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      I am pleased and excited to present the first book in the Forbidden Magic series. I did, however, want to make sure I explained its origins.

      I wrote this story years ago, and it has evolved into an epic world that is connected to the Eura Chronicles universe. You may be familiar with Lilae and Liam from Rise of the Flame, and Preeti and Vineet from Goddess of War. Now, I introduce Celeste and her court of four intriguing princes.

      In this story, you’ll be able to get the point of view of each main character. When you see the beginning of the chapter say, The Aether, that is from Celeste’s point of view. The Earth Prince, is Maxim’s. And, so forth.

      I do hope you enjoy this new series.

      
        
        
        Until next time,

        K.N. Lee
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        “You may not see us, but we are there; watching you, protecting you, and fighting the darkness that wants your soul.”

        

      

      
        
        
        The Aether

      

        

      

      From the prison window, I looked out to the dark world that stretched for miles below.

      The Crimson Tower had been home for eleven years, and each year I beheld the same bleak landscape.

      Snow. Ice. Darkness.

      Sometimes the wind would howl so loudly that the echo on the stone walls would keep me awake for hours. In this part of the realm, the sun barely shed more than a faint hue in the gray sky as thick clouds seemed to hover and drift along at a slow crawl.

      Not even the fire could warm me, and even though I’d been born in a hot summer surrounded by tropical jungles, I’d grown used to being cold—to being alone.

      Mother had always told me that one day life would change, that I would be free.

      Maybe even more than free.

      That was before the humans had taken her and father away and burned them at the stake—before my grandmother convinced King Aerion to imprison me instead of executing me. No one found it particularly becoming of a man to kill a little girl, especially when she had yet to display any signs that she’d inherited the stain of magic.

      He had agreed. But, the fear of death hovered above me like a black cloud.

      Even as I finished hanging my washing above the fire, I wasn’t sure what to expect when the sound of horses broke me from my daydream. The heat did little to warm my face as I dried my wet hands on my apron.

      For years, I had watched the world below churn with snow and darkness. But, that night, there was light.

      I pushed open the window and shivered at the bitter wind as it swept in and lifted my golden hair. To my relief, it wasn’t the king’s soldiers.

      It was a carriage of black and gold.

      I leaned out the window, gawking at how the embellishments glittered beneath the bright moon.

      “Look, Kala. You don’t see one of those every day,” I muttered.

      “Indeed,” Kala, the white dire wolf at my side agreed. “Not in the Outlands of Tythra, anyway.”

      In the midst of a snowstorm, a beautiful woman stepped from the covered carriage in a gray fur cloak with a wolf’s head that reached the ankles of her black boots. She didn’t walk to the entrance of the Crimson Tower.

      She flew.

      Her long hair cascaded down her back in red waves, and her green eyes glittered beneath thick lashes. Even in the dark, I could see them, for they glowed up at me.

      “I’ve yet to see a human fly, or do anything interesting for that matter,” Kala said.

      “A faerie,” I said, eyes wide with awe. “Someone will surely kill her for showing off magic in such a way. How is this possible?”

      “We will have to see. Perhaps they have summoned her.”

      “Unlikely,” I said, closing the shutters against the cold. I leaned back onto the wall, wondering if this was a dream. “Do you think it could be her?”

      “We can only hope,” Kala said, glancing up at me with ice-blue eyes that sparkled in the dim candlelight. “Eleven years is far too long for anyone to lose their freedom.”

      “I almost don’t want to get my hopes up,” I said, taking off my apron and hanging it on a hook behind the door. “I don’t think I could take such a disappointment.”

      “Don’t give up hope. All will work itself out. I promise.”

      With my ear pressed to the door, I tried to listen in on what she said to the warden. It was fruitless. I was high up in the tower, and the stone door was thick enough to mute all sounds from the corridor.

      The locked clicked. I jumped and took a frightened step back.

      Frozen, my eyes darted from one armored guard to the next. With their swords pointed my way, and shields held out to block whatever they feared I would do to them, I realized they were afraid of me.

      That was odd. Why would anyone fear me? A more pressing question came to me as the guards made a passage in between them.

      “Come, girl,” one of them demanded. “Warden says you’re being released.”

      Those seven words more than those two guards had ever said to me.

      Still, I couldn’t move. All I could do was look to my right at the only window in the room and to my left. This had been my home since I was seven years old. My meager bed was pushed against the wall to give myself more space for my desk and bookcase. It was all I had in the entire world, but none of it mattered anymore.

      Freedom potentially waited for me.

      Kala stood beside me. While I tried to keep my fear at bay, there was strength and courage in her eyes.

      “Are you ready?” Kala asked, startling the guards with her soft voice that echoed off the walls.

      Though they remained silent, their eyes widened with questions I knew they were asking themselves.

      Licking my cracked lips, I nodded despite the pain of the sting I’d awakened. “I think so.”

      I mustered my courage and stepped from my tiny prison. The cold followed me outside into the corridor as we walked along the narrow hall to the staircase that led to the bottom of the tower.

      There she was. The faerie. My heart skipped a beat as I remembered her face from long ago. The memory of her having tea with mother and father just the night before their arrest returned to me.

      “My goodness,” she said. “What a lovely little lady you’ve grown up to be. Come, let me get a better look at you.”

      Nervous and tense, I almost smiled at the compliment. But, the truth was, I wasn’t sure how to feel. I took another step forward, and she touched my hair, her eyes examining every inch of my face.

      “Do you remember me? I am Queen Sorcha of Ever Frost.”

      “Of course, I remember you. How could I forget?”

      She’d taken a sample of my blood with the tip of her enchanted dagger. A little girl would never forget such a thing, no matter how much time had passed. I could still feel the sting and recall the way the blade glowed once it touched my blood, soaking it in as though quenched a desperate thirst.

      “The war is over, and you are free to leave.”

      My knees buckled, and with widened eyes, my breaths quickened. “Are you certain?”

      “I am,” she said, stepping closer and taking my hands into hers. She stared down at them, stroking my rough skin with her thumbs. “I am sorry for how you’ve been mistreated, and how many years you’ve been forced to remain here. But, we have fought long and hard with the Tythrans to get you back. And, we’ve won.”

      Picturing armies of magic-born fighting against humans left my stomach in knots. “They fought…for me?”

      “Of course, they did. And now, I will take you to where you belong. To Allandria, the imperial city and the center of the Seelie Court.”

      When I noticed that the warden and the guards were nowhere to be seen I knew it to be true. Despite my wariness, I nodded and was spirited away out into the cold. I did not ask questions, or delay my escape.

      No. I was ready.

      Whatever was before me would be better than a life of imprisonment. With Kala by my side, I climbed into the carriage and was wrapped in a heavy fur cloak.

      If I was dreaming, I did not want to wake up ever again. I was free for the first time since I was a child. Even though I was about to be taken to a land I’d never seen other than in the books my grandmother had sent to me, I did not care.

      A cold night with snow falling in torrents was the setting for my journey into the darkness of my fated future. My destiny. It was the day of my eighteenth birthday when the beautiful faerie queen took me away from the Crimson Tower—from the prison I thought I would die in.

      My heart continued to race, and my muscles remained tense even as Kala snuggled close and kept me warm—even as we said goodbye to Tythra.

      The humans were never my tribe, and each day on their soil was one day closer to my death.

      No, I wasn’t born to die such an uneventful death. I’d come from a long line of faeries with immortal blood running through their veins.

      I was Princess Celeste Delacord of the kingdom of Mordigan—an Elemental chosen by the Guardians despite my heritage.

      The first ever with the power to control all of the elements. Perhaps the humans were justified in my imprisonment, for it was prophecized that I could build or destroy nations with a single thought.

      As we rode away, I glanced back at the tower, wondering when any of that power would give me a sign it even existed.
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        The Water Prince

      

        

      

      Morning brought with it a cool breeze from the open shutters of my private quarters. Outside, the snow-capped mountains awaited, with waterfalls of ice, and sparkling trees aglitter with tiny icicles that resembled precious stones.

      I yawned, not yet ready to leave the comfort of my bed, or the warmth of the pretty Duchess of Kyrin.

      As my manservant prepared my bath, I rolled onto my side and watched her sleep. She was a lovely young woman, but this would be the last time she’d share my bed. I was promised to another, and though I never believed she’d make it past her eighteenth birthday, she was now being rescued from a prison in the human realm.

      Eliza opened her eyes, bright purple, with flecks of brown. She sat up, covering her perky breasts and gave me that alluring grin that had hooked me the moment she and her husband were presented at court last spring.

      “Well, good morning, your highness,” she purred, leaning down to kiss my forehead, then my mouth.

      “Stellan,” I said, as always. But, she insisted on calling me by my proper title.

      While Jethroe prepared my clothes for the day, Eliza gave me a naughty wink and straddled me, her warm thighs on either side of my naked chest.

      “Tell me it isn’t so,” she said, her sky-blue waves falling over her bony shoulders. As the blanket fell, her wings flapped like those of a hummingbird behind her.

      “And, what is that?” I asked, squeezing her supple, pale thighs.

      “That I’ll lose you to a dark faerie, an Unseelie whore.”

      Tensing, I glared up at her. I wasn’t a saint, and neither was she, but we knew what we were getting ourselves into. She was married to an old Duke with two other wives, and I was promised to another the day I was born.

      “That’s enough, Eliza. She will be your queen someday, and you will bow to her like everyone else in the realm.”

      She crossed her arms over her chest. “I will not. No one wants to see a filthy Unseelie on the Allandrian throne. It is a disgrace to us all.”

      That’s it. I shoved her off of me.

      I wasn’t sure why her words triggered my wrath, but I left her in bed, confused, as I stalked across my bedroom to my bath.

      “Fine, then,” she cried after me. “March off to the whore of the magic-realm and pledge your life as her pet. See if I care.”

      I shook my head at Jethroe who chuckled behind his hand, and stepped into the pool of hot, scented water.

      “That’s right,” I said. “And, you return to that crotchety old husband of yours.”

      I heard something crash and break, flinching, and then footsteps followed by the slamming of a door. I didn’t want our tryst to end that way, but fate had already planned out my future, and Celeste meant more to me than Eliza ever could.

      Waving Jethroe away, I sank into the water, arms outstretched over the sides and closed my eyes. Water was my element, and it recharged my strength and power. It also brought me solitude and calmed my nerves.

      I needed it as my rage bubbled within.

      Celeste wasn’t a whore. She was an Elemental, like myself, and though I hadn’t seen her in over eleven years, I’d loved her since the day we met.

      Now she was free, and we would be reunited.

      I almost didn’t believe it was possible. Though my heart prayed it would.
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      After my bath, I met up with Prince Maxim in the great hall. He gave me a stern look from under long, disheveled brown hair. By the red-rim around his eyes, I knew what he’d been up to all night.

      More studying. It was his one true calling according to him, to acquire wisdom on a level unheard of even by the scholars of the Academy of Aros.

      The earth Elemental was the most boring person in the entire realm. But he was my best friend, and we balanced each other in a way no one else could.

      “Took you long enough,” he said, clasping his hands behind his back. “Didn’t your mother ever tell you it’s shameful to sleep past noon?”

      I held my arms out as Jethroe put on my woolen cloak and tied it at my throat, rolling my eyes.

      “Patience is a virtue, isn’t that right, Maxim?”

      He smirked and shook his head. “You know nothing of patience, my friend.”

      “Eager to meet our beloved Aether, are you?”

      Looking down, I knew the answer. While myself and the other Elementals were enjoying our childhoods, he shared more in common with the Aether than any of us. While she was imprisoned, he’d been smuggled away and left in an orphanage to protect his identity.

      I’d never forget the day my mother brought the orphan prince to our palace. He was just a little boy dressed in plain clothes that were too big for him, and eyes lowered with fear.

      I’d found myself with a new brother, and confidant.

      I never cared that he was half-human.

      “I am,” he said, softly. He turned his gaze toward the mountains that encapsulated the kingdom. “For years, she was so close that our power cried for one another. I could feel her—every time sorrow washed over her—it washed over me. Now, I get to finally meet her.”

      I stared at him, recalling the same experience. It was as if we were tethered to one another by the soul. Just thinking about her sent chills up my entire body.

      Clasping a hand onto his shoulder, I nodded and followed his gaze. “I know. We shall be in Allandria soon. But—first—I want to visit the Trials. I’ve heard reports of dark magic.”

      “Dark magic?” Maxim lifted a thick brow over pale green eyes. “You don’t think—”

      “I do,” I said, leading the way out of the palace doors where our horses awaited. “There’s evil afoot, and I’d have it banished before we depart.”
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      We left the palace early, prepared to visit the Trials before our departure to the imperial city.

      Of course, nothing ever went the way I’d planned. The airships were ready and stocked with everything we needed for the journey, but the crew would have to wait. There was one more thing for me to do before I could leave in good conscience.

      I was the heir to the Ever Frost throne, and the protector of the realm. It was my duty to keep dark magic out of my kingdom and keep my subjects safe.

      Set between two rows of buildings that reached as tall as the dark storm clouds above, the central market of Ever Frost filled the city’s square. The glass dome that covered the inner city protected us from the extreme cold and the elements of our world’s unrelenting foul weather.

      The smell was what overwhelmed me at first. Spices and perfumes, raw fish and sweat. Fresh fruits and vegetables grown from genetic farms, raw or smoked meats, exotic smelling salts, carpets, and silks were all spread out over wooden tables draped with cloth and carts that had been pushed from far below the city’s boundaries.

      I was supposed to leave for Allandria that morning, but reports of a disturbance in my kingdom delayed my departure. Eleven years had passed since I’d first met the Aether, what was another few days?

      Maxim walked closely beside me, tall like a bodyguard, though I was the more muscular of the two of us. We were a good team, almost like brothers. After my mother rescued him from the orphanages in the human realm, he’d been stuck to me, almost like a shadow.

      The prince of Ever Frost and the human prince without a kingdom. Still, as Elementals, we were bound by magic and couldn’t escape one another if we tried.

      I stroked my bearded chin as I glanced from building to building. The stone structures had been built centuries ago, and housed the faeries of Ever Frost. This was the most brutal terrain out of all of the realms, and yet, we’d found a way to survive. It was a testament to our resilience. My great-great grandmother was there when the Dark tried to destroy our world, and her strength ran through my veins.

      There wasn’t anything I couldn’t face when her courage sustained me.

      Maxim carefully surveyed our surroundings as we walked the stone streets and weaved our way in and out of the gathering crowds.

      “Let me know if you notice anything out of the ordinary. Like traces of black mist, flies, or gnats.”

      I nodded, not really paying attention to what he had said. My mind had already wandered to the large crowds of people that had come from all over the realm to witness the Trials—a series of tests for the warriors who were in a competition to serve the new queen once she arrived.

      “Are you listening to me, Stellan? Of course, you aren’t,” he said, folding his arms across his chest. “Your heads in the clouds as always.”

      “Yes, Maxim. I’m listening,” I lied. “I’m also trying to focus. You should too.”

      “Something is not right,” he whispered, tensing, his brows furrowing. He bent to take a handful of dirt from the side of the road where flowers and small trees had been planted.

      I stood by as he sniffed the dark soil and glanced up at me with a scowl on his face. It wasn’t much different from his usual expression.

      Always serious, Maxim rarely smiled, but something about the glint of worry in his eyes worried me. He could see magic with his two eyes, and not just his inner eye, something that had plagued him since he was a child. I could only imagine being able to see beyond the veil, and the horrors that walked alongside us.

      “What is it?”

      He shook his head, standing to his full height which was nearly a half-foot taller than me.

      “I’m not sure. Smells of something not of this world. I think its the faint scent of magic from The Veil,” he said, scratching his chin. “I vaguely remember that strange aromas from crossing it years back.”

      “Just brilliant,” I mumbled. That’s all I needed was to deal with one of the creatures from The Veil stalking my kingdom.

      We were both in disguise, wearing gray cloaks over our fine clothes. As we walked through the maze of streets and marketplaces, I tried to keep my hair covered, for red was rare in Ever Frost.

      My mother was from a faraway kingdom, where such a shade was more common. But, here, the faeries were more used to white or blond hair, with the occasional bright blue like Eliza’s.

      “The reports say there is a possible body snatcher lingering about,” Maxim said.

      My cheeks paled. This was something beyond my training. “A corsus?”

      He nodded, confirming my fear of the evil creatures who liked to steal and inhabit the bodies of those of weak body or mind.

      “Why couldn’t it be something simple, like a sprite? Sprites are at least easy to banish back to The Veil.”

      He shrugged, lifting a thick brow. “Sprites don’t like the cold.”

      Bloody know-it-all. I scowled over my shoulder. “That wasn’t a literal question, my friend. I just wish it would be something easy and not a class 5 entity.”

      “I see,” Maxim said, his voice lowering. “The patrollers count seven bodies left behind.”

      I shook my head, and began to take a step forward when Maxim stopped me by outstretching his arm in my path.

      “Wait,” he said. “Do you smell that?”

      I sniffed the air. The faint scent of death wafted over the collection of usual aromas of the morning market.

      “Death,” I said, throwing open my cloak to reveal a scepter made of bone, onyx, and enchanted glass.

      Maxim glanced at me. “You ready?”

      I stretched my neck muscles from side to side. “Always.”
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        The Earth Prince

      

        

      

      While Prince Stellan held out his scepter, I cracked my knuckles and summoned the energy of the earth around us.

      All went silent, and the air grew heavy and thick. Heat filled my diaphragm and warmed my entire body. It was a sensation that felt more like home than anything I’d experienced. Memories of my mother showing me how to channel flooded my mind, but I shoved them away. This wasn’t the time. I needed to be present, and so I brought my awareness to how the cool air was sucked into my lungs.

      The threads of the universe were corded beneath the stone, and soil, and I connected to them with my mental energy. The sensation of warmth and tingling sparks of magic vibrated up from the soles of my boots to the top of my head.

      The environment spoke to me like an old, intimate friend, whispering, brushing my cheek.

      If anything was amiss, I would feel it.

      A whistling sound made Stellan and I pause. The market square quieted as everyone turned to look up at the sky.

      Six armored, winged, Wind-Walkers flew from the south of the city and stopped in formation above us. With their swords held upward with the silver blades resting against their shoulders, they hovered in the air, patrolling the entire square.

      “They really didn’t spare any expense for the Trials,” Stellan said, glancing up at them.

      “More faeries means more security is needed,” I said, not forgetting our mission.

      If a corsus was in the city, it needed to be removed. The fate of the entire kingdom could be destroyed if such a dark entity was allowed to pollute the population of peaceful fae.

      We had a journey to Allandria to begin, and both Stellan and I if were eager to meet the young Unseelie faerie who would be the empress of all of Rune. I’d dreamed of her since I was a young lad, cold, and lonely even though I was surrounded by hundreds of orphans.

      I dare say, the thought of her alone was what helped me survive. When I was cold she brought me warmth, when I was lonely the comfort of her presence within my consciousness brought me peace.

      The sound of drums drew my attention. I turned to look behind us and frowned at the scene.

      “There,” I whispered to Stellan, nodding, not wanting to draw too much attention to our target.

      He followed my gaze, jaw tightening at what he saw. The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end.

      Two twin boys danced in perfect unison to the tunes of an old elf’s drum.

      We squeezed our way past a packed square of spectators and to the front of the crowd. There was white paint on their brown skin and they had black slicked-back hair. They wore the same outfit: brown leather trouser pants and red shirts with large silver buttons. They were alive but appeared to be more like puppets than living beings.

      They smiled—an unnatural look in their eyes—and continued their choreographed dance and bowed once the music stopped.

      I let go of Maxim’s hand and clapped. I fished a large gold coin out of my pocket.

      Stellan put a hand out to stop me. “No. Don’t do it. Something’s not right.”

      “I know what I’m doing,” I said, and tossed the coin into the wicker basket set beside the elf.

      He looked down at the coin, then lifted dull gray eyes to mine. A crocked grin came to his slim, sunken face. His skin was sagging, almost hanging off his skeleton.

      I saw it then; a brief flash of black crossing before the whites of his deep-set eyes.

      Yes. A corsus.

      This was one time I didn’t want to be right.

      Stellan outstretched his scepter and lowered his hood, inciting a collective gasp from the assembled faeries. They bowed and stepped away, giving him room to step closer to the corsus and his minions.

      I was right, the children were more puppets then beings acting within their own free will.

      “We banish you back to The Veil,” Stellan said.

      “Stupid children,” the corsus sneered. “You don’t see it, do you? I’ve been waiting for you.”

      I grunted as he shed the skin of the elf and leaped into the sky. Gray as ash, with hollow eyes and red tendrils weaving through his face like tattoos. Screams of terror erupted from the crowd as the two boys also shed their skin and joined the larger corsus in the air, hovering, encased in black smoke.

      What a sight that made. The crowd stopped watching, and ran in all directions.

      The Wind-Walkers looked to Stellan and I.

      “Your royal highness,” the captain said. “We have no power over this evil.”

      Stellan nodded. “I know. That’s why Maxim and I were born.”

      The corsus hissed, and the three of them blew something into the air. With the waving of his scepter, Stellan cracked the ground, and made ice shoot into the sky.

      The pointed end impaled one of the minions, his cry echoing off the stone buildings that stood in either corner.

      Still, black dust hit my face and seeped into my eyes, nose, and mouth.

      I struggled to breathe, falling backward onto the ground.

      “Maxim,” Stellan called. “Don’t breathe it in!”
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This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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