

  

    Cover




    [image: ]


  




  

    Title Page




    Entwined




    ...




    Cherie Colyer




    ...




    [image: ]




    Omnific Publishing




    Los Angeles


  




  

    Copyright Information




    Entwined, Copyright © 2015 by Cherie Colyer




    All Rights Reserved. Except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976, no part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without prior written permission of the publisher.




    ...




    Omnific Publishing




    1901 Avenue of the Stars, 2nd Floor




    Los Angeles, California 90067




    www.omnificpublishing.com




    ...




    First Omnific eBook edition, April 2015




    First Omnific trade paperback edition, April 2015




    ...




    The characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.




    ...




    Library of Congress Cataloguing-in-Publication Data




    ...




    Colyer, Cherie.




    Entwined / Cherie Colyer – 1st ed




    ISBN: 978-1-623421-97-7




    1.Witchcraft—Fiction. 2. Paranormal—Fiction. 3. Romance—Fiction. 4. Magic—Fiction. I. Title




    ...




    Cover Design by Micha Stone and Amy Brokaw


    Interior Book Design by Coreen Montagna


  




  

    Dedication




    This one is for my readers.


    You helped make this book possible,


    and I’m so very grateful to you.


  




  

    Chapter 1




    Digging Up the Past




    THE THIRD GRAVE ON THE LEFT belonged to Vladimir Godspeed. He died in 1666. Not that I could easily tell that from the worn etching on his tombstone. It’s just that I’d been staring at the block letters long enough to figure it out. To say I wasn’t happy to be standing next to his grave was an understatement. What made me even less happy was the countless number of shades that lingered in this graveyard. At least, that’s what Josh Corey, my good friend, called spirits that took up residence in cemeteries. Never before had I seen so many lost souls. And even though Josh had assured me that shades were nothing more than vapor, they still creeped me out.




    A low moan from somewhere off in the distance had me turning to my left with a jerk. The beam of my flashlight stretched outward, illuminating rows of decaying tombstones that seemed to never end. Everything else was lost in the black abyss that was just before nine on a cold February evening in Massachusetts. I wanted to go home, but I wasn’t calling the shots.




    A demon was.




    Caden leaned on a spade with a lit cigarette in his mouth as he watched the hellfire he’d created melt the last of winter’s snow from the base of the headstone.




    It was his fault I was outside, miles away from my date, freezing my butt off. That’s the problem with being in a demon’s debt; he can, and most likely will, come to collect at the worst possible times. Caden always did.




    “Can you please hurry up?” I whined. My words came out in a puff of white fog.




    “The ground’s frozen.” Caden looked at me through strands of dark hair. “So unless you’re going to do the digging, we’re waiting until it thaws.”




    A six-foot shade slithered up to me, stopping inches from my nose. Startled, I screamed, scaring it and me.




    Caden shook his head. “If you’re nervous to be out here, why don’t you cast that calming spell you’re so fond of? You’ll be too relaxed to care if the dead rise.”




    “Because I’d rather have my wits about me.” I stomped my feet to get feeling back in my toes. Had I known I’d be standing around outside, I’d have worn my fuzzy boots. “This could have waited until morning,” I complained for probably the fifth time. “Why are we here again?”




    “I told you, to tame death.” Caden dropped his cigarette on the ground and snuffed it out with the sole of his shoe.




    “Like you can’t do that any time of day.” He was a crossroad demon with hell’s powers at his fingertips. There wasn’t much he couldn’t do, for a price.




    His eyes flashed red—a warning that his patience wore thin. I pressed my lips together to keep from saying anything else.




    Caden and I had a working relationship, thanks to the deal I had made with him last December. In the ten weeks since then, I’d removed devil’s shoestring from around the windows and doors of three of his clients’ homes. I repaired a long scratch in the black paint of his Subaru. And I did a séance so that Caden could talk to the spirit of his old friend Emily Brontë. Caden had sworn he had important information for her, which he didn’t. Not unless you counted pointing out to the famous writer that he’d told her she didn’t need to make a deal for her work to become a part of history.




    Lately, I got the impression Caden sat up at night thinking of things for me to do. To make matters worse, every time he came to call, I was hanging out with my boyfriend, Isaac Addington. I didn’t have to read minds to know that Isaac had just about had it with Caden’s interruptions or that Isaac spent his nights dreaming up ways to send Caden back to hell permanently. Still, the deal I’d made with Caden was simple: he’d brought my little brother back from the edge of death, and in exchange I became his Beck-and-Call Witch. That meant I did as he requested when he requested, no questions asked.




    Only nineteen years, nine months, and two weeks to go. Not that I was counting or anything.




    My gaze fell on the shovel, and his last comment sank in.




    “Wait! I am not raising the dead. Oh, no-no-no.” I paced a few steps away from him. “Definitely not. You agreed that you wouldn’t ask me to do anything that would taint my soul, and I’m sure bringing the dead back to life is a form of dark magic.”




    “Our deal included subclause twenty-three A—to paraphrase, I wouldn’t ask you to kill on my behalf. Nothing was said about tainting your soul. Do you want to read the contract?”




    My forearms burned as if someone had sprinkled hot ashes over my skin. I yanked the sleeve of my jacket up as far as it would go. Glowing red letters covered my arm.




    I screamed, rubbing at the writing. Halfway down my wrist, I saw the words Subclause 23a: Client shall not be asked to take the life of another human being. “Okay, okay! Get it off me!”




    The writing faded along with the pain.




    “You can relax.” Caden pierced the ground in front of the tombstone with the shovel. “Besides being gross and a hassle to deal with, zombies are too hard to shove back into the grave.” His dark gaze met mine. “You’d be surprised how hard it is to kill something that is already dead. Therefore, we aren’t raising anyone.”




    I yanked my sleeve back down. “You could have just said that.”




    “And you could stop acting as if you don’t like our little getaways. Unfortunately, we don’t always get what we want.” He rested the sole of his boot on the top of the shovel and paused. “Do you think you can summon the tin box that’s buried about two feet down? You’d save us time.”




    “I have to be able to see the item I want to teleport.” Being under pressure helped too.




    “Have you ever tried?” Caden leaned on the spade, an eyebrow raised in challenge.




    “Yes.” I kicked the shovel out from under him.




    He didn’t even stumble. “Maybe you just need practice.”




    I frowned. I wasn’t in the mood to have a creature from hell give me magic lessons.




    To show him that I knew my limitations when it came to the powers, I held my hand in front of me, palm up. “Tin box.”




    Nothing.




    “Caden’s tin box.” I jerked my hand for emphasis. Caden rolled his eyes. “Caden’s stupid tin box!”




    If there really was a box buried there, it remained under the soil. “Told you, I have to be able to see what I’m summoning.”




    He snatched the shovel from the grass. “It didn’t work because you didn’t believe it would.”




    The six-foot shade came back, this time stopping a few feet to Caden’s right. It watched him dig. I glared at it, silently telling it to keep its distance, as if that would really work. I adjusted my knit hat to cover my ears better. “Will you hurry up so that you can get me back to the game before it’s over?”




    “You don’t even like basketball.” Caden tossed a shovelful of dirt aside.




    He only knew that because of the faraway, lost expression I got whenever he talked sports while we drove to our different destinations. “I like the company.”




    He glanced up from his work. “Want to know what I think?”




    “No.”




    The sound of metal hitting tin spared me his reply. He knelt and pulled a rusty container the size of a small clutch from inside the hole he’d dug. He lifted the lid and removed a five-inch length of chain. The beam from my flashlight reflected off the intricate silver links.




    “You dragged me out here to retrieve a bracelet?” It looked expensive, like something you’d get at Tiffany’s.




    His mouth tugged upward into a devilish smile. “This isn’t a bracelet, nor is it an ordinary piece of jewelry.”




    It appeared ordinary enough to me. “What’s it do?”




    He dropped the chain back into the box, slipped it inside his jacket pocket, and stood. “You’re on a need-to-know basis, and you don’t need to know.”




    “Seriously?” When he nodded, I asked, “How did you know where to find it?”




    “Because I was the one who buried it.” He picked up the spade and began to fill the hole. “Are you done with your questions?”




    “No.” I tried to grab the box out of his pocket and missed.




    “Need I remind you our contract states no questions asked?”




    “That only applies when you ask me to use my powers.” So far, all I’d been tasked with was holding the flashlight. Had I not been so annoyed with him, I would have used my powers to create better light to work by. “Why dig it up now in the middle of the night like thieves? Unless it’s not yours.”




    “It’s mine.” A shovelful of dirt went into the hole.




    “Then why the cloak and dagger?”




    “Because I’m not the only one interested in it.” More dirt went in the hole.




    “Who else wants it?”




    Caden sighed and stepped on the loose dirt to mat it down. “Need-to-know basis, Madison.”




    The dulcet taste of my magic morphed to copper as my curiosity turned into frustration. I zapped him with a gossamer bolt of energy.




    His brow furrowed. “Did you just assault me with magic?”




    “Trust me; if I assault you, it will be with something bigger and more powerful than that.” I folded my arms over my chest to keep from doing it again, because I wanted to, and I was pretty sure Caden wouldn’t tolerate a second attack. “Why am I here? You obviously didn’t need me to retrieve the chain.”




    He stomped once more on the freshly disturbed soil. “I need you to make it so that no one knows we were here.”




    My mouth fell open. “You want me to make the grass grow?”




    “Grow and then die—it’s sort of brown.” He leaned against Vladimir’s headstone and indicated with a nod for me to get to work.




    “This could have waited until after the basketball game, and don’t try to deny it.” I waved my hand over the gravesite, pushing out a little magic. The new grass—more brown than green—knitted together perfectly with its surroundings. “Happy?”




    He studied the gravesite. “Yeah. That’s good.”




    We headed back to the car. Frozen grass crunched under our shoes.




    “Caden, promise me that the next time you need me to zap something for you, you’ll wait to get me until I’m alone.”




    “Oh, come on!” He gave me a sideways glance. “Admit it. I’m much more exciting than Witch Boy.”




    “Are not.” I skirted around a shade that drifted in my path. “I’m serious. This is the fifth time you’ve interrupted me and Isaac.”




    “I know.”




    I grabbed his wrist to get him to slow his pace. “You’re doing it to piss Isaac off, aren’t you?”




    “Not really, but I do enjoy that little side perk of our relationship. Did you see his face?” Caden stopped walking to look at me—mouth pulled down into a stern scowl and eyes narrowed in hatred to mock Isaac—then he burst out laughing. “For a moment, I was afraid he’d explode. Was that potent stench of steel coming from him?”




    “You know it was, and you should stop provoking him.”




    “Like I said before, where’s the fun in that?”




    I stalked ahead of him. For a creature that had been around for centuries, he had the maturity level of a six-year-old. He popped the trunk and dropped the shovel inside.




    I tossed the flashlight in next to it. “Are all demons as childish as you?”




    “You have to enjoy the little things in life: pissing off a witch, the company of a pretty girl, and French fries.”




    “Don’t forget ice cream—it’s one of man’s finer delicacies,” a deep voice said from behind us. Caden froze, hands on the open trunk. “And then there’s greed, deception, and hatred, but humans don’t have the corner on that market. Do they?”




    The guy looked to be in his early twenties. He was husky with broad shoulders, russet brown hair, and the type of smirk that screamed trouble. His angled nose and high cheekbones were a little too perfect, causing me to wonder if he was Fae and donning a glamour to hide his true appearance.




    Caden slammed his trunk shut. “What do you want, Derek?”




    “World peace.” Derek pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his coat and held it out to us, which made me rule out the possibility of him being Fae. Faeries didn’t smoke. When neither Caden nor I accepted his offer, Derek shrugged and tapped out a cigarette. The pack went back into his pocket. “Aren’t you going to introduce me to your friend?”




    “No.” Caden turned and nudged me backward toward the passenger side of the car.




    Derek stepped closer. “What are you doing here, Caden?”




    Digging for treasure, I thought snarkily.




    Derek’s gaze snapped to me. Caden cursed. Over his shoulder I saw Derek’s lips curl around the cigarette hanging from his mouth. The tip glowed, lighting without the need of a match or a lighter. His eyes flashed red like Caden’s often did. And, like Caden, he could apparently read minds.




    “You’re a demon,” I said before I could stop myself.




    Derek spared me another brief smirk before holding up his hand and wiggling his fingers. “Give me the binding chain. I’ll give it to Alistair, and if you’re lucky, he’ll forget about you for a decade or so.”




    “It wasn’t here,” Caden said with cool indifference.




    He’s not lying. All we got for our trouble was a rusty old tin…




    Caden nonchalantly stomped on my foot, effectively cutting off the rest of my thoughts. To keep my mind off his trinket, I studied Derek. He had shifty eyes the color of storm clouds and a stance that made me think he hoped Caden would make a move to fight him.




    Derek twirled the cigarette between his thumb and index finger with bored interest. “He doesn’t trust you, Caden.”




    “You wouldn’t be here if he did.” Caden frowned. “You’ve become the perfect servant, haven’t you?”




    Derek blew a thin line of smoke in Caden’s face. “I prefer to look at it as self-preservation.”




    “You would,” Caden grumbled.




    “That’s her, isn’t it?” Derek’s scrutinizing gaze traveled the length of my body. I felt exposed, like he could see through my jacket and clothes, right down to my birthday suit. “The witch that has the boss excited.”




    I forced myself to drag my attention away from Derek. “Caden, what’s he talking about?”




    “Nothing.” Caden pushed me closer to the passenger door. “Get in.”




    “He didn’t tell you, did he?” Derek took a long pull on the cigarette, clearly enjoying catching us off guard.




    “Tell me what?” I swatted Caden’s hands off my shoulders.




    It was Derek who answered. “The boss nearly pissed his pants when your contract reached his desk.”




    “What?” I croaked at the same time Caden rounded on Derek, but not before I saw his irises go from warm brown to fire-engine red.




    “Her contract is within hell’s guidelines,” Caden said, “and Alistair knows it. He’s just mad that he didn’t make the deal himself.”




    I took that to mean this boss wasn’t happy I wasn’t in his debt, and for once I was thankful that Caden had dotted every I and crossed every T in our contract, leaving no room for any mistakes on what had been agreed to.




    Derek snorted. “No, Brother, he’s happy to finally have something to hold over your head. You messed up, and you know it.”




    Caden didn’t reply to Derek. Instead, he turned his disapproving gaze to me. “Get. In. The. Car.”




    I did. It was better to get a ride home with the angry demon I knew than the menacing one who’d shown up out of nowhere. Caden had just slid into the driver’s seat when Derek yelled, “You have less than two weeks to bring him what he wants, or he will kill you and everyone you call a friend.”




    Caden rolled down the window and stuck his arm out, flipping Derek the bird as we peeled away.


  




  

    Chapter 2




    Demon Trouble




    CADEN WOULDN’T TELL ME why his boss had any emotion whatsoever when it came to my contract. Although I suspected it was because I got to keep my soul. Typically a deal with a crossroad demon cost people that plus years off their life. He wouldn’t discuss his brother either, and I had a ton of questions about their relationship. Like why did they hate each other? How had they both ended up in hell? Did Derek hope to be assigned to Caden’s crossroad? And if he was, would that mean my contract transferred to him? Then there was the binding chain. What was it, and why did Caden’s boss want it?




    Caden either ignored my request to be driven back to school so that I could meet up with my friends, or he wasn’t really listening to me. I peppered him with questions as he drove me home. He spoke a total of five words: “Need-to-know basis, Madison.”




    It was infuriating. The guy could read minds. He had to know his silence was maddening and making me want to search for answers on my own. He didn’t seem to care, though.




    I called Isaac to let him know I was home. I could tell by his pause and then the monotone “Thanks for letting me know” that he wasn’t happy I didn’t come back to the game. I decided talking about my evening could wait until morning.




    [image: ]




    Isaac picked me up at nine a.m. on Sunday.




    “Good morning.” I climbed into his dark green Jeep Rubicon and leaned over the center console to give him a kiss.




    His smile reached his velvet brown eyes. “Coffee?”




    “Definitely.” The stronger the better; I hadn’t gotten a lot of sleep, and what I did get was restless and filled with creatures that should only exist in nightmares. I reminded myself that I was going to enjoy the morning. I breathed in deeply to clear my mind. There’d be time to stress later. “It’s a beautiful day.”




    The sun shone brightly in the pale blue sky, heating the air to a tolerable forty degrees. I even saw a robin, a sure sign that spring wasn’t far away. It was the type of morning that made me want to pretend I didn’t have a care in the world—which is what I was going for until I had caffeine in me—so when Isaac asked if I’d mind taking the long way to his house, I rested my hand over his on the stick shift and said no. The long way added another fifteen minutes to the drive, but it took us along the ocean. He cranked the heat and headed toward Main Street.




    “We got killed last night,” Isaac said, referring to the basketball game I’d missed. He went over the highlights as I relished the warmth of the sun on my face and the feel of his hand under mine. This was how life should be—a boy and a girl enjoying a morning cruise with the radio playing in the background.




    “Did you go out afterward?” I asked when he finished. Before Caden had shown up and cut our date short, Isaac and I had planned on going to The Grill to meet up with friends.




    “Nah.” He downshifted and took a right into the parking lot at the coffee house. We went through the drive-through. “Sarah asked about you, though. I told her you weren’t feeling well.”




    “Good to know.” I’d have to remember not to be surprised if she asked me how I was doing. “I had an interesting night.”




    I filled Isaac in on the events in the graveyard as we drove to his house. He raked his fingers through his short brown hair when I mentioned Vladimir Godspeed’s grave.




    “Caden’s taking advantage of the deal you made with him,” he griped. It was what he said each time I told him about the menial tasks Caden had me perform. And while Isaac was probably right, it wasn’t like hell had a complaint line. But his interest was piqued when I mentioned the chain Caden had dug up.




    His eyes narrowed. “I’ve never heard of a binding chain.”




    “Caden didn’t want me to know what it was.” I took a sip of my pumpkin spice latte and then told him about Derek. By the time I got to their boss, the color had drained from Isaac’s face.




    He stopped in the left turn lane. The shadow of concern haunted his eyes. “How could you let me ramble on about the game?”




    I scrunched up my nose. “I needed a moment of normal.”




    A few minutes later, we were at his house. Isaac and I descended the curved stone staircase that led to his basement bedroom. One by one, the candles nestled in the small nooks along the rough brick wall lit.




    Isaac’s room was unconventional. The floor was stone and the walls were brick. A waist-high iron ring wrapped its way around the circular room, and above us, an old-fashioned iron chandelier dangled from the ceiling. His bedroom was a safe haven from the paranormal. Everything had a reason for being there. The iron fixtures made his room unwelcoming to faeries—a creature allergic to the metal. The devil’s shoestring above the door kept demons out. And the many wards Isaac had cast ensured that those who did walk down the stairs had no ill intent against him or his coven.




    Isaac set his extra-large mocha with a double shot of espresso on the dresser. “Caden must have had one messed up family for both him and his brother to end up in hell.”




    “Tell me about it.” I sent a wave of power into my latte to warm it and then breathed in its spicy goodness while Isaac rifled through his closet.




    “I’m not sure what to focus on: the chain, Derek, or Caden’s boss.”




    I’d had last night to think that over. “We don’t know if Caden’s boss was excited good or excited bad, and we don’t know what the deal is between Derek and Caden. What we do know is they want the chain. Derek called it a binding chain. I’m not sure what that means, but I’ll bet it’s a talisman, and if it’s a talisman—”




    “It’s been touched by a witch,” Isaac and I said in unison.




    I placed a bag of banana walnut muffins and my latte next to his drink and knelt down in front of the black sphere chair to get a look at the books haphazardly piled on top of it.




    Last night I had scoured the Internet for any reference of binding necklaces, demon artifacts, and one Vladimir Godspeed. My search was fruitless. But Isaac had an extensive library covering the supernatural at his disposal. It was a benefit of having parents that had learned about the powers from their parents. His ancestors passed down grimoires, journals, and books on the obscure from generation to generation, keeping their families’ spells and knowledge of the paranormal alive. Isaac had a wealth of information available to him. Unlike me, who had recently discovered the powers and only had a Hello Kitty journal one-fourth full of the spells I’d learned to date.




    Isaac dug his late grandfather’s grimoire from the back of his closet.




    I moved a book on herbs aside and grabbed Talismans and Amulets beneath it. “Think this one might have something useful?”




    “Maybe.”




    We sat on the bed with our backs against the wall. I flipped to the index of Talismans and Amulets and quickly discovered that I wasn’t going to get lucky and actually find “binding chains.” The book did have a large section on good luck charms, though. I contemplated making one. Maybe an Irish four-leaf clover would up my chances of finding what I wanted.




    I closed the book with a thump.




    “Don’t give up yet.” Vanilla and spearmint—Isaac’s powers—saturated the air a moment before his mocha disappeared from the dresser and reappeared in his hand. He looked at me as if to say, Your turn.




    I raised my eyebrows. “You sure you want me summoning coffee while I’m sitting on your bed?”




    My ability to teleport items from one place to another had greatly improved since my night in the cemetery with Josh, but I was far from perfect. More often than I’d like to admit, the thing I tried to retrieve would make it halfway to me before it appeared out of reach and crashed to the floor.




    “I have faith in your abilities.”




    At least one of us did. I sighed. “Just remember this was your idea.”




    He kissed me, a tender peck on my cheek, and then smiled. “You spill it, you clean it up. But I’ve noticed a trend with you and that spell. If it’s something you really want, it works.”




    “It is the last week I can get pumpkin spice.”




    Isaac chuckled and kept reading as if he really wasn’t worried that I’d screw up the spell and drench his bed with milk and coffee.




    I drew my powers to the surface and focused on my latte. It quaked, making me thankful for the plastic cap that kept the coffee from sloshing over the sides.




    “I’m not helping with the mess if you do drop it,” Isaac said without looking away from the page he was reading.




    “Concentrating here…”




    Out of the corner of my eye, I saw him grin. “Get the bag with breakfast in it too, will you?”




    “Shh!” I took a deep breath. “Latte!”




    My drink vanished. I prayed it didn’t reappear out of my reach. A very long second later, I held it tight in my grasp. A smile graced my face as I said, “Muffins.” The brown bag didn’t so much as twitch, but two large muffins appeared in my free hand.




    Isaac set his coffee on the nightstand next to him and took a pastry. “I never doubted you.”




    His faith in my magic was one of the things I liked about him. It was the reason he pushed me to keep practicing. “If you believe you can do it, then any spell you cast will work.” If he said it once, he had said it a hundred times.




    Maybe Caden had been right, and the reason I couldn’t summon the tin from underground was because I questioned my abilities. I brushed the thought aside. He was a demon. The only reason he’d wanted me to get the spell right was to make his life easier.




    Isaac held the leather-bound book he’d been reading a few inches above his lap. It drifted upward, floating to a stop when it was chest height between us. A page turned to the next on its own.




    We sipped our drinks and ate our breakfast as we flipped through the discolored pages of his grimoire. We must have scanned a few dozen spells when one jumped out at me. I pointed to the curvy writing. “Potestas is Latin for power, isn’t it?” When Isaac nodded, I went on. “Transfero Potestas. Is that the spell your grandfather used to will his powers to you?”




    Isaac ran his hand over the page, smoothing it. “Yeah. It’s actually a very simple spell.”




    He wasn’t kidding. You didn’t even need to be in the same room as the person you were giving your powers to. Just chant the spell three times, finish up with as I will it, so mote it be, and voila! Your powers were transferred to another witch. Isaac’s grandfather had given his powers to Isaac five years ago before he passed away. At the time, it had made Isaac a very powerful twelve-year-old.




    I used a levitation spell to float my empty cup to the trash can. I then spun around so that I sat facing Isaac, legs straight and ankles crossed. “What’s it like to have your grandfather’s powers flowing through your veins?”




    I had half the magic that he had, and there were times I felt as if I could fly. I couldn’t imagine being even stronger.




    Isaac’s hand went to the Green Man charm hidden beneath his sweater. I knew it had been his grandfather’s and that Isaac rarely took it off. “At first, it was sort of like chugging too many energy drinks. I felt wired, had a hard time sleeping, blew a lot of things up doing what should have been easy spells. My dad used to say I was like a hundred-twenty-volt appliance plugged into a two-hundred-twenty-volt outlet. I had more power than I knew what to do with. Casting took twice as much concentration, but I learned how to control the added powers and eventually they merged with mine.”




    “Or you grew into them.”




    “I suppose.” Isaac turned to the next page in the grimoire.




    I fell backward on the bed, landing with a soft bounce. “I can’t stare at the tiny writing in that book another minute.”




    As much as I wanted to figure out what Caden and his cronies were up to, between last night and so far today, I’d spent the better part of twelve hours searching for anything that would tell me about the fancy silver chain. I needed a break.




    Isaac set the book down next to him and leaned over me. “You know, out of all the people I know who possess the powers, you’re the only one who has a knack for finding yourself in the middle of supernatural threats.”




    I pursed my lips. “That’s not true. Your ex-girlfriend royally pissed off the Prince of Fae, and you’ve told me stories about the things you and your friends did.”




    He laughed. “I knew telling you about my search for Gloucester’s sea serpent was going to come back to bite me.”




    Isaac had told me that he and two friends had spent an entire summer break trying to find the mysterious creature. Closest they’d come had been some old rope probably lost by sailors back in the early nineteen hundreds and an algae-covered rubber galosh.




    He brushed a few strands of hair away from my face. “What do you want to do?”




    I propped myself up on my elbows so that I was a breath away from his mouth. “This.” My lips skimmed his. “Or this.” My hand slid under his shirt.




    He glanced at the grimoire still open on the edge of the bed. “What about—”




    I placed a finger over his lips to keep him from saying Caden’s name. “We deserve a break.”




    Isaac smiled. “If you insist.”




    Our lips met. Brief nibbles turned into slow, passionate kisses. I tucked my powers behind the imaginary wall in my mind to keep them from colliding with Isaac’s. “Maybe we should become hermits and just stay down here.”




    It was a nice thought, one I knew was silly and impossible.




    Isaac played along, though. “What about food?”




    “Your parents keep the fridge stocked. We’ll just twitch our noses and have the food come to us.”




    “That could work.” Isaac wrapped an arm around my waist and spun us around so that I lay on top of him. “Let the demons battle it out without us.”




    “Exactly.”




    My favorite song blared from my phone, but I let the call go to voice mail. I was taking a break from reality, after all. Whoever wanted me could wait.




    Isaac’s hands traveled slowly up my waist and over my back. My fingers got lost in his silky hair. The smell of his cologne mixed with the sweet scent of magic. Any moment now and his powers would reach out to mine in a way that allowed them to mingle instead of colliding and shocking us. I waited for it, but then a chime indicated I’d gotten a message.




    Isaac moaned. “You better see who it is or they’ll just keep texting.”




    Much to my dismay, I knew he was right. I hopped up to grab my phone from the dresser. “It’s probably my dad checking to see if I can watch Chase for a while or Sarah wanting to know how I’m doing.”




    One glance at my phone and I wished I’d stuck to ignoring it.




    Answer the phone. The message was from Caden. Talk about a mood killer.




    My fingers flew over the screen as I typed my reply: Busy here.




    I scowled at the phone, knowing damn well that he wouldn’t care. Sure enough, my phone rang.




    “What?” I snapped into it. I’d bet money he knew I was with Isaac.




    “Good evening to you too.” Caden sounded as if he was in his car.




    “It was.” I lowered myself onto the corner of the bed. Isaac mumbled something that I couldn’t hear and grabbed the grimoire. “Caden, you can’t possibly need me so soon.”




    “I don’t. I ran into Derek at the hardware store. He’s poking around. Asking questions.”




    “About you or me?” I had played down my concerns about Derek and this boss of theirs so as not to worry Isaac, but I really didn’t like the idea of being on a demon’s radar.




    “Both. Your dad overheard him mention your name to the cashier.”




    “What?” Caden worked for my dad. How that came about was a long story. Now, however, Caden claimed being a handyman’s assistant kept him busy.




    Mark Donovan worked at the hardware store. That had to be whom Derek had talked to. My mouth hung open as I tried to digest the news that a demon was stalking me.




    “Your dad doesn’t know what I am or what you are. Derek won’t bother him—”




    “How do you know?” My deal with Caden wasn’t supposed to put my family in danger. Deals with crossroad demons were strictly between the demon and the person asking for a favor. I scooped my hair away from my face and held it at the back of my head. “If he blackmails my dad into selling his soul—”




    “Crossroad demons don’t seek out souls. Derek’s fishing, trying to find dirt on me.” There was a pause. I imagined Caden sweeping a hand through his hair and it falling in a mass of black right back over his eyes. “Look, Madison, the only people that are supposed to know what I am are those who visit my crossroad. You and I have a contract, so of course you know. But your coven…” Another pause. “Derek might approach your friends. He’s crafty. He’ll find a way to question them without them knowing they’re under interrogation. They can’t let him find out they know about your deal, what I am, or that Derek’s a demon.”




    “He can read minds.” I pointed out. “How do you expect them to keep all that a secret if he can pluck thoughts right out of their heads?”




    “He can’t search their minds for information. He’ll only know what they’re thinking.” I heard a door close. Then a hissing sound I assumed was the wind accompanied his next words. “Madison, no amount of power will be able to protect them from hell’s fury if he finds out they know the truth. If you have to, make them promise not to think about me or demons or any of it.”




    A promise like that would mean I was on my own. That I couldn’t talk to my best friend about the things going on in my life. That I had to keep secrets from Isaac. My mouth opened and closed like a guppy out of water. I needed my coven, but how was I supposed to keep the people I loved safe and fight demons?




    “I’ve got to go,” he said. “Just warn your friends, and they’ll be fine.”




    By the sudden silence coming from the receiver, I knew Caden had hung up.




    Isaac glanced up from the grimoire. “What did he want?”




    I wouldn’t base my relationship with Isaac on secrets—he deserved better than that—so I told him.




    He strummed a finger along the edge of the pages, lifting them up and letting them fall, as I repeated everything Caden had said.




    “I don’t want you to get hurt.” I didn’t want anyone to. “I’ll understand if you choose to make that promise.”




    “Not going to happen.” Isaac held the book so that I could see it. Written in calligraphy at the top of the page were the words Chains that Bind.




    I scooted closer and read the first paragraph. A binding chain was made up of four sections, each spelled under its own blue moon. “What exactly is a blue moon?”




    “It’s the third of four full moons in a season. It happens once every two and a half to three years.”




    I quickly did the math in my head. “So it takes twelve years to make one of these things.”




    “Yep.” Isaac turned the book so he could read from it. “Listen to what’s needed—blood of a dead witch, bone of a newborn, dirt from the grave of a friend. The list goes on.”




    I had to read the ingredients myself to make sure I heard him correctly, and they got stranger: water from a glacier heated over the fires of hell, salt from the Mediterranean Sea, the bloom of a koki’o.




    “What the heck is a koki’o?”




    He dug his cell phone from his pocket and brought up a search engine. “A very rare tree.”




    “This is serious magic.” Far more complicated than anything I’d ever seen, and I’d read through several of Isaac’s books. “Why would your grandfather have a dark spell in his grimoire?”




    “He used to call this book a rare and valuable collection, but more than half the spells in it have never been cast by me or him. And it’s not the spell that’s dark.”




    “It requires the bone of a newborn!”




    “It doesn’t say you have to take it from the living.”




    I shuddered at the thought of exhuming an infant, not at all convinced this talisman wasn’t made from dark magic. My finger landed on the notes in the margin. “A binding chain gives its wearer the ability to control another person?”




    “Human or otherwise.” Isaac pinched the bridge of his nose. I got the impression that, deep down, he did think the spell that created the binding chain was a dark one.




    “A demon could control any one of us if he got his hands on the necklace.” Maybe even our entire coven. “Caden didn’t want Derek to know he had the first piece.”




    “Of course he didn’t. Caden has a witch to do his bidding.” When I opened my mouth to correct Isaac, he added, “You have to do what Caden asks, or your brother will have a relapse and die. I know you, Madison; you’re not going to let anything happen to Chase.”




    There were limitations to what I’d do. I wouldn’t kill or use dark magic. Subclause 23a or not, Caden knew that.




    “You said yourself that a witch is worth a lot in hell,” Isaac said, thinking out loud. “So this boss finds out that Caden has a witch in his service. That makes Caden powerful.”




    “You think his boss wants the chain to even out the playing field?”




    “Or up it. Think about it. If he has that chain, he won’t need a deal to be made to have control over a witch’s actions, and there’d be no limits to what he can make him or her do.”




    I mulled that over a moment. “He’d target someone who’s more powerful than me.” That’s what I would do if I were an evil, power-hungry demon.




    My mind whirled with more questions that it wouldn’t allow my mouth to voice. What if Derek was trying to figure out who was in my coven? What if he was looking for a witch whose magic was stronger than mine? An even scarier thought occurred to me: what if their boss hadn’t sent Derek here? What if Derek just wanted to outdo his brother by finding a witch for himself? Isaac was the strongest member of my coven. My magic was no match for his. But that never mattered, because we were on the same side.




    For now.




    Isaac laid a crimson ribbon along the grimoire’s crease and closed the book. “What I don’t get is why Caden just doesn’t leave the chain hidden. The guy’s smart. Something else is going on if he’s willing to look for the piece now, when others are so interested in it.”




    I got up and paced. I was missing something. Caden owned the chain. He’d hidden it. Isaac was right; why dig it up? “Derek said their boss would kill Caden if he didn’t get the chain.”




    Could he, though? I thought about our trip to Vladimir’s gravesite. Caden hadn’t been nervous. He hadn’t been the one looking over his shoulder at every creak and moan. He’d been his cocky, normal self.




    “Why were we there?” I knocked my knuckles against my forehead as I paced.




    “I told you, to tame death.”




    “Omigod, he meant it literally,” I stammered.




    “Who meant what literally?”




    “Caden. He said we were taming death, only I thought he meant the dead. What if he meant Death with a capital D, the actual horseman of the Apocalypse? Caden would be invincible.” But why now? Why wouldn’t he seize this power before? I reached the stairs, pivoted on my heels, and had stalked back to the bed when the realization finally hit me. Maybe Caden only had the one piece. “He needs a witch.” That had to be it. “To find the rest of the pieces. Maybe even to raise Death.”




    Isaac thought so too. I could tell by the way his gaze didn’t quite meet mine and his jaw muscle twitched.


  




  

    Chapter 3




    Time with the Dead




    I REFUSED TO TALK ABOUT TALISMANS, demons, or anything supernatural after that. Childish of me, probably. But the thought of being dragged into a battle for control between creatures more powerful than me and my friends combined was something that I needed time to digest. It was a problem that would be there in the morning, which was exactly what I told Isaac when I put the grimoire away and insisted on being driven home so that I could do homework. For once, I was thrilled to have an impossible amount of reading to do for English. And, as Mr. Chaplin’s assignments usually did, the book put me to sleep in no time.




    Unfortunately, it wasn’t a peaceful sleep. I dreamed of bizarre rituals under Play-Doh-blue moons, Ferrari-red moons, and even a school-bus-yellow moon that dripped blood. In another dream, a demon whose face I couldn’t see forced me to do a spell that killed everyone in my gym class. To add to the already disturbing list of nightmares, Derek tricked my best friend, Kaylee, into giving up her soul in yet another dream.




    It wasn’t until my dreams turned to Sanctus and the Prince of Fae that my mind relaxed. Reed was a world away, trapped in the faerie realm. I couldn’t become mesmerized by his stormy white eyes or hypnotized by his silky voice in a dream. He couldn’t mess with my head from a different dimension. In my dream, Reed bowed and peered at me through a curtain of platinum blond hair. I replied with a smile. I don’t remember much after that.




    [image: ]




    I woke with a start at an ungodly hour. My hair stuck to the sweat on my forehead. The memory of a bacca drop lingered on my tongue. Its nutty yet sweet bouquet had me licking my lips.




    “Ugh!” I swung my legs over the edge of my mattress and cursed the lingering effect I still had from consuming faerie food more than two months ago. My hands weren’t trembling, though, and my stomach didn’t ache like it had when Reed was here in my world. I was getting better.




    No, I was better. I just hadn’t forgotten how good Reed’s candy tasted.




    It was only 4:48. An hour and a half before my alarm would go off. I curled onto my side, hugging my deep purple comforter. A few minutes later, I squeezed my eyes shut and rolled to my stomach. Then flipped onto my back. When I didn’t drift back to sleep, I twisted to my other side, one knee hanging over side of the mattress, and groaned. Too awake to sleep, I threw the covers back and grabbed my phone off the nightstand. My fingers tapped out a quick message to Kaylee as I made my way to the bathroom: Pick me up?
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