
  
    [image: Seven Wardens]
  


  
    
      SEVEN WARDENS

      THE COMPLETE COLLECTION

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        LAURA GREENWOOD

        SKYE MACKINNON

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Peryton Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      © 2017-2020 Skye MacKinnon and Laura Greenwood

      All rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means – electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording or otherwise – without prior written permission of the published, except as provided by United States of America copyright law. For permission requests, write to the publisher at “Attention: Permissions Coordinator,” at the email address; skye@skyemackinnon.com.

      Cover Design by Vampari Designs

      Formatting by Peryton Press

      Illustrations by Warlocklord

      Seven Wardens is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        A Note on Language

      

      
        Before you start

      

    

    
      
        
          From the Deeps

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Illustration: Na Fir Ghorma

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Illustration: Malan, the Prophet

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Illustration: Cat Sìth

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Illustration: Cu Sìth

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

      
        
          Through the Storms

        

        
          
            The Original Myth

          

          
            Illustration: Beithir

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

        

      

      
        
          Into the Mists

        

        
          
            Illustration: Luch

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Illustration: Beithir

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Illustration: Ceasg

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Illustration: Aos Sìth

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Illustration: Seelie

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Illustration: Sheet Music

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Illustration: St. Kilda

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Illustration: Selkie

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

      
        
          Beneath the Earth

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Illustration: Macey

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Illustration: Malan, the Prophet

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Illustration: Kabouter

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Illustration: Kludde

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Illustration: Orca

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Illustration: Ronan

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Illustration: Selkie Woman

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Illustration: Na Fir Ghorma

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

        

      

      
        
          Within the Flames

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Illustration: Daimon

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Illustration: Lampad

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Illustration: The Mahoun

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

        

      

      
        
          Above the Waves

        

        
          
            Illustration: Kelpie

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Illustration: Watershee

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

        

      

      
        
          Below the Baubles

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Illustration: Knecht Ruprecht

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

        

      

      
        
          Under the Ice

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Daimon

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            The Mysterious Books

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Adlet

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Atliarusek

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Merry Dancer

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Amber the Beithir

          

        

      

      
        
          Rule the Dark

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Caladrius

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Gashadokuro

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Lampad

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Mongolian Death Worm

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Almas

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Chapter 23

          

          
            Chapter 24

          

        

      

      
        
          Inside the Egg

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

      
        
          Beyond the Loch

        

        
          
            Prologue

          

          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Thank you

      

      
        Recipe: Malan’s Ghostly Fluffy Waffles

      

      
        Glossary

      

      
        About Laura Greenwood

      

      
        About Skye MacKinnon

      

      
        Also By Laura Greenwood

      

      
        Also By Skye MacKinnon

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
        To everybody who loves waffles (and waffling) as much as we do.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A NOTE ON LANGUAGE

          

        

      

    

    
      Please note that the authors of this book are from the UK, and as such, spellings and some turns of phrase will appear in British English.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BEFORE YOU START

          

        

      

    

    
      The Seven Wardens series is a reverse harem, one woman and multiple love interests. Macey does not have to choose.
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          BOOK ONE

        

      

    

    
      Who knows what ascends from the Deeps...

      Macey is really quite ordinary, if you ignore that she's a kelpie princess living on land. Still, her life is boring until she gets kidnapped by a man who doesn't quite know why he kidnapped her. Try and figure that one out.

      Thankfully, he and his two companions are prepared to help her find out why she can't return to Earth from their house in the Mists. Now the only problem is that Macey keeps getting distracted by the three mysterious and very sexy men...
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      Aunt Nessie would be furious if she could see her nephews fight like this. And so was Macey. Her brothers were idiots. Bruce had Jerry by the neck and was squeezing a lot tighter than he should have been. And what could she do about it? Not a damn thing. Not with the stupid bind that stopped her from using magic. It was the one condition that her father had given when she’d said she wanted to come on land. Well, that and the two buffoons she called brothers. Luckily, he’d bound them too, so at least they weren’t about to start spurting water at each other. Or shift.

      They wouldn’t be able to stay in their kelpie forms for long without suffocating. She shivered, imagining the headlines that would come from the dead, oddly hued horses whose coats shimmered, not unlike when light hits the surface of the water. Oh, wait, that’s exactly what it was like.

      It was times like this Macey questioned her decision. But it was tradition for her people to come on land when they turned eighteen, and it’d been three years since then. Problem was, she really had no idea what she was actually supposed to do here. Some of the old legends talked of epic quests, and royalty, and men in kilts. So far, she’d seen none of that. Well, she’d seen a man in a kilt. But he had to have been around eighty, and she really didn’t want to think about what was under it. Not. At. All.

      Damn. Where was the whisky when she needed it? Oh right. It was behind her brothers. Not a reasonable solution then.

      She cupped her face in her hands, not wanting to watch the fight anymore. The only result would be a bruise or two from their stupid game. It likely wouldn’t even resolve what they were fighting over. Knowing them, it’d be something like the last of the stew she’d made for dinner. Maybe she should eat it herself... it wouldn’t go down well, but might teach them a lesson.

      Macey pushed back from the table and left the room; she had far better things to do. Maybe she’d curl up with her e-reader, which, unlike the man in the kilt, was something she actually liked about life away from the water. The book she’d been reading the night before was giving her ideas, probably ones that would cause her brothers to murder anyone that laid eyes on her, but she didn’t mind.

      She really needed to get herself her own place. Living with her brothers was hard enough below the surface, but, there, she was able to stop their shenanigans with her magic. She was more powerful than the both of them combined, and luckily, they knew that. Up here, their muscled bodies gave them the advantage. She was a measly five foot two in her human form, and while she’d been called pretty, she wasn’t so sure about that herself. Guys would say anything to get women into their beds. And so far, she hadn’t felt tempted by any of the local boys. They were too... Well, just not attractive to her. Too human. Not kelpie enough. She knew that was racist, but she was yet to meet a good looking human man her age. Brownie points if he was wearing a kilt.

      Maybe she should move to a city rather than stay in this village. More people, more choice.

      In her first year on land, she’d stayed close to the loch, feeling unsafe whenever she got too far away from the water. In her second year, she partied, hard. And now, in her third year since leaving, she was struggling to decide what to do. If she wanted to stay in the human world, she needed to get a job, or go to uni, or do something worthwhile. If she went back to her father, she’d have to behave like a princess again - something she hated. Caught between a rock and a wet place, that was her life. And caught between her brothers, if they didn’t stop fighting.

      “Oi!” she called out, but of course they didn’t react, continuing their struggle. “Stop it, or I’ll tell Auntie Nessie!”

      The scuffle instantly ended, the mere hint of their Aunt’s name enough. Macey snorted to herself. Of course it was. Aunt Nessie was terrifying, just ask the locals, but she had a heart of gold really, or at least she did for her niece, one of the perks of being the only girl, she guessed.

      “You wouldn’t.” Bruce may have mumbled, but his voice was low and the walls were thin, so she heard it all. Damn, she really needed to leave. She sighed, ignoring him. He knew as well as she did that she wouldn’t say anything. That would mean going back to the Loch, which Aunt Nessie never left unless she absolutely had to. Or she was terrorising the local fisherman. Macey sniggered to herself, remembering the last time Nessie had appeared to them. She’d used magic to grow three times her normal size and given one of the fishermen a shock so hard that he fell off his boat.

      Macey retreated to her room and started to read. It was a book about humans, but it wasn’t as boring as it sounded. She actually had to laugh a few times while reading. Who knew humans could be so amusing!

      Suddenly, the lights went out. She waited a second for them to flicker back to life, but when nothing happened, she got up with a sigh to check if the other rooms were without power as well. The corridor was dark and so was the rest of the house.

      “Bruce? Jerry?” she called, but there was no reply. “What’s going on?”

      She felt her way along the corridor until she reached where her brothers had been fighting not too long ago. She found the light switch, but when she pressed it, nothing happened. Maybe the fuse had blown, maybe her brothers were in the basement checking it out. That had to be it. They didn’t usually leave without telling her first.

      She made her way down into the basement, tripping several times over random things lying on the floor. She was really going to have to tell the boys to clean up after themselves. Just because they had servants underwater, it didn’t mean they could behave the same way on land.

      “Hello?” she called out again when she reached the bottom of the stairs. The basement always gave her the creeps. It was an old house and there was a distinct mouldy smell down there. Now, where was that fuse box again? She dimly remembered Jerry showing it to her after a power cut shortly after she moved in. It was probably hidden behind all those boxes...

      Bingo! A dim green light signalled her salvation. Well, at least some light, which was a good start. She felt for the switches in the box, but they were all in the correct position. So it wasn’t that after all.

      Maybe the power had gone in the entire village?

      Starting to feel anxiety creeping up on her, she stumbled back upstairs and opened the main door. “By the fucking waves,” she muttered under her breath as she took in the view - or lack of - before her. A thick mist surrounded the house, making it impossible to see further than a foot or two. Her neighbour’s house was on the other side of the road, but it could have just as well been on another planet. All she could see was white fog. She stretched out a hand and moved it through the mist, creating smokey swirls around her fingers. Did mist always behave like that? And did it always smell like aniseed?

      She took a careful step forward into the mist. It was moving gently in the breeze, forming swirls and shapes - until she noticed there was no breeze. It was utterly windless, this wasn’t normal.

      “Jerry! Bruce!” she shouted, hating herself for the quiver in her voice. She was the Princess of the loch, she wasn’t supposed to be afraid. But up here on land, she was no more than a mere human. With her magic blocked, she was defenceless.

      She took another tentative step - and her foot hit something soft. She bent down, hands extended, until she felt something - someone. Falling on her knees, she shook Jerry’s lifeless body, shouting at him to wake up. He was curled up as if he had been defending himself from something. Seeing her big brother taking on such a vulnerable position made her feel even more afraid.

      She felt for his pulse. He was alive, thank the waves. Staying on all fours, she crept forwards until she found Bruce, lying in the same position. He didn’t respond to her calls, nor to being hit (it was worth a try).

      What was she to do now? Two unconscious brothers, a mysterious mist and an unknown threat. It sounded like a fairy tale, except that she knew most of them were true. And right now, she definitely didn’t want this to be.

      The fog around her began to shift, thickening into the shape of a man. He wasn’t a person in the mist, he was made of mist. Before her eyes, the shape disappeared, leaving her decidedly uneasy.

      An old story came to her mind of the fàth-fiata, an old legend her grandmother used to tell during the long nights of winter when the Loch’s surface above them froze. It meant something like magic mist in Gaelic, her nan’s native tongue. The story went that the Immortals used to create fogs to shroud themselves in, hiding from humans during their walks on Earth. Not that her grandmother ever actually explained who the Immortals were. Kelpies didn’t believe in gods. There were stories in which humans were helped by mysterious beings, never knowing who they owed their good fortune to. But there were also tales of the fàth-fiata bringing great harm and evil. Right now, Macey preferred the first version.

      But her unconscious brothers didn’t seem to be a sign of a benevolent being coming to visit in the fog.

      She needed to get them back into the house. She grabbed Bruce’s shoulders and tried to drag him, but he wouldn’t budge. Curse the genes that made her brothers into giants and Macey into a delicate dwarf. This wasn’t going to work.

      She closed her eyes, focusing on the magic locked inside her. She didn’t even need to shift, all she needed was access to her powers and she would easily be able to get them back inside. But no, her father had put a lock on it that she wouldn’t be able to break. As the King of Kelpies, he was the most powerful of them all.

      She dug her heels into the ground, pulling on her brother’s shirt, but all she managed to do was rip the fabric. She cursed, with language she’d never use at court. What was she to do?

      Suddenly, something she couldn’t see touched her cheek. She looked around, wild-eyed, but the fog and darkness hid anything that may have been out there. She went back to dragging her brother, but she hadn’t managed to get him further than a few inches. There were whispers in the mist that made her cry out in frustration.

      “Run,” someone said close to her ear and she whirled around, jumping to her feet, ready to defend her brothers and herself. She wasn’t one to run. She would fight.

      With a crack, something hit her head from behind and she felt her legs crumble. She fell, landing on the limp body of her brother.

      The last thing she saw were beautiful grey eyes filled with the swirls of the mist around them.
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      “How the hell would I know?” the male voice was low and rumbling, like the roaring flames of a fire. And just like flames, his words were terrifying, at least for Macey.

      “You always know what to do,” another man responded. His voice was softer, not as passionate, or maybe it was, just in a different way. It was hard to tell, her head hurt and she had no idea what had happened.

      “You brought her here, Camdan, I thought you had a reason for that,” the first voice replied.

      “It felt right?”

      “You kidnapped a woman because you thought it felt right? Are you out of your fucking mind?” The first man’s voice grew louder and Macey wondered what the hell she’d managed to get herself into. Guess that was what she got for wishing her life was more interesting. She was away from her brothers for a start.

      “We needed a fourth anyway.”

      “No, we needed water anyway,” the first man responded, sounding a little condescending, but it was hard to tell without opening her eyes. For all she knew, the two men were sitting side by side, putting this all on for her.

      “And she’s water?” The man snorted. Actually snorted. She didn’t think she’d heard anyone do that since she was a child at the palace. Bruce had received the scolding as a result of it. Apparently, it wasn’t seemly for a Prince to act that way. If anyone asked Macey, she’d tell them it was antiquated and stupid. Unfortunately, no one ever actually asked her.

      “She might be,” the second man, Camdan, replied.

      “I think I’d have recognised my opposite, don’t you think? You knew when you met Jared, didn’t you?” Silence stretched on after the first man’s words, and an itch on Macey’s thigh was making it impossible for her to stay still. Which was a shame, their conversation was more than a little intriguing and she wanted to know what they were on about. Probably not the most rational response to being kidnapped, sure, but it was the one her brain was apparently going with.

      “Maybe not if...”

      “Stop. She can’t be water, that means...”

      “That it’s all true. Yes.” Camdan said the words quietly.

      “Believe what you will. I’m finding Jared.” A shuffle and a slammed door after his words must have meant he’d left the room, leaving her alone with just Camdan, the man who’d taken her. That should have filled her with more dread than it did.

      “I know you’re awake,” he said, and Macey gave up the pretence of sleeping, opening her eyes and finding herself staring into the same misty grey ones that she’d seen before blacking out.

      “You,” she croaked, her hand flying to her throat. Why was she struggling to speak? She really shouldn’t be.

      “Yes, me. Sorry about that, you were a little out of it.” He chuckled.

      “Out of what?” She pushed herself up so that she was sitting, allowing her to study the man more fully. Was he the same figure she’d seen approaching in the mists? That didn’t seem right. He had the same grey eyes she’d seen, sure, but he was far more solid than the mist-man. Far, far more solid. In fact, he was verging on drool-worthy, with wide rugby player shoulders, and pale hair that was an odd colour between white and grey. Actually, it kind of matched his eyes.

      “Consciousness? You fainted.”

      “I did? I don’t faint.” At least, she didn’t think she did. She’d never done it before. “No, something hit me, I think.”

      “Sorry to break it to you, but you fainted.”

      “Fine,” she huffed, crossing her arms over her chest, not quite convinced, but her memory was all fuzzy. Camdan’s eyes flickered down briefly before returning to her face, and heat rose in her cheeks. That wasn’t a reaction she was used to. Normally when men checked her out, it filled her with a slight sense of unease. “So, where am I?”

      “A safe place.”

      Well, that was informative of him. “Who are you?” she tried a different question, hoping he’d be more forthcoming on this subject. Though if he knew she’d been awake the entire time, then he should know she was already aware of his name.

      “Camdan,” he answered anyway.

      “Camdan,” she tested the name out. “Anything else?”

      “No, just Camdan. Some people call me Cam though.” He shrugged, as if it was of little importance.

      “Who are you, Cam?”

      “Just a man,” he replied. Damn, he was an infuriating one. “Ignore Flint, his temper runs a bit hot.” He chuckled to himself.

      “Going to let me in on the joke?” she asked, growing more irate by the second.

      “Not yet, no,” he replied.

      “Well, then I’d quite like to leave,” she said, getting up from the bed she was lying on and shooting Cam a challenging look. She was not going to show how insecure she felt.

      “I’m afraid that’s impossible.”

      She huffed, anger bubbling up in her. “And why is that? Am I your prisoner?”

      “Not at all. But if you look outside, you’ll see we’re no longer on Earth.”

      “What the fucking waves? Is that a joke?” In two steps, she was by the window, ripping open the curtains. A wall of mist blocked the view. This house could be anywhere. She looked around the room. It was simple, generic, boring. A small bed, a wardrobe, a chair - currently occupied by Camdan - and a sink. Nothing special. And definitely not something that was going to tell her anything about where the heck she was.

      “I wish it was,” Cam said sadly. “I’m sorry I took you, I don’t know what came over me.”

      She whirled around. If only looks could kill.

      “So why did you kidnap me? What did you do to my brothers?”

      He looked at her, his forehead scrunched in confusion. “Your brothers? I didn’t do anything to your brothers. Didn’t even know you had any.”

      “But they were lying on the ground... Unconscious...” Her voice faltered as she realised what that meant. If he was telling the truth, Cam wasn’t the only one who’d been out in the mist.

      “I didn’t see anyone. I saw you collapsing so I caught you and brought you here,” he explained, looking down on the ground, evading her eyes.

      “You still haven’t explained why you did that,” she snapped, her voice harsher than she had intended.

      “Did you hear me talking to Flint?” he asked and she nodded. “It felt like the right thing to do. I was travelling on the Staran, the hidden path, and felt a weird kind of tug, so I left the path and found myself in your village. I planned to hide in the mists but the fàth-fiata were already there. Then I heard shouts and found you. End of story.”

      “That doesn’t explain anything,” Macey huffed. “What’s the Staran? Why were you going to hide?”

      “Sorry, I’m not used to talking to humans,” he apologised but stopped when she growled.

      “I’m not human,” she said through clenched teeth. “Don’t insult me.”

      He held up his hands. “Sorry, I didn’t know. You were in a human village, so I assumed... What are you?”

      “Wouldn’t you like to know.” She shook her head. “Answer my questions first.”

      “Sorry - I seem to be saying that a lot today.” He grimaced. “The Staran are the paths between worlds, a quick way to travel through the mists. I think humans call them ley lines, but that’s a simplistic term. They’re not set routes, they change all the time, and sometimes, they bring you where you need to be, not where you want to be. Like today, I guess.”

      “What the actual fuck? You expect me to believe that?”  her voice rose higher at the end as her outrage seeped in. He’d brought her here, without checking if it was okay first, and now he was expecting her to believe he’d travelled along these Staran to some place that didn’t seem to really exist. Next, he’d be telling her that the gods existed and actually controlled stuff, and she knew that was a lie.

      “Look out of the window, it’s a little hard to deny then.”

      “Not true, it could just be really crap weather.”

      Camdan started laughing. “I know you’re from Scotland, but you have to admit that this would still be a little extreme for just bad weather.” Damn, he had a point.

      “How do you know I’m Scottish?” she demanded instead, going as far as stomping her foot on the ground. Maybe not as mature as she should be, especially with the weird pull she was feeling towards Camdan. At the same time, he couldn’t exactly say anything about it, not after kidnapping her.

      “Your accent is a bit of a giveaway.” He gave her a self-satisfied smirk and her hand flew to cover her mouth. She hadn’t even realised that she had an accent. “Do you have a name?”

      “No, my Mum decided she wanted to be different and gave me a number instead,” she snapped and he stood there in stunned silence, confusion written over his face for a moment.

      “Which number?” he asked once he’d regained his composure.

      “What?”

      “Which number did your Mum give you?” He smiled at the end, his soft grey eyes boring into her and distracting her from her train of thought.

      “Two,” she replied dryly. When he stared at her, she sighed. “She called me Macey.”

      “So why did you say Two?” he asked her in confusion.

      “Ever heard of sarcasm?”

      “It’s a very human concept,” he said slowly and she shook her head in frustration.

      “One last time, I’m not human.”

      “You certainly behave like one.”

      “Well, I’m not. And anyway, what are you?”

      He smirked. “You’re not telling me your species, so why should I tell you mine?”

      “Point taken,” she sighed. “But you really need to let me go. I need to find my brothers, I need to make sure they’re okay.”

      “Not possible.” He crossed his arms in front of his chest, showing off his hard muscles. She swallowed at the sight. It was hard to focus on being angry with him when looking at those distracting muscles.

      “Why not?” She was getting really impatient now. Couldn’t he just answer her questions with more than a word or two?

      He shrugged. “The Staran won’t let me leave.”

      She huffed. “Well, I never said that you needed to leave. I can go on my own.”

      “Only my kind can use the Staran. You need one of us with you to travel on the paths of mist.”

      “But what about the other guy? Flint?” She knew she was clutching at straws now. She needed to get out of here, away from these crazy men who had kidnapped her for no apparent reason.

      “He can try, but I doubt it will work. The Staran have brought us here, together, and they have a mind of their own. We haven’t done what they want us to do, and until we fulfil our purpose, they won’t let you leave.”

      She shook her head, swallowing a growl. “But that’s just a theory, right? You’re just making this up, you want to keep me here. Pervert.”

      He chuckled. “Seriously? You’re calling me a pervert? Don’t think I haven’t noticed you checking me out.”

      She blushed, very aware of the truth in his words. But then, she didn’t really have a choice. He shouldn’t be allowed to look that good. Hot. Sexy. Fuckable.

      Macey cleared her throat, trying to get her stream of thought back to the issue at hand. “I’ll try it anyway, when Flint is back. Will that be soon?”

      “I don’t know,” Cam said, looking at the clock above the door. “He was a little annoyed when he left, which usually means that he’ll stop by the tavern on the way to pick up Jared.”

      She frowned. “Why does he need to pick up Jared? And who is he, anyway?”

      “Jared is not like Flint and me. He’s not... he can’t travel on the Staran on his own. Just like you.”

      She sighed, sitting back down on the bed in defeat. “Can you contact Jared somehow? I really need to know if my brothers are well.”

      Camdan frowned and sat down next to her, cautiously putting an arm around her shoulders. She was tempted to shake him off, but somehow, it felt good. Calming.

      “I’ve already asked him to, but he hasn’t replied.”

      “Huh? How did you ask him? You’ve been with me ever since he left and you’ve not used a phone.”

      He smiled and tapped a finger to his forehead. “We don’t need human toys to talk to each other..”

      “Ohhhhhh. That’s what we do, but only underwater.”

      “Underwater? You’re a mermaid? A selkie?”

      She shuddered at the insult and instinctively grabbed his throat, letting her nails grow as a statement. “Never call me a selkie if you want to live.”

      Instead of being afraid, he looked at her in fascination. “Interesting,” he murmured. “A kelpie.” He stared at her hair until she followed his glance and sighed in frustration. It had turned green. Again. She really needed to work on her self-control.

      “And not just any kelpie. A member of the Royal family,” Cam mused. “Well, that certainly makes things more interesting.”

      She released his throat, shrinking her nails back to human size. It was a little painful, and quite a waste of time, seeing as he hadn’t even flinched. Usually, people reacted differently.

      “So, one of your brothers is the crown prince?” he asked and she nodded in resignation.

      “Both. They’re twins, and it was a caesarean, so they were both born at the same time. It’s created a bit of a constitutional crisis, and my father still hasn’t declared one of them his heir.”

      “Which means someone would be very interested in them,” Cam said, more to himself than to her. “But they weren’t taken, they were left unconscious. You went outside to find them... leaving the protection of the house... an easy target. Maybe you didn’t faint after all...”

      “Just when you had convinced me of the opposite,” she complained. “Something hit me before I fell, before I saw you.”

      “We should thank the Staran for bringing me there just at the right moment.”

      She nodded. Whatever these strange sentient paths were, she had to be grateful to it. That didn’t mean she couldn’t be angry at it at the same time. She needed to get to her brothers. Which brought her back to Flint.

      “Is there a way you can force Flint to look for my siblings?”

      Cam laughed, a deep, beautiful sound. “Force Flint? Oh sweetheart, nobody can force Flint to do anything. People who do that get burned.”

      She sighed, hating herself for being so weak. She wasn’t used to feeling powerless. She was so good at finding solutions to problems, usually. Not now, though.

      “Then what are we going to do until he returns?”

      “How about we get some food?” he asked and she smiled.

      “Finally you’re talking sense.”
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      She watched as Camdan pottered around the kitchen, making sandwiches bigger than any she’d ever seen in her life. Not that she was complaining; damn, she was hungry. Then again, partially shifting outside of water was energy consuming, hence why she didn’t do it often. Even if it was the only magic she could perform at the moment. Which reminded her…

      “How did you know I’m royalty?”

      Camdan whistled a tune, making her unsure about whether he’d heard her, but she waited patiently. He’d answer her whether he wanted to or not. She hated thinking that her heritage was so obvious. It wasn’t like she’d been acting like a Princess since she’d gotten here or anything. “Cam,” she said more firmly.

      “Huh?” he grunted, finally turning his attention back to her.

      “How did you know I’m royalty?” she repeated.

      “Oh. Your eyes.”

      “What?” She blinked rapidly, unsure how to take that. She’d never once considered her eyes could give her away. They were blue, a pretty blue, sure, but that was all that was special about them. Well, other than that they clashed awfully with her hair when she was in halfling form, but she had no control over that.

      “Your eyes glowed when you shifted,” he said, setting down a plate, with an overflowing sandwich on it down in front of her. Macey’s mouth watered at the sight of it. She really was hungry.

      “No they don’t,” she insisted before taking a large bite of the sandwich and caught herself almost moaning at the taste. It was as delicious as it looked. Making Cam a hot guy, who could make food. Other than the kidnapping, he was a great catch.

      “Have you ever watched yourself shift, Two?” he asked, chuckling slightly at his joke.

      “Of course.” It was one of the first things she’d ever done after learning about the halfway shift. It wasn’t something all kelpies could do, only the most powerful ones.

      “And you’ve seriously never noticed your eyes glowing bright blue?” He raised a pale eyebrow as he took a bite of his own sandwich. His eyes closed, and she was glad it wasn’t just her that was affected by good food.

      “Yes, I seriously never noticed, because they don’t do that. And even if they did, that wouldn’t automatically make me a Princess.” She tried to be mad, but how could she be when he was so delicious? No, wait, when the food was so delicious. Damn, she needed to get her head in check, she couldn’t let herself be so distracted by him. It’d only get worse once Flint returned, she was sure. Just his voice alone had her tied up in knots, and she had no idea what he looked like yet. She could hope he was ugly as sin, but somehow she doubted that.

      “Maybe not, but the fact you haven’t once denied that you are royal does kind of give it away, Macey.” The way he said her name sent a shiver down her spine.

      “Oh.”

      “I’d suggest you eat up before Flint gets back too, or he’ll steal the food right off your plate.” He smiled at her, the act lighting up his face and making him look younger than he had before. Not that she had any idea how old he was. If he wasn’t human, and she fully believed he wasn’t, then he could be anything from twenty-five to three thousand and sixty-two, though she doubted it was the latter.

      “You still haven’t told me what you are?” she said, taking another bite out of her sandwich. She wasn’t going to ignore his warning. He clearly knew Flint well, and if he said Flint would steal her food, then she believed him.

      “No, I haven’t.”

      “Are you going to tell me?” For his sake, the answer had better be yes. Cam sighed, setting down his food and running a hand through his pale hair, leaving it mussed in a way that had Macey wishing she’d been the one messing it up.

      “I can’t really. But mostly because I don’t really know myself. I’m some kind of wraith I think.”

      “Like a ghost?” She frowned, he hadn’t felt like a ghost. Nor did he look like one. Which was a highly illogical thought given she’d never actually seen a ghost. For all she knew, they were as solid as she was. Cam laughed goodnaturedly.

      “I can assure you, I’ve never died. But I’ve also never met anyone quite like me. Well, and Flint.”

      “I’ve met no one quite like me either,” she countered, not liking the idea of not being special.

      “I doubt there’s anyone like you, but I mean power wise, I’ve never met anyone like me, whereas I suspect you’ve been around kelpies your entire life,” he said softly.

      “True,” she admitted. Actually, this was the first time she’d ever been away from her people for so long. It felt, odd, but freeing. And while she wanted to know that her brothers were alright, she wasn’t ready for that freedom to end. “Has Flint replied yet?” she asked hopefully.

      “Sorry, he hasn’t. But the two of them should be back any moment.” He nodded towards her plate as if to encourage her to eat up. She didn’t need telling again, and quickly polished off her food, allowing Cam to clear their plates away.

      “Tea, coffee, wine?” he asked as he placed the last of the plates in a dishwasher. It seemed a little odd that they had a dishwasher when they appeared to be living completely away from civilisation, but she figured that was something it was best not to question him about. At least, not if she didn’t want to end up with an insane headache and still no answers.

      “Just tea, please,” she answered. She’d had her fill of wine during her party years. Now it was good quality whisky or nothing, like the good little Scot she was.

      He turned to put the kettle on, but was interrupted by a loud crash from the hallway outside. “There goes any peace,” he muttered.

      Two men stumbled into the room, the broad auburn-haired man clearly supporting the other one. The sober man was clearly Flint. She didn’t know how she knew that, she just recognised it as true. Which meant the not so sober man was Jared. She studied him as he stumbled. He was as tall as Flint was, but with a shaved head and dark skin that seemed to have taken on an unhealthy pallor. Due to the alcohol, no doubt.

      He looked up and fixed her with an intense dark brown stare that seemed completely at odds with the rest of his intoxicated appearance. “Who the fuck are you?”

      “Mind your manners,” she hissed. “Maybe sober up before you speak to me like that.”

      He seemed taken aback for a moment, then laughed heartily, bringing some colour back into his pallid skin. “I’m not drunk, little one.” He wavered as he took a step forward, and only Flint’s strong grip prevented him from falling.

      “No? You look pretty drunk to me,” she teased, but stopped when he lifted his head and she saw a tiny trickle of blood spill from his mouth. If he wasn’t drunk, then that meant... “What happened to you?”

      Ignoring her, Cam stepped forward and helped his friend sit on one of the comfy chairs around the kitchen table. “How long have you been like this?” he asked, face grim.

      “About two days?” Jared groaned and wiped away the blood from his chin.

      “Fuck, did you learn nothing from last time? You need to feed!” Cam growled angrily, but there was a trace of desperation in his harsh voice.

      “Feed?” Macey asked hesitantly, and Jared looked at her with sad, bloodshot eyes.

      “I’m a baobhan sìth, lass,” he sighed, as if that would explain everything.

      “What’s a baa-van shee?”, Macey asked and he sighed again.

      “Don’t they teach you anything nowadays?” Flint interrupted while putting a wet cloth around Jared’s neck. “He’s an incubus, one of the only ones in existence. And right now, he’s starving himself. Again. For some fucking noble reason he won’t explain!” His voice had turned loud and bitter.

      “It’s better this way,” Jared whispered hoarsely. He seemed to be getting weaker with every minute that passed.

      “What does he need?” Macey asked, fearing she already knew the answer. She’d read about incubi, but never thought that they existed here in Scotland. But then, she’d grown up beneath the water’s surface, far away from all the beings roaming the lands. Hell, she’d only ever learned about humans, and even then meeting them had been a shock. They were so... boring. But this baa...something, was certainly not boring, not at all. He was hot, sexy, beautiful. His skin invited her to touch, and his mouth to kiss, deeply, passionately. She approached him, hips swinging in a silent dance. Her hands wandered to her blouse, slowly unbuttoning it while keeping her eyes fixed on him, her prize. She was going to make him feel good. She was going to make him better. She kneeled down in front of him, putting her hands on his knees, spreading his legs to give her better access - SLAP. A hand landed on her right cheek and she yelped.

      “Snap out of it!” someone called, but she didn’t care. She put a hand between his legs, feeling the bulge making itself known. He was getting ready for her. She smiled as she reached for his zipper - and screeched as she was pulled back, someone’s arms around her chest. Wait, her chest. Boobs. Her nipples hardened at the touch and she turned around, facing her captor. Cam’s stormy grey eyes were fixed on her, so beautiful, so pretty. She stretched until she was on tiptoe, and pressed her lips against his. He didn’t respond so she nibbled on his bottom lip, just a little, to make him open his mouth, and he did, but only to say, “Stop it, you will regret this later.”

      She didn’t care, she wanted to kiss him, and more, to fuck him, hard. Someone ripped her away from him and she moaned, needing his touch.

      “Get her into the guest room,” Cam shouted, and she was picked up, her arms pressed to her side. She growled in frustration, her nails sharpening into claws. She was going to get her pleasure, even if she had to fight for it. She struggled against the iron grip, pouring some of her kelpie strength into her muscles. She didn’t have to fully shift to have the strength of a shifted kelpie. Why hadn’t she that used earlier when she was trying to drag her brothers? Stupid! But it didn’t matter just now. With a roar, she broke his grip and turned around, pouncing on the man who had stopped her from getting her kiss - and saw Flint, staring at her in surprise. She liked that look on him. Delicious. Totally fuckable.

      She jumped and wrapped herself around his hips, burying her claws into his back. She ignored his scream and slowly licked his cheek where a scratch was just starting to bleed. How had he got injured? She didn’t know, but she was going to kiss it better. She swirled her tongue over his wound, tasting the blood, savouring it.

      Suddenly, he was gone and she fell to the ground, her ass crashing onto the hard wooden floor. She screamed and looked around, searching for Flint - but he had disappeared into thin air. Only Cam and Jared were with her in the kitchen, both watching her in a mixture of fascination and horror. In her haze, she noticed that Jared was no longer looking as sick, but then her hormones took over and she jumped to her feet, slowly stalking towards them. She was going to have them both, at the same time. She licked her lips as she imagined being sandwiched between the two men, their bodies rubbing against her own. She smiled at them seductively, but they didn’t smile back.

      “I’m sorry, lass,” Jared whispered and for a moment, she was confused, but then she saw Cam’s arousal and continued to walk towards him. She remembered she was going to unbutton her blouse, but when she lifted her hands to her collar, something was pressed against her face from behind, something soft and smelly. She caught a whiff of it, a familiar scent... thyme?

      “Breathe in deeply,” Flint said from behind her, “it will make everything better.”

      She followed his command, sucking in air through the fabric, filling her lungs with the smell of thyme. She coughed and Flint released her from his grip, that she hadn’t even noticed. Something in her mind changed. Everything was becoming clearer. She took a deep breath and looked around the room.

      Then it hit her.

      Mortified.

      Embarrassed.

      Wanting to sink into the ground and die.

      “Take me away from here,” she whispered, hating how weak she sounded. But with the scent of thyme still filling her nose, and the pounding in her head that must have been the result of Jared’s magic, she didn’t really have much choice.

      “Okay,” Flint whispered back, scooping her into his arms and carrying her from the room. Without fully realising what she was doing, she wrapped her arms around his neck, burying her head in his shoulder. He was a lot warmer than she expected, like there was something bubbling beneath the surface that was raising his temperature, an raising hers in turn. If she wasn’t careful, she’d end up taking her clothes off for an entirely different reason.

      He set her down on a soft bed. She stretched out, hating the feel of her clothes against her sensitive skin. Jared’s pheromones may have worn off thanks to the thyme, but she was still feeling the effects of it. She wanted to feel the cool air against her skin, and she really needed to find some relief, though maybe that was best left until she was completely alone.

      Flint took a step back from the bed, and Macey let out a soft whimper, taking herself aback. She’d never been the needy type, even as a child she’d been infuriatingly independent, not wanting anyone to control her. It had driven her father and brothers crazy, especially when she’d insisted on going on land and their father had made them go with her.

      “I’m coming back, Macey.” His voice rumbled through her. She nodded, cursing herself for being so needy, even if she knew it wasn’t completely her fault.  He left, giving her a lingering look as he walked through the door. Oh, she was in trouble if he kept this up, especially if Jared was going to keep making her go crazy. Though maybe she could persuade the three of them to be a little less reluctant going forward. A girl could dream.

      She shuffled up the bed so that she was propped against the wall, that way she could keep an eye on the door and anticipate Flint’s return. He was back within moments, a wadded up shirt in one of his hands. “Here,” he said softly, handing it to her. “I thought you’d be more comfortable with this.”

      “Thank you,” she said, unfurling the fabric to discover that it was a man’s t-shirt. From the size, she suspected it was Flint’s, but she had no way of knowing for sure. She stood up shakily and began to unbutton her blouse, anxious to be more comfortable.

      “Whoa, Macey, hold up.” Flint held up his hands as if to tell her to stop, but she didn’t understand why. She cocked her head to the side.

      “Why?”

      “I can see you,” he pointed out needlessly.

      “I should hope so, unless you’ve suddenly gone blind.”

      He snorted slightly and she smiled. He was a lot calmer than he’d been when she arrived, and she found she liked this side of him. “I can assure you, I’ve definitely not gone blind.” His voice went straight through her, reawakening the side of her that Jared had brought to the surface. But this was different. Very different. She could tell the difference now between the forced attraction of before, and the burning need inside her. Weirdly enough, this felt far more intense.

      “Good to know,” she said huskily, continuing to remove her blouse. He licked his lips, but didn’t do anything to stop watching. She hoped he didn’t. Dropping the blouse to the floor, she unzipped her jeans and pushed them down over her hips, wiggling her way out of them and hating how unsexy removing them was. Surely the people who’d created jeans should have considered that important factor when they came up with them? Luckily, Flint didn’t seem to mind, at least not if the intense look he was giving her was anything to go by. His eyes were dark, though it almost seemed like there were flames flickering within them. Though that couldn’t be right and she knew it. Cam had said he and Flint were the same, and there’d been no hint of fire from him.

      Stood in front of him in nothing but her underwear, she should have felt self-conscious, and yet that hadn’t even crossed her mind. How could it when there was someone looking at her like that? It was like a shot of caffeine teamed with an injection of confidence, and it was making her blood sing. Other things too, and from the look on Flint’s face, she wasn’t the only one that felt that way.

      Something snapped between them and he strode forward, pulling her to him with a burning hand on her bare skin. He leaned down and crushed his lips to hers. This wasn’t tentative or unsure, this was primal. She could feel how much he wanted her, and not just because of the bulge that was pressed against her. He was conveying so many emotions and desires in the one action, that even she was surprised.

      Macey pushed her body against his, dropping the t-shirt he’d given her to the floor so that she could grab handfuls of his own, pulling him as close as possible. Damn, how she wished she could get it off him without breaking the kiss. It’d be a shame to end such bliss. A fleeting thought passed through her mind and she focused on her hand for a second, shifting it so her nails sharpened. Having no choice, at least none in case she wanted to accidentally maim him, she watched what she was doing as she ripped a nail down the material, ripping it from his body, before threading her non-shifted hand into his hair and pulling his lips back to hers. His hands left her body, but only for the amount of time it took for him to shed himself of his ruined shirt. The moment it was gone, he placed his hands on her waist and pressed himself against her again.

      Even through the kiss, she could hear how ragged his breathing was, and that it matched her own. She’d never felt like this before. Not with any of the humans who’d tried to kiss her during her party years, and not when she was with her childhood sweetheart under the water. Nor was it like the drugged up kisses she’d experienced while under Jared’s influence.

      Whatever it was, Macey wasn’t ready for it to stop.

      She rubbed against his bare chest, their skin touching, sending shivers through her body. Their tongues danced as her fingers roamed his back, slowly making their way down to his bum. Fighting against his tight belt, she squeezed her hands into his jeans, gripping his firm ass, pulling him closer.

      With a gasp, he leant back, leaving her breathless. “What’s wrong?” she whispered as he gently took her wrists and pulled them out of his trousers.

      “I’m not going to take advantage of you like this,” he said, gently stroking her hair as disappointment crashed into her.

      “But you’re not,” she moaned, stretching up to kiss him again, but he evaded her.

      “I am,” he whispered, “you just don’t know it yet. There are things I have to explain to you... but not now. You need to rest, little kelpie.” He winked. “If you still want me after we talk tomorrow, I’ll be ready.”

      Before she could reply, he left the room, leaving her speechless and shivering in humiliation. Was she truly this unappealing that not just one, but three men had rejected her within the course of an hour? Granted, she was glad they had ignored her advances while she was under the influence of Jared’s pheromones. It made her trust them more. Not every man would reject the advances of a young woman ready to jump him.

      Sighing, she picked up Flint’s shirt and put it on. It smelled like him. She debated whether to take it off, but that would have been childish. And it was comfy. And his.

      She curled up on the bed and pulled the duvet on top of her, hiding from the world. This day had been too much. Fear, surprise, anger, desire, disappointment, humiliation. Her body was shivering from all the emotions her mind was remembering. She growled and pressed her hands hard against her ears, listening to the pulsating whoosh of her blood. It reminded her of the waves, of home. She imagined being back underwater, an innocent, slightly spoiled kelpie princess, who didn’t have to deal with abductions, desires and hot guys.

      Just like the waves in her thoughts, sleep washed over her, taking her with it.
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      When she entered the living room, still wearing nothing but Flint’s t-shirt and her underwear, the three men were waiting for her.

      Camdan cleared his throat and pointedly looked down at the floor. “Why are you walking around naked?”

      She shrugged. “I don’t have any clothes.”

      Flint chuckled. “Girls. I’ll get you some later. Weren’t you wearing jeans yesterday?”

      Now it was her turn to look at the carpet, hiding her blushing cheeks. “I ripped them by accident. My claws must have come out without me noticing.”

      “Yes, Flint told us what happened between you two,” Cam sighed and she swallowed hard. She was tempted to run back to her room and hide from all the embarrassment. Forever. Instead, she looked up, giving them all dirty looks.

      “Do you always gossip like pesky little selkies?” she hissed, ignoring the fact that her hair was turning green in anger.

      “We don’t gossip,” Flint grumbled. “They needed to know.”

      “Did they now,” she growled, but inside she was getting curious. He’d promised her she’d find out more about them today. Maybe she should stop being angry?

      “Sit down, Macey,” Cam commanded. She hissed at him but did as he said. That didn’t mean that she had to stop glaring at them, though.

      “How do I start...,” Flint murmured, more to himself than her.

      “Easy,” Jared grinned, “you’re fire, she’s water, opposites attract each other.”

      Cam groaned, hitting his friend in the ribs. “Do you ever think before you speak?”

      “Rarely.”

      “I’ve noticed. Now be quiet and let Flint explain it properly.”

      Jared smirked but didn’t reply. Macey was staring at them open-mouthed. What the fuck was going on here?

      Flint sighed again, obviously feeling uncomfortable. “What do you know about the Seven Elements?”

      “Aren’t there just four?” she asked, taken aback by this strange question.

      “That’s the human way of thinking. In truth, there are seven: fire, air, earth, water, ice, wind and lightning. We call them Seachd-Sìona in Gaelic.”

      “Wait, aren’t air and wind the same?” she interrupted? “And water and ice?”

      “Similar, but not the same,” Flint explained. “Their base essence is different. Which is why there are seven of us.”

      He paused to let it sink in, but she was having none of it. “Seven what? Idiots?”

      Cam chuckled. “Seven Wardens.”

      “Please tell me you’ve heard of the legend?” Jared groaned dramatically. Macey shook her head, embarrassed at her lack of knowledge of the supernatural world. Her grandmother had told her stories, but most were about the peoples roaming the sea and waters, not... Wardens, whatever they were.

      “May I remind you that you didn’t know it either when you joined us?” Cam reminded him sternly and Jared grimaced.

      “That’s different. I didn’t grow up in your world.”

      “Have you asked Macey how she grew up?”

      Jared shrugged before admitting, “No, I haven’t.”

      “Then don’t be so quick to judge.” Cam turned to Flint. “Brother, would you do us the honour?”

      Flint smiled and got up, bowing dramatically.

      Macey smiled. This was going to be interesting.

      Clearing his throat, Flint began to chant in a deep, smooth voice.

      
        
        “Fire and wind,

        brothers in arms,

        lost in the mist.

        Earth will join,

        Always hungry,

        Only sated by meeting the fourth.

        Water will run, circling Fire,

        then Wind and Earth.

        Lightning is trapped,

        Ice will break the chains.

        Finally, Air is waiting,

        only to appear

        when the end is near.”

      

      

      Silence followed his recital, broken only by the flickering of the flame he suddenly conjured, hovering above his outstretched hand.

      “I am fire.”

      Cam got up and lazily moved his fingers through the air, creating a tiny tornado in the palm of his hand.

      “I am wind.”

      Jared stood up as well, opened his mouth - and laughed, bending over as his chuckles grew louder. “Sorry, but you’re a little too dramatic,” he wheezed in between laughs. “And I can’t show her earth without destroying the house.”

      “You just destroyed my performance,” Flint complained, but a grin was slowly appearing on his face, making his eyes sparkle in the light of the fire he was still holding.

      “Sorry,” Jared shrugged, still laughing. “Oh and by the way, you’re water, Macey.

      “I got that, believe it or not,” she muttered. Maybe that wasn’t the comment she should have been addressing, after all, they had just told her she was a Warden, whatever one of those was.

      “Just making sure,” Jared said, a boyish grin spreading across his face. She liked it, it lit up his eyes and made him seem ten times less intimidating than when he’d arrived the night before desperate for a feed. He looked far healthier now, which didn’t make any sense. How was that possible? Had he gone back out to find another woman? She hoped not, that idea wasn’t sitting very well within her; in fact, if he’d done that, there’d soon be a woman out there with claw marks on her face and the fear of gods that didn’t exist in her. If she’d had her magic, maybe she’d even try her hand at one of the curses Aunt Nessie had taught her.

      “You don’t look as bad as you did yesterday,” she prompted, hoping he’d get the hint and she didn’t have to ask more outright. Jared chuckled, giving her a knowing look.

      “Something you did seemed to work on me.”

      “I didn’t do anything,” she said with a frown. This time, it wasn’t just Jared that laughed.

      “You did plenty, Two,” Cam said and she scowled at him. He’d have done plenty too if he’d given into her. It wasn’t her fault that they’d all turned her down, even if she was secretly glad about that.

      “Has that ever happened before?” she asked Jared, completely ignoring Cam’s comment.

      “No, this is the first.” He looked far too pleased with himself for her liking.

      “Right, okay, moving on,” she said. She crossed her legs, being careful to make sure the t-shirt slipped further up her legs. Three pairs of eyes bored into her, and she smiled to herself, satisfied with their response. She’d have them caving to her in no time. Which was definitely a good thing. She didn’t feel quite as horny as she had yesterday, but there was still something simmering under the surface, and that was an itch she definitely wanted scratching. Three times, preferably. “So where are the other four?” She looked at Flint, figuring he was the most likely to answer. He’d taken the lead before after all.

      “You mean three,” he said gently. “With you, there are already four of us.”

      “Oh.”

      “But we don’t know. We always needed you before the next part could come to pass,” he added.

      “Me?” she squeaked. “As in, me, Macey?”

      “No, as in you, water. That you’re you, Macey, is just a bonus.” His eyes trailed over the length of her body, lingering on her exposed thighs. Score one for Macey. She’d have fist pumped the air if she didn’t think they’d take the piss out of her for it. Maybe she’d save it for when they left her alone. Unless they never did. Hmm, not a bad thought.

      “So there are three more elementals out there, and you have no idea where or who they are?”

      “That sounds about right,” Jared said, looking way too pleased with himself. She shot him a dirty look. If he wasn’t careful, she’d let him get too desperate again before she fed him. That’d serve him right, though would probably punish the rest of them in the process. Okay, maybe not her best ever idea.

      She ran through the prophecy Flint had recited in her head a couple of times, already surprised that it was so imprinted in her mind. “Guess that means we’ll find Lightning next?” she asked tentatively, glancing up at Flint, who nodded proudly.

      “I suspect Lightning will come with Ice, but in effect, yes.”

      “And that’s not going to complicate things?” she glanced around the three of them, instantly regretting what she’d said. Except, no, she was a Princess, she wouldn’t be ashamed of what she was saying, or thinking, as the case may be.

      “Complicate what exactly?” Cam asked, a mischievous sparkle in his eyes.

      “Nothing,” she muttered. “So what’s the end?”

      “We have no idea,” Jared answered this time, looking serious for once. Or at least, for once while he wasn’t starved out of his mind.

      “It’s always been a little bit of a mystery,” Flint added. “But you’re here now, so we were hoping it’d all become clear.”

      “Just like that?” She couldn’t stop the laugh that escaped as she asked. It all seemed a little far-fetched really. She wasn’t the answer to anything, except who was the kelpie with no powers. Ah, her powers. This was probably the time to tell them she had none. Well, that she had no access to them.

      “We don’t know,” Cam answered, his storm grey eyes watching her intently. “We weren’t exactly expecting this.”

      “Me neither.”

      “Any more questions?” Jared asked. “I’m starved, and it’s Cam’s turn to cook.” Oh good, she could get on board with that, especially if the food was as good as the sandwich he’d made her the night before.

      “Do any of you know anything about unlocking water powers?” she asked quietly.

      “Think this one’s yours, Flint,” Jared said, standing and slapping his friend on the back.

      “Good luck,” Cam added as he stood and moved towards the door, dragging Jared along behind him.

      “What’s all that about?” she asked once they’d left, hopefully to go to the kitchen, she really could do with some food.

      “I think they’re trying to avoid the fire versus water thing.”

      “Oh, will it be bad?” She hadn’t actually considered that part yet.

      “I don’t think so, if opposites attract, then it doesn’t make sense for it to be explosive. At least, not in that way.” Even though he didn’t do it, she could hear the wink in his voice and let out a small giggle. “Your powers are locked then?”

      “Yes, my Father locked them before I came on land.”

      “Why?” His eyebrows drew inwards in a perplexed expression that only brought her giggles back. Damn, when had she become such a girl?

      “I don’t actually know,” she responded once they’d subsided slightly. “It was one of the conditions of me coming onto land. I suspect it was so I’d go back home quicker, but it’s hard to tell with him.” It had always bothered her that there was no explanation to the block on her powers; it didn’t seem to achieve anything really. Except for her not being able to do certain things.

      “But you shifted, last night when we—”

      “I know,” she interrupted. “That’s a different type of kelpie magic. I can shift, but not fully unless I’m underwater, but I can’t do any of my other magic.”

      “Can I see it?”

      “No, I can’t do magic on land.”

      “You shifted, I meant,” he replied.

      “Oh, no, you don’t want to see that. It’s not exactly an elegant form.” She shuddered at the thought. Kelpies weren’t exactly the most attractive of things to shift into, and she didn’t think she was ready for Flint’s opinion of her to change quite so drastically.

      “One day I want to see it,” he said, his voice holding a sultry promise that she wouldn’t be
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