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The Demon's Witch Book Three Blurb

    
        

Felicity has no clue who to trust anymore. If she makes a mistake, it'll kill her. Or worse - she'll let herself be used.

She can't stop, and she can't run away - Magnum Optimus won't let her. It senses her strength, and it will do anything it can to acquire her, no matter the costs.

....

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

    Felicity had precious little magic left. She was also injured, she could barely think. But that did not mean she turned around, brought her wrist up, and breathed on her seals.

    She staggered back in the direction of where the stairs had once been. The moment she’d fallen into this basement level, they’d disappeared. That didn’t mean they’d been completely written out of the room’s structure. Something was just obscuring them.

    The phone didn’t go away. It remained steadfastly by Felicity’s side, ringing incessantly.

    She ignored it, and a few times when it got too close, she bodily shoved it out of the way.

    She couldn’t… she couldn’t process her thoughts. They all spun in the same direction.

    There’d only ever been two men she’d truly trusted in her life – Damien and Lucifer, and both had fundamentally lied to her and manipulated her.

    That little voice at the back of her head that kept trying to tell her that maybe Damien had been good after all had now been crammed out. It drowned as more tears flushed down her face.

    She reached the right section of the wall. She was too weak to cast ordinary magic. As embarrassing as it was, she had to pluck up her wand.

    She pressed it against the wall and concentrated.

    Her cheeks felt like hell. Honestly, it was as if the Devil himself had been rubbing them. They were so blistered, every time she was stupid enough to move her lips, it felt like she was dragging a knife through melted plastic wrap.

    The phone stopped ringing, but then it started ringing again immediately.

    “Come on, come on,” Felicity growled as she let the wand drag down the surface of the stone. The tip kept snagging against the uneven surface, and in her weakened state, she couldn’t identify the spell obscuring the stairs.

    “Come on,” she now shrieked.

    It was such a violent movement, it could have torn the lining from her throat.

    Shaking back, she fell to her knees. The phone was still right there. It was pushing against her, bumping into her ear continuously in the hope that she would finally pick it up. She just shoved it off.

    She should be concentrating on the fact that Damien had betrayed her. And she was. For the past three years, Felicity had been holding onto a part of her old self. It had been the only part that hadn’t changed under Lucifer’s tutelage. And it had been the part that had fallen madly in love with Damien.

    But now it was withering up and dying.

    She should be grieving its disappearance. All she could think of was Lucifer.

    The bastard had lied to her. He’d lied.

    Felicity lost it. She balled up a fist and smashed it into the wall. She screamed. When that didn’t do anything, she repeated the move. Her skin was so badly damaged that as she practically punched the wall again, blood started to ooze between her cracked skin and trickle down her knuckles.

    The rage that pulsed through her reminded her of what she’d experienced back on that fateful day when she’d trashed her room.

    She suddenly lost all reason. It was burned up under the flames of her anger.

    The only thing she could see was the wall in front of her. It became a symbol for everything that had ever stood in Felicity’s way. “Screw you, Lucifer,” she screamed. “And screw me,” she said through choking tears. “How can I continue to be so damn naïve? Lucifer is a demon….”

    In the first few days after she’d made her deal with Lucifer, she’d been so shell-shocked about what she’d done, she’d barely been able to leave her room. She’d only been able to think of the lessons that she’d learned in class. Of all the monstrous creatures out there, demons were the worst. Because unlike a lot of the other creatures, they were smart. They didn’t do what they did just for food. A lot of it was for fun.

    She’d stupidly convinced herself over the years that Lucifer at least wasn’t like that. But what evidence had Felicity used to draw that conclusion? The evidence that he’d given her.

    “You’re stupid, you’re blind, and you brought this on yourself,” she screamed. She kept smashing her fist against the wall until blood splashed out of it.

    She was shaking now. She could barely hold her body up. Every time she screamed, she aggravated her throat injury.

    “It’s not fair. It’s not goddamn fair.” Her knees gave out. Her fingers dragged down the wall as they tried to support her in a last-ditch effort, but the only thing she did was break her nails and further trash the skin of her bubbled fingertips.

    She flopped onto the floor. As shaking, heaving sobs blasted through her body, she pressed her forehead against the stone. It was thankfully cool. It was the only pleasant sensation she would likely feel for the rest of her damn life.

    Because what now?

    The phone rang off. Then it started to ring again.

    She tried to shove it out of the way. She just didn’t have the energy anymore.

    She had to get out of here. It would be all very well to have destroyed Belinda’s blood contracts only to die like a trapped bird.

    She briefly considered lying down for a few seconds, but she knew that seductive thought would kill her. The second she closed her eyes would be the moment she fell into an endless sleep. “You have to keep going,” she muttered to herself. When that didn’t work, she screamed until it shook off the four walls.

    She pushed up. She turned over her shoulder, and she stared at the position where Aaron had disappeared.

    There’d be others like him, wouldn’t there be? All of the most prestigious of the elites at this school would have spells just like Aaron.

    She couldn’t bring their victims back to life – but she could remove them from the elites’ grip. She could at least put them to rest.

    She pushed up. She continued to press her head against the wall. She was still gripping her wand.

    She thought of Damien. For the first time, she didn’t keep her heart open. She let it close off entirely. She clenched her teeth. She shoved the wand into the stone in front of her, and she cast with all her remaining heart.

    There was a crack, and the spell hiding the stairs shattered.

    Felicity staggered forward.

    She fell hard onto one of the steps, but rather than crack her skull and bleed out, she just laughed.

    That laugh stayed with her as, one by one, she crawled up the stairs, her bloodied fingers leaving slicks over the stone steps.

    She finally made it to the top. She expected that she would reappear in the graduate research area, but she didn’t.

    As she warily stared around her, she realized she was in yet another section of the basement levels.

    “Dammit,” she screamed at herself.

    The phone was no longer following her. It had disappeared about half a minute ago.

    … That meant that Lucifer would’ve gotten the picture, right? She wasn’t going to answer.

    If she’d been with it – if even a scrap of her reason had remained with her – she would’ve realized that this was the stupidest thing she could do. Yeah, she’d found out some things that she’d rather not have known, but the fundamentals of her existence had not changed. She belonged to Lucifer. As she’d already said so many times, going against him would be fatal.

    But Felicity couldn’t think right now. She could barely breathe. She continued to wheeze badly as she crawled over the floor.

    This basement level was just as drab as the one she’d fought in. She made her way down a long corridor. There were various rooms branching out from it. There was nothing in them. They were completely empty.

    You wouldn’t think that Felicity’s intuition would be able to work anymore. Her entire body was fixated on the task of just taking one breath and then another. As a creeping sensation crawled down her back, it told her that these rooms weren’t always empty.

    Over the years, they would have been used for more battles like the one she’d just endured. But unlike with her, most of the poor witches and magicians who’d been thrown down here into this sickening gladiatorial ring would’ve died for their masters.

    As Felicity crawled, she squeezed her eyes closed. “This isn’t fair. None of this shit is fair. Why can’t they pay for their sins?”

    There was no one to answer, but she kept forcing that question out of her lips, nonetheless. For it was a question that had tormented her soul ever since she’d left Broadstone.

    Why was it that no one could punish those bastards? Why did they get to do whatever they wanted – for thousands of damn years – but no one else got to rise up and make them pay?

    The question was so damn naïve that if she’d been thinking correctly, she would’ve laughed at it. That was the kind of thing you thought when you were young and you didn’t understand how the world worked.

    As you grew up, you realized that all your anger and injustice aside, it was intelligence, foreplanning, and sheer determination that actually made a difference.

    Felicity had none of those right now, so she fell into the open arms of her anger as if it was the only thing that would ever keep her warm again.

    She finally found another set of stairs. There was a spell protecting them. After several agonizing minutes, she broke through it. If she’d been at full power, it would have taken her a split second.

    … She was getting progressively weaker. The kind of weaker where this god-awful ringing noise had picked up in her skull as if someone had shoved a static-filled radio between her ears. That wasn’t to mention the constant thumping of her heart. It was far heavier than she’d ever felt. As for her throat, she couldn’t go there. With every breath, she swore it closed off just a little more.

    As soon as Felicity broke the spell on the stairs, she forced herself to crawl up them.

    She wasn’t thinking straight. She wasn’t thinking at all. Where did she plan to go exactly? The nurse’s office? Anyone who saw Felicity would have some valid questions about what had happened. That wasn’t to mention Belinda. Though Belinda hadn’t been watching the fight, she would have realized when Aaron had been defeated. Right now, she was probably running around Broadstone cooking up some kind of story that ensured Felicity would be captured the moment she appeared.

    “You’re screwed, Felicity,” she muttered to herself. “You’re screwed a million times over. Just give up now. Close your eyes….”

    She let that thought settle.

    She quickly shook her head. “Screw that,” she screamed at the empty stairs as she dragged herself up them.

    Finally, she reached the top.

    … And she was still in a basement level.

    She almost lost the will to live. Then she felt something behind her. She was way too addled to know what it was – and she was way too injured to react even when she felt a hand on her shoulder.

    Lucifer.

    Something had clearly blocked him from transporting down in the third level of the basement, but as she’d climbed the stairs, she’d come within his range.

    She felt his magic break around her. There was no light down here apart from that which made it out of the tip of Felicity’s wand. It was just enough to see that as Lucifer appeared, he sent shadows dancing over the walls, riding up over the ceiling, and practically eating any illumination stupid enough to get in his way.

    Felicity didn’t react. She didn’t have any energy to do anything but remain there on her hands and knees as she blinked.

    “You have minutes left to live, Felicity Smith,” Lucifer said.

    She became rigid – for half a second. Then she actually laughed. If breathing was hard on a constricted throat, try laughing. It was murder. It felt like she’d willingly opened the lining of her throat and started to scrape at it with a rusted scalpel.

    “This is no laughing matter. You need to return with me.”

    “You lied to me, Lucifer.”

    She expected him to fight, or at the very least deny any knowledge of what she was speaking of. He sighed. “So you found out what the elites do with blood contracts, then?”

    She honestly wouldn’t have thought that she could stiffen, but she did. It was a far more involved movement than any she had ever felt. It was as if her mind centered in on every muscle she had and, in slow motion, she felt them working one last time. “So it’s true, then? Damien… Damien had a deal out on me, didn’t he? He intended to use me for a blood contract. And you knew.”

    “Felicity Smith, I will not let you kill yourself. Nor will I let you go against your contract.”

    “You lied to me, Lucifer.” She tried to spit those words, but they were so weak, it was like she was crying them.

    “And you promised me you would always keep an open mind. That is what your contract is built on. You will never be able to go against that promise.”

    “You lied—”

    “And you failed to keep an open mind. Now, come.” He was obviously sick of this game. He didn’t just lean down and grab her up – he snapped down as if he was a loaded spring.

    Though she didn’t want to admit it, as soon as his arms locked around her body and plucked her up, she felt relief. It was like an analgesic. She was in so much damn pain, it was like she was still being burned. But at his touch, the agony just went away. In its place, this soulless, empty sensation began to fill her.

    She wouldn’t look at his face, even as he took a determined step forward and magic billowed around him. She knew what would be playing around his eyes. She always liked looking into his eyes when he cast magic. She swore she got an insight into his real personality. Lucifer’s eyes were the most human thing about him. The rest of him was simply a carefully crafted appearance there to confuse mundanes and the minds of the weak. But his eyes… maybe it was just the way he used them on her, but Felicity had always got the impression that they at least were not an act.

    She couldn’t turn and stare at him – because his gaze hadn’t moved off her face since he’d grabbed her.

    As the power of the transport spell moved around her, Felicity finally allowed her mind to tick forward as she wondered what would happen next.

    She sometimes pretended that Lucifer might kill her. He wouldn’t. Because by now, one thing was clear – he would never let her go.

  
    Chapter 2

    When you went against a demon’s contract, there were consequences.

    Lucifer wouldn’t kill her – he’d already said that he wouldn’t let her die.

    But….

    She was pulled into the transport spell.

    Though she’d transported on her own numerous times, it was different when she was in Lucifer’s arms.

    She could feel the raw side of magic when she was up this close against him and he was casting. She swore it gave her an insight into reality that simply wasn’t available to ordinary magicians. Maybe the students at the school thought that, ultimately, magic was tamable. It wasn’t.

    She felt that now. It raged around Lucifer. He didn’t so much control it as choose to go in the same direction as it.

    They reappeared, not in his office, but in Felicity’s bedroom.

    She would give Lucifer one thing – she’d always had a really nice room. It was massive. It had a huge king-size bed, and behind it was a beautiful window that looked out over the city. Its view was technically impossible considering its locale.

    There were antique dressers, this gorgeous cherry wood wardrobe, and all sorts of beautiful knickknacks she’d picked up over the years. There was a chaise longue, two comfortable leather recliners, and a bookcase with only a few books that, nonetheless, could allow you to read anything in the world with just a quick spell.

    Lucifer walked over to her bed. He didn’t immediately release her and settle her down on it. She doubted it was because he was looking around for a quick drop sheet so she didn’t spill blood and blistered skin everywhere.

    No, as his fingers tightened, it was as if he didn’t want to let her go. “You should’ve kept an open mind.”

    For the first time, she could hear the anger in his voice.

    If she had experienced it under ordinary circumstances, she would’ve quaked and fallen to her knees, begging for forgiveness. She just tilted her chin to the side, stared in the opposite direction, and ignored him.

    He let out a rattling sigh as he finally put her down on her bed.

    She expected he would settle his healing hands on her immediately. He didn’t. He took a step back. Though she still wouldn’t look at him, she knew that his gaze was roving over her face.

    For several seconds, he didn’t say anything. Those seconds became a minute.

    Felicity had been through some particularly uncomfortable things – especially in the last few days – but this one took the cake.

    Professor Brown had a piercing gaze – heck, now she was onto it, so did Jake. But neither of them was anything like Lucifer.

    “When your grandmother gave me your body, that was for life. You do not have the right to artificially cut that life short.”

    She chuckled. It was a hard-ass move. “You think this is me trying to cut my life short? You think I did this to myself?”

    “Yes, I think you did this to yourself,” he growled hard. “I told you to call on your seals. I kept reminding you through the fight, but still you did not. All because you failed to keep an open mind.”

    Though Felicity had decided not to stare at him, she couldn’t control herself anymore. She whipped her head to the side, even though it was a truly violent and painful move. “You lied to me, Lucifer. You let me… you let me think that Damien…” she couldn’t finish. Why bother? If she actually put this into words, she’d break, wouldn’t she? The last thing she wanted to do was cry in front of Lucifer – not when he was this angry.

    So she turned her head back in the other direction.

    In Lucifer’s current mood, she half expected him to grab her chin and force it back around to face him. He just crossed his arms. “What did you think this would achieve?”

    “What?”

    “What did you think this would achieve, Felicity?”

    Again, she could feel his eyes on her. They roved over her body. He wasn’t checking her figure out – what was there to check out? She was a crumpled mess, and that was precisely what his gaze was noting. He was assessing her injuries, his stare skipping to the worst patches of burns.

    “You made a deal with me to destroy Broadstone so that I could get revenge for what happened on Damien—”

    “That was never part of the deal. The deal was simply that you would get revenge on Broadstone.”

    She laughed. She immediately started to cough, and she spluttered up several vibrant red droplets of blood. They fell onto her previously pristine, white bed covers. Far from looking concerned, Lucifer just narrowed his eyes.

    If Felicity had been thinking straight, she would’ve realized he was likely doing that because he had the capacity to focus on her internal condition and see just how injured she was.

    “You knew exactly why I wanted revenge on Broadstone.”

    “Yes, and I knew it was because of a lot more than Damien. He was just that which sent you over the edge.”

    She snarled on the term that which sent you over the edge.

    It reminded her that ultimately Lucifer was a demon who simply made deals with other people’s lives. He’d been waiting for her to come to him, and he wouldn’t have much cared how that happened.

    The rage that had got her through her fight started to billow again. She rounded her hands into hard fists. “You knew exactly what was motivating me. Why didn’t you tell me… why didn’t you tell me how pathetic I was?” She wanted to continue to rage at him, but just at the last moment, the word pathetic slipped itself into the conversation. She couldn’t push it back, see. It had been haunting her ever since she’d learned about the elites and their blood contracts.

    Felicity had been just like Aaron. Innocent, and fundamentally, stupid.

    Someone like Jane would never have fallen for Damien. Felicity had. She’d been dumb enough to think that Damien had actually had real feelings for her.

    She didn’t want to cry. The tears came, nonetheless.

    “How many times have I told you that you are not pathetic?” Lucifer said, his tone unreadable.

    She laughed. It was dry, throaty, and the kind of move someone would give before they died. “If I don’t say it, it doesn’t change the fact that it’s true. I was dumb enough to think that someone like Damien could possibly have feelings for me. And you,” she could barely speak, “used me. You let me break down at his death, and you gladly made a contract for my mind.”

    “I had hoped that you would be able to see that I didn’t use you in the same way that he did.”

    His voice was uncharacteristically quiet. No, what it was was weak.

    She got the urge to stare at him, but at the last moment, she just buried her face harder into her pillow.

    A large chunk of skin sloughed off. It was murder to feel it peeling away.

    She wanted to scream in pain. She settled for clenching her fists even tighter.

    “Damien used you for himself,” Lucifer said.

    She laughed bitterly. “And who do you use me for, then? Myself?”

    Lucifer wouldn’t answer. He walked away abruptly.

    Though Felicity told herself that she knew what he was doing, and he was just trying to make her look at him, she couldn’t stop herself from turning.

    He walked over to one of her chairs. He sat and crossed his arms. She could only see his appreciable shoulders and the back of his neck now.

    She made all the faces she wanted to as she stared intently at the back of his head. She also let her true tears flow.

    Again it took him a long time to respond. One minute went by, then another. All the while, Felicity was still in intolerable pain.

    “I told you many times, Felicity, that you do not work for me—”

    “What, I work with you? But I’m contracted to you, Lucifer, and you’re a demon. Ultimately, you get to do whatever you want with me. I guess I am something really pathetic now, aren’t I? I’m more upset about the fact that you lied to me than I am at the fact that Damien was only with me to kill me.” As she spat that out, she didn’t flinch away. It was true, wasn’t it?

    As she’d already pointed out, ever since learning about the blood contracts, she’d thought of Damien a little, but all of her ire had been directed at Lucifer. It wasn’t just the fact that Lucifer was alive and Damien was gone. She knew why she felt this way.

    She didn’t expect Lucifer to turn. It looked as if he was locked in his chair forevermore. He placed one hand on the armrest, twisted, and looked right at her.

    Though she got a fair amount of warning, she still didn’t control her expression in time.

    He looked right at her fragility. She went to choke and turn away again, but she stopped. She pressed her lips into a frown and just stared at him.

    … For about a minute, they just looked at each other.

    At the back of her head, Felicity had to remind herself that demons could practice some pretty strong magic just by staring at someone. But that’s not what Lucifer was doing, was he?

    According to humans, if you stared at someone you were attracted to for long enough, that attraction would grow exponentially.

    There was something fundamentally connecting about allowing your gaze to hold someone else’s like an outstretched hand.

    If that was true for humans, imagine what it was like when you were staring at a demon?

    Lucifer continued not to say a word. And his gaze continued to become all the more intense.

    Felicity was still in a world full of pain. For it to go away, Lucifer would have to lay his hands on her again. Yet even the fact of staring into his eyes was making her stronger.

    She pushed up. Did her body wobble? Oh, heck yeah. It was like she was a massive tree whose trunk had been whittled down until it was barely more than a matchstick.

    But again, she had to go back to the fact that his gaze was leading. And where was it leading her to? Onward. Forever onward.

    Felicity stared at her hands.

    Slowly, she pressed them against her face. “You should’ve told me about Damien.” Though her voice was weak, she wasn’t giving up on this argument. She just… didn’t want to scream at him anymore. Her rage was starting to ebb – all because she was staring into his endless gaze.

    “What do you think would’ve happened if I’d told you, Felicity?”

    “I would’ve been a lot less easy to manipulate,” she snapped.

    “I have always given you choices.”

    “You’ve given me missions.” She snorted. “And you hardly gave me a choice to go back to Broadstone.”

    As Felicity split hairs with Lucifer, she was aware that likely no other employee in his entire history would ever have had a conversation like this with him. None of them were that stupid. And none of them were that close to him, were they?

    She wanted to dismiss the fact that he kept repeating that she didn’t work for him, but with him. What… what if he actually believed that? And what if some of the shadows collecting under his eyes and under his deep frown were disappointment at the fact she still couldn’t understand that?

    She groaned and pressed her hand into her face again. “For three years, you let me believe that asshole actually loved me. I should have been smarter, I get that. I should’ve—”

    “Whatever you’re about to say, don’t say it,” Lucifer challenged.

    She dropped her hand and looked at him. “I thought I’d gotten rid of all my innocence over the past three years.” She ignored him. “But I guess there’d still been something deep in here,” she balled up a fist and painfully struck her chest, “that I hadn’t been able to exorcise yet.”
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