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      What’s better than reading a steamy love story?

      Getting to read four steamy love stories!

      

      Dive in as the story continues with Ava and her men…
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        AVA

      

      

      In my dream, I am out on the lake, about twenty feet from the shore. The afternoon sun beams down to heat my shoulders, exposed now since Marin gathered my long hair into a French braid. A light breeze rustles through the trees and sends ripples across the water which sparkle and flash in the sunlight. In the distance to my right, the beach is packed with normal, everyday people, all of whom are oblivious to the magical battle going on in front of me, shielded from the public by a sound-suppressing cloud and hidden behind the wall of the lake house.

      Marin, my foster granny, has already knocked the man in white to the ground with a blast of water she shot from her hand like a firehose. She wrestles with the red-haired woman, the two of them throwing violent spells at each other using water and bursts of air and shocks of colorful light that scorch the cement and chip away at the brick walls on either side of them. Marin’s nose is bleeding after taking an elbow to the face, but I feel a swell of pride as I watch her. She’s obviously trained in some kind of martial art, her body moving like someone half her age.

      In the twisted warp of dream-logic, I am aware that I’m reliving this attack that happened several months ago. I am seeing it again, but also looking back at it like a memory. I am no longer awed by the fact of Marin’s water mage ability the way I had been that first time I saw her using it that day. I know it’s coming, and expect the ball of light floating in the other woman’s hand.

      Marin straddles the woman’s back, pressing her into the concrete, but she doesn’t prevent the woman from firing a blazing ball of green energy in my direction. It spins like a fury of evil as it flies toward me.

      “Oh, shit,” I whisper to myself, just like I had that day. I look down at my feet, stuck to the surface of the lake. When this happened in real life, I had no idea that I had walked out onto the water. But the dream plays out like it always does with my feet frozen in place; I can’t move. The water feels as solid as the ground. All I can do is stand there, helpless, waiting for the evil ball of magic to hit me.

      On the day of the attack, I defended myself with a power I never knew I had. It just burst to life and protected me, almost like an instinct. When it happened for real, I’d unknowingly thrown the woman’s deadly burst back at her, killing her on contact. Now, in the dream, I watch as the searing ball of energy bounces off me and sails back to the shore, but this time my aim is off and the ricochet vaporizes Marin instead.

      “No!” I jolt awake, gasping for breath, my body stiffening under the covers. It only takes a second for the dream to fade and my dorm room to come into focus. I blink and take in the painted walls and the large picture window in front of me. The morning light makes me squint.

      I am still amazed at how solid the wall looks considering I blew the entire thing—stone, window, curtains and all—into the quad several weeks ago in what was yet another uncontrolled use of my magic. Nobody was hurt by that explosion or the falling debris, thank goodness. In my defense, I was being attacked by something called a shadow banshee at the time, but just like the first time I was under threat of death, my magic came roaring in like a runaway train, leaving a trail of destruction in its wake.

      I remind myself that Marin is alive; I didn’t hurt her in the attack that day, though I can’t say the same for the other woman. It’s been three months since that day at the lake—the day my magic exploded out of me. Three months since I learned there was an entirely different side of the world, one with magic and powers and a history that affects me personally. Three months since I was given the ultimatum that I could stay here and learn to use my magic or leave the magical world and give up my voice forever.

      I arrived at Stormwood Academy feeling like a prisoner and dead-set on leaving. But now… I couldn’t imagine being anywhere but here.

      Learning who I am and how to use my magic is a big part of that, of course. There is no way I could go back to what used to be my normal life in the mundane world. I can’t even picture what that would look like, knowing what I know now.

      But the other part of my reason for wanting to stay comes in the form of the three beautiful men who have wrapped themselves around my heart. My chest squeezes as I think of Sasha, Rafferty, and Jamey and the feelings I’m developing for each of them. The connection I have with these men makes everything that came before fade into nothing. When I close my eyes, it’s them I see. When heat rises inside me, it’s their hands I want on my body. I want to be with all of them, all the time.

      As much as they’ll give me.

      When I told Sasha that it was all right for him to maintain his relationship with Natalie, even though she’s been nothing but mean to me, I meant it. He chose me, which feels amazing, but I know I can’t expect them to share me and demand exclusivity from them. I know that Raff isn’t ready for anything serious with any one girl… and I don’t care. It isn’t fair to expect him to change his stripes because of me. And Jamey… he arrived bringing the calm to my storm. A solid place in so much uncertainty.

      I just want them, my men; whatever I can have. And I think maybe it’s time to say it out loud.

      These men share my heart.

      This is where I belong.

      One of those men stirs in the bed behind me, his warm hand moving over my hip and under my shirt to press into my belly. He pulls me into him, his muscled arm draped over me, spooning us together as he nuzzles his face into the back of my neck. “You all right, Sunshine?” Jamey’s voice is soft and thick with sleep, his breath warm on my skin.

      I force myself to think of other things, happier things, like the fact that I have Jamey right here which makes me feel safe and protected. Relaxing into his embrace, I close my eyes and force the remnants of the dream out of my head. “Mmm. Just a dream.”

      This is the second time Jamey’s spent the night with me, but the first time he’s been here when I woke up. Being with him feels so easy and natural. He’s playful in private ways, like the way he teases me in whispers. Nothing about him is loud or hurried or meant for display. Even in bed he’s powerful without being rough or rushed. Not that I’d object if he were… it’s just that his nature is incredibly gentle despite the fact that he can shift into the fiercest looking wolf I’ve ever seen.

      Jamey moans softly into my hair, as if arguing with the morning, not wanting to get up. “What time is it? When is your first class? You got time for a run?”

      I reach for my phone on the night table and let out a groan. “It’s after seven. And damn, we missed sunrise. I’ve got a full day today.” I smile at the thought of the tutoring sessions on my schedule. I’ve got time with Professor Trenwick to work on Curses and Charms, Healing Arts with Professor Newcastle, and my very first class in Mentalism with Professor Blashton who also teaches Conjuring. Sasha had planned to dig into Mentalism with me during our next sessions, but the new schedule Professor Stoken has lined up for me has made it hard to see him daily.

      Since they stopped making me wear the magic-suppressing collar, I’ve been working doubly hard to focus on controlling my power. After everything that’s happened as a result of my being here… a vox Elemental with no control, Professor Stoken has put a lot on the line for me. I intend to prove to him and to everyone else that I am worthy of his trust, and that I will learn everything I can. Without the suppression collar, I no longer have the safety net. If I plan to master my magic, I need to get serious about it. And that starts in a little less than two hours from now.

      I stretch out, arching my back and pressing into Jamey’s morning wood. “Oh, but what’s this?” I tease, wiggling my bottom into him.

      He groans, pulling me tighter against him and grinding his erection against my ass. “Maybe you have time for a different kind of exercise?” His hand moves slowly up under my tee shirt and cups my breast.

      “Mmm. Yes, please.” I turn my face toward him, offering my mouth. He meets me over my shoulder and when our lips touch, it’s like our bodies sync up to some unspoken choreography. Our tongues move together, plunging deep and slow, the heat from his mouth and the way he’s kneading my breasts sends a rush of pleasure between my legs.

      My body has a mind of its own. I reach a hand behind me and wrap my fingers around Jamey’s thick length through his sweatpants. His mouth slides along the ridge of my jaw, nipping and kissing as he moves toward my earlobe, which he bites playfully.

      Jamey nudges me onto my back and slides his hand down inside my pajama bottoms, easing them over my hips. His sandy hair sticks up in the back, begging me to run my fingers through it. He moves his hands under the covers, down both of my legs, freeing me from my bottoms and my panties. Then he gives my toes a little squeeze before he comes back up to kiss my mouth, my neck, sucking the tender skin across my collarbone, lingering over the scar he left there when he marked me. My nipples harden under his touch and when he presses one between his lips, my body arches up, wanting more.

      I spread my legs and guide him to me. “I want to see our stars. Show me the stars, Jamey.”

      He looks at me, his face serious. “God, Ava. I never knew. Until you, I…” His brow knits with unspoken emotion and all the words he wants to say.

      I palm his neck and pull him to me, kissing the words from his lips, taking them in. The first and only time Jamey and I had sex was two weeks ago. Once Jamey was fully inside me, I experienced something that could only be called magical. It was like a fire burst to life from my core, filling me with heat as stars exploded in my eyes, all of it caused by our physical connection.

      At first Jamey was afraid to tell me about this thing he calls an affinity. It’s something that happens with wolf shifters when they find their mates. I can’t blame him, really… it’s not like he could have told me when we met that we were fated to be together. That would have been weird, and not at all magical. The thought of him trying to make that explanation in the dining hall that day we met strikes me funny and I giggle into his mouth.

      Jamey slips out of his sweatpants and growls as he moves on top of me, his knee moving between mine, spreading my legs wider. He presses his cock against my entrance as he bends to kiss me again. I’m overwhelmed with anticipation; I know what’s coming. The momentary bubble of exquisite joy rises inside me and I can’t wait another second.

      Jamey lifts away from the kiss to look at me. He holds my gaze as he thrusts into me, one time, achingly slow, pressing himself inside me all the way to the hilt. My body stretches around him, the sensation of fullness so real and so right, so…

      “Oh god.” There it is. Holy fuck! The fire starts just behind my navel and spreads out from there. It ripples through me, as slow and deliberate as Jamey, coursing down to my toes and moving up, up, until it fills my throat and my head and the world turns to stars. I close my eyes to blink away the tears that come without warning. I feel as though our souls have seen each other, touched one another beyond our physical bodies. The flash is deep, intimate, and gone as quickly as it comes.

      Jamey lifts my chin. “Open your eyes. I want to see you,” he whispers.

      I blink up at him and hold his gaze as the heat washes through me and the stars fade away. “Jamey,” I whisper, awed by him, by us, by this connection we have with each other.

      “I know, Sunshine. God, I know…” He smiles and touches his nose to mine, and then kisses the tears from the sides of my eyes. He moves through me for the first time, pulling back so he can thrust into me once more.

      My entire body sings with need as we find our slow rhythm. I can’t get enough of his attention, can’t give him enough of mine. It’s like the whole world has compressed into this room, this bed, my body in Jamey’s arms as he claims me in his unhurried and patient way.

      Jamey’s hand moves between my legs, his fingers sliding over my slick center. I arch into him, curling into his touch as a moan escapes me.

      “That’s it, baby. Come for me.” He takes us up and carries us to the edge, the wave of pleasure that’s been building crashes into us, throwing us over as we give ourselves to the fall.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        RAFFERTY

      

      

      I balance the cardboard tray of coffees in one hand and knock three times on Ava’s door; a signal that’s become kind of a thing of ours. It’s only been a month since we got together that first time, and after everything that she’s been through, I like knowing that she’s just upstairs from me and I can check in and make sure she’s all right. Ava doesn’t need me to protect her, but it makes me feel good knowing she’s okay.

      When she damaged her dorm room with some totally badass defensive magic that was so powerful it resisted all the normal efforts to repair it, Ava had to move in next door with her friend. It made booty calls impossible, which sucks, but just being near her even if only at sunrise with the other guys… it feels good, and I’ll take it.

      Maintenance finally unraveled the spell a few days ago, and judging from the time it took them to rebuild the wall, it’s clear that my girl is wicked powerful. I smile every time I think of her blowing the wall off the building without even trying. I don’t like to think about the thing that attacked her that caused her to fight back, but damn… she’s really something else.

      I don’t know what’s happening with me, but since meeting Ava, I haven’t even looked at another girl, something I am sure my twin sister, Blake, would find endlessly entertaining. I am well aware of my reputation with the ladies; I make no secret of the fact with anyone I date that I am not here to find a relationship or anything even remotely serious. I believe in being up-front about that, and everyone’s been on board with it so far. Nothing wrong with a good fuck now and then.

      But with Ava…

      I feel like Ava belongs in a different part of my world—the one part I have never explored in this way. The part that maybe has a future.

      I have plans after graduation—big plans that include a career of my own making. I’ve worked hard to build a solid foundation, and I have never let anything distract me from it. My dad expects me to follow in his footsteps, take my place in politics and the circles of power—his circles. But I don’t want anything handed to me; I don’t want anything simply because I am his son. My father never listens to me when I tell him I don’t want his life. He thinks anything I am interested in can’t be serious or successful… and that once I’m out in the real world, I’ll understand.

      To him, everything is about the role my family’s been building my life toward. They’ve curated everything from the decision to enroll at Stormwood, to my pursuit of my mastery programs, and even the idea that I shouldn’t get tied down in any relationships.

      I stopped arguing and just kept on working hard, because despite what my family expects, the only way I’ll be able to break away is if I focus on my grades and graduate at the top. My focus on that has been so tight for so long, it’s hard to let go. But now I am starting to see everything in a new way, a better way, a more exciting and fulfilling way—because of Ava.

      This morning at the lake, I showed up to watch the sunrise with her—another thing that’s becoming a thing—and nobody was there. I brought coffee for everyone. I even got a coffee for Whitt, who showed up yesterday for the first time and joined us.

      When she didn’t show up, my first thought was that something must be wrong. I reassured myself that it’s a quiet Sunday on campus and she probably just slept in. But I’d feel better if I could make sure. I take the steps two at a time and send a flicker of heat through my hand to warm up the drinks as I head down the hall to her room. Just as I’ve done a dozen times before, I push open the door after my triple knock and step inside.

      “Hey, Sable,” I say. “I got you coff—”

      I stop short when I get to the foot of her bed. Jamey and Ava are curled up together, and I’ve interrupted what looks like…

      “Fuck.” Heat blazes into my face and I have the relatively rare experience of being acutely embarrassed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t realize.” There’s nowhere for me to go. I don’t know where to look. I spin around with the coffee tray like some comical waiter.

      When I glance at Ava, her eyes are closed and she’s smiling as her face turns bright red. Jamey is frozen behind her, his face buried in her hair, holding her close. The sheets have fallen away and Jamey’s tattooed arm wraps over her belly and her breast peeks out of the crook of his elbow. Her skin looks so pristine next to his painted arm.

      More fire rushes through me, this time down to my cock. I am not at all turned on by Jamey, I mean… to each his own, but that’s not my thing, and I’ve seen enough ass in my life that this shouldn’t catch me off guard, but fuck me… seeing Ava with Jamey like this is fucking hot.

      And it’s no secret that she’s seeing Jamey. And Sasha. We haven’t really talked about it, but if our daily meet ups at the lake are any indication, everyone seems to be on board.

      I set the tray down on Ava’s desk. “I’m going to go. Just pretend I was never here.” I turn toward the door, planning to slip out and try to not die of shame in the hall.

      “Wait, Raff,” Ava’s voice stops me.

      “He doesn’t have to leave,” Jamey says to Ava.

      It takes a second for his words to sink in. Did he just invite me to join them?

      Ava gasps, her eyes wide, but she’s still smiling. “Jamey!”

      He shrugs. “The bed’s kind of small, but we can work it out, if that’s something you want, Sunshine.”

      Ava blinks, and she looks as surprised as I feel, but judging from the way she bites her lip and the new flush that rises to her cheeks, it’s obvious she’s also thinking about it, just like I am.

      I’ve never been with more than one person at the same time before, and I’d be lying if the thought of getting with Ava and Jamey right now didn’t send an arrow of desire right through me. I don’t know how to respond.

      My cell phone buzzes in my pocket. I don’t think, I just fish it out and check the screen. It’s a text from my dad. He’s at the Headmaster’s office, waiting to see me. I read the message twice, trying to make sense of it. What the hell?

      Dad: Come to Professor Stoken’s office. Now.

      Fuck. In all the years I’ve been coming to Stormwood, my father has come to campus only a few times, and even those visits were special things like the mastery program honor ceremonies that would look bad for him to miss, or the family-centered end-of-year holiday banquet where he once gave a keynote speech. To say a random visit like this is unusual would be the understatement to end all understatements. He doesn’t just show up places…

      “Raff? You all right?” Ava asks. She sits up and holds the covers to her chest, her hair like a golden halo of wildness around her face.

      Jamey rolls onto his back, folding his arms behind his head, a smile on his face.

      I can’t believe I am saying the words, even as they leave my mouth. “Yeah. My dad’s here to see me. I… I have to go.”

      I close her door and make my way down the hall, berating myself. What the fuck is wrong with me? My girl is sitting in there naked and ready to have a fucking three-way and I drop it for my dad? And what the hell with Jamey… where did that even come from? I try to imagine if the situation were reversed, if I would have suggested that Jamey join Ava and me in bed. I might not have before, but now…

      Damn… the thought of that makes my cock throb. I duck into the men’s room at the end of the hall and talk my raging boner down. I can’t walk across campus with my dick standing at attention; there’s no way in hell my dad would think it was the least bit funny.

      I rub my hands over my face and look at myself in the mirror. “You need to seriously consider your priorities, man. You just walked out on Sable for a meeting with your dad?” I am so disappointed in myself. He may be the President of the Council, but what the fuck was I thinking back there? But that’s just it; I wasn’t thinking, was I? Do I always jump whenever my father summons me? A simple command and I am running to his side? Shit, I think I do.

      What is he doing here, anyway? This is insane.

      I push through the door and hop down the steps, making a bee-line across the quad to Ebon Hall. Whatever my father wants to see me about, it won’t do me any good making him wait.
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        * * *

      

      When I get to Professor Stoken’s suite, I’m surprised to find the professor outside, leaning on the edge of Sasha’s desk. Sasha, his teacher’s assistant, sits in his chair, the two of them clearly not happy. Two armed members of my father’s security detail stand on either side of the door to the professor’s office, their arms crossed as if daring anyone to try to enter.

      Raised voices sound through the closed door. A woman shouts something, but it’s quickly muffled, probably with a spell to maintain privacy even if it doesn’t shield the fact that they are yelling.

      I listen more intently. “Is that Blake?” I ask, pointing to the door. Something isn’t right here, but I can’t begin to think what could be the matter. My father’s relationship with Blake has always been rocky, but I’ve never heard them fight like this.

      “What’s going on?” I ask.

      Sasha shakes his head like he’s not going to touch this. Professor Stoken hooks a thumb toward the door, clearly not pleased at having been put out of his own office, but respectful enough not to mention it. “Your father wanted to meet with you in private.”

      That’s just like my father to come in and demand the headmaster’s office for a meeting, even though there are dozens of meeting rooms sitting empty right down the hall. The door to the professor’s office opens and my sister storms out, her eyes red and her face livid. The door slams shut behind her, rattling in the frame.

      Blake glances up in surprise at the noise. “Sorry, Professor.”

      Professor Stoken waves any concerns away.

      Blake almost bumps into me before she looks up and flips her pink hair out of her face. She takes one look at me and scoffs. “Of course he calls you, Ferty. The golden boy will do whatever he needs and make everything right.”

      I have never seen my sister so angry. Is she angry at me? I can’t imagine what I’ve done.  “Blake? What’s wrong?” I lay my hand on her shoulder and rub down her arm. “You all right?”

      She laughs, but it’s bitter and raw. “Oh, go on in, daddy will tell you all about it.” She storms off without another word.

      “Rafferty. Come in.” My father’s voice sounds through the door, terse and clipped. He sounds as angry as Blake, trying to hold his composure.

      I don’t know what my father wants, but it’s clear from Blake’s reaction that he isn’t here for a social call. I turn the knob and step inside, fighting the twisting going on in my gut.
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