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CHAPTER 1
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“So how are we going to know if it worked?” I ask, a little out of breath after mastering the obstacle course. 

Jory cocks an eyebrow at me and looks down at the large plastic ring dangling from my fist. Jutting his chin at it, he says, “I’m pretty sure it worked.”

I lift the ring with the frayed piece of rope attached and stare at it. “Oh, this.”

“Not only did you master the entire course and didn’t even break a sweat—you definitely broke at least two of the rope rings.”

I look up to see the rest of the class staring at me. Clearing my throat, I say, “Guess I don’t know my own strength.”

Breckon yanks the broken ring from my hand and tosses it aside. In a tone too low for anyone else to hear, he says, “The wicked strength was a surprise to us, too.” He points at himself, and then Jory.

I throw him a flirtatious grin. “You choke him too hard during sex?”

Breck throws me a look and then elbows Jory as he chuckles. “No. But the doorknob on our bathroom may need replaced. Soon.”

Mr. Johnson runs toward us, and I grumble too low for Fembot to hear, “Oh, shit.”

“What was that, Paige?” he asks, jamming a thumb over his shoulder toward the obstacle course.

I lift my chin and smile. “Me mastering the O-course. Sir.”

He looks at the destroyed ring and bends down to pick it up. “I wasn’t aware these things were in disrepair. Next time, tell a teacher if something needs fixed.”

Saluting the gym teacher, I nod. “Sir, yes, sir.”

He huffs and jogs back toward the crowd of students who need to do the obstacle course again in order to pass the P.E. final.

Jory watches the gym teacher leave and then turns his attention to me. “You’ve turned quite the corner since the beginning of the school year. You used to hate that fu...dging thing.”

“Yeah? Well, now it’s my bi—scuit.”

Jory and Breckon laugh at my swear save. We all whip our heads toward the sound of the whistle blowing. 

“Back inside the gym, everyone!” Mr. Johnson calls.

The three of us jog toward the gym and it’s still amazing to me that I can run with such ease.

It’s been a month since the guys and I completed the Coresh Accord, and the stamina and extra strength have been a surprise. When I read about the spell blessing us with immortality, I thought that was all we were getting. Like, not aging, and maybe some quick healing. But it has been so much more than that.

Astrid knows about the spell, and she complains daily about how I stay up so much later than she does and then am up before her. A good four to five hours of sleep per night is all I seem to need. I tried to lie down for eight solid hours one time and was up at four a.m. tossing and turning, wide awake. Since then, I’ve been content with much fewer ZZs.

I also notice I don’t sweat much anymore. I hate to sweat, so this has been one of the biggest benefits. My muscles seem to be more defined, my breasts a little bigger than they used to be, and my thighs no longer burn when I run long distances. I feel like a friggin’ vampire from a fantasy novel.

“Grades will be posted online by midnight tonight, in case you’re interested,” Johnson calls out, breaking me out of my daydreams.

“I’m not,” I murmur, breaking from the crowd of students in the gym to head toward the girls’ locker room.

Completing this schooling seems less and less important as the days go by, but I do it for him. For Griggs. He insisted and I can’t say no when he pierces me with those panty-melting baby blues.

“What the hell was that?” Astrid whisper-yells as we change back into our uniforms. Her locker sits right next to mine.

I shrug. “Superman strength, I guess.”

“You need to be more careful.” She tosses her gym clothes into the locker and then pulls her white knee-socks up before slipping her feet into the school-issued shoes.

I also slam my locker and button up my red sweater. “I know. I’m still learning, though.”

We grab our messenger bags and head out of the locker room. On my way out, I note the tiny blood spatters at the base of one of the metal benches. Whoever cleaned up my and Eliza’s blood a couple of months ago missed the small details on its legs. Did I mention supersonic eyesight was also a side effect of this damned spell? Yeah, it’s both a blessing and a curse—trust me.

Astrid adjusts her backpack to her other shoulder as we walk down the Grand Hallway. “Maybe you should talk to Griggs about it.”

I stifle a snort before replying, “Oh, trust me. He knows. He’s having the same problem.”

Memories of him leaving bruises on my wrists after fucking me hard and deliciously in his bed last weekend come flooding in. He pinned me down by my arms while delivering me a punishingly fast and sensuous romp. His stamina was amazing, and he lasted almost an hour. I thought I’d be sore as hell the next day, but, judging by the fact that my wrist bruises were gone within the hour, it was obvious quick healing had also been bestowed upon us. He apologized profusely for the bruises just to realize they were going to disappear as quickly as they showed up. They didn’t bother me—I thought it was hot. I love it rough.

“Earth to Paige. I know that look. Get your mind out of the gutter.”

I look at Astrid and slide some stray hairs behind my ear. “Sorry.”

“Back to the headmaster... does he know?”

I scoff. “Yeah, he knows. Like I said, he’s got the same ‘problem’ as the rest of us.”

“Problem?” she asks as we exit the hallway and walk across the grass toward the Practical Magic building.

“We’re all having the same symptoms. Side effects. Whatever they are.”

She nods, knowing better than to say anything more. She obviously knows about my sleeping issue, and the broken shower nozzle in our shared bathroom is more evidence of my odd super-strength.

We enter the Practical Magic building to see most of the students have arrived already.

Caleb pulls me into a hug, and I squeeze him back. 

“Umpfh,” he grunts.

I quickly release him from my death squeeze. “Sorry.”

“You’re like Supergirl over here,” he says with a megawatt smile.

“Still trying to get used to it,” I murmur.

“It’s all good, you can practice on me anytime.” He waggles his eyebrows.

I go to punch him in the arm and then put my hand down. I don’t trust my own strength.

“Take your seats,” Griggs says.

He looks smoking hot in a white button-down shirt and purple tie. His black slacks are more casual than usual, and he’s not even wearing a belt. It makes me want to rip his clothes off.

We sit on the mats and Griggs starts, “Raise your hand if you’ve had any problems with that mark on your shoulder blade.”

About half the students raise their hands.

“Astrid, what problems are you having?” he asks.

“Well,” she starts. “It’s not really a problem, per se, just that it tingles and gets a little warm when I do magic. But not every time.”

Griggs nods. “That’s to be expected—it’s also a good sign.” He looks around. “Anyone else?”

Jack says, “I have the same issue, except mine actually burns to where it’s painful sometimes.”

“When you’re performing magic?” Griggs asks.

Jack looks apprehensive to answer, and I suddenly hear Caleb snort and then cover it up with a cough. I shoot him a look and say telepathically, “You’ll be telling me about that later.”

“Uh, yeah, when I do magic, or anything, uh, strenuous.”

“If memory serves, you have the rune of strength and stamina, correct?”

Jack nods. “Yes, that’s what I was told. I’ve been an athlete most of my life, so I guess it fits.”

“Mine tingles mostly when I’m drawing runes,” Astrid adds.

“Correct, you have the rune of kindness, so when you’re drawing runes on others, you’re expressing kindness.”

Astrid nods. “Makes sense. Thanks, Headmaster.”

He grins, looks at me briefly, and then says, “If any of you want to come to me privately to discuss your mark, my door is always open. Just know that it’s all right if your mark burns or tingles when you do magic. It means you’re a blessed witch or warlock and are performing magic correctly. Let the burn and tingle give you strength and inspire you.”

Mine never burns. I’ve got the infinity mark, which I already knew why... but after the spell, it seems it really doesn’t matter. I don’t do magic that often—usually just in class and a few runes—but I never felt anything.

“Open your tablets and go to chapter eighteen. I want you to answer all the questions at the end of the chapter. I’ll give you thirty minutes.”

The sounds of the students pulling their electronic tablets from their messenger bags and backpacks could be heard. I don’t retrieve mine, though. I go up to Griggs, who’s standing behind his podium and reading something.

“Hi,” I say.

He looks up and smiles. “Hello, beautiful.”

Knowing he spoke soft enough so the other students didn’t hear made me happy. In fact, I was just about to complain about my mark never reacting when I feel it tingle on my back. Is it psychosomatic?

“What’s up? You okay?” he asks.

“I was just about to tell you that my mark never reacts, but just now, when you called me beautiful, instead of butterflies in my belly, my mark tingled. How weird.”

“I wish I could touch you right now,” he says lowly. “Pull your shirt off and trace my finger over your mark to show you that it reacts to me because we’re infinitely bound together.” His smile drops a little. “It probably reacts to Jory and Breck, too.”

I shake my head. “Not that I’ve noticed so far.”

“Pay attention to it next time.”

I cross my arms behind my back to resist touching him and say, “How about we try it out later? Just me and you?”

He chuckles. “I would love that.” He looks at the students and frowns.

I follow his line of sight and see Caleb and a couple other students studying our interaction.

“You better get back over here, the students are speculating whether you’re fucking the headmaster,” Caleb says in my head while making eye contact.

I nod slightly. “I’m gonna go take that quiz.”

Griggs says nothing, just goes back to the pages he was reading.

“Thanks for the heads-up,” I say to my warlock friend.

“No problem. I’m getting better at reading people’s thoughts. It can be helpful, but it gets annoying sometimes, too. Most of the people here are serious deviants or completely vapid and void of any meaningful thought.”

“Like Eliza?” I snort.

He grins. “I don’t know, I can only read witches and warlocks.”

“Darn.”

I look up to see Griggs is still studying his page. My gaze moves back to Caleb. “Why did you laugh earlier when Jack was talking?”

Caleb sets his tablet down and looks around. Then, he leans in and says, “He wanted to say that his mark tingled when he was doing the nasty with Eliza, and also when he jacks off, but he knew he would be in trouble for breaking rule number four by admitting to doing her, and he had to come up with something quick. But if you want my opinion, his mark probably tingles while doing that because he can manipulate moods and probably does that while he’s bumping uglies with the redhead.”

I don’t know whether to laugh at his dilemma or dry-heave at the visual of him and Eliza fucking.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 2


[image: ]




I can feel the weight of her stare on me as I fake being out of breath. It seems I’ve graduated from cartwheels to double back handsprings whenever the mood strikes. I’m as surprised as anyone of my new talent, but I also feel no reason to explain it to anyone.

“You’re different,” Eliza finally says, standing a few feet from me. We are both benched from the soccer game for being too aggressive. My response to the ref was the double back handspring on my way to the bench.

“And you’re annoying, so shut the fork up.”

“Why do you insist on being such a bi—big meanie to me all the time?” she pushes.

I slowly turn my head to look at her. As I study her features, I can see her nose is slightly crooked, but completely healed, and her hair is shorter on the top on one side than it is in the back. It’s almost mullet-like since the long strands are pulled into a low ponytail in the back. I briefly wonder if vampires can have plastic surgery.

“You bring this crap on yourself, Red.” I turn my attention to the field after purposely calling her that because I heard her threaten another student once because she hated the nickname.

She’s smart to ignore the dig and instead says, “Why can’t we just get along?”

Now look back to her. “Are you throwing in the white flag of surrender?”

“Why do you have to word it like that?”

I grin. “I like words. I dislike succubuses.”

Eliza clears her throat and raises her chin. “Succubae.”

I roll my eyes. “Okay, Webster. What do you want?”

“I want you apologize for fudging up my face and hair.”

I stare are her incredulously. “Uh... okay. Well, if you apologize for butting your nose into mine and Jory’s business, accusing me of having crabs, and calling Astrid and me lesbians, then sure.”

“You’re a homophobe.”

“Oh, I got no problem with girl-on-girl action. You’re the one who said it in a derogatory manner. So maybe you should go on and apologize for your homophobia.”

She screeches out a huff and stands before stomping over to the other side of the field to stand and watch the rest of the soccer match.

Astrid gets switched out of the game and comes over to take Eliza’s spot.

“What was that about?”

I make a scoffing noise. “First, she asks why we can’t get along, and then she demands an apology from me.”

Astrid’s eyes widen. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not,” I say, and then go on to explain.

We both watch as Eliza glares at us both. Truth be told, I wouldn’t mind a truce, because let’s be real—with my new abilities, she’s merely an annoyance at this point. I could probably kill her with one punch, so I don’t want to deal with having to be careful. A truce would be easier, but fuck if I’m going to be the one to initiate that. I’ve got too much pride—pride that I’m sure is going to get me into a lot of trouble in the future.
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“We’ll take the shuttle to the Billings airport and fly directly to Denver.” Griggs smiles proudly at me, but I frown.

“We?” I ask.

He sets a beautifully grilled steak in front of me, the baked potato and asparagus looking picture-perfect next to it. I lift the non-alcoholic bottle of beer to my lips and glare at him for an answer.

Instead of replying, Griggs looks at Jory and Breckon. “You seem to be able to explain things better.”

Jory’s bite is paused at his lips. Of course, Breckon hasn’t touched his food.

“You’re not going alone, baby.” Breckon grins at me.

“Yes, I am,” I say defiantly. “I don’t need all this... security. I’m gonna see my mom, then kill that damn vampire, then get the hell outta Dodge. Easy.”

“You’re fucking delusional,” Breckon says with his eyebrow cocked.

“No, I’m not. I can handle myself. And fuck you for calling me delusional, you asshole.” I throw my plate of food into the grass and stomp back into Griggs’s house. I wish I could slam the sliding glass door, but it wouldn’t be safe. Screw these guys for treating me like some helpless female!

As I stomp through the house and eventually lock myself in Griggs’s bedroom, I sit on the bed—where we’d just made love mere hours ago—and fume.

How dare he call me delusional! I can take care of myself. I have all these new abilities, and those boys are still treating me like a fragile china doll. I’m not going to put up with it. As much as I’d love to spend a weekend away from this place with the guys, they’re just going to slow me down. I also don’t want to explain everything to my mother. Explaining to her that I have three lovers, and that we’re all bound together for eternity, might put her into cardiac arrest. And it’s not like the incompetent witch would know how to stop the heart attack.

No, I need to do this myself. I run my hand over the soft bedding as an idea begins to form in my head. A smile begins to tip my lips until I hear footsteps approach the locked door. Frowning, I wait until Breckon jiggles the doorknob. I know it’s my vampire and not Jory or Griggs because I can hear his slow heartbeat. Yet another side effect.

I’m about to tell the vampire to kick rocks, but he breaks the lock and enters anyway. As he saunters into the room, I stuff down the sigh that wants to escape. God, he’s so damn sexy with that black hair and that tortured, brooding look on his face. All I want to do at that moment is kiss and fuck it all away for him.

Instead, he stands there, his hands in the pockets of his jeans, looking boyish and sorry. “I think there’s been a big fucking misunderstanding.”

I want to argue, but instead, I say, “Is that so? You three have finally come to the conclusion that I’m a grown-ass adult and can make my own decisions?”

He sighs and comes to sit next to me. “We already know those things, Paige. This spell... our love for you... we have this primal, fierce need to protect you. You’re our goddess, our queen. No way we’re letting you exact revenge on this vamp by yourself. No way in hell.”

I open my mouth to protest, but Breck shuts me up by planting a toe-curling kiss on my lips. Pulling back slightly, he whispers, “Let me finish.”

I nod, his kiss rendering me speechless.

He grins in triumph and continues, “We’re going to let you finish him. I promise. But we have to be there. We can’t let anything happen to you. Your safety is now somehow ingrained into our DNA.”

I ponder his words, feeling both flattered and a little insulted at the feeling they’ve made me into the damsel in distress, but no words come.

“Say something,” he pushes.

I shake my head. “You three have been conspiring against me in private?”

That’s all I can think to say, but it is at the forefront of my mind.

“Not sure how to answer that, except to tell you that Griggs, Jory, and I have only one priority, and that is to protect you at all costs. We felt protective and possessive over you before, but after the spell was completed...”

He trails off and when he doesn’t finish, I grab his hand. “What?”

He lifts his soulful black eyes to me and says, “We’re all-consumed, Paige. All three of us. We want you—need you—mind, body, and soul.”

Confused but flattered, I squeeze his hand. “But all three of you have me, mind, body, and soul.”

Breckon seems to relax slightly and then replies, “I’m glad we’re on the same page, Paige.” He chuckles a little at the pun.

I roll my eyes. “Like I’ve never heard that one before.”

He grips my face between his fingers gently and says, “You are not going to Denver alone, baby. You’re not taking on this guy—whoever he may be—by yourself. I’m sorry if you think that makes us chauvinistic or misogynistic, or whatever, but we’re not. We just want to make sure you’re protected. We can’t bear to be without you. We would die if something happened to you.”

His words melt the ice around my heart, and I raise a hand to run it along his cheek. “Okay.”

His brows rise. “Okay?”

I nod and rest my face against his chest. “Yes.”

“Wow, that was easy,” he murmurs.

I giggle. “You calling me easy, Twilight?”

He pulls me away and grips both hands on my upper arms. While staring deep into my eyes, he says, “Do not ever compare me or my kind to those sparking douchebags of fiction. You understand?”

I swallow hard and bite back a smile. “Duly noted, boss.”

He lets me go and pulls me into a soft embrace once again. “Boss. Now that, I like.”
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I wave my phone in Astrid’s face with a grin.

“What?” she asks.

“I got me a ticket to Denver. One week from today. I can’t wait!”

“So excited for you!” Astrid replies, hugging me before setting her bag on her bed. She goes to her dresser and begins rifling through the top drawer. “What part of the trip are you looking forward to the most?”

I laugh and plop myself on the bed. “Oh, God. Where do I begin? Of course seeing my mom is at the top of the list. But I won’t lie—a big, fat greasy cheeseburger and milkshake is definitely going to hit the spot.”

She laughs as she changes into her sweatpants and tee. “From where?”

“I don’t care if it’s a fast-food chain or the local greasy spoon. I’m gonna be making out with that cheeseburger!”

“That does sound damn delicious,” she says. Suddenly, she frowns and then burps. “Oh, no.”

“What’s wrong?” I ask, concerned.

She puts up a finger and runs into the bathroom, where I hear her begin to vomit.

I rush in there and rub my hand along her back. “What the hell is wrong with you? God, I hope you don’t have the flu. I don’t need that shit so close to my trip. Wait, can I even get a virus?”

Realizing I’m being self-centered, I stop my external rambling and quickly fill a cup of water for my best friend. “Here, rinse your mouth out.”
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