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The third book in L.J. Smithâ€™s beloved Night World series is now available as a special

collectorâ€™s edition!Her name is Blaise and sheâ€™s irresistible to boys. Her dark, smoldering

beauty is an invitation to jealousy and madness. And now sheâ€™s ready for the kill. Eric Ross is

the perfect catch, a star athlete who wants to be a vet. But her cousin Thea, is determined to protect

this particular human boy from the girl who was born to destroy men. Blaiseâ€™s black magic is

powerful. The only way Thea can fight back is to use her own white magic, to bewitch Eric herself as

a bluff. But soon Thea finds herself getting too close to Eric, feeling forbidden emotions, breaking

Night World laws. Falling in love. As Halloween and the Night of the Witch draw closer, can Thea

save Ericâ€”and herselfâ€”from Blaiseâ€™s vengeance?
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Spellbinder  2> Expelled. It was one of the scariest words a high school senior could think of, and it

kept ringing in Thea Harmanâ€™s mind as her grandmotherâ€™s car approached the school

building. â€œThis,â€• Grandma Harman said from the front passenger seat, â€œis your last chance.

You do realize that, donâ€™t you?â€• As the driver pulled the car to the curb, she went on. â€œI



donâ€™t know why you got thrown out of the last school, and I donâ€™t want to know. But if

thereâ€™s one whiff of trouble at this school, Iâ€™m going to give up and send both of you to your

Aunt Ursulaâ€™s. And you donâ€™t want that, now, do you?â€• Thea shook her head vigorously.

Aunt Ursulaâ€™s house was nicknamed the Convent, a gray fortress on a deserted mountaintop.

Stone walls everywhere, an atmosphere of gloomâ€”and Aunt Ursula watching every move with thin

lips. Thea would rather die than go there. In the backseat next to her, Theaâ€™s cousin Blaise was

shaking her head, tooâ€”but Thea knew better than to hope she was listening. Thea herself could

hardly concentrate. She felt dizzy and very untogether, as if half of her were still back in New

Hampshire, in the last principalâ€™s office. She kept seeing the look on his face that meant she and

Blaise were about to be expelledâ€”again. But this time had been the worst. Sheâ€™d never forget

the way the police car outside kept flashing red and blue through the windows, or the way the

smoke kept rising from the charred remains of the music wing, or the way Randy Marik cried as the

police led him off to jail. Or the way Blaise kept smiling. Triumphantly, as if it had all been a game.

Thea glanced sideways at her cousin. Blaise looked beautiful and deadly, which wasnâ€™t her fault.

She always looked that way; it was part of having smoldering gray eyes and hair like stopped

smoke. She was as different from Theaâ€™s soft blondness as night from day and it was her beauty

that kept getting them in trouble, but Thea couldnâ€™t help loving her. After all, theyâ€™d been

raised as sisters. And the sister bond was the strongest bond there was . . . to a witch. But we

canâ€™t get expelled again. We canâ€™t. And I know youâ€™re thinking right now that you can do it

all over again and good old Thea will stick with youâ€”but this time youâ€™re wrong. This time

Iâ€™ve got to stop you. â€œThatâ€™s all,â€• Gran said abruptly, finishing with her instructions.

â€œKeep your noses clean until the end of October or youâ€™ll be sorry. Now, get out.â€• She

whacked the headrest of the driverâ€™s seat with her stick. â€œHome, Tobias.â€• The driver, a

college-age boy with curly hair who had the dazed and beaten expression all Grandmaâ€™s

apprentices got after a few days, muttered, â€œYes, High Lady,â€• and reached for the gearshift.

Thea grabbed for the door handle and slid out of the car fast. Blaise was right behind her. The

ancient Lincoln Continental sped off. Thea was left standing with Blaise under the warm Nevada

sun, in front of the two-story adobe building complex. Lake Mead High School. Thea blinked once or

twice, trying to kick-start her brain. Then she turned to her cousin. â€œTell me,â€• she said grimly,

â€œthat youâ€™re not going to do the same thing here.â€• Blaise laughed. â€œI never do the same

thing twice.â€• â€œYou know what I mean.â€• Blaise pursed her lips and reached down to adjust the

top of her boot. â€œI think Gran overdid it a little with the lecture, donâ€™t you? I think thereâ€™s

something sheâ€™s not telling us about. I mean, what was that bit about the end of the month?â€•



She straightened, tossed back her mane of dark hair and smiled sweetly. â€œAnd shouldnâ€™t we

be going to the office to get our schedules?â€• â€œAre you going to answer my question?â€• â€œDid

you ask a question?â€• Thea shut her eyes. â€œBlaise, we are running out of relatives. If it happens

againâ€”well, do you want to go to the Convent?â€• For the first time, Blaiseâ€™s expression

darkened. Then she shrugged, sending liquid ripples down her loose ruby-colored shirt. â€œBetter

hurry. We donâ€™t want to be tardy.â€• â€œYou go ahead,â€• Thea said tiredly. She watched as her

cousin walked away, hips swaying in the trademark Blaise lilt. Thea took another breath, examining

the buildings with their arched doorways and pink plaster walls. She knew the drill. Another year of

living with them, of walking quietly through halls knowing that she was different from everybody

around her, even while she was carefully, expertly pretending to be the same. It wasnâ€™t hard.

Humans werenâ€™t very smart. But it took a certain amount of concentration. She had just started

toward the office herself when she heard raised voices. A little knot of students had gathered at the

edge of the parking lot. â€œStay away from it.â€• â€œKill it!â€• Thea joined the periphery of the group,

being inconspicuous. But then she saw what was on the ground beyond the curb and she took three

startled steps until she was looking right down at it. Oh . . . how beautiful. Long, strong body . . .

broad head . . . and a string of rapidly vibrating horny rings on the tail. They were making a noise

like steam escaping, or melon seeds being shaken. The snake was olive green, with wide diamonds

down its back. The scales on the face looked shiny, almost wet. And its black tongue flickered so

fast. . . . A rock whizzed past her and hit the ground beside the snake. Dust puffed. Thea glanced

up. A kid in cutoffs was backing away, looking scared and triumphant. â€œDonâ€™t do that,â€•

somebody said. â€œGet a stick,â€• somebody else said. â€œKeep away from it.â€• â€œKill it.â€•

Another rock flew. The faces around Thea werenâ€™t vicious. Some were curious, some were

alarmed, some were filled with a sort of fascinated disgust. But it was all going to end up the same

for the snake. A boy with red hair came running up with a forked branch. People were reaching for

rocks. I canâ€™t let them, Thea thought. Rattlers were actually pretty fragileâ€”their backbones were

vulnerable. These kids might kill the snake without even meaning to. Not to mention that a couple of

the kids might get bitten in the process. But she didnâ€™t have anything . . . no jasper against

venom, no St. John root to soothe the mind. It didnâ€™t matter. She had to do something. The

redheaded boy was circling with the stick like a fighter looking for an opening. The kids around him

were alternately warning him and cheering him on. The snake was swelling its body, tongue-tips

flickering up and down faster than Theaâ€™s eye could follow. It was mad. Dropping her backpack,

she slipped in front of the red-haired boy. She could see his shock and she heard several people

yell, but she tried to block it all out. She needed to focus. I hope I can do this. . . . She knelt a foot



away from the rattler. The snake fell into a striking coil. Front body raised in an S-shaped spiral,

head and neck held like a poised javelin. Nothing looked so ready to lunge as a snake in this

position. Easy . . . easy, Thea thought, staring into the narrow catlike pupils of the yellow eyes. She

slowly lifted her hands, palms facing the snake. Worried noises from the crowd behind her. The

snake was inhaling and exhaling with a violent hiss. Thea breathed carefully, trying to radiate peace.

Now, who could help her? Of course, her own personal protector, the goddess closest to her heart.

Eileithyia of ancient Crete, the mother of the animals. Eileithyia, Mistress of the Beasts, please tell

this critter to calm down. Help me see into its little snaky heart so Iâ€™ll know what to do. And then it

happened, the wonderful transformation that even Thea didnâ€™t understand. Part of her became

the snake. There was a strange blurring of Theaâ€™s boundariesâ€”she was herself, but she was

also coiled on the warm ground, angry and excitable and desperate to get back to the safety of a

creosote bush. Sheâ€™d had eleven babies some time ago and had never quite recovered from the

experience. Now she was surrounded by large, hot, fast-moving creatures. Big-living-things . . . way

too close. Not responding to my threat noises. Better bite them. The snake had only two rules for

dealing with animals that werenâ€™t food. 1) Shake your tail until they go away without stepping on

you. 2) If they donâ€™t go away, strike. Thea the person kept her hands steady and tried to pound a

new thought into the small reptile brain. Smell me. Taste me. I donâ€™t smell like a human. Iâ€™m a

daughter of Hellewise. The snakeâ€™s tongue brushed her palm. Its tips were so thin and delicate

that Thea could hardly feel them flicker against her skin. But she could feel the snake drop down

from maximum alert. It was relaxing, ready to retreat. In another minute it would listen when she told

it to slither away. Behind her, she heard a new disturbance in the crowd. â€œThereâ€™s Eric!â€•

â€œHey, Ericâ€”rattlesnake!â€• Block it out, Thea thought. A new voice, distant but coming closer.

â€œLeave it alone, guys. Itâ€™s probably just a bull snake.â€• There was a swell of excited denial.

Thea could feel her connection slipping. Stay focused. . . . But nobody could have stayed focused

during what happened next. She heard a quick footstep. A shadow fell from the east. Then she

heard a gasp. â€œMojave rattler!â€• And then something hit her, sending her flying sideways. It

happened so fast that she didnâ€™t have time to twist. She landed painfully on her arm. She lost

control of the snake. All she could see as she looked east was a scaly olive-green head driving

forward so fast it was a blur. Its jaws were wide openâ€”amazingly wideâ€”and its fangs sank into the

blue-jeaned leg of the boy who had knocked Thea out of the way.

Like it.



I was very satisfied with this book. LJ Smith has yet to disappoint me and I have most of her books.

I read this one in one day.

Night World #3: Spellbinder, by L. J. Smith"She knew the drill. Another year of living with them, of

walking quietly through the halls knowing that she was different from everybody around her, even

while she was carefully, expertly pretending to be the same (p. 4)."Thea and Blaise are cousins,

raised as closely as if they were sisters. They're also both witches, members of the secret Night

World. And they are high school students, starting at their fifth high school, having been expelled

from four others - mostly because of Blaise. But this time, it's Thea who will jeopardize their future

when she breaks the cardinal rules of the Night World; which are 1) Never let humans know about

the Night World, and 2) Never fall in love with a human.On their first day of school, Thea meets Eric,

and the two are like swans - they know they are destined for each other immediately. There's only

one little problem - Eric's human. Thea tries to push Eric away for his safety, but the two are

soulmates and nothing she tries will keep him from her. But will she give up everything for him?I

read "Spellbinder" pretty quickly, in about 90 minutes, and I enjoyed every minute of it. Normally I

don't care at all for romances, but mix in some supernatural elements, good writing, and interesting

characters, and I'm hooked. I really liked Smith's portrayal of Thea - you start out thinking she's the

quiet type, overshadowed by her vivacious cousin, but she develops believably into someone with

backbone, someone caught between a rock and a hard place who doesn't know what way to turn,

but tries to do the right thing, but sometimes doing it the wrong way. I also rather relished Smith's

detail to the spells and especially the components. I had the feeling "Wow this is cool" when

reading. The spells also allow for a nice twist at the end."Spellbinder" is a great installment in the

Night World series, and gives an in-depth look at the witches and their origin in Smith's created

world. I for one definitely want to know more about the history of the Night World, and am looking

forward to reading more.4/5.

"Spellbinder" (also published as "Enchantress") is the third book in L. J. Smith's `Night World' series,

concerning the secret world of supernatural creatures that live among normal human beings. Called

the Night World, there are several rules imposed upon the witches, vampires, werewolves and

shape shifters that inhabit this world, namely that they are to never tell a human being about their

secret society, and never to fall in love with one of them.This is the first book in the series to deal

with witches rather than vampires, and concerns the lives of two seventeen year old witch cousins

who made their first appearance in "Secret Vampire": Thea and Blaise Harman. The two girls are



complete opposites; Thea is fair and quiet, whilst Blaise is black-haired and someone who enjoys

playing with the human world for fun - making boys fall in love with her and then discarding them.

After a series of expulsions from high schools around the country (the last one having resulted in the

school burning down), the cousins are brought to live with their grandmother Edgith Harman - the

Crone of All the Witches, a prestigious position within the Circles of Night World witches. In other

words, the cousins are on thin ice.But Blaise doesn't trouble herself with things like this - she's

always played her love games and doesn't plan on stopping now. Thea however, is desperate to

live a quiet, peaceful life. But then she finds her soul mate: Eric Ross, a human. Their connection is

powerful, but Thea knows that should they be discovered, it could result in executions for both of

them, or in war among the factions of the Night World. When Blaise finds out about Thea's feelings,

she decides the only way in which to act is to separate the two of them: by using her own charms to

divert Eric's attention away from Thea...The blurb would have you believe that Blaise is an

out-and-out villain, and the focus of the story is on the two girls fighting over Eric's affections. This

however is not so - the main conflict in the story comes from Thea's attempts to protect Eric by

summoning up a benevolent spirit. However, when the spell goes wrong, Thea finds that a

murderous witch-ghost is on the loose, and perfectly capable of killing. As well as this there are

numerous sub-plots, including Edgith's failing health, Blaise's exploits at her new high school, a few

spells and meetings with other witches, Thea's various attempts to allure/dispel Eric's affections and

an introduction to Eric's family and his radical-feminist little sister.All this equals a rather slip-shod

plot that slides all over the place. It's not that the story isn't interesting, but L. J. Smith doesn't seem

quite sure on where it's going, or where the true conflict lies. Instead it comes across as a series of

magical events and workings that don't quite have the urgency and suspense of other books in the

series - especially the later ones.Furthermore, many of the plot points and characters in the book

were rather familiar - Smith has been recycling her own work, most particularly "The Secret Circle"

trilogy. Blaise and Thea are almost identical to Faye and Diana (and both sets were cousins!) whilst

things like the vengeful spirit, the death of a school student and the forbidden love affair all have

their counterpoints in this previous trilogy. As such, the story has a lack of originality (and the

coupling of Thea and Eric doesn`t come across as *that* genuine).But there are some nice touches

throughout: we get another piece of the ever-growing history of the Night World (this time it's the

story of Hellewise and Maya), some names of other characters that have either been in previous

books or will pop up in later ones (such as Aradia, Ash, Quinn and Thierry) that make the book feel

like a small part of a larger whole. Smith also makes good use of folklore and mythology, weaving

little bits of `real' legends and practices into what the characters say and do - like the Cup of Lethe



or the many allusions to Aphrodite.All in all, not a bad contribution to the 'Night World' series, though

by no means the best: things only get really interesting when we hit book five: "The Chosen".

I always have a bit of trepidation approaching paranormal novels not vampire or were- based.

They're often a bit inaccessible to me, especially those based on witches, loaded down with spells

and difficult-to-follow lore.But as with the others of Smith's "Night World" I have read thus far,

"Spellbinder" is much easier to approach than the norm, written for young inductees into the

paranormal phenomenon.Good witch Thea and dubious cousin witch Blaise are alike and yet quite

dissimilar -- Blaise is a virtual goddess of love, while Thea's lie more in the arts of caring for animals.

The two have few disagreements in contrary to what one might expect, though they share the

mantle of Blaise's ongoing penchant for trouble.Upon arrival at their new school and last chance,

Thea's skills with animals are instantly tested, and resultingly she finds herself drawn to human boy

Eric, a veterinarian to be (and one of the most compelling "Night World" heroes).Things would be

hectic enough with Blaise's attempts to claim Eric for herself, but soon even Thea is working

forbidden magics of her own, and eventually the full burden of responsibility for their actions comes

to bear down on the witch-pair.While I very much (and surprisingly!) enjoyed this book, there are a

few flaws. I found myself questioning a few subplots -- most notably Blaise's former pet and his

appearance at the school seemed a bit embryonic and not thoroughly explained, and the book's

resolutiooon, while surprising and fulfilling, still leaves one wondering if justice really has been

served.All in all, fun, with good characters.7.8/10

Spellbinder (Night World Book 3) Spellbinder (Night World) Spellbinder: Moonshadow, Book 2

Jeaniene Frost Books Checklist and Reading Order : Night Prince series in order, Night Huntress

series in order, Broken Destiny series in order and Night Huntress World series in order Mary

Higgins Clark; The Night Collection (Silent Night & All Through the Night) [Abridged, Audiobook]

[Audio CD] Good Night Wisconsin (Good Night Our World) Good Night Ocean (Good Night Our

World) Good Night Zoo (Good Night Our World) Good Night Coast Guard (Good Night Our World)

Good Night Pirate Ship (Good Night Our World) Good Night Planes (Good Night Our World) Good

Night Baby Jesus (Good Night Our World) Good Night Lake (Good Night Our World) Good Night

Canada (Good Night Our World) Good Night North Pole (Good Night Our World) Good Night Hawaii

(Good Night Our World) Good Night Chicago (Good Night Our World) Good Night Colorado (Good

Night Our World) Good Night New York City (Good Night Our World) Good Night Michigan (Good

Night Our World) 

http://privateebooks.com/en-us/read-book/JZdX2/spellbinder-night-world.pdf?r=MLnHeUSq887ZvWUnCiqwV2p4rIYsszfehItH6A%2B9Gko%3D


https://kayon-ed3ba.firebaseapp.com/contact.html
https://kayon-ed3ba.firebaseapp.com/dmca.html
https://kayon-ed3ba.firebaseapp.com/privacy-policy.html
https://kayon-ed3ba.firebaseapp.com/faq.html

