger the magic’s going to get, understand?”

    She clearly didn’t understand, because she allowed herself to fall into a pit of true fear, and the red-black magic covering her form started to surge. It wrapped tighter around her body until it felt as if it was going to squeeze her in half.
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