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

      

        

      
        Fall in love with Ava and her men!

      

        

      
        Hidden Power

        Forbidden Bond

        Shadow Promise

      

      

    

  


  
    
      What’s better than reading a steamy love story?

      Getting to read four steamy love stories!

      

      I hope you enjoy the conclusion of Ava’s story with her men…

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            NEW SERIES!

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: dark arts cover]
          
        

      

      
        
        Don’t Miss:

        Dark Arts: Society of Ancient Magic

      

        

      
        COMPLETE SERIES!

      

        

      
        Three sexy mages tormented by a deadly secret. Two worlds torn by a twisted legacy.

        One girl determined to choose her own fate.

      

        

      
        They say being called to the world's oldest magic organization is the pinnacle of achievement for a witch. The lottery is done in secret. The names appear by magic. Membership in this exclusive club is like receiving a golden ticket. When you're called—you go, because that's how it has always been.

      

        

      
        With only a trace of magical ability, I've accepted a different role… a life of service to the witching community. So when the leader of the Society of Ancient Magic arrives at my door to escort me to initiation, I’m convinced there’s been a mistake. My name doesn’t belong on their list. And yet…

      

        

      
        The first guy I meet makes me feel like a princess. The second one I meet sparks an inferno in my heart. The third feels like the reason I was born. They are the sexiest males I have ever met. Dazzled by the glamour and the fabled history, I let myself fall into a world whose mystery and intrigue are as seductive as they are secretive. But not everything is as it seems within the Society of Ancient Magic.

      

        

      
        Just because it glitters, doesn't mean it's gold.

      

        

      
        Publisher’s note: Society of Ancient Magic is a full-length reverse harem paranormal fantasy series with hints of Cinderella, and magic and steam meant for mature readers.
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        Ava

      

      

      

      It’s been pouring rain for days, a relentless torrent that’s turned the quad into a lake and the hiking paths around campus into tiny rivers. Students hurry between buildings, grabbing breakfast or heading to class, everyone huddled under hoods and umbrellas, their heads down. Nobody wants to linger in this weather, which is good, because right now I don’t want to talk to anyone, least of all the police.

      But, Lionna’s message this morning sounded urgent, and despite everything that’s happened, she’s been a friend to me, even though she works for the Office of Magical Investigation and is the one who arrested my foster granny.

      As requested, I wait outside at the back entrance of the library, grateful for the cover of the wide overhang but shivering, nonetheless. My mind races with all the things I shouldn’t know and can’t discuss, well aware that I have no way of keeping anything from Lionna, who has the ability to read my thoughts. Suddenly, being here feels like a huge mistake. “Shit.”

      “Hey, thanks for meeting me.” Lionna jogs up the stone steps and joins me, her hair pulled back into a ponytail under a baseball cap. She is dressed in jeans and a puffy winter jacket, not in her usual OMI standard suit.

      I blow into my hands and shove them back in to my pockets. “It’s freezing. You want to go inside?”

      Lionna shakes her head. “No. I can’t stay and I wanted to talk to you alone. Something’s going on that I think you need to know about.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “I could lose my job for talking about any of this, especially since it’s so new and we really have no idea what’s happening. I need you to understand that above all else.”

      “Okay,” I say.

      “I mean it, Ava. You can’t tell anyone I was here. No matter what. If you’re ever questioned about any of this, we never spoke.” She grabs my arm and squeezes it. “I’ll have to teach you how to conceal this memory in case you’re interrogated by someone who can tap your thoughts.”

      “Wow. Okay. You really are serious.” I lay my hand over hers, trying to reassure her. I already have a pile of secrets, what’s one more?

      “Dead serious,” she says.

      “All right. I swear it.”

      “I don’t even know where to begin.” She seems exasperated.

      “Just begin. Fill in as you go,” I say.

      “Right.” She blows out her breath, which puffs white in the chill. “Okay. So, five years ago, right after President Deitrich was elected president, rumors started leaking from the Council of Five. It started out with things like secret meetings with people who were never logged on the official visitor’s rolls, special trips where the guards were made to wait outside… Then it was money and contracts being awarded to obscure groups for projects that never went through any of the normal channels. Positions being awarded to people who had no background in politics or in governing. The details don’t really matter.” She waves her hand as if to shoo away those details.

      “What’s important is that there were enough whispers to get the attention of the OMI, and we planted a mole in the president’s office. Two of them, actually.”

      “Wow, okay.” I grew up in the mundane human world. My political experience consists of the White House in Washington, D.C., congress and the senate, a president with an official cabinet, all out in the open and bound by strict rules and oversight. “This sounds like a spy novel,” I say.

      “Yeah. It was a pretty big deal. Even now, only a few people know about it. They kept the team very small, for obvious reasons.”

      “What happened?” I ask.

      “That’s just it. Nothing happened. We got regular reports from our two people, but there was nothing going on. The two of them, who were not aware of each other, by the way, gave identical reports that things were all above board and legitimate, and that any rumors were unfounded.”

      “That’s good though, right?” I say, not sure where this is going.

      She nods. “Right. In fact, my team managing the two moles was downgraded. My partner and I kept tabs on them, kept getting their reports, but it all seemed like a false alarm, a crazy conspiracy theory hatched by someone with ulterior motives. But since we had our guys in place, we left them there, just in case.” Lionna glances around as if to make sure we are still alone.

      The back of the library faces the west edge of campus, which consists of thick woods and trails and the lake. There’s nobody around to spot us, and even if there were, we are just talking.

      “Something tells me things have changed?” I prod.

      “A week ago, one of the moles showed up at my house, looking like he’d seen a ghost. He was totally paranoid. Started telling me all kinds of things about the president, and this group of people who aren’t in the Council of Five but who are even more powerful.”

      “The Order of Scorpius,” I say.

      “That’s what I said, too. And just the mention of that name freaked him out.”

      “Okay…”

      “He rambled on about this crazy plan to do with vox elementals and magical bonds and… it is insane. Like evil-mastermind-takes-over-the-world insane. Shit you have to really suspend disbelief to get your head around.”

      “Why is he coming to you with all of this now?”

      “He swears he has been under a spell of some kind that kept him from talking about any of this—for years. He said that everyone around the president was being managed in the same way, and things are happening that nobody knows about.”

      “And you believe him?” I ask.

      “I wasn’t sure what to believe. I mean, it sounds ludicrous. And my guy didn’t have a lot of the details. All he knew for sure was that the president was leading this effort to locate some object that would allow them to locate all the vox elementals in the world.”

      Anger rises in me. “For what purpose? To do away with us once and for all?”

      “That’s what I thought, too. It kind of fits with what’s been happening through the years, with all the vox deaths, so it makes sense.”

      “I am sensing a ‘but’ coming.”

      “But then I learned that my partner had heard from the other mole that same night.”

      “And?”

      “The second guy told the same exact story. Said he spent the past few years under some spell that prevented him from talking about anything. But he was working closely with the president and he knew a lot more about what was going on. He said the object they were looking for was this book about the vox, an ancient text that would allow them to find every living vox and use binding magic to harness their power and control everything, as in everything.”

      I laugh. “So president Deitrich wants to use the vox to take over the world?”

      Lionna shakes her head. “I think the president is working for other, more powerful people. I think it’s bigger than him. He’s just their public face, for now. But yes, something like that. They just need to get their hands on that book.”

      “The Mithras Vox,” I whisper.

      Lionna’s face goes pale. “How do you know that?” she asks.

      Something makes me stay silent. I want to tell her everything, but I just… the guys and I swore an oath. We made a solemn promise that under no circumstances would any of us ever speak about what happened. Not to anyone. Even Raff swore to keep it from his sister, Blake. We would never discuss our role in what happened to the president, or the fact that the five of us are now bonded together forever.

      I shake my head. “I can’t.”

      Lionna can see that I have something she needs to know. “Ava. Forgive me. I have to.” She tips her head and indicates my forehead.

      I nod and close my eyes as I feel Lionna’s mind pressing into mine. I knew it was coming, that she would have no choice but to confirm that I was being honest. I have no way out, so I surrender my thoughts. There’s no point trying to conceal anything from her now.

      I picture the Mithras Vox with its heavy leather cover and the designs carved into the frame. I try to summon the feeling it gave me when I first held it; how I felt the presence of every living vox mage in the world all at the same time.

      I replay the memories I have of how President Deitrich kidnapped me and tried to force me into a magical bond with him. How he used powerful, compelling magic to force me to do his bidding and silence my power. How he would have taken over my will, and the wills of Whitt, Sasha, and Jamey—all to further this bizarre plan of his that he insisted was for my own good.

      I think about how he discarded Raff in the midst of his plan, telling his own son he had no use for him. The look on Raff’s face as he pretended it didn’t mean anything to him. How the only reason we got away was because Jamey was in his wolf form and that made him impervious to the spells the president was using to compel the rest of us.

      I focus with acute detail on the cave where the president died, his throat torn out, his life and his power draining into the dirt. I bring it all to the front of my mind, laying it out for Lionna to see and to know and to judge.

      “Ava?” Lionna’s voice pierces through my thoughts.

      “Hmm?”

      “I can’t read your thoughts,” she says.

      I open my eyes. “What? What do you mean?”

      “I mean just that. I am unable to read your thoughts.”

      “How is that possible? You’ve done it before.”

      “Exactly. Has anything changed since I saw you last?”

      I can’t help but laugh to myself at the question. Has anything changed? Yeah, how about everything?

      Lionna’s phone chimes from her pocket. She pulls it out and taps the screen. “David. Hey. Do you have it?” She steps away and turns her back to me for privacy. “Excellent. All right. On my way.” She slips her phone back in her pocket. “I have to go. More info from our moles. You and I will continue this conversation later.”

      “All right,” I say. “You know I’ll be here.”

      “Stay safe, Ava. It’s no secret that you’re a vox and that you’re here. I know there are wards protecting the campus from outsiders, but you’ve already seen them come at you from within, so you need to be on your guard. I’m working with my people to see what the hell is going on. I have no idea if what they are planning is even possible, but they believe it is, and that makes them dangerous.”

      “Thanks. I really appreciate the warning.”

      I remember how as the president died and the way spell he was using to control each of us faded away. That’s got to be what happened with the moles too, no?

      Lionna hurries down the steps and into the rain.

      I call after her. “Hey! What day did your guy come to see you?”

      “Last week. Tuesday night—Wednesday in the small hours, actually. Why?”

      “Just curious.” So the moles were freed of whatever magic was keeping them silent the same night the president died. There’s no way that’s a coincidence.

      Damn.
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      I slide into my seat in Professor Hopper’s Magical Linguistics class as the bell rings, unsure what to do with all of this information Lionna just dropped on me. I mean, if the president was the central part of some huge plot to control all the vox elementals in the world, and he was here with the sole purpose to get to me, surely that threat is gone now that he’s dead, right?

      Lionna thinks there were others involved, but does that mean I am still in danger? With the president dead, is his goal still on plan? Was his ability to compel people for long periods of time what made his plan possible? He meant to bond with me and my men and then use our bond to do what? To access all the other vox mages in the world? Was that why he needed me?

      And what about the Mithras Vox? The last thing Professor Stoken did before he disappeared was give me the key to find the book. He must have known the president wanted it. Did he know why? What did he expect me to do with it once I found the book? It’s not like I know anything about vox history. Regardless, I am so grateful that he left the book for me to find, because having the Mithras Vox in my hands changed my world. In every way.

      That book helped me know I wasn’t alone at the deepest level. When I touched the book that first time, an awareness woke in me. It reached out and touched the magical souls of every single vox mage on the planet in a moment of pure connection.

      Could that have been what the president had been after? Was my ability to feel all the other vox mages through contact with the book why he needed me in his awful plan?

      God, this is all such a mess.

      Professor Hopper scrawls a phrase on the board and begins a lecture on the connection between spoken word and intention and how this is the cornerstone of spell casting. The lesson reminds me of the coaching I’ve been doing with Sasha since I arrived at the academy. We have spent so much time working on mind control and separating intention from my words in order to control the power that stems from my voice. Without intention, it’s just speech.

      I listen to the lecture, giving it as much of my attention as possible because when all is said and done, my education here at Stormwood is going to be the only thing that allows me to live a real life. It’s my only path to true freedom.

      I’ve come a long way in learning how to control my power. I am no longer at constant risk of having a flash of emotion that gives energy to my words and harms someone accidentally. I’ve learned to be aware of my feelings and how to hold my tongue when needed. But now I need to learn how to protect myself. I need to learn the fundamentals of all of this magic so I can build from there.

      If nothing else, the events that have happened since my magic sparked have shown me how vulnerable I am. When I arrived here, they silenced me, and then they made me wear a collar that suppressed my power, and when he kidnapped me, President Deitrich did something to my speech that made it impossible to cast any spells. If I am that susceptible to having my power controlled, how is that going to help me?

      I lived my whole life not knowing about my magical side, and in the few months since my magic arrived, I’ve been attacked, threatened, bullied, kidnapped, and almost subjected to a permanent bond which, honestly, I don’t understand fully either. There are also three people dead, three others horribly injured, and one person missing. All because of me.

      It’s too much, too heavy. I have to find a way to stop the constant attacks. I don’t like being the victim, and I am tired of feeling like it’s only a matter of time before some new threat appears. But, I guess that is the truth the rest of the vox world already knows though, isn’t it? That’s the reason why all the vox mages live in hiding. The world isn’t safe for us because the people in power are doing everything they can to silence us. But why? And why have they been allowed to do this? What are they so afraid of that they have made a practice of ending vox mages wherever they find them?

      Maybe the fact that the vox live in hiding is not only the result of the threat, but the reason it’s so easy to maintain. If you can’t see them, they also can’t see each other. When I held the Mithras Vox to my chest, I felt every single vox mage soul out in the world. I felt their energy, their fire. I felt their existence.

      Maybe it’s time to turn things around on those who would keep us in the dark, on those who continue to come for me.

      There is no doubt a lot of awful things have happened, but on the other hand, having come into my magic, having come here to Stormwood Academy has also been amazing.

      When I told myself that everything would change after casting the bonding spell with my four men, I had no idea how true those words would be. In the space of a few magical moments the other night on the roof of our tower, the five of us became one in the deepest possible way, as though the very fiber of our souls were now woven together. Since that moment, it’s almost like I can no longer tell where I end and each of them begin.

      I close my eyes and concentrate on each of my men, letting their essence wash over me.

      Whitt’s grounded and confident energy reaches me like an anchor. He’s so calm and direct, so connected to the world. Sasha’s intense concentration and stillness comes to me with that slight edge he always seems to possess. Like he has to prove himself all the time while also knowing he’s the best at what he does. A sense of ease washes over me as Jamey’s quiet calm ripples through my body. His energy right now is intense and focused, and I wonder if he’s outside somewhere in his wolf form. Raff’s fiery passion burns like a flame inside my chest. My heart squeezes when I think about how my fire mage has been struggling with all we’ve done. There was no love lost between him and his father, but in the end, his father is now dead. Add to that the fact that his sister doesn’t know anything. No matter what happens with regard to their father’s death, Blake can never be told what actually happened. Not ever. And I know that weighs on him.

    



OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
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.



OEBPS/images/academy-of-elemental-magic-3.jpg
FIONA STARR

LEMENTAL
AGIC

/2 ‘J A\

SHADOW PROMISE





OEBPS/images/academy-of-elemental-magic-1-title.jpg
&%%DEMYD

LEI\%N TAL
AGIC





OEBPS/images/ancient-magic-1-final---promo-size-800x533px-2.jpg
SOCIETY OF ANCIENT MAGIC BOOK ONE

FIONA STARR





