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  Pandora's Demon Book One Blurb

    
        
Oh dear. Ruby Whittle's already down on her luck. Soon, she'll descend much further into something far worse. When she inherits Pandora's box and finds out Hell's real - and coming for her - she needs help. And only one demon can save her.
Blake is the Sixth Son of Satan, a man just as arrogant as he is handsome. When he spies Ruby, the half-breed, he plans to kill her. But when Ruby contracts him with one of his father's rings, she binds them. Blake must now protect her. Through Heaven, through Hell, and through one of the greatest plots the universe has ever seen.
A dark force is rising, and though Blake really doesn't like it, Ruby is the only half-breed who can help him defeat it. To do that, she'll make him discover the beating organ between the junction of his fourth and fifth ribs. And by the end of this demonic tale, she'll rip his heart right out and lay it as his feet. For when a demon falls in love, things get sticky.
...
Pandora's Demon follows a prince and a half-breed battling to save the universe. If you crave your contemporary fantasies with action, humor, romance, and fun, grab Pandora's Demon Book One today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
Pandora's Demon is the 2nd Sons of Satan series. A witty, action-packed, light romance world where Satan's sons must find love, but only after it sticks a ring on their finger. If you like your urban fantasies packed full of charming smiles, arrogant demons, and sprinkles of romance, dive in today.

    


    Prologue

    Blake, Sixth Son of Satan

    Later that day

    She grabbed hold of me, hand on my hip, eyes staring into mine as her irises burnt with the power of Hell.

    That I could deal with. What happened next, I could not. As the foolish woman opened Pandora’s box and let the true light of Hell spill out over the city, she slipped her hand in and grabbed the one thing I couldn’t withstand. A Ring of Satan.

    Slip that on my finger, and regardless of what I wanted to do to her, I’d only be able to do one thing. Protect her.

    As glass hailed around us, as she thrust us backward through the massive plateglass windows behind me, the city lit up like a thousand torches, and her flaming eyes stared right into mine.

    I reached for the horn dagger by my belt. Just before my fingers could clutch around it, her hand delved deeply into Pandora’s box, light and sparks erupting up everywhere. I swung the dagger around. I was well within my rights to kill this woman. Demon-human hybrids, even if they had once been fully human, were illegal. I never got the chance. Just as my dagger sliced through the air, singing my song, aflame with my own demon light, she slipped her hand all the way past the marauding demons stuck in the box, and she grasped up the ring.

    My eyes widened. Terror, the likes of which I hadn’t felt in centuries, grabbed my gut and held on with a cast-iron grip.

    “Son of Satan,” she spluttered as we fell down the side of the building. Pandora’s box was still pinned against her chest, and my hand was locked around her hip as the knife sliced for her throat.

    “Yes, and I’m the last thing you’ll ever see, half-breed. You—”

    Light erupted up around her. Her two tiny half-human demon eyes were nothing in comparison. The light surrounding my blade, though it might be impressive to some humans, was also nothing compared to the show the box put on. And nothing compared to what happened next. She plucked out the ring. Of all of the demon forces trapped in that box, the ring was the smallest by far. Yet she still found it. She brought it around. Just before I could slice her throat, she shoved it onto my finger. It locked down over my pinky, and my eyes widened, not just with force, but with the kind of premonition you can only get on the edge of eternity – true fate.

    “Son of Satan,” she bellowed, “I now bind you. I bind you to protect me, to save me, and I bind you with your life. If I go down—” she began.

    The magic of the ring started to take effect on me. It clambered through my finger and shot into my heart. And there, it set up residence forever. It crammed out the darkness and forced its way in and in and in until my lips cracked open, until I hissed, “If you lose your life, I will lose my life.”

    “Yes,” she screamed, aware of the fact we were still plunging down the side of the building apparently, “so save me.”

    My head tilted forward, my eyes half closed, and my dark gaze locked on my future.

    It was just as we reached the pavement, just as I heard the ominous creak of Pandora’s box opening.

    I wrapped my arms further around her back, my dagger tumbling from my grip and falling on the pavement just as I twisted and landed on my feet. I caught her, I saved her, and I looked down into her eyes.

    This had just begun. In all of my centuries, I had never been bound by a Ring of Satan. Because I could promise you this. In all of my centuries, unlike some of my other brothers, I had always known how to get what I wanted and how to remove what I didn’t. This woman might’ve bound me for now. She would not bind me forever. No matter what, I would find a way to break this pact. Even if it involved breaking her.

  
    Chapter 1

    Ruby

    I walked along by the side of the lapping river, one hand over my head, the other loose by my side. My bag kept slipping off my shoulder. Every few steps, I’d have to yank it back up. I could just change my position and stop holding my head like it was about to fall off. Except I couldn’t. Except this was the only thing keeping me together. I was thankful for the fact that it was night, that it was cold, and that a clipping breeze slipped in off the river, even thankful that its icy fingers slid down my back. I didn’t want to feel the cold, but it meant there was no one around. No one to see me implode. “Why didn’t you give me anything, Grandfather? I was the only grandchild who never demanded anything of you. Why…?”

    My bag slid off my shoulder again. A copy of the will given to me and my cousins tumbled out of my bag. The wind almost caught it. I wanted to let it. What was the point of holding onto it? My grandfather, whom I’d been devoted to, had died only last week. Suddenly, too. I, unlike the rest of his grandchildren, had loved him dearly. So why, in the end, had he divided his fortune among them but given me nothing?

    I couldn’t speak. As my bag toppled over by my old, torn shoe, something tumbled out of it and struck the pavement with a thump.

    That would be my only inheritance. A box. A simple wooden box. It had a complicated latch at the front, and I hadn’t opened it. I’d shaken it, though. It was empty.

    I fell down to my knees. I’d never wanted to be someone like this. I’d never been after my grandfather’s money. It’s just in the last two weeks, accident after accident had befallen me. I was up to my neck in debt. I’d needed an inheritance. All of the other grandchildren had received massive cash payouts, regardless of their existing wealth. Why not me?

    I stared at the box. Was there a letter inside? I’d given it a really good shake, but I doubted that too.

    So… all I was worth was just an empty box in the end?

    “Nobody deserves to get money from anyone,” I tried. That had been my refrain for most of my life. “You have to look after yourself. Expect more, and you just become greedy.”

    I’d lived by those refrains. I’d firmly believed that you made your own fortune. It’s just the last two weeks had unwound every single thing I’d ever worked for. I needed a leg up. Instead? I’d been pushed right down by the man who’d purportedly loved me.

    I looked at the box. I considered throwing it into the river. Why not? That would make a clean break with the past. But… my grandfather had still given me something. The part of me that wasn’t adrenal over all her misfortune realized that.

    “I… don’t really know why you did this, Grandfather, but I guess it’s fine.”

    I said that, but I continued to cry. I put the copy of the will and the box back in my bag, looped the strap over my shoulder, and continued to wander along. My fingers were bone cold. I’d always had that problem, ever since birth – poor circulation. Chilblains would likely cover each of my fingers by the time I made it home. Even if you warmed me up by a fire, I’d always be as cold as ice.

    Now I had another reason to freeze.

    I frowned, tears marching through my eyes as I stared down at my bag again. I got the urge to throw that box in the river once more, but I stopped myself.

    I took a breath. There had to be a way through this misfortune. Maybe I could… ask someone for a loan? One of my cousins, perhaps?

    I made a face, and you would too. None of my cousins were trustworthy. That old adage that you can’t become super rich without being a criminal rang true – amongst my extended family, at least.

    I took another weak step, and my phone rang, its shrill tones like bells in my ears.

    I didn’t want to answer it. Who could it be, anyway? Another debt collector? I’d lose my apartment today, wouldn’t I? I’d likely go home to find all my stuff strewn over the street, half of it stolen.

    Hell, maybe my only possession by the end of the day would be this box.

    I now clutched my bag tighter. Finally, unable to put up with the incessant ring of my phone, I shoved a hand into my bag and plucked it out.

    I saw the name on-screen. “Hank?” I muttered.

    Arguably, he was the least criminal of my cousins.

    He was also the one who’d received the most from granddad’s will. Not only had he received cash, but grandfather had gifted him every single share he’d owned.

    Hank would be rolling in it. So why call me?

    I decided I had to answer. I sighed, composed myself – for what good it did – and pushed the phone against my ear. “Hank—”

    “Sounds like you’ve been crying, little cousin.”

    I bit my lip. “Why would I cry?”

    “Because you just lost your grandfather,” he pointed out.

    Ouch. But it was exactly what I needed to hear.

    What kind of a brat cries more over their own misfortune than the death of a loved one?

    Just before everything could come crashing back in, Hank laughed, and there was an… edge to it. “Look, I’m not here to start anything, Cousin. I just… I want to give you a hand up, that’s all.”

    I grabbed a tissue from my purse and dabbed my eye. I paused halfway through. “What do you mean a hand?”

    “It’s not fair. You did a lot for granddad. I don’t know what he was thinking in the end just giving you that… box.” There was a lengthy, strange pause between that and box. He was likely just trying to remember what strange knickknack grandfather had given me in the first place.

    I ran my fingers over my face, dislodging a few tears and trying to massage life back into my pallid skin. “Do you really… want the box?”

    “Maybe. Why don’t you come over? It’s not too late, right? I can even get you some takeaway. How about that? Bring the box,” he added, voice dropping down a notch.

    My stomach took that moment to rumble. I hadn’t eaten all day.

    Hank somehow heard it. He chuckled lightly. “Come on, Cousin. You know where I am. Top floor.” With that, he ended the phone call.

    I looked at the phone. He wasn’t… look, he wasn’t too bad. And it was only a guess that he was into illegal business practices. Hell, it was probably my pride talking. I’d never made much of my life, while my cousins all had. He was just… better at business than me.

    And he really wanted this useless box.

    The same box I’d been considering throwing into the river beside me. Maybe I’d just give it to him for free?

    I slipped a hand into my bag and went to run my fingers over it but shook my head, thinking better of it.

    I’d told you the wind was cold before. Now it roared down the street. I walked past the river and onto one of the roads that led downtown. How it could be colder out here, I didn’t know, but it chilled me to the bone. Who cared? I was very used to walking along while frozen on the inside.

    I couldn’t get over what Hank had said. I cared more about money than the loss of my grandfather. I was such a bad granddaughter.

    That thought kept me company – and dragged more energy from my heart – until I reached Hank’s office block. To be fair, he didn’t own the entire thing, but he did rent out the top two floors. I think he had plans to buy the whole building, though.

    He could now, couldn’t he? He could do whatever he wanted with that much money.

    “I guess if you want this box, maybe you’ll be willing to give me a lot of money for it?” I bit my lip hopefully.

    I didn’t need to wait at the door. Hank had clearly rung ahead to say I was coming.

    I might be in a frumpy lilac cardigan, old blue jeans, and a stained white blouse, but that didn’t matter. Obviously Hank had given my likeness to the doorman. He nodded once, only the left side of his top lip curling. “The manager is waiting in his office.”

    “Manager?” I frowned.

    He laughed, all gravelly and deep. “He will be the manager soon if the deal goes down with the boss. I will give Hank one thing.”

    “What’s that?” I muttered as I shifted past into the clean, echoing atrium with its perfect marble floor.

    “Hank Whittle doesn’t waste time. He’s already planning to buy this building from the owner. They are talking about it right now.”

    “Should I wait, then?”

    The guy looked at me. He had this knowing glint in his eyes. His gaze even strayed down to my bag as if he knew what was inside. “No, young master’s gonna want to deal with you straight away. Head on up.”

    Head on up? It was easier to repeat that phrase than the other one. Young master wanted to deal with me straight away?

    My stomach tightened.

    My hand strayed back to the bag. Why did I get any semblance of comfort as I ran my fingers over that old wood? As far as I knew, this box hadn’t been important to my grandfather. He hadn’t kept it in a vault or anything. It’d just been produced from somewhere after his death. Heck, maybe he’d gone out last week and bought it for me before his stroke and changed his will then. I didn’t know. And… look, if Hank could be trusted, it wouldn’t be my problem anymore.

    I hated myself for being this greedy, and I couldn’t pull my gaze up from my old shoes as I lifelessly walked over to the elevator.

    It opened.

    Someone bustled out. It was one of my older cousins – Alexa. She smashed straight into my shoulder, her diamond necklace and earrings tinkling. She didn’t even look at me once. Clearly now grandfather’s will had been read, I was an irrelevant side note, some old piece of family history to be swept under the rug.

    She overbalanced me. I teetered toward the elevator. Someone walked in behind me. They didn’t grab my shoulder as I threatened to fall over. They just stood there, and I tumbled against them.

    Have you ever fallen against a mountain? How about an immovable tree? Have you ever fallen against some kind of rock-hard destiny that could not be shifted or fought, no matter what you did? Because that’s what this felt like.

    “I’m sorry,” I found my voice. I twisted my head around and up, my blunt fringe sliding over my eyes. And I saw… it… okay… I… didn’t have words. I… just… needed to find my breath. Wait, you don’t need your breath to think. But I certainly needed to find something. Because as I stared across at a… man, my brain just wouldn’t work anymore. He looked like he’d tumbled out of a Norse myth. He had the kind of impressive stature ordinary humans don’t have anymore, because we don’t spend our time in the forest wielding axes every day to stay alive.

    Beyond his broad shoulders sat flaxen shoulder-length hair and two glittering green eyes as startling as burning emeralds.

    He was….

    He said nothing. Not even an, “excuse me,” or an, “are you okay?” He walked straight past as if nothing but insignificant dust had struck his shoulder.

    Unconsciously, my hand drifted down into my bag. My fingers locked against the simple grain of the wooden box.

    Now he stiffened. Now he turned. And now he locked those same green eyes on me.

    I felt like I was a deer in the headlights. Why stop there? It felt like I was a deer in a thousand headlights. They were all shining at me from every single angle, and even if I had wanted to move with all my might, I couldn’t have.

    He looked me up and down. “Here for Hank, are you? Interesting.”

    “Excuse me?” I finally found my voice.

    He lifted a hand. He made a cutting motion. It was clear he was silencing me.

    I was too flabbergasted to say anything. He slipped a hand into his pocket and walked away. Before he could stride out of sight, my cousin from before ran up to him. She had a partner, but that had never stopped her. I wondered if much could stop any red-blooded woman around that man. But that wasn’t the point. The thing he muttered half a second later, low enough that I shouldn’t be able to hear – now, that was the point. “It’s not as if he’ll be able to open it, anyway. No human can.”

    I stood there, blinking, cold, and confused – until my phone rang. It was Hank.

    I answered. Before I could even say hello, he spat, “Where are you? If you’re late—”

    “I’m here. I’m just in the elevator.”

    He let out a relieved breath. “Come on up. I got you takeout.” He said that like I was a hungry dog. All he needed to do was ring the dinner bell, and I’d do anything for him.

    Except I was stuck, stuck there in the elevator, head turned all the way over my shoulder as I stared at that… man.

    I think I caught a name from my cousin as she fawned over him. Blake.

    It didn’t… it didn’t quite fit him. Blake was for ordinary men and—

    And what? This man came from a long time ago? God, snap out of it, I told myself. This was just fear and confusion. I’d had a big day, and I’d cried too many tears. But maybe, if I played my cards right, I’d sleep well tonight if I got enough money.

    I made my way up to my cousin’s office.

    His staff were already moving things around. It was like he’d already made the deal for the building. Maybe he had? Perhaps that man – Blake – was the owner.

    No, there was no perhaps in my head. He’d definitely be the owner. He had the kind of gaze that said anything he looked at, he took.

    I shook down to my core as I thought that. I dragged myself into Hank’s office. He shot to his feet. My hand was still in my bag. Seriously, unconsciously, ever since coming here, ever since leaving the river, I’d clutched hold of the box as if it was a friend. My last and most important protector.

    For now.

    Hank wasn’t alone. One of his lawyers sat in a brown Chesterfield. The same lawyer who’d presided over grandfather’s will reading. Though I’d imputed this, the guy had seemed kinda happy I’d received nothing. I could tell he came from one of the old families. To them, you were wealthy and you got wealthier. You were never poor and got rich. That wasn’t the way things were done.

    “Hand it over,” Hank demanded.

    I blinked quickly. “Sorry, I thought you said you were going to… buy it from me?”

    His lips twitched. “You can make this about money—”

    The lawyer cleared his throat. Ordinarily nothing could get Hank to focus. This did.

    “Can I please see it?” Hank said.

    I looked from him to his lawyer then back again. “Um… it’s here,” I said, revealing it in part from my bag, “I just… you said that you would buy it from me.”

    “Hand it over,” he snarled again.

    I looked at Hank. I looked at the lawyer. I’d claimed Hank was one of my nicer cousins. One glimpse around this room, and I suddenly remembered how he’d made all of his money.

    Worse than that, I recalled what my grandfather had always told me. Money simply isn’t worth it if you have to take it from others. I’d always assumed that had been a veiled comment at the rest of my cousins. So why did granddad give them all so much money? And why did he only give me this useless box?

    Again I just wanted to get rid of the box, but part of me couldn’t. My fingers tightened around it.

    “Cousin,” Hank growled. He went to make a movement to take the box off me.

    But his lawyer, who’d been seated, rushed to his feet. “You don’t own it yet,” he said in a very patient tone.

    Since when had that ever stopped Hank?

    He actually took a step back. He pushed his teeth into his bottom lip. “You’re right. I don’t own it yet. Now, what do you want?” He walked over to his desk, crossed his arms, and leaned against it.

    I got stuck staring between his lawyer and him. What was going on here? “I—” I began.

    “Look, everyone knows grandfather didn’t give you anything of worth. Everyone also knows you’re in debt, little Ruby, up to your eyeballs.” He gestured at his own eyeballs. “What do you want? How about I give you… two grand?”

    He leaned back.

    He knew I was in debt up to my eyeballs. Which meant he’d checked up on me. Which meant he knew how much I owed – well over 10 grand. Yet he deliberately only offered 20 percent. He still offered it… so why did he want this box so much? And critically, why couldn’t he snatch it off me? He had always been a snatcher, ever since childhood.

    I pushed the box back into the bag. He laughed. It was hardly kind. “You’re not actually growing a set of balls, are you, Ruby? Now that granddad isn’t here to protect you, you aren’t starting to realize you have to protect yourself, are you? What do you want? Three grand?”

    The lawyer shot him a look. I could be making this up, but I got the impression it meant he was drastically underbidding.

    But this… the box wasn’t worth anything, right? So why did Hank want it this much?

    I stood up straight. I glanced to the side. I genuinely loved my grandfather, loved the conversations we’d had, and critically, loved the sense of family he’d given me.

    Money couldn’t bring that back. Yeah, I was on the edge of destitution. But if I gave this box up, I wouldn’t have anything to remember my grandfather by – I’d just have soulless cash.

    I let my hand drop. “Look, I have changed my mind. I’m going to keep this box. I know you’re only doing this for me, but you don’t need to anymore, Hank. I’ll find a way through my own problems. I will get a loan from someone.”

    He shot toward me like he’d been ejected from a cannon, and the quality of his gaze could burn through steel, let alone my unprotected flesh.

    I jolted back.

    “Hank,” his lawyer snapped.

    Hank stopped right in front of me, only a few centimeters away, and it was more than close enough to watch the tension climbing his knuckles and scissoring into his wrists as he spread his hands then contracted them with a snap. “This is no time to play hard to get, Ruby – and you’re terrible at it. I will give you $4000 for it. Now give me the box.”

    He shoved his hand out.

    I took a step back.

    I looked into his eyes. And I saw my grandfather’s warning writ large. This was what money did to you. Every time you got what you wanted, this was what happened.

    I glanced around Hank’s office. He’d probably own this building by now. And you know what? He could keep it. By the end of tonight, I’d probably own nothing. Except for my decency. And money could never buy that.

    Hell, I might not have anywhere to live, but at least I’d have a home from my heart. Right here in this empty box.

    I pulled my bag further up my shoulder. I looked at the floor then up to Hank. “No deal.” I turned.

    Hank grabbed my shoulder. His grip cinched in, as dangerous as barbed wire. “Change your mind.”

    “No deal,” I said, a little fear sparking through my stomach.

    “Ruby,” he said in an endlessly dangerous voice I’d never heard him use before. It made the hair on the back of my neck stand on end.

    He was right. I’d always been the spineless cousin. While the rest of them had been out there, making all the money they could, I’d cared for our family. But that didn’t make me spineless. It gave me a heart – something no amount of money could ever buy.

    I yanked my arm back. “No deal.”

    I walked away. I could feel Hank’s eyes on the back of my neck. I also heard as his lawyer stood, took a step up to him, and said, “There might be another way around the contract.”

    I wisely didn’t turn. I hurried toward the elevator. But at that exact moment, it opened, and several of Hank’s other lawyers appeared.

    I was flustered, and rightly so. I didn’t want
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