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      A shifter, three sexy mages, and an Elemental with magic thought to be extinct… what could possibly go wrong?

      I was born the day my parents died—talk about luck. I grew up bouncing around the foster system, never knowing when the rug would be pulled out from under me. Now, I’m twenty-two and while I’m free of the dangers of my childhood, life still isn’t easy.

      When a strange couple appears chanting in some weird language, I try to walk away, but the guy whips out a freaking fire lasso and starts making like he’s going to hogtie me right there on the street.

      That’s when all kinds of crazy breaks loose.

      Next thing I know, I’m strapped to a bed in what looks like a hospital, I can’t speak, and some woman is telling me I’m a Vox Elemental, which leaves me a choice between getting shipped off to a magic school to train my voice or be silenced forever.

      Of course I choose the school; who wouldn’t? Turns out my new home is a highly competitive, cut-throat academy where one wrong step could cost me everything. I promise myself that I’ll work hard and get free, which all goes out the window when I meet not one, not two, but four of the hottest guys I have ever seen, and they are definitely not part of the curriculum. As if juggling new relationships, a new school, and some rather testy mean girls weren’t enough, there’s also someone or something making a meal out of the student body—literally. Add that to the things I have to manage. Assuming I survive…

      Some luck, huh?

      
        
        Reverse Harem Academy fans will want to one-click this exciting reverse harem steamy paranormal romance.
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      “Damn. Not again.” I watch as the herbs in my bowl turn black and crumble before my eyes. It’s the third time this morning that my magic has failed—which brings the total failures to over a dozen the past two weeks. The custom orders I need to fill are piling up and I have no idea what’s going wrong. I only know I don’t have the time—or the supplies—for repeated screw-ups.

      I check my watch. It’s a quarter after nine. I have just enough time to try this spell again before I have to send this salve over to Mrs. Rue for her arthritis. I grab my basket and step out the back door into the garden for some fresh herbs. Once in the company of all my plants, I usually feel my stress lift off my shoulders, but not today.

      I love being in nature, and the garden behind my shop is a tiny oasis away from the world. But right now nature isn’t really working for me—nothing seems to be working lately. I blow the air out of my lungs and take in a deep breath, careful to clear my head and clarify my intentions before I snip cuttings from the plants I need for this potion. I’m going to run out of nettles at this rate. I would cast a growing spell over them if I had any confidence in my magic. With things going as they have been, I’d probably kill all the plants in the whole garden.

      My dog brushes by my leg as he pads along the garden row and heads in the direction of the shop door.

      I bend and scratch his back as he passes. “Good morning, Skip. Did you have a good night?”

      “Morning,” he says, his small voice thick with sleep. “It got so hot last night I almost jumped in the koi pond. You really should get one of those cold air machines like they have in the coffee store.” He sits by the door.

      We have an ongoing debate about air conditioning. Skip, a blue heeler who is covered in thick fur, is in favor of it. I love AC as much as the next person, but don’t like the idea of canned air in my home, which is also my shop; I prefer the air to move and feel natural. Besides, with a garden and an herb drying room, it’s better that it isn’t cold.

      “I know it’s been really warm. If I have time later, I’ll take you over to the river to cool off, all right?”

      Skip’s tail nub wags. “Oh, yes please. I would go by myself if we lived in a normal town. But I don’t want to become someone’s dinner.”

      “Nobody is going to eat you, Skip. That was just one time with a new shifter. Besides, if we lived in a normal town, you’d be just a normal dog. I’m glad you were born in such a magical place. I enjoy your company.” I smile sweetly at him.

      “Magic or no, I could never be just a normal dog.” He rolls his eyes. “And you enjoy my help with your magic, Hazel.”

      “That too. It’s possible to do both, you know.” I drop the nettle cuttings into my basket and move to the rosemary shrub.

      “So you say,” he teases.

      I snap a sprig of rosemary and bring it to my nose for a sniff. “Speaking of which, I could use your help with a spell.”

      “Ah… you see?” he says as if catching me in a lie. “Is it breakfast time? I am starving.”

      I can’t tell if he’s playing or being difficult and it’s alarming. “Come on, Skip. I’m desperate.”

      He looks at me and his voice grows serious. “Are your spells still curdling? Bark!”

      I stare at him, startled. “Skip, did you just bark at me?” I stare at my familiar, who is very much a natural dog, but who has been speaking words to me ever since I found him as a puppy while hiking up near Clearspring Pass. His mom had been killed—I learned later she’d been hit by a passing car—leaving six brand new puppies to fend for themselves. I wrapped them in my hoodie and carried them all the way home. I nursed them by hand until they were ready to be adopted.

      I’ll never forget the night I learned Skip was special. My alarm went off and I rose to start their morning feeding. It was just before dawn and the puppies were rustling in the kennel they shared. I was warming the puppy formula on the stove when I heard a tiny voice call out, “Mama!”

      At first, I thought I was hearing things, but then I heard it again as I was placing the puppies in the basket to carry them into the garden for breakfast.

      “Mama!” The voice was tiny, almost toy-like, and was definitely coming from the basket.

      I reached in and lifted one of the puppies, a double mask heeler with speckles. “Did you say something?” I asked the puppy.

      It just squeaked and rooted around looking for the bottle. The same thing happened with the other puppies… that is, until it was time to feed Skip. I placed him in my lap, feeling ridiculous about talking to all the puppies by now, but certain about what I’d heard.

      I lifted Skip up to eye level and asked, “Good morning, baby. Can you talk?”

      He opened his eyes, took one look at me, and shouted, “Mama!” His whole body started to wag with his tail and I had to place him on the floor so I wouldn’t drop him. He skipped around in circles, saying it over and over. “Mama, mama, mama.”

      I named him Skip, and he’s been talking ever since. That is until just now…

      “I am sure you just barked.”

      “I don’t know—bark—what you’re talking about.”

      “I guess I imagined it.” I nod and feel my throat close around my words. I take a moment and find my voice. “I don’t know what to do, Skip. I feel like my magic is failing. I haven’t cast a successful spell in weeks. I can’t figure out what’s wrong. Maybe if you join me it will boost my power enough to overcome whatever this is.”

      Skip stands at attention. “Bark! Then, by all means. Let’s try again.”

      I blink back tears. Is my familiar slipping away like my magic? I don’t know what’s going on with my magic, but if I lose Skip… “Thanks.” We move through the door together just as the bell over the shop door jingles.

      Skip does a one-eighty and heads back into the garden. “Bark! Incoming. Bark!”

      Marissa Warfield saunters into my shop, her blond hair piled on top of her head in a stylish messy bun, her face contorted in a fake smile.

      “Hazel! Oh, good. I am so glad I caught you.” Her voice is perfectly sweet and overly polite, especially considering what went down at my coven meeting three weeks ago. My ex-coven, I correct myself.

      “Marissa,” I say, making it clear that she is not at all welcome in my shop. “What brings you in today?”

      She clutches her hands in front of her like she’s about to sing a solo. She inspects a crystal wand on a nearby shelf, turning it in her hand before replacing it back among the others. “I came by to let you know that what you’re doing isn’t going to work, so you might as well just stop.”

      I tilt my head. “And… what is it you think I’m doing, exactly?” I look around the room. “I’m just working, running my shop and doing my own thing.”

      “Right, and that’s why you’ve left the coven. To do your own thing.”

      I nod. “I’ve been saying for years that I would leave the coven when Gertie retires. And that’s what I did. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise to anyone.” Of all people, I would have thought Marissa Warfield, mean-girl witch, would have been happy to see the back of me.

      She waves my words away. “I’m not talking about you leaving the coven. I’m talking about starting up another one. Without me.” She actually looks injured.

      Now that surprises me. “Marissa, you were there when I did the parting ritual. I claimed the path to follow Hedge Witch. You know as well as I do the Hedge Witch rite is for solo practitioners. The last thing I need is a new coven.” Just the thought of starting over makes me feel exhausted.

      “Then how do you explain seven witches leaving after you did?”

      “Seven?” Another surprise. When leadership changes in a coven, just like any organization, a shakeup is expected, but seven witches leaving a coven—eight if you count me—is strange.

      She places her hands on her hips. “As if you hadn’t heard. This week’s coven meeting had a group parting rite. Betty, Candace, Patrick, and the others in their little clique all left. Say what you want, but I know you’re behind it.” She’s dropped her nice act; the rage coming off her is palpable.

      I sigh deeply. If she sees her coven as a group of factions, it’s no wonder they left when she took over. I guess it’s going to take some honest truth to get through to her.

      “Marissa. I started our coven with Gertie.” I picture the old woman in my mind and it makes me smile. “She was my mentor and my guide for many years before you moved to Diablo Falls and joined us. When she announced that she planned to retire, you and I both know that she looked to me to take the role as Priestess. But leadership doesn’t suit me. Never has. And without Gertie…” I shrug. “It was time for me to step away.”

      “You’re a liar. I know you’ve turned some of the witches against me.” She points her finger in my face. “You’re all trying to sabotage me when it is finally my time to become Priestess. Well, I won’t let you do that to me. And I’ve made sure you won’t be able to do anything to me.”

      Her words bring a chill over me and I realize she’s just revealed something she didn’t intend to.

      She looks away and swallows hard.

      I step toward her. “Marissa? What have you done?”

      She lifts her chin in defiance. “Only what a smart witch would do. I have protected myself and my magic from the taint of your evil wishes.”

      “My evil? What are you talking about? I mean you no harm.” I take another step toward her. “You’re being paranoid.”

      “Don’t come near me!” Marissa holds her hands out in front of her and backs up until she reaches the door, her eyes on me the entire time. She pulls something out of her bag and throws it on the floor, mumbling something I can’t make out. Her words sound like an angry whisper, a hiss in the air. Then she’s out the door and hurrying to her little red VW Beetle.

      I chase after her, careful not to touch the thing she dropped as I swing the door open and step onto the sidewalk.

      She opens her car door and stands behind it, using it like a shield. The morning sun glints off her window.

      I have to squint to see. “What have you done, Marissa?” I can’t hide the alarm in my voice.

      She’s haughty now that there’s some distance and a car door between us. “Don’t worry.” She laughs and then smiles cruelly. “There is hope. True love can break the curse, Hazel. Blessed be!” She sneers like a school girl and I half expect her to stick her tongue out at me as she plops into her car, slams the door, and speeds away.
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