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The Demon's Witch Book Five Blurb

    
        

Felicity's on the run. There's nowhere to go, and there's no one to help her.

 Alone, she must fight against the lies, intrigue, and mystery. And she must fight quickly. The enforcement unit hunt her ruthlessly, for her destiny is finally catching up with her.

....

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

    Felicity wasn’t herself anymore. She had no idea what she had become.

    The wind spell that had constituted the memory of Stephen Lay was well and truly gone. She had snapped it as easily as someone crushing a box of matches underfoot. The only thing that remained was her.

    And the chaos.

    She let it out now. She’d opened that door in her heart, and she’d blasted it off its hinges. It would never be closed again.

    Felicity’s life was one that had been geared toward anger. A significant amount of her energy had been used to convince herself otherwise. All she had ever done was lie to herself, though.

    Now those lies could no longer stand up.

    Nor could the bricks around her. She took another step forward, and power spilled off her in every direction. It ate into the stone, disrupting it as easily as someone pushing a hand under a sheet. It wobbled and buckled then turned to dust.

    Felicity walked right through the solid wall that had been in front of her seconds earlier. Now it eddied around her and broke against her chest and face as she strode through to the room opposite.

    She couldn’t think. All she could do was feel.

    With every step, she was carried away further by her growing anger and hatred.

    Her parents had been killed. Strangely enough, she’d made her peace with that fact. She’d had a long time to do it. They’d been murdered when she was a toddler. Her grandmother had always told her that it had just been a magical mugging that had gone wrong.

    Now Felicity knew the truth.

    She couldn’t remember her parents’ faces directly – just the photos she’d seen around her grandmother’s house. Images of them filled her mind now. They broke her even more.

    Then there was the fact of her grandmother’s murder itself. Over the past three years, Felicity’s once cherished relationship with her grandmother had taken a beating. Ever since she’d found out that Layla had made a deal with Lucifer, the shine had worn off her memory.

    But that did not mean that Felicity would forgive the fact Layla had been murdered.

    And why? Why had Felicity lost all of her family? Because of what she was.

    She couldn’t help but replay Stephen’s warning before he’d died. Felicity wouldn’t be this weak if only her father had handed her over when he’d found out what she was. She would have been trained from the beginning to understand her power and wield it for the elites.

    Maybe that actually would’ve made this easier. She would never have known just how unjust this world was.

    But one cannot undo the past – they can only make amends for it.

    Felicity strode through another empty basement. She reached the far wall. She didn’t even have to jerk out her hand and strike it against the brick. All she had to do was tilt her head to the side, and her forbidden magic attacked. It smashed into the stone and obliterated it. Again it formed a great cloud that she strode through.

    If Felicity had been able to think beyond her immediate trauma and anger, she would’ve desperately tried to come up with a plan.

    All she could do was be drawn in by what had happened to her. And every memory of injustice she brought up was fed to her forbidden magic.

    She was now certain that, no matter what happened, she would never be able to hide it again. It had become too powerful.

    She reached another door and smashed through it. It led to a corridor.

    Before her very eyes, it changed. She saw what should have been a discreet and undetectable spell slip into place and realign the corridor.

    Felicity knew that, without her forbidden magic, she would not have detected the change. With it, she tracked the path of the spell. Her eyes darted to the side then locked further down the corridor on a door that had just appeared.

    She didn’t need to push her memory back that far to recognize where she’d seen it before.

    That door led to the heart of Broadstone – or at least the room that was filled with those coffins.

    The last remaining scrap of Felicity’s sense told her not to stride toward the door. It had to be a trap. Why else would the corridor have realigned to take her here?

    She just didn’t care anymore. Curiosity mixed with anger and pushed her forward.

    She reached the door. Pumping a hand into a fist, she hammered it against the wood. The sound echoed and pounded out. It shook through the corridor.

    At first, it wasn’t enough, but when she redoubled her strength and struck it with all her might, finally she heard something unlocking.

    The door creaked open.

    Felicity shoved her hand through, grabbed the edge of the door in a white-knuckled grip, and pulled it all the way open.

    And there was the room with the coffins. She didn’t have to wait for them to appear. They were already there. One by one, flame torches were lighting around the edges of the room. They sent shadows scattering and dancing over the smooth stone lids of the coffins then up over the walls.

    One by one, Felicity saw the doors.

    She could no longer see only 6. There were 11.

    She spun on the spot as she counted them all. Then she stopped. On the opposite side from where the main door was located was a blank space on the wall.

    She wagered that that was where the twelfth door would appear.

    Felicity knew that her face was still covered in dark magic. She could feel it crawling under her skin. Though she didn’t think that there was much she could be scared of now, she didn’t want to touch her face. Drag her fingers through that energy, and it would confirm the one fact she’d only accepted intellectually – that she had changed and there would be no going back.

    Felicity took an automatic step toward that blank space on the wall. She reached it. She pushed her trembling fingers down it and closed her eyes. She swore she could feel energy picking up through the stone. It was as if the door wanted desperately to appear but it didn’t quite have enough energy yet.

    Felicity had largely ignored her seals all through the fight. She’d tuned into them a few times when she’d felt a crackle or two, but otherwise, they had become irrelevant.

    Her right seal started to itch. It was this burning sensation that made it feel as if someone had scoured the flesh and tipped acid inside.

    Gasping, she dropped her hand.

    Her seals were becoming fainter by the second.

    If there was anything that could cut through Felicity’s fugue of hatred and power, it was that.

    “What’s happening?” she hissed as she tried to grab hold of her right seal. But it was impossible to grab hold of marks on one’s skin.

    Her fingers kept sliding off.

    Her desperation did the one thing her reason could not – it started to douse her rage. But only slightly. Maybe her forbidden magic became fractionally less bright, but it did not disappear completely.

    While her left seal was the deal that her grandmother had made with Lucifer, her right was the deal she’d made with him herself.

    Over the years by Lucifer’s side, Felicity had quickly learned what kind of contracts he made, not that she knew the details of most. But he had never made other contracts as vague as the one he had with Felicity. Demons tended to stick to concrete terms. It was all the better to ensnare their victims with.

    Yet with Felicity, all he’d wanted was for her to keep an open mind?

    Why? To prevent her from finding out what she truly was? To prevent her from ever grasping hold of this power?

    If she’d never met Lucifer, what would’ve happened? She’d always assumed that he had been her savior. But what if in going there to The Devil Man three years ago, she had sealed her fate, not saved it?

    As those angry thoughts swelled through her mind, her right seal started to become fainter and fainter until she could only just perceive it. It was accompanied by this burning sensation she would never forget. It was like a searing iron but in reverse.

    She clutched the seal tighter, pushing her fingers in with anger this time. Let the seal disappear, she thought. If that meant that her contract with Lucifer was somehow broken, then so be it. It deserved to shatter.

    The process quickened. Felicity groaned as the seal disappeared. As the pain became too much for her, she staggered down to one knee.

    That brought her away from the gap in the wall and the energy that had been building there.

    Though it was just a wall, she swore she could feel something pushing out of it toward her. It was a groping hand. Though she could not see it, she knew what it was reaching toward.

    Her heart.

    Something wanted Felicity to stay right on the spot. It wanted her to take whatever might come without protest and without remorse. But just at the last moment, when her right seal became unbearable, she jerked out of the way.

    She rolled into the middle of the room. Warily, her right seal hurting a lot less now she’d put some distance between her and the wall, she rose and stared at the wall.

    She swore… she swore she could see some kind of energy pulsing underneath it. She could only discern it out of the corner of her eye. The way it wobbled and rose up like a wave hiding under a sheet made her skin crawl.

    “What the hell is going on here?” she stammered.

    There was no one in the room to answer – or so she thought. She felt a rush of energy from behind her and became aware of the fact someone had just appeared in the doorway.

    Felicity had not been thinking straight. The school and Magnum Optimus would know what had transpired. They would know that she’d defeated Stephen, and they would know how.

    Her breathing became ragged and desperate as she turned. She expected to see Brown. Maybe it would even be Patrick King ready to feed her to the blood spell.

    But that is not what she got.

    Shock struck her like a punch to the gut. “Bethany?” she stammered.

    Though Felicity didn’t want to believe her eyes, she was too smart to doubt them. Bethany was standing in the doorway. Though her skin was a little pasty white, it didn’t sit sallow against her bones and muscles like the last time Felicity had clapped eyes on her.

    Bethany was just standing there, her hands loose by her sides, her head on an angle as she stared at Felicity. “Yes. It’s me. Bethany.” She had an artificially light tone.

    “How have you come back?” Felicity began.

    She started to feel something familiar. It was just a hint of the dark necrotic energy that she’d discerned when she’d fought Regis. It was nowhere near on the same level, but it was enough to focus her mind and remind her of one exceptionally important fact. Bethany was dead. Felicity had seen her corpse and cried over it.

    Bethany had not come back to life.

    The school was using her imprint.

    Felicity locked a hand over her mouth and dry retched into it.

    “You’re close, Felicity.”

    “How… how do you know my real name?”

    “They’ve known who you are since the day you got here,” Bethany supplied.

    She spoke almost exactly like the Bethany that Felicity remembered. There was just this slightly blank quality sitting over the top of her as if someone had placed a veil between Felicity and the real Bethany.

    “What do you mean since the day I arrived at Broadstone?” Felicity stammered.

    “The school recognized you,” Bethany said.

    “No way. There’s no way that could have happened. I was…” Felicity stopped herself in time as she pressed the back of her hand against her mouth again, “I was in a disguise.”

    “The school still recognized you. And once you returned, the process began anew.” Bethany pulled her arms out wide.

    Felicity finally dropped her hand.

    She still sucked in way too many ragged breaths, but before she could hyperventilate, she clenched her teeth and closed her eyes.

    Bethany had to be lying. This school seemed prepared to do anything to get what it wanted, so it couldn’t be above trash talk. It was just saying these things to undermine Felicity.

    She opened her eyes.

    “You’re close now, Felicity. You just need to learn to use your power a little better.” As Bethany spoke, she walked into the room. Her footfall was suspiciously light. It took Felicity way too long to realize that was because her feet weren’t actually touching the ground. They were striking the air just above it and creating these tiny explosive claps like miniature thunderbolts.

    Warily, Felicity brought her hands up in a defensive position. “You’re about to fight me, aren’t you, Bethany?”

    “You need to learn just a little more,” Bethany said automatically.

    “But… you were just an ordinary student.”

    “I didn’t die in an ordinary way,” Bethany said, her tone so light as she spoke of her own death, she might as well have been talking about the weather instead.

    Repulsed, Felicity jerked back. “What do you mean?”

    “I was fed a little of your blood before I died.”

    Felicity couldn’t take it anymore. She threw up. There was barely anything in her stomach, but that wasn’t the point. She couldn’t hold on to this horror anymore. Once she was done, she locked a hand against the back of her mouth then warily stared at Bethany. Felicity tried to shake her head, but Bethany simply nodded. “I was fed a droplet of your blood.” She lifted her hands. It was only then that Felicity noted they, compared to the rest of her body, actually looked dead. They were shriveled and so white, it looked as if they’d been made out of plaster of Paris.

    Bethany turned her jagged thumbnail against her left palm and ran it up her arm as if she was re-creating the path of something. “They put your blood right in my veins. I felt your power,” she said, her eyes rolling into the back of her head. “Then they killed me.”

    “No. No,” Felicity stammered. She couldn’t follow up with any intelligible words. She didn’t have to. All she had to do was deny this god-awful situation and close down.

    She fell onto her ass. She locked her arms around her knees, pulled them in, and started to shake.

    “All it took was one drop of your blood, and I became one of the most powerful practitioners the school has ever seen. This power was never mine,” Bethany said evenly. “It was a gift from the school. As such, I must use it for the school’s benefit.”

    Felicity hated the automatic way that Bethany said that. She was like an automaton repeating the orders of her master with no capacity whatsoever to ever change her mind and stop what she was doing.

    Tears started to streak down Felicity’s cheeks. If she’d been paying any attention, she would’ve realized that the dark magic that had seeped into the skin around her eyes had started to dissipate. It was like mud that was being washed away by her sorrow.

    “You’re almost there, Felicity,” Bethany said. For the first time since she’d entered the room, she tore her gaze off Felicity and stared at that spot on the wall where there was no door. Bethany became lost looking at it. While her gaze had been relatively blank previously, now it opened, and Felicity swore she could see a scrap of the real Bethany shining through. She doubted that the school had been able to make a real ghost out of Bethany, but maybe it was something close, because that look reminded Felicity of her troubled roommate.

    It didn’t last. Bethany swiveled her gaze back down to Felicity again. She took a determined step forward. She opened her hands out wide, her elbows creaking like old trees. “You need to fight me, Felicity. Just one battle, and it will be done. Then you’ll have the power to see the last door and go through it.”

    Felicity whipped her head over her shoulder, her knotty hair bunching around her ear as she stared at the empty patch on the wall.

    It was calling to her again. She swore she could feel its invisible hands trying to grab hold of her and drag her through.

    She staggered away from the door, but that just brought her closer to Bethany.

    As Bethany opened her hands even wider, she started to charge with magic. It leaped over her body, sailed around her torso, and sunk into her face and eyes until they glowed like nuclear waste.

    “Bethany, you don’t have to do this. You don’t have to give up your life… or whatever is left of it for me. Please.”

    Felicity hadn’t thought of any of the other imprints she’d fought as being alive. If she had, she wouldn’t have dispatched them so brutally. But maybe her cold efficiency around them had simply been because she hadn’t known them.

    She couldn’t get past Bethany’s memorable face. That scrap of the real Bethany staring out of her cold eyes immobilized Felicity, even as Bethany took another step forward. So much magic was now raging over her, she could’ve burned through the very air.

    “Get up, Felicity,” Bethany said. She punched her hand down, and magic sailed out of it.

    It smashed into the stones beside Felicity. When Felicity didn’t move, red hot chunks of stone scattered over her legs. They instantly burned through the fabric of her pants.

    She shrieked in pain, but she still didn’t move.

    “Get up, Felicity,” Bethany repeated as she repeated the same move.

    Magic sank into Felicity’s other side, just a few centimeters from where she was sitting. It sent more rock scattering over her lap. Though the pain was unimaginable, she couldn’t shriek. She just stared at Bethany as she closed the distance between them.

    Bethany stopped right in front of Felicity. So much magic was spewing off Bethany’s form, she looked as if she was 10 witches combined. No, 100. In all her days, Felicity had never seen such a display of power.

    “Don’t look like that, Felicity. All of this ultimately comes from you. This,” Bethany spread her fingers, and the magic arced up even higher, “comes from a single droplet of your blood. Can you imagine what’s really inside you? You must take this opportunity to learn how to use your forbidden magic completely. And then,” Bethany cast her gaze over to that empty patch of wall, “you can access the heart.”

    Felicity finally did the one thing she should have when Bethany had walked into the room. She stared over at the door that led out of here.

    She had to escape.

    Perhaps Bethany could read minds, or she was just very good at following Felicity’s gaze. She shook her head. “You still do not have the capacity to control the basements of Broadstone. Until you do, there will be no escape.”

    Felicity shook her head, tears trailing down her cheeks. “I’m not going to fight you, Bethany.”

    “Yes, you are. You’re going to let me rest. You created me.”

    Felicity could’ve put up with a lot, but that statement got to her like a sword through her heart. She crumpled forward, locked a hand over her mouth, and sobbed until long lines of tears trailed down her cheeks and dashed over her chin. They struck the collar of her uniform and sizzled against its magical protection.

    Bethany was clearly not about to wait around for Felicity to cry her eyes out. She darted a quick hand down, locked it around the back of Felicity’s collar, and wrenched her to her feet.

    Felicity was taller than Bethany, but that didn’t matter when magic was involved. Bethany simply rose a good half a meter off the floor until she dangled Felicity by her collar. She looked right into Felicity’s eyes. “You will fight. You have no other option.”

    That was like a slap.

    No other option. No other damn option.

    Felicity had come this far and found this much power within her, and yet she was still so trapped.

    “That’s it.” Bethany’s eyes widened. “Follow your anger. It will lead to your power. And your power must grow, grow until it can finally carry the hopes of the school once more.”

    Felicity finally fought back.

    She rounded a hand into a fist and smashed it against Bethany’s jaw.

    Felicity put all her magic into it, and her force flowed around her in great red-black arcs of power that shook the walls. But it wasn’t enough to push Bethany off. Bethany’s jaw tilted to the side, then her head came back around. She was entirely unaffected by the move.

    So Felicity lashed out again. She smashed her magic-encased fist against Bethany’s jaw, but Bethany simply repeated the move, looking like a weathercock shifting in the wind.

    “You’re still too weak,” Bethany said in a tone that momentarily parroted Stephen’s sheer anger. “You must learn to control your magic. Time is running out.”

    Felicity punched Bethany again. Tears streamed down her cheeks as she did. They should’ve been tears of total rage, but they weren’t. It was as if her emotional system was now so conflicted, it had split off into two separate parts. There was the rage at the heart of Felicity’s magic, then there was the horror at what was happening to her.

    Bethany hadn’t really attacked. She did so now.

    It was her turn to bring up a magic-encased fist and smash it into Felicity’s jaw. Felicity went flying. She struck the opposite wall. She smashed into it with such force, it looked as if the entire cosmos exploded over her vision. She slid down into a crumpled puddle of sweat and convulsing limbs.

    Bethany took another step toward her, though she did not even pretend to have her feet on the ground anymore. With every step, there were more mini-explosions as she did something to the air beneath her shoes.

    Again, she reached Felicity, and again, she simply stood there, staring. “Rise up and fight me. Put me to rest, blood witch. You did this to me, so fix your mistake.”

    A tear trailed down Bethany’s cheek.

    Even if Felicity had been dragged one thousand kilometers away, she would still have been able to see it. Her senses were locked onto it with their full force.

    She… she’d done this to Bethany.

    “How did they get my blood?” Felicity stammered as she pushed up.

    Bethany came at her again. She flew across the floor, her skirt and blazer fluttering behind her. Though Felicity tried to jerk back, Bethany was so much faster. She locked a hand around Felicity’s throat and pulled her up into the air.

    “The blood spell has your blood,” Bethany revealed.

    Palpable fear and shock blasted through Felicity. She shook her head. Then she kept shaking it. “No, but he—” she stopped herself in time.

    Why was she still protecting Lucifer’s anonymity? He’d promised her that there was no way the blood spell would have been able to take her blood, but either he’d gotten it wrong, or he’d lied.

    “The blood spell has been feeding off you from the moment you got here, Felicity. It is what gave the school the power to finally move.”

    “What are you talking about?”

    “Things are quickening precisely because you are giving them the energy to do so.”

    Felicity honestly didn’t think she could keep putting up with all these new shocking revelations. This one was the worst.

    She’d pushed to come back to Broadstone, all because she thought that only she would be able to destroy it. But if her presence here….

    “The King has been able to go against his enemies, all because of your presence on school grounds,” Bethany continued.

    “You mean Patrick King? You mean… that’s why he killed the last principal? That’s why he went after Stephen Lay? All because I’m here?”

    “The time for questions is over, Felicity. You must rise up and accept your power.” As Bethany said rise up, she pulled Felicity further up into the air.

    Felicity’s feet dangled. It felt like her neck would snap. But it was clear that Bethany had absolutely no intention of killing Felicity. She suddenly flew up to the wall and smashed Felicity’s back into it. If an entire galaxy full of stars had blasted over Felicity’s eyes earlier, now it was the whole cosmos.

    Her vision became so shaky, she could barely discern Bethany’s pale face anymore.

    “You need to make up for your mistakes, Felicity Smith. So finally accept your power and dispatch me. Put me to rest.” As Bethany said that, a single tear slid down her cheek.

    Earlier, Felicity had said that she would have been able to discern it even hundreds of kilometers away. That was a lie. It wouldn’t have mattered what was between her and Bethany. Bethany’s emotion was so poignant that Felicity would have been able to feel it no matter where it occurred in all the universe. Because Felicity had caused this.

    “I’m so sorry,” Felicity stammered. “I didn’t know what I was. I didn’t know what was happening.”

    “Rise up and accept your power and put me to rest,” Bethany spat. She slammed Felicity against the wall again.

    There was a crack. Felicity couldn’t tell if it was the brick behind her or her skull.

    She didn’t care. She was filled with a soul full of regret. “I’m so sorry, Bethany. I’m so sorry you were pulled into this because of me.”

    “My blood was compatible,” Bethany revealed. “I was always going to be killed. But when you came along, they dreamed up a new and different end for me.”

    Bethany smashed Felicity against the wall again. It was clear that she would keep doing this until Felicity either blacked out or started fighting.

    But Felicity had other ideas. She did not know why Bethany was giving her this information. Maybe it was a quirk in Bethany’s programming. Or maybe… that faint little spark of light Felicity could see behind Bethany’s eyes was actually there.

    And maybe it would offer Felicity the last hope she would ever get.

    “What do you mean your blood was compatible?”

    “The standard grimoire deemed it so. I would always have been killed,” she repeated as if, for some reason, she was trying to put Felicity’s mind at ease, “but when you came along, they changed my destiny.”

    “How is your blood suitable?” Felicity managed even as Bethany smashed her against the wall again. Maybe it was Felicity’s imagination, or perhaps she was just becoming so used to being smashed against stone, but she swore Bethany was lightening her grip.

    “Call it genetics, destiny, or a magical predisposition – use whatever theory you want to. But my blood has similar characteristics to yours. It is enough that I can accept your blood, but I cannot develop your powers on my own without it.”
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