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      Blurb

      

      
        Penelope's dreamed of nothing her whole life, for that way, death lies.
      

      One day, she wakes up normal. She ends the day knowing she's the daughter of Death. When he disappears, she must fight for his return. But there's only one man who can help her. A god of ages, a force of destruction, and the harbinger of doom - it's Hades, Lord of the Underworld. He will agree to assist her, but his price will be high. Her.

      Penelope is thrust into a world of dark desire, revenge, prophecy, and death. She won't survive. But she was never meant to.

      ....

      Shadow Witch follows an awakened psychic fighting to stop dark murders. If you love your urban fantasies with action, grit, and a splash of romance, grab Shadow Witch Episode One today and soar free with an Odette C. Bell series.
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    Chapter 1

    I leaned over the corpse, makeup brush in hand. With swift, gentle strokes, I applied the concealer to the slightly graying flesh.

    The young woman didn’t move – she couldn’t. She’d been dead for four days.

    “At least you get to sleep for the rest of your life,” I muttered to her as I rammed the makeup brush further into my tub of concealer. I needed a new one, but I couldn’t be bothered grabbing one from the compartment under the steel bench to my side.

    I applied more, really getting into the cracks around her nose and eyes – the places where her graying flesh had started to decay.

    I bit my lip. I chuckled. “Me,” I continued the one-sided conversation, “I’ve barely been able to sleep my whole life. I guess that’s what happens when your only friends are corpses just like you.”

    I scooted back in my chair. I reached the sink and dumped the makeup brush into a little bowl of alcohol I’d already prepared.

    Looking up, I caught the sound of a procession through the half-open window above the sink. Carlson’s Funeral Home was located right up against the largest graveyard in the city. Pushing up and leaning a hand on the glimmering stainless steel, I inclined my head until I could see the hill of the graveyard. I watched as the gates were opened and a long black Hurst, glinting under the midmorning sunshine, wound its way into the mazelike cemetery. It was one of the oldest pieces of infrastructure in town. It had been there for 250 years. Carlson’s Funeral Home, in some fashion, had been here that entire time, too.

    I spent too long watching the procession. My eyes darted back and forth as if I was looking for something – something other than the mourners in black carrying white lilies, their somber faces turned to the ground. Something other than the autumn leaves scattering over the long winding pathway that led up to the graveyard. Something other than the granite headstones and concrete angels with open hands.

    Sighing, I leaned back and scratched my head. It didn’t matter that I was wearing latex gloves and I’d just been touching a corpse. “Pull yourself together.” I turned. I faced the woman. She was standing.

    I thought nothing of this.

    She looked at me. She stared down at her dress. It was white. It appeared to be some kind of debutante gown. I was sure I’d seen one or two like it in one of the dress shops on Eastside.

    She smiled at me, touched her makeup, then turned.

    I got up and followed.

    She walked through the winding back halls of Carlson’s. She reached the open door that led out into the staff car park and wandered through. The whole while, I was behind her. I’d grabbed up the makeup brush again. It was dangling in my hand, dripping alcohol and chunks of concealer onto my black shoes.

    She walked across the road that led up to the graveyard.

    I was behind her for every step as a great big wind gust scattered its way through the elms and oaks that lined the road. Autumn leaves were ripped off. They flew around me, catching the ends of my short hair, alighting on my shoulders, and crunching under my feet.

    As the woman walked, I watched blood drip down from a wound in the back of her head. She’d been killed by slipping over when drunk.

    She turned to me as we reached the gates. She smiled, her lips cracking ever so slightly around the move. With no circulation left to her skin, her body was no longer capable of the movements of the living.

    I stopped at the gates. I stared up at the graveyard. It seemed darker. I thought I saw crows descending on it – they were all through it, too. They were landing on the outstretched arms of those angels. They were up on the tall wall that separated the cemetery and the land of the living from everyone else. They were even descending on the cars parked all around me. They made no noise, no caws, no chattering. They didn’t even scratch their claws up and down or flap their wings. They just watched.

    The young woman stopped at the gates, one foot in, one foot out. She turned to me, more blood oozing down from the wound in the back of her head. She smiled and flicked a hand forward, beckoning me onward into the graveyard.

    I took a step toward her, but something held me to the spot.

    
      I wasn’t dead. Not yet. And that, that was a fact I’d had to remind myself of every damn day since I’d been born.
    

    I, Penelope Hope, had to hold on to the fact I was still breathing. For now.

  
    Chapter 2

    I awoke with a jolt. Though it was generous to say that I woke up. What I had just fallen into was a daydream – a particularly detailed one.

    I was still in the mortuary room, still applying makeup to the new corpse. She was just in front of me. I was crunched forward on my chair, my arms crumpled on the glistening stainless steel bench, my hair brushing right up against the corpse’s dress.

    Pushing back, not scared by the fact I’d been sleeping next to a corpse – but angry at myself for falling into another reverie – I rolled my eyes.

    “Really, Penelope?” I scratched the back of my neck, my latex gloves squeaking over my nails. “Another daydream?” I slapped my cheek. My hand smelled ever so slightly, but it wouldn’t kill me.

    Standing up, I dumped the applicator by the sink, turned around, found a small mirror, and stared at it.

    My cheeks were a little sallow. My skin was gray, too, but it sure as heck wasn’t because I was dead. I was just tired.

    What I’d told that corpse in my reverie was correct. I barely slept. I never dreamed, too. And no, you couldn’t call what I’d just experienced a dream. It was a waking reverie. Now I paused to think about it, I’d been awake the entire time. A part of me had known that I’d been pressed right up against the metal bed. I’d felt the makeup brush in my hand. And I’d known the corpse was right there, right in front of me.

    I slapped my cheek again. Then I rubbed my eyes.

    I finally dropped my hands. I was pretty much done here, anyway. I pulled off the gloves and dumped them in the bin underneath the sink. I caught a glimpse of my reflection once more. I almost thought I could see a crow in the room, but I knew that couldn’t possibly be true. Turning around, I glimpsed one flying past the window.

    It took my attention for a fleeting second before there was a knock on the door. “You done?” In walked Stanley, the funeral home director. He was in an old tweed jacket with an equally old tweed vest underneath. He always wore the same clothes. They’d been the same clothes his father had worn. This was a family business, after all.

    I nodded, gesturing at the corpse.

    “Cindy looks great,” he said. “The family will be thrilled.” He walked over and tilted his head to the side as he obviously tried to see if the injury to the back of her head was visible.

    “I cleaned off the blood. It’ll be fine. There’ll be no marks on the pillow.”

    He nodded, clapped his hands together, and gestured with a shrug of his shoulder toward the door. “In which case, why aren’t you ready?”

    I frowned and scratched my head. “For what?”

    “It’s 6 o’clock. It’s time for drinks. It’s Friday,” he reminded me.

    I instantly turned over to the window. I even brought my hand up, ready to gesture to the fact it was midmorning, but I froze. It had been mid-morning in my daydream. Stanley was right – it was 6 o’clock. The first rays of dusk were already setting in. They hung particularly low over the graveyard in the distance.

    I let my hand drop and tapped it on my leg. “I’ll get ready in a second. I’ll meet you all there.”

    “You sure?”

    “Yeah, I could use the walk.”

    Stanley didn’t say another word. With an affable smile, he left.

    My lips tugged down into a frown. I stared at the cemetery. I thought I could see a crow or two. Before I could let my imagination get the better of me, I turned swiftly. I washed my hands thoroughly. Then I grabbed my jacket from over the back of the door and pulled it on.

    I made it out of the back door to the staff car park. The whole while, I found myself unconsciously retracing the steps of the corpse. Yeah, I could call her Cindy, but there was no point, was there? She had ceased to be Cindy when she’d died. She was now nothing more than a decomposing body. Stanley obviously didn’t think that way. But Stanley had a lot more to do with screaming family
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Forces from beyond the grave haunt her.
Only one man can stand
in their way.
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