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It’s a bumpy ride to dirtily ever after…

Wicked ³, Book 2

Harrison Jennera Abbot was born with a silver broomstick in her hand. Heiress to a Magian dynasty. Good witch extraordinaire. She’s sick of it. She longs to be human, normal like her friend Callie. Or, uh, as normal as Callie ever gets.

She thought running away would be an adventure, but three months playing human has given her a new point of view. Just as she’s ready to return home, though, the real adventure begins. In short order, she’s attacked, saved, kidnapped…and seduced.

Jacob and Ric are convinced that Harrison is the destined third of their triad—if they can convince her they won’t use her as a sexual chew toy, or a social stepping stone. Before they can make her beg for the match, though, she needs to know the truth about who tried to kill her. And why her brother keeps sending her cryptic psychic messages.

Hard as it might be on their Magian male pride, they might have to let her go…trusting that in the end, she’ll choose them.

Warning: Contains an accidental orgasm, crimes of passion, sentient ropes, powerful witches and bisexual Magians being magically delicious. Oh, and a charmed shower that only lives to please you.



Dedication

For Cookie—Love is the Reason. To my divas and Smutketeers, Eden Bradley, Crystal Jordan and Lilli Feisty. To Beth, who inspires me and keeps me on course. Thank you.


Chapter One

“She’s a royal bitch. Walking around with her nose in the air like she couldn’t be bothered with Triune. Like the men should come to her. Because she’s the special one, right? The Abbott heiress, most powerful Magian in generations, watch her pull a rabbit out of her skinny ass.”

Harrison rolled her eyes at the snide chuckles she heard as soon as she opened the door to the ladies room. Just what she needed. Jealous witches. No safe haven here. She spun on her heels and walked further down the narrow hallway, looking for someplace she could be alone. If only for a moment.

Her first Triune, first taste of the club where Magians gathered a few times a year, drawn to meet their perfect magical compliments, to be matched with their triad and begin a life together. For Harrison, it was just another place for her to stick out like a sore thumb. Where the gossip inevitably turned to her.

Their words no longer had the power to hurt her. She’d spent her life being fawned over in public, and mocked and ridiculed when they thought she couldn’t hear. Besides, they were half right. She had no desire to be at Triune. No desire to become a trophy wife to two Magian peacocks. She already had three brothers and two fathers to boss her around, to keep her from having a life of her own.

The Abbott heiress. What a joke.

Tonight it was her cousin Conway that had been given babysitting duty while her best friend, Callie and her two brothers, Tyghe and Tucker, tried to solve a crime. Leaving her on the sidelines again. Only this time she was in a magical meat market surrounded by Magians looking for their mates…and a reason to sin.

She’d rather be doing laundry like a normal human.

Human. She sighed. Callie wasn’t human. She was a witch. Harrison was still ticked that Jenner hadn’t told her from the start. Who knew the family housekeeper had so many secrets? All these years she’d let Harrison believe her friend was an average human. A girl with no powers whatsoever.

When she and Jenner had performed the spell to glamour Callie so she could sneak into the Triune unnoticed, something else had happened instead. Harrison had discovered that her best friend was a Magian like her. It had been blocked by some powerful magic, but it was there. She’d felt it as she’d drawn the natural magic out of her and realized that Callie’s compelling powers had been suppressed.

Rightly or wrongly, the realization had the bitter taste of betrayal. Not that she loved Callie any less, but her friend had always been Harrison’s only connection to normalcy. To a world where nothing was enchanted. Where everything was real. But it had all been a lie. What she still didn’t know was why.

The hallway came to a dead end that had Harrison narrowing her eyes. The way the dim light hit the brick looked strange. Charmed. Someone had thrown up an illusion, a challenge, distracting her from her private pity party.

Had she stumbled across the secret lair of the person responsible for the Triune attacks? Maybe she could catch him before Tucker and the others had a chance. Perhaps then they’d think twice about leaving her out of their adventures. Again.

The power inside her welled up, familiar and comforting, its electric blue light caressing her fingers with warmth as she touched the brick. It wavered beneath her hand. It was a messy illusion, easy to untangle. There were no obstacles to stop her from stepping through to the other side. The Magian who made this apparently didn’t care if someone found his or her way in.

A few seconds later and she was in a stairwell. Over her shoulder, the brick looked solid, not showing the hallway she’d just stood in. Where did these stairs lead? Where had they come from? She heard a low male groan and held her breath, instantly cloaking herself from view. It was a spell Jenner had taught her when she was very young, and it had served her well when she didn’t want to be seen.

“Is this what you wanted, Ric? Why you’ve been distracting me all bloody night long?”

Another male. This one sounding angry and gruff. She leaned over the railing to look down at the flight of stairs. Her heart began to race at the shockingly forbidden sight. Two male Magians. One dark and one light. One lean and lanky, and one built like a barbarian warrior. Or a rock troll. Two opposite sides of a coin.

They were locked together, not in battle, but in an erotic embrace that stole her breath. The leaner one was bent at the waist, his white knuckled hands braced against the wall and his pants around his ankles showing off his muscular thighs. The other, his broad-shouldered, massive body towering over the man in front of him, was still fully clothed. Mostly. The powerful thrust of his hips made it obvious what they were doing. She swallowed her gasp.

She knew this happened. Just because most of the males she knew in Triunes were related, cousins or brothers, didn’t mean all of them were. But she’d never thought about it one way or the other. She bit her lip. That was a lie, she’d thought about it, but she certainly hadn’t imagined the sight of two men locked in a passionate embrace would stir her so completely. She couldn’t see their faces—the stairs were too shadowed. But that didn’t stop her from leaning closer, her curiosity peaked. Her curiosity…and her arousal.

The man on the bottom let out a chuckling groan. “Have I been distracting you, Jacob? Keeping you from finding the perfect woman? Her Highness would kill me, especially after all the—oh, yes, harder— trouble she went through to get you here.”

The larger man leaned forward, clasping Ric’s hand on the wall, shafting his lover with long hard strokes that had Harrison shaking. Her body reacted as though she were the one being touched. Taken. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling her hard nipples poke against the fabric of her dress.

“Shut up, Ric.”

“Mmm. I love it when you boss me around, babe. Especially when I know I can have you on your knees anytime I choose. Know how much you love it.”

The other man growled. “Who’s the one being fucked here?”

“You are. You’re the one who has to give the family an heir. The one who has to find a sweet, well connected girl who will probably burst into tears once she discovers what you’re really like. Your darker urges. How bad you can be.”

The railing pressed hard against her stomach, keeping her from falling over. This Ric, who she was having a hard time seeing clearly in the shadows, seemed to be taunting the man he called Jacob. And it was working.

“I’ll show you darker urges.” She heard a smack as the palm of Jacob’s hand connected with the tight ass tilting up as though begging for more. “Fuck, we don’t have time for what you’re begging for. She’ll be your match, too, you know. Why are you trying to piss me off?”

Harrison heard their words, loving the gravelly voice of the rough man arguing with his lover, but her gaze was riveted to the spot where their bodies were connected. She wished she could see more. See the larger man, Jacob’s, body.

His thoughts must have mirrored her own, because his shirt and dress pants disappeared into the air with a groaned phrase. By the holy witches, he was a masterpiece. All man. She couldn’t see his face, but his back rippled with restrained power, the cheeks of his ass flexed with every thrust…and he was marked. A tattoo covered half his back, an enraged griffin readying itself for battle. It looked familiar, but she wasn’t sure why. She couldn’t think. Could only want.

Her lace panties were soaked, and she ached. Felt empty. Needy. Her hands slid down her body and up beneath the short hem of her black dress. One pressed between her thighs, the other between the cheeks of her ass, imagining being filled there by the man currently riding his lover to ecstasy.

She’d been prepared, knew she would be expected to take two men when she found her matches. The idea had always been distasteful to her independent mind, but titillating to her body.

Trapped. Surrounded. Controlled the way she was by all the men in her life. And so she’d shied away from every opportunity to experiment with her over-willing peers. She’d never experienced the real thing. No more than fondling touches with brave boys at the dances she was allowed to go to, and her spells and daydreams. They hadn’t aroused her as utterly as these two had, and they hadn’t even touched her. What would it feel like if they did?

The men grunted, groaning as Jacob slid his other hand around his lover’s body, taking his, from what Harrison could see, enticingly thick erection into his hand with a sure, knowing grip.

Harrison felt her body tingling wildly as she rubbed her body in time to their rhythm. She shouldn’t be here. Should give them privacy. But she couldn’t tear herself away. She needed to come with them. Had to. They were all so close.

“I don’t want or need anyone else, babe. No ball and chain to tie us down, holding us to her with the promise of stronger magic and a sweet lay. Neither do you. Certainly not a Magian hag no one likes. God, yes. Hell, can you imagine if that seer your family hired was right? That our match was that snooty fucking Abbott bi—oh, fuck yeah!”

Harrison couldn’t hold back her climax as the men came below her. Her power exploded from her core, breaking through the cloaking spell, a blast of brilliant blue electricity lighting up the narrow staircase. For a moment she could feel everything. Beyond the hallway and into the club, into the private rooms and beyond. She was everywhere. In everything. Alive.

The wave turned inward, and she moaned. She’d never felt anything like this. No climax so powerful. Her eyes opened, and her moan changed to a gasp of shock. Her energy was bright all around her. It wasn’t fading. Proof of a match.

“What the hell?” The gruff voice brought her gaze back down over the rail. The men were shaken, their own magic glowing, twining with each other’s and reaching up for hers.

Eyes black as moonless night clashed with gray. A flicker of recognition. Of connection.

Jacob.

Harrison had a flash of insight. She knew she would look back on this moment for years to come, remembering that burning gaze, and how she reacted to it.

She ran.

The necklace around her neck was warming, pulsing with life. Concern. Her mother’s gift. Moira Abbott made charmed jewelry, and she’d created this golden, snake-like choker specifically for her daughter’s first Triune. Harrison pulled it off, not wanting her vacationing parents to fly back in a rush if they sensed her panic. She raced down the hallway and around the corner, pushing through the throng toward the front exit of the club.

“Harrison, damn it, there you are. Tyghe’ll kill me for letting you out of my… Holy shit, you’re glowing.”

She grabbed Conway’s arm and felt his protective shield instantly surround her. She used her own cloaking magic on them both, hiding them from the crowded dance club. They could see each other, but no one could see them. “Con, you have to help me. Where are they? I need to get my brothers and Callie and get the hell out of here. Now.”

Her handsome cousin shook his shaggy blond head, looking more like a grunge rocker than the Magian professor he was. “No can do, Harry. Didn’t you hear? They caught the person whose been attacking Magian compellers. It was a woman, a Proxenos no less. Right here under everyone’s nose. And she almost hurt our little Callie. Luckily Tucker, Tyghe, and apparently our very own Jenner were on hand to save the day. Did you know she was a morph?”

No. She hadn’t known. And her best friend had been in danger because of her hair-brained idea, and she’d missed it. They’d all left her behind. She knew she was being petty, but it had been her sting, damn it. And it was their fault she’d fallen into this latest calamity. Matched to a triad, unsure of what their magic was but knowing it was strong, nearly as strong as her own. Especially Jacob. And the power pulsing through her from the connection that hadn’t yet broken was aggressive. Pissed off and hungry for more.

She had to get away. “It should be easy for us to get out of here then. Where are they?”

Conway blushed as they reached the cloakroom. “Upstairs, celebrating their successful matching.”

She should have known from the way her brothers were acting. From Callie’s strange behavior. She’d known about her friend’s crush on Tucker, but the way she’d been whenever Tyghe’s name was mentioned this last week was, well, telling. They were her Triune. Shit. Had Jenner known that too? Was Harrison the only one who’d been in the dark all this time?

She couldn’t think about this now. She had to get out of here before those two on the stairwell sniffed her out. Had to stop them from dragging her off to the Proxenos to be officially claimed.

“Con, I’m calling in all my chips. You have to do me a favor. A big one.”

Conway didn’t hesitate. “Let’s go. You can tell me on the way.”

 

A few hours later, after climbing up the trellis to her bedroom to change her clothes and grab a few necessities, she had one last thing to do.

Conway was pacing at the edge of her bed. “I can’t believe you’re really going through with this, Harry. They’ll be worried sick. Is this about those men you were telling me about? The reason you were glowing like you’d just found your magical Prince Charmings? Or something else?”

She opened her jewelry box and placed her necklace inside, leaving a long note on top of the closed lid for her family. “It’s everything, Con. You know it. I need this. Just a little bit of time to be myself before I give in to what everyone else expects me to be.”

Conway nodded, a look of empathy on his roughly attractive face. “I know it. Hell, your brother Lorie and I used to talk about it. We could never decide if we envied you or—”

“Pitied me?” Her chuckle was bitter. “The funniest part is, I’ve never understood what it is that makes me so damn special. Because I know more spells? Well that’s thanks to all my teachers who expected me to learn them. Is it because I have no specific power? I’m not a grower or a compeller, not a seer or even a protector like you. If anything, that makes me more oddball than great.”

She shrugged, at a loss. “I love my family, but they don’t understand what it’s like. And Lorie? I envy him. He lives the way he wants, without any expectations. He gets to be a dreamer with his nose eternally in some dusty book. I never had that luxury.”

Her cousin grimaced. “That’s a double-edged sword, Harrison. Out of all of you, Lorie needs the biggest kick in the pants. Waiting for him to wake up so we can find our match is wearing on my patience. He hasn’t returned any of my phone calls in a month. If it didn’t happen on a regular basis, whenever he got lost in his library research, I’d be worried. He’d miss his entire life if given the chance. And our mate could have decided to give up by now.”

The worry on her cousin’s face required a much longer conversation than she had time for. She knew Conway was frustrated. Of course he was. He and Lorie were two thirds of a triad that might never be found. Not unless the perfect woman slipped between the pages of one of Lorie’s books. “But he’d get to, Con. As much as it ticks you off, he still gets a choice. And even if it’s a temporary illusion, I want one too.”

In her bag was everything she’d been gathering for the last year, from recipe books to classified ads. Most importantly, enough potion to last her at least six months. She’d never thought she’d have the guts to actually do it. But after her powerful reaction to those Magians at the club, how intensely she’d been drawn to them despite what they’d said about her, she knew she couldn’t allow them to find her. She wouldn’t.

She turned to Conway. “You know what to do? And Callie’s new to being Magian, but she’s a good compeller already and—”

He held up his hands. “I know, I know. I’ll shield myself around her, and make sure I take a potion or two before she and Tucker give me the third degree. Honestly, I’m more afraid of what Jenner will do to me.”

“Nothing,” Harrison was adamant. And very aware that the housekeeper had returned and was even now downstairs in the kitchen, able to realize they were here at any moment. “She owes me, too, and she knows it. She was a morph and didn’t tell me, she knew Callie was a Magian, and she didn’t tell me. If she wants my trust back, she’ll have to keep my brothers from calling an all out manhunt. And Callie will help them understand.”

A part of her wanted to unpack her bags and be there for Callie when she got back. To celebrate with her and find out about everything that had happened. To tell her best friend all about her own bizarre experience. But her survival instincts had kicked in with a vengeance. This was her window of opportunity. The only chance she might get. If she was going to do this, it had to happen now. While her brothers were distracted, her parents away. While she still had the guts.

Conway cupped her shoulders in his hands, his soft, moss green eyes compassionate. “I’ll be there for you. You have my phone number. If you’re blocked from magic all you have to do is call and I’ll move heaven and earth to get to you.”

She smiled. He’d always been a good friend. “Yes, I have your cell. I also have a pocket full of cash, and finally a little independence…what more could any girl ask for?”

A pair of dark, mysterious eyes sprang to mind, but she instantly pushed the image away.

That snooty fucking Abbott bitch. Isn’t that what the other one, what Ric, had said? Her teeth clenched. They wouldn’t have to worry about her. She was taking a vacation from demanding, self-important male Magians.

Especially ones who so obviously didn’t want her.


Chapter Two

Three months later…

“Order up.”

Harrison grumbled, limping up to the service window to pick up her table’s lunch order. Her shoes were pinching her toes. Again. “I’m exhausted. Why did I take Melissa’s shift again?”

“Because you’re a masochist who needs the money?” Dee, a short, dark-haired waitress with kind eyes and a tired smile leaned against the glass counter, hiding the pies with her curving hips.

Harrison chuckled. “Not this badly. I take comfort in the fact that she actually had plans tonight, where I’d be neck deep in a bubble bath reading. Alone. One of us has to have a life. It may as well be her.”

Dee lifted her leg to rub her swollen ankle, shaking her head. “I don’t agree. Why should she? She’s a peach cobbler short of a dinner special if you know what I mean. I’d appreciate her latest playboy far more than she ever could. Still, she should have a good story about whips and chains and diamond tiaras that I can envy tomorrow.”

The older woman raised an eyebrow. “What I don’t understand is why Carol isn’t taking this shift because you are out having a life along with Melissa. You’re young, beautiful and a helluva lot classier than most of the waitresses who’ve come through this old dive. I know all our regulars have gone gaga over you. Why aren’t you painting the town, making magic with some hot, young stud?”

Magic. Harrison shrugged, layering the plates on her arm before winking at the older, freckle-faced cook, who blushed. “Why do I need magic when I have all this?”

Deanna snorted behind her as Harrison headed to her table. Next time she saw Callie she was going to owe that girl a big apology. She’d always thought living as a human would be easier than being an Abbott. A Magian. No expectations, no spells to perfect, no family pressure—hah.

Keeping her self-enforced ban on all things magical during these last three months, since she’d moved to Cambridge, was the hardest thing she’d ever done in her life.

She’d taken it for granted—all the little ways her abilities had made her life easier. From laundry to makeup, even something as simple as getting rid of a hangover, magic was the solution. And what a spell could not accomplish, Jenner or someone else in her family took care of.

Just thinking of her first attempt at cooking made her cringe. But once she’d figured out the fine art of boiling water? Macaroni and cheese had never tasted so good. And she’d been proud. As proud as the first time one of her spells did what it was supposed to do. Maybe more so.

Not being good at something immediately was new to her. It made everything an adventure. She kind of enjoyed getting messy, turning her underwear pink and having to unclog the old sink in her apartment every other day.

On the other hand…she did it all with the knowledge that she wouldn’t have to forever. Most people didn’t have that luxury.

She bantered with her customers, making sure they had everything they needed before moving on to bus an empty table. The half-filled plates of food and cold cups of coffee made her grimace, then chuckle.

Who knew this would be her rebellion? Harrison Abbott didn’t run away to sow her wild oats, as a Magian she’d done that several times over. She’d run away to live an ordinary human life.

Though she couldn’t say it had started out ordinary. When she’d first arrived in town she’d shut herself inside her small apartment, sure that her fathers or brothers would be knocking down her door at any moment, demanding she return. A part of her was surprised her potions had worked. Surprised no one knew where she was. That her triad matches hadn’t come to claim her.

It took weeks for her to let down her guard. Just enough time for her to go through the money Conway had given her. Walking into this diner had been the best thing she could have done. With no resume, references or non-magical skills, waitress at a small diner was about as normal as she was going to get. Thankfully she had a patient boss who’d taken pity on her. And she would enjoy it until the potion that protected her from being found ran out, and she was forced to go home and face the music.

She did miss them. Her family. Even the irritating, overprotective Jenner. And Callie. There was so much she wanted to share with her best friend about all she’d experienced since she’d been here, so much she wanted to know about how Callie was adjusting to being joined with her Triune and realizing she’d never been human all in one fell swoop.

But going back meant they would find her. The Magian males whose power and passion had called to hers so strongly at the Triune. She hadn’t been able to see their faces clearly, but she’d felt them. And that feeling, that scene in the stairwell, had been in her dreams every night. Along with their words of scorn for a woman they hadn’t met. For her.

No, she wasn’t ready to go back yet. Not until she knew she was strong enough to reject her Magian instincts, to reject her matches rather than living her life as a third wheel with two men who’d been forced to seek out a union against their will. Two men who loved each other, and wanted no part of her but her name and her magic.

She knew it could be done. Matches had been rejected before. She would just have to appeal to her parents. The Abbotts held sway in the community. And, especially after this last incident she was sure, with the Proxenos, whose judgment was mandatory for a true triad. As long as there’d been no actual consummation, it was possible to nullify the connection before it was too late. Mutual orgasms at a distance didn’t count.

“Jane, honey. Earth to Jane. I’ll finish bussing. You have a table waiting, hon. May as well make money while you’re here.” Dee’s whispered words at her shoulder jerked her out of her musings. How long had she been wiping down the table?

She rolled her eyes. “Thanks, Dee.” Jane. Plain Jane Smith. That’s who she was now. Not very original, but she’d been in a hurry. She needed to enjoy it while it lasted.

She slipped the order pad out of her apron and headed toward the man sitting alone in the booth with a bright, welcoming smile. “Good evening, sir. Would you like to hear about our specials?”

“I know what I want.”

That voice. Harrison’s fingers tightened on her pad, and her heart started to race. He looked up at her, his expression courteous and friendly. His brown eyes sparkled. Brown. Not black. Not piercing ebony. Just brown. The man was handsome, no doubt, but he wasn’t the Magian from Triune. He wasn’t as big. As overwhelming. There was no way Jacob could find her anyway, not with her magic repressed, hidden. Her mind was simply playing tricks on her.

Her smile wobbled, but it stayed on as she lifted her pen. “What’ll it be?”

“I’ve heard great things about the meatloaf…Jane. I’ll have that and a slice of the strawberry rhubarb pie.” His voice was making her thighs tremble.

“It’s the cook’s specialty. You’ll love it.”

Her jaw ached from keeping her smile, and she turned toward the kitchen without another word. Maybe she needed to take Dee’s advice and get out more. She was restless, without magic or passion. Besides, hadn’t that been on her list of things to try? She’d always wanted to experience single life as a human. To have a man who just wanted to use her for her body, not her abilities.

Melissa had invited her out more than once, complaining that she had too many wealthy, kinky men clamoring for her attention. Perhaps it was time to take her up on it. If her reaction to the man at her table was anything to go by, sooner would be better than later.

After she slipped the order to the cook, she went to the employee bathroom to splash some water on her face and caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. She certainly looked all too human today. Her shock of long black hair pinned up in a bun, her gray eyes still exotic, but tired. And her skin. Ugh. Normal, non-magical makeup was hell on her complexion. It felt heavy and caked onto her face. Unnatural.

If and when she ever went back to civilization, she would need a whole slew of appointments at the Magian day spa to recover.

But it would be worth it.

Her image wavered in the mirror and she gasped, stepping back so quickly her elbows hit the wall.

“Harry…”

Lorie? That sounded like her brother’s voice calling her name. Distant but distinct.

For a moment she could have sworn his face superimposed over hers in the reflection. In the blink of an eye it was gone. He was gone.

“Shit.” Had they found her? Had they gotten Lorie, usually so lost in his research he couldn’t be bothered, to cast a locator spell that bypassed all her protections? He no doubt knew enough to do it. But she didn’t believe he would. If anyone understood her need to be left alone it was her shy, solitary brother.

Maybe she was just imagining it.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

“Order’s up, hon. That table’s looking pretty darn impatient. Man obviously has a stick up his ass. Want me to bring it to him?” Dee sounded worried.

Harrison patted her cheeks, her smile falsely bright as she opened the door. “No. Thanks, but I’ve got this one.”

She carried the plates to the uptight, if handsome, man, but her mind was on other things. Maybe she should call Conway. Check on things, just in case. Lorie had sounded anxious. She supposed they all were, wondering where she was. Just one phone call, to make sure everyone was all right.

“Are you going to stand there all day, or were you planning on giving me my food?”

Harrison narrowed her eyes, her expression sharpening at his rudeness. A sudden image of her using magic to turn him into a small, furry rodent came to mind, but she dismissed it. “I’m sorry, sir.” She set the plate on the table more firmly than usual. “Enjoy your meal.”

She turned to go, but he grabbed her sleeve. She could tell he had to work to soften his expression, though he seemed to be avoiding actually touching her. As if she were somehow distasteful. What a jerk. She was about to dump his meatloaf in his lap and send him on his way. His next words stopped her.

“I am the one who needs to apologize, Jane. May I call you Jane? I’m a jackass at the best of times, but today I received some difficult news. It was a bitter pill to swallow. I didn’t mean to take it out on you.”

His voice, so like the one from her fantasies, lulled her. She understood rough days. She’d had a few herself. Her smile returned. “Everybody gets a turn, sir. We’re only human, right?”

Something flickered in his mud brown eyes before he nodded. “Yes. Only human. Thank you for being so gracious.”

She nodded and gently extricated her arm from his grasp. Her skin was still tingling as she fled behind the relative safety of the counter and the faces of her more familiar regulars. She really needed to get out more if that stiff was turning her on. She’d talk to Melissa about it tomorrow.

 

“Miss Jane, I wish you’d let me walk you home.” Gary, the sweet, freckle-faced chef was blushing to the roots of his short ginger hair, and it made Harrison smile. Every night that she closed with him he offered, and every night she turned him down. She didn’t think he’d get the wrong idea, he was far too gentlemanly for that, but she liked being on her own. After a lifetime of smothering, it was a nice change.

“My place is only a few blocks away. I’ll be fine. See you tomorrow afternoon, Gary.”

Harrison tugged on the collar of her thin coat, pulling it closer around her neck as a breeze stirred the leaves on the sidewalk. She loved this town. It was so young and busy and alive. She snorted. She’d run away from home, but not that far. The Charles River was all that separated her from her family. In fact, she hadn’t really left at all. Though they were everywhere, Massachusetts was a Magian hotbed, with the largest population of witches in the United States. But she couldn’t make herself leave. It was her home.

Maybe she wasn’t as brave as she’d thought.

She heard footsteps behind her, felt a frosty breeze cling to her legs beneath the pink and blue skirt of her uniform. It was probably Gary. That uptight customer had slowly eaten his dinner, slowly eaten his dessert, then stayed for two more hours nursing his coffee, all the while watching Harrison work. Gary had asked her if she’d like him removed, but she’d declined. He was harmless, rudeness and all. Something inside told her to leave him alone. To let him stay.

She looked over her shoulder to reassure Gary she was fine, but he wasn’t there. No one was.

Only she knew with a bone deep certainty that she was being watched.

All her senses went on high alert. She, more than anyone, knew there were more things going on in this world than could be seen with the naked eye. Hadn’t she used a cloaking spell on countless occasions, as thoughtlessly as a woman wore a scarf, to watch others unseen?

But if something magical was watching her, wondering about her, the last thing she wanted to do was give herself away. The potion still protected her. And she knew it was a good one. A Magian, or any other magical creature who reached out with their senses should believe she was human.

“Weird. I could’ve sworn I heard footsteps.” The words were for the watcher. She bit her lip, pretending to look around for a heartbeat longer. She turned, clutched her purse closer to her chest and walked swiftly toward the brownstone apartment where she’d been staying, for all appearances a single woman nervous to be walking home alone.

She wasn’t entirely faking her apprehension. She couldn’t use magic. She’d repressed it. It was part of the spell. If this wasn’t a Magian detective sent by her family, and the creeping sensation along her spine told her it wasn’t, then getting to the warm, well-lit brick building full of people within shouting distance would be a smart move.

“Cold hearted. I’ll show you cold hearted.”

The whispered words whipped her around once more, and still she saw nothing. But she’d heard it. And it was followed by a chill that was unusual for this time of year. A bone deep chill…and a crackling sound. She looked at the old-fashioned lamppost she’d just passed, and her eyes widened.

It was freezing in front of her eyes. Crystals of ice rising from the base to the globe encased light like a living thing. Devouring all the heat until there was nothing left but ice.

She took a step back and looked down. It was spreading. A crystalline tendril from the lamp, traveling along the seams of the sidewalk, killing the small weeds and making the concrete smooth as glass as it slithered in her direction. “What the hell?”

Who the hell? The Proxenos who’d been attacking people at Triune had been caught. And no one knew who or where she was. But she could no longer doubt this person had more than unseen observation in mind. They were after her.

And they had power.

She heard the ferocious bark of a dog over her pounding heart, and dropped her purse in shock as the large mop of hair and teeth jumped in front of her, growling at the darkness beyond.

“Where did you come from?” Animals had heightened senses, she knew. They could often see things even young Magians couldn’t. Maybe it could see what was there, taunting her in the darkness. Threatening her. But there was no way an ordinary dog could protect her from this kind of magic. It would only get itself killed. “Get out of here, dog. Shoo, go on now.”

She bent to grab her purse, patting her thigh to get its attention as she turned to race down the street. Only she wasn’t going anywhere. The ice had encircled her while she’d been distracted. She and the innocent animal were both in danger. She could see her breath, feeling an icy weight pressing into her, stronger and heavier with each beat of her heart until she was knocked to her knees.

The dog continued its frenzied yowl as Harrison gasped for each lungful of air. The cold was sucking the life out of her. The creature that was doing this obviously didn’t want her alive. Why? Was this what Lorie had been trying to warn her about in the mirror? She might never get the chance to ask him.

The dog planted its paws on her chest, sending her hurtling onto her back with his zeal, and she hit her head. Brilliant, glowing lights flashed behind her eyelids.

She was so cold her skin felt like it was actually scalding. Pain sent her spiraling into the cold, empty dark.

A fine end to her short adventure in humanity.


Chapter Three

She was burning up. Why was it so hot? She tried to lift her hand to wipe the trickle of sweat off her temples, but when she couldn’t, her eyes opened wide in panic.

The dog. The dog was sleeping on her arm. She wasn’t tied up in some basement waiting for Freezer Burn, or whatever that thing that was chasing her called itself. She was home, laying on her comfy, second-hand sofa. She must have dragged herself the few remaining blocks and just not remembered.

She curled her fingers into the silky sable pelt of her hero. He was a big dog—too much of a mutt to tell what breed. And he was laying heavily against her left side, nearly pushing her off the couch entirely. No wonder she’d been hot. “I guess you saved me after all, didn’t you boy? I’ll have to have Gary make you a nice, rare steak in the morning to thank you properly.”

He stared at her with beautiful hazel eyes that glittered with intelligence. His mouth opened into a wide, doggy smile, his tongue lolling out and his sharp, white teeth gleaming in the lamplight.

“Steak sounds good to you, huh? Well, if I were my ordinary self I could just wriggle my nose and make you a feast fit for canine royalty. Unfortunately, in my current state, the best you can hope for are some microwaved wieners.”

The dog barked excitedly, as if to let her know that sounded fine to him, and she pushed herself to a sitting position. She winced at the pain in the back of her head, inhaling sharply as she touched her scalp. A whopper of a goose egg was forming from where her head had hit the concrete.

The rough tongue licking her arm made her smile. The dog whimpered apologetically, and she scratched him behind his floppy ears. His fur was so soft her hand tingled as she touched it. It made her smile. “I’ll live. Don’t worry, I’m still making you dinner.”

She walked slowly to the kitchen, with each step feeling the aches and bruises that hadn’t been there before. She opened the refrigerator and pulled out a package of hot dogs, her head pounding.

As she punched buttons on the microwave, she tried to piece together what had happened tonight. The unusual customer whose voice reminded her of the Magian’s from Triune, the vision of Lorie, the psychotic being that wanted to freeze her where she stood.

Three months she’d been without magic, yet today it seemed to be everywhere. She had to call Conway. She couldn’t escape the conclusion that someone knew she was here, and they weren’t family. Family wouldn’t try to kill her.

She cut the steaming hot dogs into chewable pieces and spoke to the dog, who’d followed the aroma into the kitchen. “Looks like my adventure is over, dog. No more laundry days, no more tips from friendly truckers. No more freedom. You are lucky, dog. No one wants anything from you but company.” She chuckled. “I can’t keep calling you dog, can I? Not after you rescued me. How about…Prince?”

The dog barked excitedly, lifting his paw against her leg. “Prince it is. And I’ll treat you like one as soon as we get home. That is, if we can’t find anyone to claim you.”

She set down the food and went to her purse to grab her cell phone. It wasn’t there. She looked all around the living room. Nothing. “You’re kidding me. I saw that phone before I left work. I know I had it with me.” She buried her face in her hands. “It must have fallen out when I hit the pavement. I don’t remember…” She lifted her head and looked at the dog again. “Anything. I don’t remember anything after I fell. How am I still alive? I was unconscious. Easy pickings. And no offense, Prince, but I don’t think you would have been much of an obstacle. You should be a poochie popsicle. Unless you have some fire breathing talents I don’t know about.”

Prince tilted his head before lying down on the floor beside the couch, watching her intently.

“How did we get back here?” She rubbed her throbbing temples and closed her eyes, desperate to remember.

“I carried you.”

Harrison was so startled she fell off the couch, landing on her hip with a surprised yelp of pain. “Son of a bitch!”

Him. It was Jacob. He’d found her. Either that or the bump on her head had caused an incredibly realistic hallucination.

He raised one perfect, dark blond eyebrow. “Perhaps. But now is not the time to talk about my mother. You’re injured. I’ve returned with a tea that will heal you.”

Jacob turned without another word and headed into her small kitchenette, looking for all the world like a giant at a child’s tea party as he filled a pot with water and placed it on the stove.

Harrison made a face at Prince, who hadn’t reacted to the new arrival at all. “What? You only do one rescue a night?” The dog rolled onto his back playfully. “Don’t think cuteness gets you off the hook, buddy. Not right now.”

As she spoke to the dog her mind was racing. How had he found her? How was she going to get out of here? Where the hell was her cell phone, now, when she needed to call her cousin and get out of Dodge?

And wasn’t it just too coincidental that she’d been magically attacked only hours before one of the two people she’d most wanted to avoid showed up in her apartment?

“I can feel you panicking over there, and I have to tell you that I’m a little insulted. We went through a lot of trouble to find you, Harrison Abbott. The least you can do is pretend to be polite. In spite of your behavior, we did save your life. We are, after all, your matches.”

“We?” Harrison stood on shaky legs, looking nervously around the small one bedroom apartment. “So you’re not alone then?” She shouldn’t be surprised. They did look…close…the last time she’d see them.

He shook his head with his back to her as he poured the heated concoction into one of her cups. He carried it carefully in his massive hands, as careful as if it were the finest china, and held it out to her. “Drink first.”

Harrison crossed her arms defensively. “How do I know what that’s for?”

His jaw clenched. “Now I really am insulted. I’ve never used a potion to physically harm someone, Ms. Abbott. This will heal you. I would think you’d want to be in fighting form to have this conversation.”

“Well, set it down first.” She inwardly winced as a muscle jerked in his temple and his dark eyes narrowed. Another insult, she knew, but that was better than allowing their hands to touch. He was right. She was in no shape to fight right now. Not against an attacker, or the energy that would surely arise between them on contact.

He set the cup on the coffee table and took a dramatic step back, away from her. “Drink.”

“Bossy.” But she wanted to. The headache made it too hard for her to focus. And she needed answers.

She took a sip, and he seemed to relax, his mouth curving up in a sober smile. He was incredibly attractive, damn him. Adonis, was a comparison that sprung to mind. Or Atlas. He certainly looked like he could carry the world on those broad shoulders. His blond hair and black eyes were a startling combination. And he was so big. She’d always towered over everyone, apart from her brothers. He could no doubt pick her up with one hand.

Or crush her.

He shook his head. “We haven’t gotten off to the best start. Not even any formal introductions. I’m Jacob Gryffin. My family moved from Massachusetts to Argentina when I was very young, but we should still be known among your family’s circles.”

Gryffin. The tattoo she recalled on his back suddenly made sense, and the name jogged something in her memory. Her endlessly boring studies of Magian families. The Abbotts may be considered, for whatever reason, a top tier family in Boston, but, if she remembered correctly, the Gryffins had been akin to royalty. Until something happened that had caused them to leave the country, and their standing in the magical world, in disgrace.

Jacob lifted his chin, arrogant pride coming off of him in waves.

As if she, or any member of her family cared about lineages and histories. What she did care about was what she’d heard in the stairwell. Snooty Abbott bitch. “You and your friend…Ric, right? You obviously already knew who I was. Or who you thought I was when we, um, bumped into each other on the stairs.”

He flinched, his cheeks darkening, though his voice held a defensive note. “What Magian male doesn’t? You are powerful and beautiful with an impeccable pedigree. The most powerful female Magian of a generation. Other women envy you, and mothers all over our world wish you were their daughter-in-law. Including mine.”

Pedigree? “I’m not livestock. And this is the new millennium. My pedigree doesn’t matter. I don’t know how long you’ve been out of the loop, but we don’t force pairings based on social class anymore. Proxenos usually see to that.”

She took another sip of the tea, feeling the potion easing the ache in her head, though not her irritation. Talking Jacob wasn’t nearly as interesting as kinky, man-loving Jacob. Talking Jacob sounded like he had a giant iron pole up his backside. Kind of like the man at the diner this afternoon. “Were you spying on me today?”

From his expression he knew exactly what she was talking about. “I had to make sure Jane Smith, waitress, was the right woman. And I wasn’t sure you wouldn’t run if I’d come in without that subterfuge. Looking for you these last three months has been difficult. Then I find you here, living like this.”

He made a face, looking around her cozy apartment as though it were a garbage heap before he continued. “Seeing how much danger you put yourself into tonight made it clear it was time to put a stop to this. If I hadn’t found you, you would’ve been killed. Do you understand that? You’ve had your fun, you’ve played poor little human, put yourself in harms way and now it is time to settle down with your triad.”

Unbearable… Insufferable… No multi-syllable word could cover it. She took one final gulp of the cooling potion to hold back her growl. He was an ass. “I have no triad. And when I tell my family how you’ve behaved, what you’ve said, I’m sure the Proxenos will conclude that regardless of our magical compatibility, we are not a match.”

He crossed his arms, a broad smile, a real smile curving his lips for the first time, taking Harrison’s breath away. “I had a feeling you’d say that. Which is why I added another dose of your concealment potion, as well as a bit of binding I made myself, to the healing draught.”

She gasped, the cup dropping out of her suddenly nerveless fingers. “You said—”

“I said I’ve never physically harmed anyone with my potions. I never said I was above a little manipulation.”

At his words she bolted for the door, determined to escape into the hallway, scream for the neighbors. Anything. If he was willing to do this, had he done more? Something like making her believe she was about to be murdered to scare her back with him?

Jacob grabbed her shoulders and electricity shot through her body. She watched her magic reach out and twine with his, gold and blue arcing between them. Felt it heat her to her core. Damn it. It felt as amazing as she’d known it would.

He groaned at the pleasurable sensation. “That’s right. You can’t use your powers for now, but they will come when I call them. And so will you, before this is done.”

She heard the words she was surprised he knew, the ones few but the elders and protectors were given for fear of abusing the power, followed by a whooshing sound as the transport portal opened beside them.

“You can’t do this. It goes against Magian law.”

He gazed into her eyes, the darkness in his giving nothing away. “We already have one thing in common, Harrison. Neither of us likes to follow the rules.”

She heard Prince bark, and then nothing but the roaring of the portal as they flew to their destination. She refused to close her eyes, meeting his glare with one of her own. Feeling his need as if it were her own. Hating him for making her feel it.

When she got her powers back she would find a way to make him suffer for the rest of his stuffy, gorgeous, miserable life.

She just had to resist him until then.

 

Prince was licking her knee where it stuck out from under the covers. She’d been asleep. Thank the holy witches, it had only been a dream. She’d definitely hit her head too hard.

Why couldn’t she have had one of her usual dreams about the dark eyed Magian? The kind where he took her the way he’d taken his partner in the stairwell. Where he’d bent her over and filled her with thrusts so powerful she saw heaven.

She licked her lips and rubbed her naked thighs together at the familiar ache that train of thought always caused. No. Instead she had to imagine him a pompous douche who cared more about bloodlines than lust. Yet, he’d still been compelling. Still drawn her. Yeah, good thing it was only a dream.

“Stop, Prince, that tickles.” She slid her hand beneath the covers and pushed the dog’s head away as his tongue lapped at her hip.

A deep voice startled the smile from her face. “But I bet it tastes delicious.”

“Hell and damn,” she muttered, pulling herself quickly to a sitting position. She held the covers high against her chest, suddenly aware that she was completely naked. And knowing now how she got that way. “I was hoping you were a head injury.”

Jacob quirked his lips, looking cool and unaffected in a white linen shirt and khakis. “Flattering. You’ve been sleeping for hours. I’ve brought you breakfast and something to wear. I’d rather you ate naked of course, but a good host always has to offer.”

“Where are my clothes?”

He shrugged, tossing a dark blue summer dress on the edge of the bed before turning toward the small table that was heavily laden with food. “Burned. A woman as beautiful as you are should be in fairy-charmed lace, the finest satins, not that monstrosity.”

“Man, you are something else. What century are you from? Wait—don’t answer that. And don’t turn around.”

She watched the tension is his shoulders as he complied, dropping the covers and rising up onto her knees to reach the dress. Prince took the opportunity to lick her stomach, making her chuckle in frustration. “I’m glad he didn’t leave you behind too, big guy, but you have to stop licking me or I won’t be able to get this dress on.”

“Enough.”

Harrison dropped the dress and covered her ears, the echoing power of Jacob’s voice like a physical blow. She watched in horror as the sound flung Prince from the bed and up against the wall.

“You horrible, horrible man! How could you do that to an innocent—”

Jacob wasn’t listening to her. He was too busy glaring at the dog. “Good idea or not, it’s over now. I will not be treated like the villain while you get your cheap thrill. Show yourself. Now, Ric.”

Harrison scrambled to the other side of the bed, her stomach churning with nausea as she watched the adorable mutt transform into Jacob’s partner in crime. His silky black hair fell rakishly over one eye as he stood with shoulders back, a wicked grin on his full lips, mirrored in those laughing hazel eyes. “It was worth it.”

Her anger was a living thing inside her. Through a red haze she watched as the beautiful bronze Ric chuckled softly, and Jacob eyed her the way she imagined one would a cobra. Smart man.

She slipped the sundress over her head, running one steady hand through her tangled hair, and walked toward the breakfast table. She saw the eggs benedict, the crepes, some wildly exotic looking fruit. But she wasn’t hungry.

They may have bound her magic, but they hadn’t bound her hands. With two fists she grabbed a food laden plate and a pitcher full of orange juice and threw them both in the men’s direction. A handful of eggs landed on Ric’s smooth chest, his shocked expression so perfect that it almost made her smile. Almost.

Glass broke and food flew across the elegant bedroom, and still they weren’t getting the message. “Get. Out.”

Ric opened his mouth as if to argue, but Jacob grabbed his arm when he saw her pick up the sharp, carving knife. “We’ll come back later.”

The door closed, and they were gone in a heartbeat. Harrison heard the lock turn, and Ric’s whispered, “I like her,” before watching with satisfaction as the tip of the knife imbedded itself in the wood.

It hadn’t gone through their hearts, but it was enough.

For now.


Chapter Four

Harrison was loathe to admit it, but a part of her was relieved to be in a magical household again. And there could be no doubt that she was. Not when, five minutes after her tantrum, the room began to clean itself. The chilling food and shards of china and glass disappeared, and she decided clean sounded good. She needed a shower.

From the view out the bathroom window, she knew she wasn’t in Massachusetts anymore. The plant life was too exotic, the air too balmy. She must be at his family’s home. Argentina. Great. It would be no quick bridge across the river to get home now. No way she could let any of her new friends know she was okay.

The room began to change when she started to take off her clothes, turning into a rainforest, complete with waterfall. Lush green vines twined down the stone wall.

“Nice charm.” Harrison curled her toes in the soft, fragrant grass. The illusion was perfect, there were even birds singing. She held out her hand and tested the water. It was the perfect temperature. She stepped beneath it and sighed. Exactly the right pressure for her tense muscles. Each drop was like an enchanted massage. Or a kiss.

Damn, she’d missed this. Her apartment shower spit at her in alternating hot and cold, when the plumbing worked at all.

Magic had its uses.

Yet the luxury around her made her all too aware that she was trapped without her own magic. Jacob Gryffin had seen to that. She looked down at her hands, trying to focus her energy. Nothing. What was she going to do? What were they going to do to her? The only way to ensure that the Proxenos could not nullify the match would be consummation. Would they force her?

She stuck her head beneath the warm spray and closed her eyes, seeing them both in her mind. The real question was, would they have to use force? She couldn’t deny, in spite of her indignation, in spite of all they’d done, she still wanted them. How would she survive in close proximity to two stunning and undoubtedly sexual Magians whose magic was so compatible to hers? A perfect match to hers, despite their differing skills.

Ric was obviously a morph. Like Jenner. Unusual. Other than her sweet, if meddling housekeeper, what she knew of that sort of Magian was that it loved to play games with people’s heads. They were born mischief-makers. Harrison wanted to kick herself for not being more suspicious about the intelligent stray she’d called Prince.

And Jacob. After his performance this morning, there could be no doubt that he was a siren. At least it answered her question about whether or not he was her attacker from the other night.

She’d never met a male siren before. Females were rare enough. Someone who could affect the physical with the power of their voice. Not a compeller like Callie or Tucker. They didn’t persuade you. Sirens could hurt you. Could stun you. Could make your body climax not from a command, but from the sound of their voice alone.

But he hadn’t used it on her and he could have at any time. In her apartment. When he’d come in the room. Instead he’d been so restrained she’d almost been disappointed. Now that she knew what he was capable of, she supposed she should be relieved.

Sirens were compellers squared. When one was born, they were kept close track of by the law, by their families. So much power in one person was a rarity. Look at her. According to everyone, her type of magic was rarest of all. She could master each skill if she chose. A conduit. So they said.

It made her a freak in the land of the strange. It made her an oddball. And she had yet to discover her trigger. That something that would allow her to truly channel the power inside her.

She was good at potion making, and she knew her magic was strong, but she still didn’t have the control to tap into the powers of others. To pick and choose. Jenner said she was still young, that it would come. But that excuse was getting old.

Perhaps her real fear was that all the hype was a mistake. That the Abbott heiress was a fraud. If it was true, Jacob and Ric had gone to a helluva lot of trouble for nothing.

Thinking of them, even for an instant, made her skin tingle. Since Jacob had touched her, calling to the magic inside her, she’d been a bundle of raw nerves. Hot and restless. Waiting.

The soothing massage of the waterfall changed, begin to pulsate against her body in a sensual rhythm. The steam around her solidified, forming into the shape of a man that towered above her, looking a little too much like Jacob for her piece of mind. Only his face was kind.

“Do not be afraid. I am here to ease you. To bring you pleasure. May I wash you?”

Another spell. In a daze, Harrison watched as the enchanted man picked up a washcloth from a nearby rock ledge and began to lather it with soap. She’d taken charmed showers most of her life, but never one like this. Though she had heard about them.

It didn’t take an intricate spell to make water sentient. After all, in a way it already was. But from the conversations she’d overheard, most Magians had a problem with creating something that appeared human to use for their pleasure. It was a moral issue. One she wasn’t sure she disagreed with. But, this felt so…nice. So decadent. Her own personal, elemental Poseidon. Her head might be hesitant. But her body had no qualms at all.

He knelt at her feet, the washcloth gliding over her hips and thighs. She lowered her eyelids and hummed beneath her breath. When a hot, wet mouth closed over her nipple, she jerked in surprise.

“This is what you want. I can feel it. Allow me to give you what you desire.” The whispered voice fell like rain against her thirsty senses. Yes. She wanted. She needed. She had needed for months, if not longer.

The steaming man continued to spread kisses across her breasts, the washcloth sliding between her legs to press against her sex. “Oh.”

“Give in to it. Let me please you. It’s the reason I exist.” His head lowered, his mouth replacing the washcloth that dropped at her feet.

Harrison gave in. The enchanted tongue was doing, well, magical things. She allowed her fantasies free reign, if only for a moment. In her mind Jacob was there, his hands caressing the curve of her ass, his teeth closing gently around her clit. And then not so gently.

She lay back against the rocks behind the waterfall, crying out in pleasure as he lifted her legs over his strong shoulders and took her with his mouth. His tongue pulsed like the hot hard water against her back, tasting her, taking her.

Her hands gripped his wet hair, pulling him closer. “More.”

Harrison felt him smile against her flesh, and then another presence formed in the water beside her. “Two of you?”

The new man, this one looking a lot like that scoundrel Ric, smiled sensually. “Whatever it takes to please you.”

The man between her thighs stood, his hands gripping her legs as the other man slid in behind her. Harrison shook her head. “We can’t, I don’t think I can—”

“Use us to pleasure yourself. All we are is what you need us to be. Nothing more.”

This must be what the Devil sounded like. So tempting. So alluring. What would be the harm? It was only a spell, no more than she had done to ease herself before. But they looked so much like the men she was trying to resist that it made her hesitate.

The two charmed men tilted their heads simultaneously, studying her.

“She is pleased by our forms.”

“Yet, she cannot accept them.”

The one who looked like Jacob kissed her on her cheek. “We know what to do.”

She inhaled sharply as their forms changed once more, until the two men merged into a funnel of water swirling around her, touching, kissing and caressing her. Liquid fingers pinched her nipples, circled her clit and slid between the cheeks of her ass. They were everywhere, all around her. In her.

The heated water hardened in between her legs, filling her sex until she cried out at the sensation. It pumped inside her and she closed her eyes, seeing Jacob’s intense expression. Those black, hungry eyes. “Oh, damn.”

She came over and over again as the water seduced her. Small little earthquakes of pleasure. But each one just made her want more, made her hungrier. Made her realize they weren’t real. Just a well-spoken spell. And they weren’t really Jacob and Ric.

And apparently that mattered.

“Stop. Please.” She touched the slick shoulder of the charmed male who appeared out of the water in front of her. She smiled at his expression of surprise. “But you are not yet eased.”

“I’m much better. You were wonderful. Thank you.”

He set her down and bowed, evaporating into the heated air of the room. The water was a waterfall once more, just water, and she was alone again. Harrison pushed her wet hair back from her face and sighed. There was something seriously wrong with her.

“Before you throw anything at me, princess, you should know I did knock. Quietly, but it did happen.”

She rolled her eyes. Ric. Of course. How long had he been there? And why wasn’t she upset at the idea of him watching? She covered her breasts with her arms, a little slower than she should have, but he just smiled. “I brought a white flag and everything.”

He held out his hand and the small, waving symbol of peace appeared out of the air, prompting an unexpected laugh. She couldn’t help it. The bastard was charming, even in human form.

“Aren’t you scheduled for a flea dip or something?”

He clutched his chest. “I’m wounded. Not so long ago you promised me steak and called me your prince. Now I have fleas.”

She sniffed. “Yes, well, not so long ago you were calling me a snooty bitch before you’d even met me while your pants were down around your ankles.”

He cringed. “I’m sorry you heard that. I listened to the gossip, and I believed it because I was jealous. I hadn’t seen you. Didn’t know how I would feel when I did. We were just following orders. I think by now you know I’m bad at that.”

So was she. At least he apologized. Jacob certainly hadn’t. “If you’re really sorry you’ll hand me a towel and tell me whose orders you were following, where we are and what you have planned for me. Better yet, let me call home.”

“The towel I can do,” he chuckled. “But we can’t let you go. Not yet.”

He handed her a plush towel that had been camouflaged in the foliage, then held out his hand, gesturing toward the bedroom. “Come, we will try brunch this time without any throwing, and we’ll talk.”

She dressed and joined him on the balcony she hadn’t even notice was there. Of course it was magically shaded. Sealed off from bugs, the sight of the gardeners below…and escape.

But escape wasn’t in her mind. Curiosity was. And food.

She sat down to eat and listened as he began to speak. His voice was sensual, lyrical, and it drew her into his heart-wrenching story. His name was Ricardo, and he was Magian. A bastard that belonged to no proud family line, but magical nonetheless.

A shifting orphan, he’d learned how to survive on the streets. That people would often show kindness to an animal, share food with an animal, where they would turn away in distrust from a scruffy, dirty child.

He’d started hanging around the more ornate hotels in Argentina, in the back where the cooks left him the tastiest bits of beef and fish. He began to forget what it felt like to be an ordinary boy. To be more than a dog. That’s when he’d smelled them. The Gryffins. They spent one night in the lush accommodations, several servants and a small, blond boy dragging behind them, and Ric had known. They were like him.

He’d introduced himself, and they took him in to work for them in the biggest house he’d ever seen. Ric had learned quickly that the woman ruled the roost. And the woman, the boy’s mother, was more than demanding. She was cold and ruthless. She hadn’t cared that he was the same age as her son. To her he was a tool. A peon. After a few years of her abuse and insanity, he almost left. But he couldn’t. He stayed, not for the money or security it provided him.

He stayed for Jacob.

Ric knew that he and Jacob were two parts of a future triad, knew that when they were together, their magic was strong. And so was their passion. Jacob’s mother had not been pleased with the news. She’d wanted Jacob’s second cousin with his connections to the older families from England to join with her son and an heiress from one of the best families in Massachusetts. Namely, Harrison.

He put on a mock expression of superiority. “The queen doesn’t like it when her subjects step out of line.”

Harrison choked on a spicy slice of pepper steak and grabbed the fruit juice beside her plate. “The queen?”

Ric nodded, snagging one of her sweet potato crisps. “That is how she prefers to be addressed. They were very important in Massachusetts you know. The most powerful of all Magians. Here, though they have enough servants and lesser Magians for her to hold court happily forever, it isn’t enough. She is still an outcast in North America, and it’s clear she puts all the weight of that onto Jacob, though he was only a kid at the time. I wonder what she would have done if the seer hadn’t pointed to the Abbott heiress as our other half.”

“She sounds like a real prize.” An image was forming in Harrison’s mind, and it wasn’t a pretty one. Not that she didn’t feel bad for Ric and Jacob. She understood family pressure, but nothing like that. Her parents, especially her mother Moira, would never choose Harrison’s friends or lovers for her own political ends. But what really bothered her was that it wasn’t the most complimentary reason to be kidnapped. Because Jacob’s mother wanted to be back on top of the social ladder.

His nostrils flared as he watched her expression close. “Why do I feel like I said something wrong again?”

She shrugged, pushing away from the table and turning to look out over the extensive grounds. This was a fairytale gone horribly wrong. A castle, an evil queen, an uptight prince being forced to wed without love. And Harrison? She was locked in the tower, wishing she had longer hair. Maybe a potion or two.

A wave of dizziness nearly knocked her to her knees. “Harry… Harry, damn it, can you hear me?”

“Lorie?” She closed her eyes, trying to focus. I’m here. But her magic refused to cooperate. It kept running into Jacob’s binding. She saw a flash of her brother’s face, his brilliant blue eyes fierce and frustrated, and then he was gone. Again.

Ric’s arms wrapped around her, pulling her close. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

There it was, a shimmer of energy, his magic calling to hers, racing through her veins and along her skin. She looked down and watched electric arcs of familiar blue mingle with his vibrant red. She could sense his own surprise. His desire. He wanted her, more than he’d expected to. Nearly as much as he wanted Jacob.

His hazel gaze honed in on her parted lips. He was going to kiss her. Harrison knew she needed to stop him, that there was a reason, an important reason why she needed to get away.

Damned if she could think of what it was as he lowered his head to hers.

“Starting without me?”

Ric let her go, stepping away from her as though she’d suddenly grown horns. Harrison crossed her arms defensively, trying to hide how much his defection hurt. His energy was wrenched away from hers but her heart was still racing, being this close to both of them. She hated feeling this vulnerable.

“We were just talking when something happened to her, Jacob. Look how pale she is.” Ric’s expression was worried, his voice rough.

“Something did happen to me. I’ve been attacked, nearly frozen into an ice sculpture by some random Magian psycho, not that anyone seems to care.” She glared pointedly at Jacob. “Tricked into taking a morph home and finally kidnapped and taken to South America.” And after this last episode, she was getting the distinct impression that her brother was in danger. Maybe from the same person who’d come after her. She needed to talk to Conway. “I need my phone. Please, it’s important.”

A muscle in Jacob’s jaw twitched. “As your match, the issue of your well being is our priority. The person who attacked you will not do so again.”

Ric made a noise, as if he had something to add, but a look from Jacob silenced him. “And your kidnapping was unfortunate but necessary. The Abbotts are too powerful. If you were allowed to return to them we would never have the chance to press our suit. Never be allowed near you. And that I cannot allow.”

“Allow? You cannot allow?” Harrison sneered. “If you think this is how to seduce a woman, maybe you and the oh so charming Ricardo are better off as a duet. No one allows me to do anything. Not anymore. You of all people should understand what it’s like to want to be in control of your own life.”

Jacob’s gaze narrowed. “Been talking out of school again, have you, Ric?”

Ric raised an eyebrow. “Somebody needed to. If only to prepare our guest.”

Harrison snorted at the word guest, then shivered when Jacob’s dark eyes went black. “She’s been prepared. And we’ve waited long enough. I think it’s time she learned what it means to belong to us.”


Chapter Five

When she left the safety of her childhood home and the ever-protective circle of family and friends, she had no idea what she’d been letting herself in for. The last thing she imagined was this, being tied to the bed with an affectionate, and obviously charmed, length of rope while two determined Magians undressed her.

She tugged at her restraints, but they just caressed her fondly, ignoring her request for release. She looked up at Jacob as he unbuttoned her sundress, feeling a new jolt of electricity with every brush of his fingertips against her bare skin. She liked it a little too much for her peace of mind. “Forcing me, physically or with your powers, will only bring more shame to your family line. The Proxenos…everyone will know. I will know.”

Jacob shook his head with a sigh. “You enjoy insulting me, don’t you? A Siren’s call can bring pleasure unlike anything you’ve ever known. Perhaps someday soon I will show you. But I know what needs to happen for this match to be sanctioned. No magical coercion. Only passion. So much passion that you will beg us to fuck you. Beg us to make you ours completely. We won’t take you until you do.”

Harrison bit her lip and Ric came up beside Jacob, that charmingly wicked smile once more lifting his lips. “I don’t know whose being tortured more. You or Jacob. He hates to wait, you know. Princes usually do. Be a good girl and give in quickly. You know you’ll enjoy it. I always do.”

Jacob’s hands left her body so swiftly she only saw a blur as he turned. He gripped Ric’s hips and yanked him by the belt loops until their hips were pressed together. Ric gasped, his smile slipping as need sparked in his hazel gaze.

Harrison watched as Jacob claimed Ric’s lips with his own. Liquid arousal pooled between her thighs, her body heating in the space of a jagged breath. Was it strange for her to be so affected by the sight of these two men together?

No. They were hers.

Now, where had that thought come from?

Ric’s long fingers reached behind Jacob and cupped the tight cheeks of his ass, pulling him closer, squeezing rhythmically. Jacob groaned and Harrison swallowed hard, watching their energy grow around them, wondering if they planned to truly torture her, to keep her bound while they took their satisfaction with each other.

Jacob pulled back, breathless. “It’s more intense now that she’s here, isn’t it? You feel more.”

Ric nodded, dazed. “I didn’t think it was possible, but yes.”

Jacob thrust his hips against Ric’s one last time before pulling away. “And when we are complete, when we are inside her…it will only increase. Now take off your clothes, Ricardo. Show her what she’s missing by resisting.”

Harrison had seen Ric naked before, when he’d shifted this morning, and parts of him that night on the stairs. But it seemed new, special. He kept his gaze on her face, his own flushed from Jacob’s kiss. His lips were so full, his almond-shaped hazel eyes lit with need.

She studied him carefully, her thighs tightening with each new patch of skin revealed. She saw some scars. Scars he hadn’t, or couldn’t have removed by magic. They only made him more appealing. He wasn’t as tall or broad shouldered as Jacob, but he more than made up for it in other areas.

Ric chuckled at the direction of her gaze, and she blushed. He came closer, his grip tight around his long, thick cock. “You like what you see? I’ve been thinking about you dropping to your knees and taking me in your mouth since I saw you in the shower.” He spoke over his shoulder at the disrobing Jacob. “She was in there with one of your younger sister’s more inventive spells. But it might be broken. Didn’t even take the edge off, poor thing.”

Harrison tore her gaze away from his erection and looked up to glare at Ric, but her attention was snared by Jacob. He spoke slowly, his tone dangerous to her heightened senses. “Did it fuck you?”

She wanted to tell him it had, make him jealous, but she found herself shaking her head no. Later she could blame it on her shock at seeing a naked god close up. He was too perfectly chiseled, too stunning to be real. He towered over her, his massive thighs pressed against the edge of the bed, close to her pillow. His hips were narrow and lean, and dark blond hair curled like crushed velvet around his thick erection. It was so close. All she had to do was lean over, stretch her neck, and she could taste him.

She licked her lips, and he growled. “I forgot about that. I’ll have that charm unraveled before the night is out. If you need any easing, we will be the ones to do it from now on. Tell me you understand, Harrison.”

“Mmm hmm.” It was growing larger before her eyes. Everything about him was so large. Large and lickable. She really needed to get a hold of herself. Needed to remember that she was supposed to be resisting, insuring that they couldn’t officially claim her and trap her for the rest of her life. “Don’t you think you could untie me? Where am I going to go? We’re in the middle of the jungle, and you’ve already bound my powers.”

Jacob lifted one golden eyebrow, drawing her attention to his too serious expression. The one she’d love to change to laughter. Why did he never smile? He smirked. “Nice try. I won’t make the mistake of underestimating you a second time. Not after you disappeared for three months, hiding in plain sight with humans. Without using your magic once. You are an incredibly resourceful, incredibly stubborn woman.”

“Besides—” Ric flopped on his side beside her, causing the bed to bounce slightly, “—tying you up isn’t really about you escaping, is it? Jacob finds the sight of you, bare on the bed, open and vulnerable to him, arousing. Don’t you, babe?”

He ran one long, lean finger over her hipbone, making her shiver. “He likes to spank too. And leave you moaning in submission for hours with a vibrator buried deep inside you, driving you insane while he reads the paper. A bit of a control freak, our prince.”

Jacob tilted his head, hands on his hips. “You love it.”

Ric kissed her shoulder and she could feel his smile. “I admit it. But I love paying you back even more. And I have a feeling I’ll have a partner in crime now, won’t I, princess?”

Harrison didn’t have a chance to respond. She was too busy being kissed by the flirtatious Ricardo. He was a good kisser. His lips were soft and warm. Delicious.

The bed dipped again, she felt the blazing heat of Jacob’s thighs as he settled in between hers. She groaned. She was so weak. The last thing she was thinking of was pulling away. Of rejecting them. She’d been sure she was stronger than this.

Ric lifted his mouth from hers and she followed his gaze down her body. Toward Jacob. Her skin felt super charged, her magic roiling beneath the surface. Red and gold twined with blue, swirling together like dancing light around their bodies.

And Jacob. His eyes were closed, skin pulled taut over his cheekbones and his jaw clenched tight. She could sense him, knew he was desperate to regain some semblance of control in order to get what he wanted. Namely her, begging him for release.

She heard Ric chuckle softly in her ear. “He doesn’t trust himself to taste you. He’s scared he’ll make himself into a liar by taking you before you offer. That’s a shame. Ah well, more for me.”

He bent his head and opened his mouth around one achingly sensitive nipple. Harrison cried out, and the sound drew Jacob’s laser like gaze. Starbursts of gold sparked in the bottomless blackness of his eyes.

She couldn’t help herself. Despite her determination to resist him, she found that she wanted to see if she could rattle his cage. Shake his control. Were these Ric’s emotions or hers? It didn’t matter. She wanted him to touch her. She pulled against the infernal ropes again. Still nothing but a soft caress and a nearly imperceptible tightening.

Jacob held her gaze from his position between her thighs, his nostrils flaring as though he caught the scent of her increasing arousal. Ric’s mouth softened on her breast, his body alert, waiting.

She lifted one eyebrow, taunting him. “Scared, Jacob?” She looked down at the daunting length of his erection, full and flushed and so close to where she wanted it to be she almost groaned aloud. “Afraid the big, powerful siren’ll be felled by a skinny, pampered, admittedly gorgeous—”

He squeezed her knees, stopping her mid sentence. “I believe I’ve just been challenged.”

Ric lifted his mouth from her breast and moaned. “You’ve done it, princess. The one thing a Gryffin has never been able to turn down is a challenge. There’s no escaping him now.”

Harrison swallowed around the knot in her throat. If Jacob had looked intimidating before, now he was down right lethal. He slid his palms beneath her thighs, spreading her legs further apart, draping one over Ric’s lean hip.

He didn’t speak, didn’t use his potent voice on her at all. He didn’t need to. His expression was every bit as effective as he studied the dark tuft of damp curls and what lay beneath. Despite the challenge he didn’t hurry, didn’t rush, just drove her crazy with the rough pads of his thumbs caressing her skin, his white teeth scraping across his lower lip.

By the time he lowered his head Harrison was holding her breath, her body taut with anticipation. This would not be the same as her charmed shower experience. This would devastate her.

Ric, who’d gone back to his feather light caresses and kisses along her neck and breast and hip, sighed shakily. He had no problem with verbalizing his need. “I’d believed I had either done or imagined every sensual delight known to our kind. But watching him savor this, seeing your desire, has surpassed it all.”

He licked her earlobe, his words rough. “Sirens are renowned for their mouths, princess. What comes out of them, what they do with them. But the true secret, the true magic is in their wicked tongues.”

Jacob punctuated his lover’s words with a swirling brush of his tongue around the rim of her sex, and Harrison arched her hips with a cry. Their energies pulsed around them, heightening each touch, each sensation to such a degree that she wasn’t sure how she would stand more. Or how she would live without it.

“Please.”

Jacob’s head jerked up in surprise as though he hadn’t thought she’d succumb so quickly. “Please what, love? You have to say it. Anything you want.”

No. She couldn’t. Not that. But for some reason she knew she had to experience it just once more. Had to relive the magic she’d experienced the last time they’d found their pleasure together. “I want Ric to—to take you while you taste me.”

Ric growled beside her, biting her chin. “I knew I liked you.”

Jacob’s dark eyes had narrowed suspiciously, but not before she’d seen the flash of interest, of need. “That is truly what you want? All you want?”

Her chin dipped and she took a shallow breath, watching Ric roll off his side and onto his knees. “Let’s give her a front row seat, shall we?”

Jacob leaned over her and tapped the ropes. “Relax.”

Harrison felt her bindings slip away as though disappointed, disappearing under the bed. “Neat spell.”

He didn’t respond, grabbing her waist and sliding her around until she was lying sideways across the large mattress. Her feet dangled off the bed and her head lay right between his thickly muscled thighs.

Oh. Sweet. Heaven. Front row seat, indeed. She could see both of them. All of them. Every vein, every ridge. Everything. The mere idea of what they were about to do had her trembling.

“Bend over and give the lady what she’s asked for, babe. I’ll do the rest.”

Ric’s sassy tone had Jacob’s expression tightening. “Enjoy it while you can, babe. You’re good, but payback is my specialty.”

Harrison watched Ric’s cock jerk at the words, his sac tight and full against his body. She wanted to lick it. Lick both of them. They were driving her insane. She wanted to see them together. She wanted to feel Jacob’s mouth on her skin. She needed to come.

Her impatience must have reached them, because Jacob leaned over, placed his hands on either side of her hips and lowered his head. There was no waiting, no hesitant swipes this time. He stiffened his tongue and thrust deep, fucking her, making her think of something else she wanted deep inside her.

Through her blurring vision she saw Ric slathering his erection with something thick and wet, spreading the tight cheeks of Jacob’s ass with one hand. He was going too slow. Teasing. All of their needs were swirling inside her, driving her crazy.

“Do it, Ric.” Her demand was breathless. Her hand reached up between their legs and gripped Ric’s erection, stroking it and trying to guide him to where she wanted him to be.

Jacob lifted his mouth and she saw the flash of a raised palm. He brought it down with a not so gentle thwack between her legs, and she shrieked in surprise.

They stared at each other in silence for long moments. Jacob’s chest was rising and falling hard with each labored breath, and she knew his action had aroused him. Knew he wanted to do it again. He spanked her. There. The momentary sting was quickly replaced with a rush of blood, of desire. Her entire body was tingling with it.

“Don’t be a bad girl, Harrison.” Jacob’s voice was little more than a growl. “Unless you want to be spanked again.”

What if she did? Jacob and Ric moaned in unison, as though she’d spoken out loud.

“Do it, Jacob.” Harrison watched Ric’s cock disappear inside his lover as Jacob moaned. “She wants it as much as you want this.”

The ecstasy that transformed both of their expressions was intimate. So intimate that she felt for a moment she should look away. These two beautiful men rocked together in a dance as old as magic itself, their energies merging, their power combining. It was beautiful.

“Don’t think I’ve forgotten about you.” Jacob’s palm came down across her clit, making her scream and arch off the bed. When he did it a third time, she couldn’t stop her body from quaking with the first rush of climax.

Jacob gripped her hips and lifted them off the bed, her body curling as he pulled her sex back to his mouth. His need to taste her was so strong she could feel it, and she wanted him to. Desperately.

She reached up to grasp his legs, feeling Ric’s warm skin as he brushed against them in a hypnotic rhythm. Oh God, he was fucking Jacob. Filling him with his hard, hot shaft. She could feel that too. All of it. And it was turning her on just as much as Jacob’s mouth, just as much as it had on that stairwell. She loved it.

“Harder, Ric. Fuck him harder.”

Ric laughed. “I can see you need to be punished more often. I’ll fuck him harder, princess. But you have to grant us a boon in return. Take pity on Jacob. He needs you. He needs your mouth on him.”

Jacobs tongue thrust faster, deeper, his fingers spreading her wide and slipping in to stretch her further. She pumped her hips against his face, looking up at his dangling cock. So big. Her mouth watered.

A perfect liquid pearl formed on the head of his shaft, and she couldn’t resist. Harrison lifted up onto her elbows, arching her neck and licking it with the tip of her tongue. It tasted like salt and sex and Jacob. She wanted more.

She wrapped her lips around the silken head of his erection and he shouted against her sex, Ric’s aggressive thrusts behind him pushing him deeper inside her mouth.

She relaxed her throat, breathing out slowly as she took him in. The energy crackled in the air, filling the room with those threads of color. Red, gold and a strong haze of blue.

Harrison knew she was close. Jacob had added another finger to the first, his mouth licking and sucking on her clit, his teeth scoring the sensitized flesh.

They were close now. All so close. She could sense it. Feel it. She lifted her hand again, caressing the base of Ric’s shaft as it pumped in and out, again and again. He swore in Spanish, his thrusts quickening, leading him toward the final, glorious end.

A power unlike any she’d known built inside her. Their magic was combining with hers, melding. It was heady, this feeling of completion. She was the siren and the morph. She was in them. Ric as he reveled in the bruising grip of Jacob’s ass. Jacob, loving her taste, greedy for more of her come, lost in the fullness of Ric’s lovemaking.

Her heavy eyelids lifted in time to see an explosion of blue fill the room, swallowing up the other hues, making their energy her own.

And then she burned.

Her orgasm had her screaming against Jacob’s erection. The two men were quick to follow. Both of them lost to their shared ecstasy. An intensity none of them had felt before, and all of them knew they would have to experience again and again.

When it was over they all collapsed in different directions on the bed. Arms and legs draped over each other as they caught their breath.

Harrison was in shock. No wonder. No wonder true triad matches spoke with such reverence about their joinings. She hadn’t even truly consummated hers and already she knew she was forever altered. Changed.

It was terrifying.

She felt random kisses being strewn over whatever body part was in their reach and she smiled. Something else had changed in that earth-shattering climax.

She’d broken through the magical binding. She wasn’t sure how or why it had happened, but her powers were once again her own. They were coursing through her, vibrating along her nerve endings. She was back. She could go home.

Why was that thought so heart-wrenching?


Chapter Six

She studied them as she dressed, memorizing every feature. They looked softer now in sleep, if either of them could ever be considered soft. Vulnerable. Every line of muscle and sinew captivated her. As did the way they were reaching for each other, even in sleep.

It must be the sex. How else could she explain it? This desire to join them once more, to give in to them completely. To stay. She was dreading leaving, and that by itself made no sense. She’d planned to go, had to go, and now there was nothing stopping her.

Their shared orgasm, that explosion of magical energy shattered the binding Jacob had used on her. An act of power she wouldn’t have been able to imagine yesterday. She could still, several hours later, feel it surging inside her, a heartbeat, the pounding pulse of waves against a shore. She’d found her trigger. At least, part of it.

Apparently one of her abilities was breaking spells, at least those put on her. Heady stuff. In the Magian world that could make her nearly unstoppable.

She dropped a shoe but neither man stirred. Perhaps it was the whispered suggestion she’d given them as they all curled together in bed. Sleep deep. Not forever, but it should last long enough for her to leave and call Conway, or maybe Lorie. She might even use a portal like the one she’d seen Jacob conjure. It would be the fastest, surest way home. But she had to get out of this fortress first.

Turning toward the door she lifted her hand, reveling in the blue sparking energy, so familiar, so missed. Touching the wood, she could feel the physical lock as well as its magical counterpart, and easily opened both.

She cloaked herself with invisibility, trying not to marvel at the splendor of the hall and wide balcony. The wooden banisters were carved with mermaids and barren trees, gilded in gold. A monstrous chandelier hovered in the air, each frosted bulb capturing a magical, fluttering light that shone down on the main foyer. Harrison thought of the shower again and hoped the lights weren’t sentient prisoners. Were there no protectors here at all then? No one to monitor the misuse of power?

The walls filled with oil paintings, drew her attention away from the flickering light. Some of them were snowy landscapes, but most were portraits of a single woman as she aged through the years. A woman who, though she may have been attractive in her day, maintained a sour and spoiled countenance that took away from the shining golden ringlets haloed around her head, the rosy cheeks.

That must be the queen. Harrison shook her head, trying not to feel sorry for Jacob, imagining how his mother might react to finding her gone before consummation.

Harrison walked light and swift down the stairs, noticing the servants scrambling back and forth, hands full of trays or linen, some of them close to tears. All of them shivering. It was cold. Unusually so. Magically so. A South American hacienda shouldn’t have an icy breeze, the kind that reminded her of December in Boston. Perhaps it was another charm for comfort. But comfortable was the last thing this was.

How could either of them, Jacob or Ricardo, live here? They were warm and passionate, at least that was how they’d seemed. They had tricked her several times, kidnapped her—not exactly heroic actions—but still, passionate ones.

Unless they’d done it under instructions. Or duress.

Voices coming through the archway on the left distracted her from the main door, from freedom. She had to know more before she left. She moved closer.

“Do stop harassing me, Leah, you know it upsets my appetite.”

“I wouldn’t want to upset your appetite, Mother dear. It may be our last meal, after all.”

Mother? Still cloaked, Harrison stood in the doorway, hesitant to enter until she knew what she was dealing with.

Three Magian females, wearing old-fashioned dresses that looked surprisingly faded against the grandeur surrounding them, sat at a pretentiously long dining table. They were differing shades of blonde, all of them with features that instantly told her they were related to Jacob. Full lips, dark eyes…frowns.

The youngest one, who couldn’t be any older than twenty, was radiant. She was a tiny, feminine version of Jacob. Her golden waves bounced off her shoulders as she shook her head at the older woman seated at the head of the table.

The woman from the portraits. Her face and figure were fuller, her hair the brassy blonde that came from excessive magical coloring, but it was definitely her. She slurped her soup and made a face, waving her hand in the air impatiently until a servant came to take it away before looking back at the younger woman. “Why can’t you be quiet and thoughtful like your sister, Leah? Sara knows I don’t like to be bothered.”

Leah snorted. “You want me to be catatonic? I suppose that would make life perfect for you. You’ve already silenced my father and sister and guilted Jacob into submission. I must be such an inconvenience.”

Sara. She must be the other female at the table. Harrison thought she might be in her early thirties, but her sallow skin and sunken cheeks made her look far, far older. Her white-blonde hair hung in frayed hanks down her back, and she sat at the table, expressionless, unresponsive, hardly breathing. What was wrong with her? And what was Leah saying? Father? Why had she mentioned only one?

“Impertinence. That’s what I should have named you.” Her mother took a sip of her tea. “You should be helping your brother and I. Applauding his ingenuity. After all his screw-ups, he is finally doing something right. In fact, I wish I’d thought of it myself. Kidnapping is so much easier than courting.” She set down her cup and wagged one pudgy finger at her daughter. “You don’t know the kind of favors I had to call in to get him to that Triune without alerting Magian law. What I had to do. The only way you will ever be allowed a chance to find your matches is if he is successful. Until then you are just a drain on this family. Wasting food and wasting my time.”

So the kidnapping hadn’t been planned by his mother. The thought gave Harrison a strange sort of comfort.

Leah pushed back her chair impatiently. “I’m going to inform the Magian authorities myself. Whatever punishment they could mete out would be better than watching this joke of a family self-destruct due to your vanity.”

She started to turn and her mother threw up a hand, sending a wave of ice toward the girl. Harrison opened her mouth to warn Leah, but the young girl was fast. She blinked and Leah was surrounded by flames, the ice melting, puddling harmlessly at her feet.

“Nice try, Mom. And you wonder why I lock my door at night.”

Her mother chuckled breathlessly. “I’m sorry, dearest. I lost my head for a moment. My nerves are a bit frazzled.” She looked down and swore. “And now my tea is cold.”

It was more than cold—the cup was frozen. Frozen. The chill in the air, the ice, it all hit Harrison with a blast of clarity that had her uncloaking on instinct and stepping into the dining room. This was why Jacob hadn’t been worried about who was after her. He’d known exactly who it was. “You. It was you that night.”

The person who’d been attacking her was Jacob’s mother. “Why? If you wanted your son to be my match why would you try and kill me?”

Jacob’s mother dropped her cup and nearly toppled out of her chair in an effort to get to her feet. “Miss Abbott! I didn’t expect to see you so soon. I should have known. Such a powerful pairing must be hard to resist. I told myself, Esther Gryffin, that girl will never be able to resist…” Her smile wavered, as she seemed to register what Harrison had said. “Kill you, dear? Whatever are you talking about?”

Harrison felt her magic pulsing inside her, building, heating her blood at the woman’s audacity. “The other night, before I was brought here against my will, I was attacked. By someone hidden. Someone who knew where I was. Someone with the power to freeze.”

Mrs. Gryffin paled, swallowing audibly. “I don’t like what you’re insinuating, child. Certainly there are others with this ability. People who are not about to be members of your family, perhaps.”

Harrison sneered. “You are not my family. Nor will you ever be once I tell my brother, the protector, what you tried to do.”

“Cold hearted. I’ll show you cold hearted.”

Harrison flinched, and all three women looked over toward the woman at the table. She was rocking back and forth in agitation, her eyes staring, unfocused, at Harrison. “Cold hearted. He called us cold hearted.”

Leah stepped forward. “She’s talking. Sara? Are you all right?”

“Leah, stay away from her.”

Harrison turned. Jacob was up. Leaning as though exhausted against the doorframe, but up. She should have left while she had the chance, but she couldn’t deny she was glad to see him.

Had she been wrong? It wasn’t his mother, but his sister who had attacked her. Why hadn’t he told her? And why on earth had he brought her here without any magic to protect herself?

She turned back to Sara, who was standing now, and not looking so good. “Can’t let him call us cold hearted, Mama. I’ll show him cold hearted.” Sara tilted her head at Harrison, narrowing her bottomless black gaze. “You.”

“Damn it, Harrison, back away. Leah, if you won’t run, protect yourself. Now.” Jacob’s words sent Leah back up in flames, the flickering fire lifting her hair like a blazing wind.

Harrison took a step back. Sara followed. She could see a small creature moving from the corner of her eye and with an instinct born of their connection she knew it was Ric. They had something planned.

She just needed to be a distraction. And damn it, she needed answers. “Who, Sara? Who called you that? Who is he?”

Small icicles had formed along the strands of hair framing Sara’s face, giving her a sparkling visage that made her more hauntingly beautiful than she’d been moments before. Made her look alive. “Mama says I’m a good girl. Says I’m not cold.”

“You’re not, Sara. It wasn’t your fault. Sweetheart, stop this now before you get hurt.” Tears were pouring down Esther Gryffin’s cheeks, and Harrison felt a knot in the pit of her stomach.

“No, it wasn’t, love. It was mine. You know that. Everyone knows that.” The warmth and kindness in Jacob’s voice as he edged closer to his sister melted Harrison’s heart. It was obvious this girl was sick, and just as obvious that he loved her.

Sara shook her head wildly, the ice forming on her body crashing to the frosty tile at her feet. “No, no, no. Not yours. Not your fault. He said we were cold hearted. Said Mama was an ice queen. Hated us.” She wavered, holding the back of a chair for balance, the wood instantly cracking and bending with the magic coming off her in frigid waves.

She wasn’t sure how she knew, but, as if by magic, she did. Esther began to ramble as Jacob got closer, confirming her suspicions.

She reached out her hands toward her eldest daughter, as though pleading. “You didn’t know what you were doing. It was an accident. Jacob should have protected his father. He was born a siren. He could have stopped him from dying.”

Leah gasped. “Dying? But Father is still—”

“Alive?” Jacob’s laugh was harsh. He’d stopped moving at his mother’s words, disbelief and rage radiating off his large form. “You mean the one walled up behind a prison of ice years ago? The one she decided she had to keep safe from me?” He shook his head. “You’ve been taught about Magian matches, Leah. You know there are two men for one woman.”

Sara had killed one of her fathers? Harrison felt as though she’d been punched in the solar plexus, but she wasn’t sure the feeling was hers. Poor Jacob. Had his mother told him he was responsible all this time?

His sister was crying now. Crying sharp shards of ice that cut into her skin, causing her to bleed. “We have hearts, Mama. They aren’t frozen.” She pointed at Harrison and screamed. “Jacob loves me. My brother still loves me. I’m not cold.”

She saw the pointing daggers of ice arcing overhead toward her, but she couldn’t move. Leah pushed her back, charring her dress as she shielded Harrison from the attack. She fell, watching through the flames as Ric transformed from a small rodent into his true form, his hand coming down where Sara’s neck met her shoulder. She crumpled to the ground and the ice around her began to melt. They were safe. For now.

Leah’s flames disappeared, and Harrison stood, pulling the weeping girl close. What a horrible way to discover the truth. For all of them.

Jacob turned to his mother. “Why?”

Esther Gryffin took several steps back, wringing her hands. “You were the only way out. Your father had just lost his brother, I’d lost my husband, such as he was, and Sara was…is…fragile.” She lifted her wobbling chin. “If you had stayed with her as I’d told you to, instead of going off to play with your friends, it never would have happened. You could have controlled her, kept her from overhearing our fight.”

He ran a hand through his hair. “All these years I’d believed my power killed him. You let me believe it. I was five years old, and you had me branded as a murderer.”

Tears were running down Harrison’s cheeks, and she could see Ric wasn’t far behind. So much pain for this one woman’s pride.

Esther was crying too. “We had to bribe the Magian magisters to keep it quiet. We had to leave our home. I would not have the world whispering about Sara’s condition, about my lack of a complete triad.” She reached out to her son beseechingly. “I knew if we could just get you matched then everything would go back to how it was. Everything would go back.”

Leah pulled away from Harrison. “You can’t take this back, Mother. What you’ve done to Jacob, to Sara by refusing to get her help. As far as I’m concerned you are the only one to blame.”

Jacob turned to look at his sister’s prone form and noticed Harrison. For an instant she saw yearning, but just as quickly it disappeared, replaced by a cruel kind of resolve. “You were leaving, yes? Don’t let us keep you.”

Her brow wrinkled in confusion. He wanted her to go? Now? After all she’d just discovered? She couldn’t leave him to suffer through this alone. “But, I—”

His loud, booming voice echoed through the dining hall and out into the foyer. “You are no longer welcome here, Ms. Abbott. There was no true consummation, and there will never be.” He strode toward her and wrapped his fingers around her arm in a punishing grip.

He spoke the words that formed the portal, holding her fast as she struggled to escape his hold. “This is not where you belong.”

He shoved her toward the vortex, and she felt it pulling her in swiftly. She wanted to speak, to tell him what she thought of his dictatorial behavior, to tell him she was sorry about what had happened, and that she didn’t blame him. To tell him she could stay. But she was too angry to speak. Too shocked that he was actually sending her someplace she didn’t want to go. Again.

“Harry…”

Damn it, not now. A wave of dizziness hit her at the lip of the portal, just before she fell in, and she saw her brother’s face. “Lorie?”

Her magic flowed through her, arcs of blue lightning mingling with the energy of the magical vortex. What was happening?

“Harry I need you.”

Before the swirling chaos consumed her she felt a pang of loss at the distant words.

At least someone did.

 

Was she dead? The last thing she’d remembered she was falling through a transport portal, and now she was walking up the aisle toward the altar of a church, its plain wooden pews and stark decoration making it all the more intimidating and austere. It was a perfect backdrop for the severe, judgmental faces of the hawk-eyed men who watched her moving closer.

She clutched her skirts, feeling her magic welling inside her, sparking at her fingertips. It was demanding its freedom to protect her, but she kept it tightly reigned in. If they saw…if they knew…she would lose her chance to escape this bloodthirsty jury. Lose her chance to live without hiding. Running.

“Harry? Harry, how did you get here?”

Lorie? Harrison turned her head and saw her brother crouching behind one of the pews, shock filling his expression. Seeing him jolted her out of the daze she was in. For a moment her thoughts hadn’t felt like her own. She’d been afraid. Terrified.

Harrison took a slow breath. “Lawrence Abbott, where the heck are we? Why do you keep calling me and where are your glasses?”

Her brother shook his head, his long, dirty blond curls matted, blue eyes wild. He looked like he’d been through Hell. And he wasn’t that happy to see her.

Lorie leapt out from his hiding place, grabbing her hand and pulling her back down the aisle, toward the open church doors and out into the darkness. “I don’t have time for questions. I was trying to get someone to help me out of here, not join me. It’s a good thing I was inside the church, or you’d be judged by now. How did you get in?”

“In?” What was he talking about? “The last thing I remember I was in Argentina.”

“Wait—what?”

“Great brother you are. Didn’t you know I ran away to be human? That I’ve been in hiding for the last three months, obviously not very well because I was recently kidnapped. Kidnapped, nearly killed, then unkidnapped, all without my permission. But at least I knew where I was.” She noticed the people milling about, whispering nervously to each other, and noticed how they were all dressed. “Or should I say, I knew when I was. Lorie, what have you gotten yourself into?”

“Maybe getting here scrambled your brain.” Lorie sighed, dragging her along behind him as they walked through the dirt street, his head down. “I reached out to you because you have the most power in the family. Just like our ancestor, the one I was looking up when this happened. But you didn’t come to the library to find me. You don’t have any idea, do you? Is no one in the family looking for me?”

Harrison was fascinated by the scene unfolding around her. This looked like…but it couldn’t be. “You? I thought you were with them, looking for me. Lorie, are we in—”

“You ran away, then? Conway used to try and bet me that you would. I didn’t think you had it in you. Well, you’re no help to me now.” The crowd was getting larger, their mutterings a gathering storm that made Harrison nervous.

Her brother’s disjointed speaking she was used to. Rabid Puritans, not so much.

Lorie took her shoulders in a tight grip and shook her. “I’m fine. At least, I’ll be fine. You need to get out of here. Go find Con and the two of you can discover a way for her to get out. She can’t escape the way we can. She’s trapped here. And I won’t leave without her.”

“I’m confused.” Understatement, but first things first. “Our ancestor? Who are you talking about? And how do I get out of here if I don’t know how I got here to begin with?”

“I saw the portal. It’s illegal, but this is an emergency. Call it back and focus on getting to Conway.”

“Thou shall not suffer a witch to live!” One of the men from the church was striding out the door toward them, the crowd jumping respectfully and swiftly out of his way.

“Now, that doesn’t sound good.”

Lorie swore beneath his breath. “It isn’t. These bastards don’t feel right unless they’ve burned at least one witch a day before dinner. Costumes and time periods keep changing but it’s still the same assholes doing it whatever they’re wearing. It hurts like a son of a bitch, too, but you get used to it.”

To being burned? “Lorie, you’re freaking me out. I really hope I have a concussion. Or that you’re exaggerating. Maybe Jacob’s sister really did kill me after all.”

Lorie shook her. “You’re not making sense. Create the portal. Now, Harry. I need you.”

She repeated the phrase she’d heard the elders, heard Jacob utter and felt a rush of adrenaline roar through her veins as it appeared. “Come with me, Lorie.”

He stepped back, allowing himself to be swallowed up by the now bloodthirsty masses. “Don’t worry about me. I can’t be killed here. Not permanently. Find Conway. Tell him I’ve found our match.”

An old woman with no teeth and a dangerous looking garden hoe came after her and Harrison ducked, losing her balance and falling once more into the bedamned portal. She hated this thing. It kept taking her away from the people she loved.


Chapter Seven

“I thought we were going to run away together. Wasn’t that the original plan?”

Harrison turned her head from where she’d been gazing sightlessly out the window and smiled sadly. “We were thirteen when we said that. Besides, you seemed a little busy at the time.”

Callie’s face crumpled and she ran toward Harrison, wrapping her arms around her friend and squeezing the breath from her lungs.

Harrison didn’t mind. She’d missed this. Missed her best friend, her family, more than she’d let herself admit.

She’d let everyone down.

Oh, they were happy to see her. Her parents, having rushed home when Jenner discovered her note, were angry and worried, but so relieved she was okay they hadn’t reacted too strongly. Maybe that was because she’d distracted them with the news about Lorie. One runaway daughter home safe and sound wasn’t as urgent as their son and brother trapped in—wherever he was trapped. They’d sent word for Conway, her mother holding her tightly before suggesting she rest in her room until he arrived.

She hadn’t told them about Argentina. About the Gryffins. They had too much on their plates for that. Besides, what could she say? Her matches tried to seduce her, then sent her away. Jacob and Ric had enough to deal with without having to deal with her family’s wrath. Strange how protective she felt about them, now, after everything.

“Who is it?” Callie had leaned back to study her friend’s pensive expression, folding her arms and raising one, slender brow.

“Who is what?” Harrison stood up and started to pace her room. “Don’t use your magic on me, Cal, I knew you before you were a Magian. Before you were matched with my brothers. You poor, poor girl, by the way. And I can still take you.”

Her friend shook her head. “I don’t need any magic, Harry. I’m your best friend. I know when you’re hiding something. Who is it? Or should I say, who did you meet on your adventure and how did you break his heart?”

Harrison started to cry. She couldn’t seem to help herself. The tears began to flow, and they wouldn’t stop.

Callie looked horrified and came to take her back into her arms, both of them collapsing on the edge of the bed as Harrison continued to sob. “Oh, Harry. Hon, I’m so sorry. Whatever I said I didn’t mean it.”

“They broke my heart. They sent me away. I mean, I was running away because they hadn’t asked to take me in the first place, but then I changed my mind. I thought they—” She sucked in a lungful of air, sniffling and feeling miserable and ashamed. “Why am I crying? This is ridiculous.”

Callie stroked her hair soothingly. “They? Took you? Harry, who took you? Magians? Were you taken against your will?”

Harrison felt her scalp tingle with Callie’s compelling touch, but she wasn’t angry. She needed to talk about it. She wanted to tell someone. She poured her heart out to her friend, telling her everything she’d been through from the moment she’d run away. Her experiences as a human, her job, the attack…and Jacob and Ric. When she finished describing how she fell through the portal, watching her brother being carried away to burn, she heard a distinctly masculine growl.

“I’ll kill them. Both of them. And when we find out how to get Lorie back I may just kill him, too, for giving us so much grief.”

“Tucker, sweetheart, ever heard of privacy?” Callie’s tone was sweet, but her eyes were threatening.

Harrison felt her jaw drop as her protective older brother ducked his head guiltily. “Sorry, honey. But I was worried.” His blue eyes focused on his sister. “Why didn’t you tell us, Harry? We’re your family.”

She wiped her face with the back of her hand and chuckled wetly. “That’s why I didn’t tell you. It doesn’t matter anyway. It’s over. I don’t think they’ll want me back.”

Callie shared a meaningful look with her husband, before turning back to Harrison. “Are you kidding, Harry? Did you listen to your own story?” Harrison looked at the tiny compeller in confusion, and Callie sighed. “Jacob was ashamed. He sent you away to protect you from his crazy family. You’re their match and they obviously wanted you, but who could blame them? What was he supposed to say, ‘Please stay with us even though my crazy sister may kill you at any moment and my mother has a tendency to make people disappear.’?”

“That actually makes sense.” Was she right? Did they still want her?

Tucker came further into the bedroom, his hands up. “No. Absolutely not. They opened two portals, took a Magian female against her will without informing her family and who knows what else. Forget the crazy family aspect. They are criminals. And you and I, honey. We’re the law.”

Callie smiled at Harrison. “They had no other choice, did they, Harry? You weren’t about to give in without drastic measures. And you are the most powerful Magian in ages.”

Her brother Tyghe, the final piece of Callie’s triad, came in without knocking and knelt at his wife’s feet. “I love you.” She blushed and he turned to his sister. “She’s right, Harry. You are powerful. Powerful enough to punish them yourself. Powerful enough to pay them back in kind until they give in.”

Her heart was racing as his words formed an idea in her mind. A brilliant idea. She couldn’t believe she hadn’t thought of it before. Her mind was reeling with possibilities. “I can gag Jacob, if a siren can’t talk he can’t use his…oh but Ric is a morph, I have no idea how to restrain—”

“So is Jenner.” Tucker sighed. “I’m obviously outgunned here, but you should at least be able to protect yourself. If anyone would know how to restrain her kind, it should be her.”

Harrison’s gray eyes flashed with ire. “I heard. One of these days that woman is going to have a reckoning. Talk about secret keeping.”

Callie snuggled in between her two men, looking more content, more confident than Harrison had ever seen her. “But she loves us, so you’ll forgive her.”

She started out of her room, determined to grill their housekeeper for all she was worth, and she heard Tyghe chuckle nervously. “Anyone else a little scared? A male siren, Gryffin no less, a morph and our sister? Their powers joined? It may be a sign of the apocalypse. With magic like that she could take over the world.”

Harrison smiled. She didn’t want the world. She just wanted Ric and Jacob. Finally admitting that felt good. What she was planning would feel even better.

 

“Comfy, gentlemen? Feeling good? Nothing going numb?”

Harrison walked into the room she’d reserved and smiled in approval. It was all going exactly as she’d planned. The only cloud in her perfect sky was Lorie. Conway was in the library, buried in research, determined to find what Lorie had. A clue to where her brother was. He promised to be careful, and that she would be the first to know anything. At least Lorie had given her and her family some peace of mind when he said he couldn’t die. It wasn’t much. But it was enough.

While they waited, Tucker had called in some favors and the Proxenos had agreed to open the Triune club just for her. Just for tonight. And her brothers had helped her devise a way to transport her men to her. “We’re all alone in here. No deejay, no crowd of judgmental single Magians. Just us. But I thought a bed might be more comfortable than your thrown together stair illusion. Don’t you agree?”

She glanced at the bed and bit her lip to hold back her smile. They looked nervous. Actually Ric looked nervous, Jacob was just plain angry. That’s okay. She could work with angry. If he’d been apathetic or disgusted she wouldn’t have been so calm.

She fiddled with the ties of her long jacket and tilted her head, watching them. Her two men. Naked and bound to a magnificent bed that was perfect for what she had planned. She hoped.

Jacob’s dark eyes burned into hers above the magical seal that had found its way onto his mouth the instant she’d pulled him through the portal. She made a face. “Don’t give me that look. You bound my powers and tied me to a bed, isn’t turnabout fair play?”

Ric made a humming noise to get her attention, his mouth free, but his body unable to morph with the specially made bands wrapped around his wrists and ankles. “That situation was slightly different. We only intended to give you pleasure, princess. Not harm you.”

She shrugged. “What makes you think I plan to harm you? Because you took me against my will? Or because you sent me away without giving me a choice?”

His hazel eyes grew wide. “We thought you wanted to go. And Jacob, well he feels responsible for your attack. Both of them. We didn’t see her, but we had both suspected from the start that it was his sister. He thought it was because he’d been away from home for so long. That she wouldn’t hurt you if we returned.”

Jacob’s glare was aimed at Ric, and Harrison felt his agitation as though it were her own.

“Oh, he doesn’t like us talking about him when he can’t join in, does he?” Harrison rubbed her hands together, coming closer to the bed. “Tell me more about how Jacob feels.”

His big, beautiful body jerked against his bonds, muscles flexing as he struggled against his bindings. Ric, on the other hand, looked more relaxed than he had since he’d arrived. He was even smiling.

“He missed you. I know that. We both did.” He frowned, his eyes dimming for a moment. “We had to call in the law. Sara was stripped of her powers and sent to Magian healers. They were good people. Said they’d seen conditions much worse than hers. And once Jacob’s father was released, he sent the queen on holiday. Someplace too cold for anyone but her. I don’t think she’ll be back for a while. Her choice. It’s the only way the higher ups would agree to letting Leah participate in Triune when she comes of age.”

Harrison bit her lip, sitting down on the bed and looking over at Jacob. She thought Esther had gotten off easy, but she knew he must be hurting. “I’m so sorry about Sara. But I know several of the healers. She’ll be well loved there. She’ll get better.”

His eyes glittered and he turned his head, and Harrison’s heart broke a little. She stood up and took a deep, shaky breath. “Maybe this was a mistake. I thought if I could just get you here, tell you that I’d changed my mind…but you’re free now. You don’t have to be in a triad with an heiress. After what you’ve been through you don’t have to do anything.”

She waved her hand, releasing them from their bindings as she walked toward the door. She thought she’d have the stomach for this. That she could make them want her. But she didn’t want just sex. She didn’t want to manipulate them into something they might want with their bodies, but not their hearts. She wanted what Callie and her brothers had. And she wouldn’t settle for anything less.

“Stop.”

The deep baritone stopped her where she stood. Siren magic. She couldn’t take another step. Damn it, she bit the inside of her cheek, she wanted to escape before she started crying like a girl again. “Let me go, Jacob.”

She sensed him behind her, so close she could feel his heat through her jacket. “Did you say you changed your mind?”

He turned her around, but she closed her eyes before she could see the pity in his. Abbott heiress gets dumped. Gets what she deserves for running away in the first place.

“I definitely heard it, Jacob. She said she changed her mind. Women are inclined to do that, as you know. Fickle creatures.”

Harrison frowned and raised one eyelid, looking at the grinning Ric suspiciously. He gestured with his chin toward Jacob, and she grudgingly opened her other eye. And felt the room spin.

She’d thought he was stunning before. Glorious. But now? He was smiling. Beaming. And it was as if she’d seen the sun for the first time. He was happy? Because of her?

“Harrison Jennera Abbott, will you stay with us, love us and share the magic that is all you are with us, from now until the end?”

She spoke without thinking. “I don’t know, will you?”

Jacob threw back his head and laughed. “Stubborn woman. Don’t you know by now?”

Ric motioned with his hand and her jacket disappeared, leaving her in nothing but her heels. He licked his lips. “That’s okay. We’ll have more fun convincing you. You know how Jacob loves a challenge.”

She was on her back in bed before she could respond. And she was fighting back a smile. They wanted her. Not because of obligation or social politics. Not because she was the Abbott heiress. They wanted her. Harrison. Stubborn warts and all.

They knelt on either side of her, matching expressions of desire on their faces. Jacob bent down until she could feel his breath mingling with hers and looked into her eyes. “Scared, Harrison?”

“Only of you stopping.”

His response was all she could have asked for and more. He pressed his mouth to hers. She bit at his lips, grinning when he growled, taking her lower lip between his teeth. Their tongues tangled, a fierce passionate battle for supremacy that neither wanted to win.

Harrison gasped when another tongue traced a line up her inner thigh, lowering until it reached her sex. Gliding further until it was tracing the seam below, between the cheeks of her ass. Oh.

Yes.

Jacob grinned against her lips, lifting up enough to look into her eyes. “And he says I have a wicked tongue. I know. You be the judge.”

She bit her lip, her hand coming up to thread through his hair as he slid down her body until he joined Ric between her thighs. “Beautiful.” He sighed. “I’ve been tasting you on my tongue since you left. Remembering how sweet you taste. Like honey. I have to taste you again.”

Oh, she liked it when he spoke now. No longer holding himself back for fear of using his power. No longer stuffy. Just sexy as sin.

She clutched at Ric’s back with one hand, Jacob’s head with the other as both men feasted. She couldn’t stop her hips from rocking between their mouths. Couldn’t believe how much she was loving the feel of Ric’s tongue pushing against her—there. Or Jacob’s, thrusting wickedly inside her, drinking in her slick juices, moaning in expressive delight.

And the magic. Their magic. It was filling the room. So much energy. Fire. Emotion. She was drowning in it. Reveling in the connection. Sensing Ric’s impatience to feel the grip of her ass around his cock, and Jacob’s thirst for more. More. More. They wanted her. They loved her. She belonged to them. Combined with her own need that knowledge, those sensations, flung her headlong into her first climax.

She cried out, her back lifting off the bed and the two men moved as one, climbing into the middle of the bed beside her. Restless need lined every muscle in their bodies. Harrison knew exactly how they felt. And she knew just what to say. “Please.”

Jacob lowered his lids. “Haven’t we played this game before? Please what?”

She rose up, her arms going around his neck as she straddled his lap. “Please, both of you, fuck me.”

“Have I mentioned lately how perfect you are for us, princess?” Ric bit her shoulder, his chest pressed against her back. “Please, Jacob, tell me we can keep her.”

“Of course we can.” Jacob dragged her hips closer until the head of his hard erection was lined up with the opening of her sex. She shivered, and he grinned boyishly, an infectious grin that had her smiling back. He winked. “She belongs to us. She was made for us.”

Yes, she was. She lost her breath when his grip tightened, lowering her onto him. Her muscles tightened instinctively around him, and he hissed out a breath. “Too much of that and I won’t be able to finish.”

She relaxed, loving the stretch as she took more of him. All of him. Perfect.

Jacob nuzzled her neck, and Ric moved in closer behind her. She turned to watch as their lips met, the arousing sight mesmerizing. They were so beautiful together. And they belonged to her.

Ric tore his lips from Jacob’s and kissed her. And then they were both kissing her, kissing each other for endless intimate moments. Ric was panting when he pulled away. “Are you ready for more, princess? I’ll explode if I have to wait much longer to be inside you.”

“Please.” She couldn’t form a more complicated word. She couldn’t think of anything but—Yes. Please. Now.

“I love the way she says that.” Jacob lifted her hips before lowering them back down in a slow, deep thrust.

“Fuck, I do too.” Ric placed a hand against her back, until she was leaning forward against a welcoming Jacob. She felt a cool liquid being rubbed onto the tight ring of muscles in her ass, felt a finger slip inside.

“Yes.”

Ric moaned. “I like that word even better.”

She could sense the power of his need, the vulnerability it made him feel, and she sent him her emotions. She loved him. She wanted him. She wanted him to let go of his control and take her. Wanted to know what it felt like to have her two lovers inside her.

He called out her name and spread her cheeks apart, guiding his thick cock between them. Jacob kissed her tenderly on her eyelids, her chin as she struggled to accept them both.

Blinded by pleasurable pain, she wasn’t sure how long it took before they were both inside her completely. Ric took a shaky breath. “Oh, princess, I can feel you. I can feel both of you.”

So could she. She could feel Jacob’s erection pressing against Ric’s through the thin barrier between them. It was too much. It was everything. The energy was spiking, an electric storm of red and gold and blue above their heads like a living canopy.

Inside her head a voice kept repeating. Move. Move. Move.

She rocked her hips subtly, gasping at the sensation, searching for a rhythm. Ric and Jacob stilled for a heartbeat, and then they took over.

Harrison arched her neck, crying out as Ric filled her, then Jacob, then Ric. They surrounded her, consumed her, burned her with their desire. She was taken. Branded. Theirs.

Her eyes opened as she grew closer and closer to her powerful climax. She watched her magic overtake theirs above them, watched the red and gold merge with blue, become blue. An ocean of blue light embracing them.

She sensed the exact moment Ric lost control, gripping her shoulder and Jacob’s for purchase as he powered in and out, faster and faster. She let go the same moment Jacob did, their shouts of completion calling to Ric, who came with a hoarse yell of victory.

Her body was transformed. Filled with light, flesh, magic. Changed.

The three of them stayed like that for a while. Shaking and touching, kissing whatever flesh they could, marveling at the connection between them. The strength of it. They laid down on the giant bed, unwilling to let each other out of their sight just yet.

Ric was the first to break the silence. “All I can say is that it’s a good thing I don’t have any magic inadequacy issues.”

Jacob chuckled, but Harrison frowned. It was odd, the way her power took over. She wondered if there was something wrong with that. Was she hurting them?

She asked and Jacob shushed her. “I don’t know why it happens like that, but I think I can speak for Ric when I say I don’t feel a drain. Far from it. I feel more powerful. Like my magic has increased. As it should be.”

Harrison bit her lip. “Are you sure?”

He sat up, scooting away from them, followed by two groans of denial, until he sat at the foot of the bed. “Harrison?”

“Mmmhmm?”

“Come!”

She felt as if she were going to break in two her body arched so hard. Fingers and tongues everywhere. Her two lovers inside her. Her clit throbbed and her heart raced and…she came. Hard. Instantly.

Just from the sound of his voice.

When she could breathe again she opened her eyes and saw Ric laughing down at her. “This has some definite possibilities. He’s definitely more powerful. As for me,” he rolled onto his back, taking her with him. “Have I ever told you that a morph can pick and choose what parts are changed? That he can make things bigger? Longer? Whatever he wants.”

“Um…” Harrison sensed Jacob moving in behind her, determined not to be left out and she sighed. They might kill her with pleasure before they were scheduled to meet with the Proxenos. But what a way to go.

It was good to be Magian. Think of all she’d have missed if she were human.

Magic was wonderful.
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Someone is attacking young women at Triune, a ritual that helps Magians find their perfect threesome—the match that will complete their magic and their hearts. Callie expected to be dazzled by her first glimpse into the Magian world, but the bone-melting desire between her and the Abbott brothers isn’t part of the plan.

Nor is the decades-old secret that makes her the target of a killer…

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Wicked Sexy:

Tucker lifted her chin, turning her face up to his. He looked lighter than she’d seen him in a long time. Younger. “Tyghe told me about the energy you were giving off at the salon. I saw for myself what one of us can do to you.” His jaw tightened, almost imperceptibly, but Callie saw it. “We are compatible, Callie. There is no doubt in my mind. Now as beautiful as that dress is, I think its time to take it off.”

 

Tyghe surprised them both by ducking his knees and lifting Callie over his shoulder, carrying her, she soon realized, to the wall with the handcuffs. “Oh, hell.”

He spanked her bottom playfully. “Don’t play coy with us, wicked girl. It wouldn’t be in here if you weren’t at least curious. And I can’t tell you how happy that makes me.” He set her down, lifting her hand to place a kiss inside her palm, his tongue tracing her life line. Callie shivered, and he smiled, slipping one faux-fur lined cuff around her wrist. “In the spirit of honesty, you should know this is not the first time Tucker and I have shared a woman.”

Tucker swore and Callie flinched, but Tyghe wouldn’t release her free hand, methodically closing the cuff with a loud click. “In fact,” he continued, grunting when he adjusted the chains to raise her arms above her head, avoiding her knee. “For a year or two there, we developed quite the reputation. I’d ‘Tyghe her up’, and he’d ‘Tucker her out’. Remember that, Tuck?”

Callie glared at him, but it was herself she was angry with. Tied up, the two men staring intently at her, undressing her, she was still aroused. Tyghe unhooked the now flame red dress from behind her neck, letting it drop to the floor, leaving her exposed in nothing but her underwear and heels. She loved the fire that lit in their stormy eyes. She had no shame. They’d done this with other women, and she didn’t care. At least, not enough to ask them to stop.

That didn’t mean she couldn’t torture them the same way they were torturing her. “Thanks for the history lesson.” She jerked her arms, jangling the chains. “This isn’t my first rodeo either.”

Tyghe’s smile was tight. “Why do I get the feeling you aren’t talking about what we did the other night? You mean your old boyfriend. How could we forget good old Mitchell? The rebel without applause.”

“There was nothing wrong with Mitchell.” He just wasn’t Tucker…or Tyghe.

“There was nothing right about him, either.” Tucker grumbled under his breath, surprising her. The few times he’d come out with Harrison when Callie was with Mitchell, he’d always been polite.

“He’s the reason Tucker went a little wild for a while. Mitchell was the first guy you seemed serious about, the first one who hung around long enough to meet all of us. I think Tucker fucked his way through half the single females in Boston before he came up for air.”

“Tyghe, you’re a bastard.” Tucker was unbuttoning his black shirt, his gaze snared by Callie’s hardening nipples.

“Yeah, I’m the bastard. I just didn’t want her hero worship to blind her to the fact that I’m not the only sinner in this room.”

Callie started, her gaze colliding with the vulnerability in Tyghe’s grey eyes. They’d been more intimate in the last few days than she’d ever allowed herself to be with another. Made love in positions and places that made her blush to think about. But they’d never spoken of her reaction to Tucker’s touch. Never spoken of Tyghe’s insecurities. Callie had believed he’d gotten over his concerns. Until now. Now she could see that he was still worried, even after all they’d done, that he’d be pushed aside for his older brother. As much as she wanted Tucker to touch her, as much as the revelation that he’d been jealous of her last relationship thrilled her, she couldn’t let Tyghe think she didn’t want him just as much.

She smiled at him, a little mischievously. “So, what do you do with a woman once you tie her up?”


This summer is going to be twice as hot…

 

Summer Solstice

© 2010 Eden Bradley

 

The view from Leigh’s front porch was never this nice. In fact, her hunky new neighbor is sparking all kinds of naughty ideas about how to beat the heat. Much to her delight, the feeling is mutual—as long as they keep things light. Her divorce left her a little lonely, but far from needy.

Jared doesn’t plan to spend much time in his new place before jetting off on his next photojournalism assignment. Leigh’s classic, California blonde looks are any man’s fantasy. A little flirting, a little playful, neighborly car washing, and it isn’t long until their summer fling is in full swing.

Neither can imagine the sex being any hotter—until Jared’s sometime roommate and lover, Matteo, comes to town. In the arms of two men, Leigh brings her ultimate fantasy into scorching reality.

Jared revels in the chance to command his two lovers’ every move, but when he gets the call for his next overseas gig, he’s not so sure he’s ready for the fireworks to end. And even as Leigh gives her two lovers the most precious gift—their freedom—she wonders how she’ll find the strength to say goodbye.

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Summer Solstice:

“So,” he said when the waitress had walked away, “I have something to tell you.”

“That sounds ominous.”

“It doesn’t have to be.” He picked up his drink, took a swallow. “I have a friend…well, he’s more than a friend. Matteo is a musician. He plays a beautiful Spanish guitar. He travels a lot. And in between he often comes to stay with me. He sort of lives with me part time. I’ve never mentioned him because, well, I didn’t realize at first that we’d spend so much time together, you and I.”

He was watching her, his dark eyes serious.

“Jared, did you think I’d be bothered by it? That you have a sort-of room mate?”

“No. But maybe that I haven’t told you sooner.”

“As you said, there wasn’t any reason to.”

“And because he’s not a room mate, really. He’s my lover.”

“Oh.”

Had she intruded on a relationship? But why would Jared have slept with her if that was the case? He hadn’t struck her as the sort of guy who would do anything dishonest. She felt oddly let down.

“Does this mean… Are you and he…together?”

“Ah, it’s nothing like that. We’re together when we’re together. No strings. Is that your only concern?”

“Well, that and whether or not I’ll see you while he’s here.”

“Those are your only worries?”

“What else should I be worried about?”

“That I’m bi.”

Her response was instinctual. Honest. “Are you kidding? The idea of seeing you with another man is pretty hot, actually.”

He smiled at her then, his dimple creasing his cheek. “Oh, you are a dirty girl, aren’t you?”

“But you like that about me.”

“I do.” He took her hand, turned it over and stroked her palm with his thumb, sending shivers up her arm, into her body. “I’m glad you won’t mind Matteo being here.”

“When does he arrive?”

“Sometime tonight. I only found out a few hours ago. It could be late. I’m not certain. You’ll like him. The girls always do. He’s Spanish and Irish. Passionate. Stubborn. Beautiful. An irresistible combination. And he’ll like you.” He raised her palm to his lips, laid a soft kiss there, let his tongue flick onto her skin, his gaze on hers. “As much as I do.”

“I’ll look forward to meeting him.”

She was going wet, loving the sensation of his lips, his hot tongue, on her hand. And at the thoughts his words, his actions, inspired. Two men… Could Jared be implying what she thought he was? That Matteo could end up in bed with them?

The idea made her shiver. Having two men at once had been a long-time fantasy. Watching them together another one. Both at once was almost too much to think about.

Her body was heating up and she could hardly wait to finish dinner, to get back to Jared’s place. To get him into bed. And maybe, to see one of her fondest fantasies brought to life.

They ate quickly, and Leigh wondered if Jared was anxious to see Matteo, if he was thinking about the possibility of a ménage, if he was concerned about whether she and Matteo would get along.

Stop worrying so much.

Yes, she needed to just see what happened, not think about it or she was going to over-think it. Either she and Matteo would mesh well or not. He’d find her attractive or he wouldn’t. And vice versa. She still wasn’t entirely certain that Jared had been hinting what she thought he was. What she hoped.

By the time they got back to his place her body was on fire, buzzing with possibilities. They pulled into the driveway and found another car already parked there, an old, hard-topped Porsche. Jared turned to smile at her.

“He’s here.”

She smiled back, nerves lighting up her skin, making her stomach flutter as Jared came around to help her from the big SUV, led her up the flagstone path to the front door, opened it.

He was sitting on one of the overstuffed chairs, his legs swung over one arm, an acoustic guitar in his hands. He was as beautiful as Jared told her he would be. Dark hair waving to his shoulders, his skin a gorgeous golden-brown. And his eyes were green, darker than her own, a deep shade of moss. Electric. He had his shirt off, and she could see that while he was more delicately built than Jared, he was still all muscle, long and lean. And his chest was perfectly smooth, his skin sleek, his nipples dark. He was smiling at them, his gaze assessing her.

Jared crossed the room in a few short strides, taking Leigh with him, her hand in his. He reached out and pulled Matteo to his feet, his arm wrapping around his neck to pull him in close. The two men kissed, and heat shot like lightning through Leigh’s body.

Jesus.

There was something almost terrifyingly erotic about those two masculine mouths meeting. She’d never seen anything like it, this intimate caress of lips between men, not this close up. Not with Jared holding onto her hand, as though she were a part of it.

They pulled apart, and Jared pulled Leigh closer.

“This is Matteo.”

“Hi, Matteo. It’s nice to meet you.”

Matteo was smiling at her, his teeth a brilliant white in his wide, lush mouth. He really was beautiful. He took her free hand in his, his long fingers wrapping around hers. His palm was warm, his fingertips calloused from playing guitar. She couldn’t help but imagine what those rough fingers would feel like on her skin…

“And you’re Leigh.” His accent was purely American, surprising her for some reason. “Jared told me his new neighbor was a beauty, but I had no idea…” He turned to glance at Jared. “I hope you weren’t planning on keeping her all to yourself.”

“That’s entirely up to her.”

Matteo’s smile widened into a grin as he turned back to her, and she went hot all over as he gave her hand a squeeze. “I’ll have to work hard to charm you then, Leigh.”

She smiled back. He was charming enough already. And she understood fully that the invitation was there, for them all to go to bed together. Would it be too much if she simply screamed yes?

“Can I get you two anything? A beer?”

“We just came from dinner and a few margaritas. Have you eaten?”

“I stopped on my way from the airport. I didn’t want to waste time eating once I got here. I have a new piece I’ve wanted to play for you. Do you mind, Leigh?”

“No, not at all. I’d love to hear you play. Jared says you play beautifully.”

“I hope you like it. Come, sit next to me.”

Matteo was still holding onto her hand. He pulled her down next to him on the dark leather sofa. Jared sat on her other side.

Matteo began to play, his fingers fluttering over the guitar strings, making them sigh. The tempo built, a lovely rhythm that was sensual, sexual somehow. He was watching them, Leigh and Jared both, his green eyes gleaming, some sort of challenge in them. Or was she imagining that? He could certainly play. The music was gorgeous, Spanish-style guitar mixed with a bit of Caribbean flavor. She turned to look at Jared, and his gaze was on Matteo, but quickly flicked to her. He smiled, his dimple flickering in his cheek, and he took her hand, stroking the back of it with his thumb as they listened. The music, Jared’s touch, was sending heat spiraling into her system. And Matteo’s beautiful face, the intensity of his expression… What sort of lover would he be?

When Matteo was done he set the guitar down on the floor carefully.

“What do you think?”

“Brilliant,” Jared answered.

“You always say that.”

“It’s always true.”

“And you, Leigh? Did you enjoy my playing?”

“Jared’s right. That was brilliant. Gorgeous. So soulful.”

“Ah, I like this one, Jared,” he said, lifting her hand to kiss it, his soft lips lingering.

Jared was still stroking her other hand, and he moved his palm up over her arm, stroking her shoulder. She was shivering with need, with the sensation of the two men touching her at once. With the exquisite anticipation of what might happen between them all.

Jared moved closer, his mouth next to her ear, until she could feel his warm breath on her cheek. “Leigh, tell me what you want.”

It was a command, and yet she knew this was up to her. Knew she’d be crazy to turn this opportunity down.

“I want you both.”


She always got anything she wanted…

 

Scandalous
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Playing with Fire 3

A teenage crush on her big brother’s boyfriend. It was one of the few times in her spoiled-little-sister life that Alexa had to swallow the word “no”. She got over it, or she thought she had—until her brother’s wedding brings Eric back into her life, as flirty and fun as ever. It never mattered to her that he’s gay. Attraction is attraction.

One illicit kiss, and their reconnection blows her mind and rekindles girlish hopes. Then he sets her away from him and runs like hell.

Eric can’t believe that a woman’s touch arouses him. Not just any woman, but sweet Alexa, and he can’t help but want more. Desperate to come clean, he confesses all to his steady boyfriend, Brandon, expecting anger. But Brandon’s intrigued. He wants to meet the woman who’s tied Eric up in knots. With luck, maybe she’ll relight the spark between them.

Alexa may have lost her chance with Eric, but the consolation prize—a fling with him and Brandon, is too tempting to resist. She never expected to love both men, or to secretly yearn to belong to the one who commands her body like no other…

 

Enjoy the following excerpt for Scandalous:

Alexa went still at Brandon’s seemingly innocent words. Well it was his tone that was innocent—his words were anything but.

“Then what would you say if I told you that you could have sex with Eric, but I’m part of the bargain. Would you be interested?”

She accepted their invitation for drinks and ended up getting propositioned within minutes of arriving? What the hell?

And what the hell was wrong with her that she was actually considering it?

“You don’t have to answer that,” Eric said, reaching across the table to give her hand a gentle squeeze. His expression was full of both understanding and worry, and she wondered if he even knew his boyfriend had been going to mention something like this.

Her gaze drifted back to Brandon and noted the tension in his firm jaw, the rigid line of his impossibly broad shoulders. The guy was a regular Adonis. She bet if she stripped him naked he would be male perfection personified. And his face…no wonder Eric fell for him. It was a thing of pure masculine beauty with the most gorgeous set of lips she’d ever seen on a man.

The thought of those lips wandering over her skin, kissing her mouth, sucking on her nipples, sent a rush of tingles cascading throughout her body.

“I’ll answer it,” she finally said, once she recovered her voice. “Is that why you guys invited me out tonight? To see if you could get in my pants?”

“Of course not,” Eric said at the same time Brandon offered a simple “yes”.

The two men glared at each other, and she had the insane urge to giggle uncontrollably.

“I have a tendency to believe Brandon over you, Eric,” she said, her voice soft, her breath lodged in her throat as she waited for their reply.

Eric sighed and shook his head. “Fine. It was his idea. He became interested when I told him I kissed you and became…aroused.”

A little thrill filled her at the thought that their outrageous kiss had caused the same reaction within Eric as it had for her. “I told you it was intense.”

“It was,” Eric admitted, his gaze skittering in Brandon’s direction.

Brandon didn’t seem bothered by his admission in the least. “He’s never been interested in a woman before. Not like he’s interested in you, Alexa. And that interests me.”

She finally couldn’t contain it any longer; she laughed. Laughed and laughed even as the server brought over their plate of appetizers. Her hunger was long forgotten as she considered this odd situation she found herself in.

Months of the single life and she’d been okay with it. She hadn’t found anyone who interested her and that had been fine. She had her vibrator when the urge for an orgasm came over her. She viewed it as stress relief more than anything.

But now she had not just one but two gorgeous guys interested in her. Two gay guys who…what? Wanted to include her in their kinky sex games? Did they both want to fuck her at the same time? Were they exhibitionists and wanted to fuck each other while she watched?

Her pussy grew wet at the thought. These two gorgeous men, naked bodies entwined, mouths wrapped around each other’s cocks. Brandon sinking his cock inside Eric’s body and both of them moaning…

Her cheeks flamed, and she took another much-needed drink. “So you want to fuck me.”

Eric nearly spit out the potato skin he’d been munching on. “Jesus, Lex.”

“I want to get to know you first,” Brandon said quietly as he watched her carefully. Damn if she didn’t want to squirm. “I think something could—happen if we let it.”

“This is weird,” she said with a slight shake of her head.

“Don’t question it,” he said, his deep voice low, rippling along her nerve endings and making the tiny hairs on her arms stand up. “Just go with your gut reaction. What’s it telling you to do?”

She studied his face, his hazel eyes, his beautiful, sinful mouth. God, he really was gorgeous. The most gorgeous man she’d ever encountered. And Eric certainly was no slouch. He was beautiful in his own right with the dirty blond hair and sharp masculine features. She knew many of the women and even a few of the men in the building cast envious glances her way—only because she sat at the table with two of the most handsome men in the entire bar.

“My gut’s telling me that you’re crazy.” She paused and let her words sink in, experienced a little thrill when she caught the worried glimmer shining in his eyes. “And that I’m crazy for even considering it.”

“You’d consider it?” She heard the shock in Eric’s voice, and she laughed again.

“I would. Now tell me how you boys are going to convince me this is the right thing to do?”

“This has nothing to do with right or wrong.” Brandon’s expression was intense, subdued.

 


Wicked Bad

 

 

 

R.G. Alexander

 

 

It’s a bumpy ride to dirtily ever after…

 

Wicked ³, Book 2

Harrison Jennera Abbot was born with a silver broomstick in her hand. Heiress to a Magian dynasty. Good witch extraordinaire. She’s sick of it. She longs to be human, normal like her friend Callie. Or, uh, as normal as Callie ever gets.

She thought running away would be an adventure, but three months playing human has given her a new point of view. Just as she’s ready to return home, though, the real adventure begins. In short order, she’s attacked, saved, kidnapped…and seduced.

Jacob and Ric are convinced that Harrison is the destined third of their triad—if they can convince her they won’t use her as a sexual chew toy, or a social stepping stone. Before they can make her beg for the match, though, she needs to know the truth about who tried to kill her. And why her brother keeps sending her cryptic psychic messages.

Hard as it might be on their Magian male pride, they might have to let her go…trusting that in the end, she’ll choose them.

 

Warning: Contains an accidental orgasm, crimes of passion, sentient ropes, and powerful witches being magically delicious. Oh, and a charmed shower that only lives to please you.
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