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        To anyone who’s ever had a WTF moment. Or is about to by reading this book.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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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      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.
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      You can find a glossary at the end of this book.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE

          

        

      

    

    
      Due to an absence of waffles, Macey’s magic became a little violent (okay, maybe there were other reasons for that, but let’s focus on the waffles). To help, Ronan offered to sleep with her - and ended up being part of her harem. Now she has four guys: one incubus, two wraiths and a selkie who can’t shift. Yay Macey!

      However, they don’t have time for much sexiness (nor for waffles), because trouble is brewing on the horizon: the Great Orca is terrorising the selkies, while in Belgium, something is happening to the Earth magic. The Wardens decide to split up, and while Jared and Macey go on a little trip to meet the Kabouters and Kludde, the others fight the Orca. They wouldn’t have succeeded though, but Macey returned just in time to do some awesome magic and rescue them all. As a reward, she got two chapters worth of sex. Lucky girl.

      They decide it’s finally time to face the Mahoun/Voice, so they gather their allies. Sadly, only the Kabouters, kelpies and a few na fir ghorma listened to their call. Worst of all, while visiting the seelie, Flint was injured and is now without any fire magic.

      Can they save him before it’s too late?

      Will they finally, finally get their waffles?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE SEVEN WARDENS SERIES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        	From the Deeps (Audiobook Available)

        	Into the Mists (Audiobook Available)

        	Beneath the Earth

        	Within the Flames

        	Above the Waves

        	Under the Ice

        	Rule the Dark

      

      

      
        	Through the Storms (optional spin-off between books 1 & 2)

        	Below the Baubles (optional short story between books 5 & 6)

        	Beyond the Loch (optional novella set before the events of the Seven Wardens series)

        	Inside the Egg (novella set after the events of the Seven Wardens series)

      

      

      
        	Seven Wardens Boxed Set: Books 1-4

        	Seven Wardens Boxed Set: Books 5-7

        	Seven Wardens: The Complete Series

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE SEVEN WARDENS

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Water: Macey (Kelpie)

        Wind: Cam (Wraith)

        Fire: Flint (Wraith)

        Earth: Jared (Incubus)

        Ice: Izban (Mage) 

        Lightning: Amber (Beithir) 

        Air: Talia (Seelie hosted within Macey)
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      Macey paced back and forth outside the bedroom, wanting answers but so far having received none. The kelpie physician had been in with Flint for over an hour and she was starting to worry.

      “He’ll be alright,” Jared assured her, rubbing his hand up and down her back.

      “Sure,” she muttered. She was even more worried than she was trying to let on. Flint’s magic was gone. Which, on the surface, wasn’t that big of a deal, but it definitely was. It didn’t just mean that one of them had less of an ability to defend themselves, but it would mean the Warden magic itself wouldn’t be at full strength.

      What worried her most was the lack of similar powers to Flint’s fire. If her or Izban were out of action, they could do their best to cover for each other. Same with the Air Warden inside of her; she could be replaced by Cam’s wind magic. It’d be more difficult for Amber’s lightning or Jared’s earth, but Macey was sure both would be easier to compensate for than actual flames.

      The door creaked and one of the kelpies emerged, a grim look on his face. “I don’t think there’s anything we can do, Your Highness.” He nodded his head in reverence, making Macey scowl. What was the point of her having a stupid title if it didn’t help her get things done?

      “Thank you,” she acknowledged. Even if they hadn’t done quite what she wanted him to do.

      “If you forgive me for being so bold, Your Highness, I believe you won’t find anyone who can help you here. Fire beings are rare, and there are none I’ve heard of in these isles.”

      “Do you have any idea where I will find some?” She crossed her fingers behind her back, hoping he’d have at least some idea of what she should do.

      Indecision crossed the physician’s face. “I’m not sure, but while I was a young kelpie, I travelled Europe. I heard tales of lampads while I was in Greece. I’m not even sure if the nymphs are real, but legend says they used torches to accompany the goddess, Hecate, on her travels.”

      “The gods aren’t real,” Macey pointed out.

      “Maybe not. But I’m sure you’re aware there’s some truth in every legend by now, Princess.”

      “That is true,” she admitted, thinking over the various people assembled here and what she’d thought of them before they’d actually met.

      “You might need to do some research first. Though the legend is Greek, I doubt that’s where they are now.”

      “Thank you, Jerome. Your insights have been invaluable.”

      “You’re welcome. I hope to see your husband back in full powers soon.” He dipped his head and left the room.

      “Husband?” Jared raised his eyebrows.

      “Yes. According to the kelpies, you’re all my husbands.”

      “A little greedy, don’t you think?”

      “You’re the ones who encouraged me to be with you all,” she countered.

      “You didn’t have to go with it,” he murmured, leaning forward so their lips nearly touched. “But I’m glad you did. The sexual energy you let off could keep me sated for years.”

      “I hope it doesn’t,” she teased.

      Jared laughed softly, not breaking the intimacy of the moment. “I’m starting to think you’re insatiable, little kelpie.”

      “Only when it comes to the four of you.”

      “Unless you go and add another one to your collection.” He smirked, a glint in his eyes that had her questioning just how serious he was. Maybe he did want that after all.

      “I think four is enough for me.”

      “You said that about three.”

      “And I meant it.” But she couldn’t feel bad when four had brought her Rónàn. Her selkie was just another compliment to their group, even if he wasn’t a Warden.

      “Are you going to kiss me?”

      Instead of answering, Jared pressed his lips against hers and kissed her chastely. It’d be a disappointment if she wasn’t aware of Flint lying in the next room.

      “Go to him,” Jared said once they’d broken apart. “I know you need to.”

      “Thank you.” She kissed him quickly, before tearing herself away and retreating to the room Malan had assigned them.

      “Hey,” he croaked at her.

      “Hey,” she whispered. “How are you feeling?” She stood completely still, unable to move either way into the room. It was just too painful seeing him lie there without any way of helping.

      “Empty.”

      Macey swallowed the guilt she was feeling. She’d sent him off to deal with the Seelie and this was what had happened. She wished she’d been able to do more, but hopefully she could rectify that.

      “I’m going to try and make things right,” she told him.

      “I know,” he replied.

      “How much time do you have?”

      A thoughtful look crossed over his face. “I don’t know. I’ve never been without my magic before, but as far as I’m aware, I don’t need it to live.”

      “But?”

      “But nothing,” he defended.

      “No, not but nothing. I could hear it in your voice.” She crossed her arms under her chest and gave him what she hoped was a stern look.

      “But nothing.”

      “Flint.” She gave him a stern look, and he sighed.

      “I’m pretty sure I’m human right now.”

      “As in…”

      “I don’t have any magic, so I’m a little bit more…vulnerable.”

      She gave him a blank stare, not quite knowing what he was getting at.

      “I could die, Macey. Pretty easily as far as I can tell. Some of the things we’ve been through together, I wouldn’t be able to survive at all.”

      “Fuck.”

      “My thoughts exactly,” he joked.

      “What can I do?” she whispered, closing the gap between herself and the bed, taking his hand in hers.

      “What was your plan?”

      “The lampads.”

      Flint gave the statement some consideration. “That might actually work. If you can bring one of their flames back, I can use it to try and kickstart my powers.”

      “You can’t come with me?”

      He shook his head. “No, I won’t be able to. I’m human. If I look into their light…well, it’s not worth thinking about. But also, to get to them, you’ll probably have to pass some kind of test, and you won’t be allowed to take anyone else with you. If you have help, you fail automatically.”

      Macey swallowed the lump that was resting in her throat. Her task had just become a lot more difficult.

      And it wasn't helped by having a horde of allies waiting outside, ready to be sent into battle. She couldn't really tell them all to go home, but she also couldn't start the fight against the Mahoun without Flint's powers. She instinctively knew that they were going to need all seven Wardens to be able to succeed.

      "I should talk to Malan, maybe he knows where I can find a lampad."

      "According to the legends, they're in the Underworld, but let's hope that's just a myth," Flint said weakly.

      Macey grimaced. "Yes, let's hope so. I don't have the time to walk through Hell like Dante."

      She gave Flint a kiss and headed back into the living room where her other men were waiting together with a whole lot of other people. Representatives of the various allies, she assumed. Malan was hovering in one corner, talking to an old kabouter whose beard was touching the floor. She walked towards them, nodding and smiling at the kelpies and na fir ghorma who were all crowded into the small room. She doubted Malan had ever had this many guests before.

      She cleared her throat when she'd reached the prophet. He turned and grinned at her.

      "I assume you're wanting to save your man?"

      "Ehm, yes." She looked at the kabouter who hastily left. "What do you know about lampads?"

      "Oh, the daughters of Nyx, good thinking."

      "Nyx?"

      "The Goddess of the Night. She brings the darkness, so her daughters carry torches to help travellers reach their mother. I met one once, a long time ago. She was excellent at bringing an extinguished torch back to life."

      He winked and Macey cringed. He didn't mean what she thought he did, right? That was disgusting.

      "Where did you meet her?" she asked quickly.

      "At a bar in London. We went to a Shakespeare play later... She was quite taken by young Will."

      "Wait, you met Shakespeare?"

      He chuckled. "I'm older than I look. Now let me see if I can give you a confusing and mysterious prophecy."

      She stared at him. Did he really just say that?

      "How about direct and helpful advice?" she asked, and he laughed again.

      "Maybe I'm feeling nice today... or maybe I just want to get rid of all these people beleaguering my house." He closed his eyes for a moment and when he opened them again, his pupils were enlarged and glowing around the edges. "You don't have to go to Greece. There's a lampad couple who might be able to help. I can't see where exactly they are. Somewhere underground, but it's not natural. It's a building that's underground. And it's in a city."

      Macey waited for him to continue, but he didn't say anything more.

      "So that's you being direct?" she asked in exasperation. "How is that supposed to help? There are thousands of cities on this planet, and I bet most of them have some kind of underground buildings. I can't very well search every parking garage in the world."

      Malan smiled patiently. "No, you couldn't. You're very lucky you have an extremely talented prophet at your disposal."

      Macey couldn't help but roll her eyes. Talented, maybe, but not very forthcoming with information. She stayed quiet though, letting him do his prophet thing. His eyes were still glowing slightly.

      "The city has towers..."

      This time, Macey sighed. Of course it did, just like every second bleeding city.

      "By the watery waves, could you please just give me some directions?"

      Malan frowned. "Patience, young kelpie. Oh, I can see waffles in your future... no, let's not get distracted. As I said, towers. No, one tower. The Tower. Of London. And it's not a building that's underground."

      "It's the tube," Macey helpfully supplied. "The underground railway. You do know that the tube network is massive? Do those lampads ride the trains all day? Or what are they doing down there?"

      Malan grinned. "That's for you to find out. Just follow your nose."

      "Really? That's it?" Macey was getting annoyed. She hoped her hair wasn't changing colour. There were other kelpies in the room and it would be bad form to show how she didn't have her temper under control. She was their Princess, after all.

      "Yes, now go while I try and entertain all these masses." He looked around with a smirk. "Bring some food with you on the way back. Everyone will be hungry by then."

      "Is that a prophecy?"

      "It's common sense," Malan muttered. "Off with you, and remember, don't let any of your men help if the lampads give you a task to prove your worthiness. It might disqualify you."

      Macey sighed and returned to her men, who had assembled around Flint's bedside.

      "I'm going to London," she announced and they all stared at her.

      "London? Why?" Jared finally asked.

      "According to Malan, there are lampads living there. Somewhere underground."

      "London is big," Cam said with a frown. "I assume he was mysterious and vague as always?"

      Macey nodded. "Yes, but at least we now know the city. That's more than what he said before. And surely it can't be that difficult to find someone in London."

      Jared snickered. "You've never been there, have you?"

      She cringed. "No, but I've seen it on television. It's big, but the underground system is quite organised, right? There are maps and guides."

      "Yes, and thousands of people," Flint muttered weakly. "You'll never find someone in those crowds. Did Malan say anything else?"

      Macey shrugged. "Follow your nose, that's all he said. Do lampads have a certain smell?"

      "Smoke?" Cam suggested. "Or maybe... I don't know. But usually, Malan's words end up making sense at some point, even if they didn't before. Hopefully, that's what's going to happen once you get to London."
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      She jumped back as the bus hurtled past, scowling at the traffic. She'd not liked the thought of London before, but now she was here she liked it even less.

      "Which way now?" Rónàn asked.

      "How should I know?" she snapped, instantly regretting being so short with him. It wasn't his fault none of them knew what they were doing.

      "What did Malan say again?" Jared placed a soothing hand on the small of her back as he spoke, offering her the comfort she needed.

      "He described the Tower of London, but I doubt it's that easy."

      "Why not?" Rónàn asked.

      "Because it's Malan," Jared muttered. "He doesn't do straight forward."

      "Maybe this time he is? I've not heard of him before, but he seems to actually care about the fate of the world."

      "Don't be fooled," Macey mumbled under her breath. She'd had enough experience with Malan to know he wouldn't care for anyone but himself and his food. Slightly odd interests for a dead prophet, but there was no denying either of them.

      "It's worth a try," Cam pointed out.

      Macey nodded. While she hated admitting it was their best lead, it was. And that didn't mean much to her.

      "Which way do we need to go?" she asked her incubus. Bringing him had been imperative for going underground. Hopefully he'd actually be able to sense things through all this noise.

      "This way, I think." He peered over the top of the map he was holding, an uneasy look on his face.

      Macey wasn't convinced, but said nothing. She was just glad they were finally getting somewhere.

      The four of them dodged through the streets, only just avoiding the people who seemed to be everywhere. She coughed, the dirty air tickling her nose and threatening to make her sneeze. This wasn't the thing she'd had in mind when lampads had been mentioned.

      "Are we nearly there?" She crossed her fingers, hoping one of them would say yes.

      "We just need to cross that bridge and we'll be there," Jared muttered, not taking his eyes off his map long enough to actually be able to tell if they were going the right way or not.

      Macey made a mental note not to let Jared map read again. Certainly not if they were in a city. Though why they'd go back to one as big as this was a little beyond her.

      Heat clung all around them, making the air heavy and difficult to breath. She definitely wasn't leaving the country again. She'd go back to Scotland and stay there for good. Or even better, go back to her men's house. There wasn't any pollution there and the house would cater to their every need. It would be cool all year round.

      "Macey!" Rónàn cried, tugging the back of her shirt and dragging her back onto the path.

      She scowled at the road. Cars weren't anywhere near this bad where she came from. They certainly didn't nearly try and kill her every thirty seconds.

      "Get us underground," she begged.

      "Just around this corner," Jared said, turning towards a set of stairs at the edge of the bridge.

      He walked as if in a trance, taking them closer and closer to the river.

      Macey turned up her nose. The stench coming from it was enough to turn her stomach. She loved water, but she'd be staying as away from this as she could. No one would even be able to pay her to dip her toe in.

      "Are you sure we're going the right way?"

      Jared didn't reply, heading under the bridge and into the darkness. Instead of coming out the other side, as Macey had expected, they turned to the right and through a hole in the wall she hadn't even seen.

      Nerves fluttered around her stomach. Common sense said not to go down into the dark. Nothing good would be there, but she knew she had to go underground so she could help Flint.

      Dripping sounded all around her, the wet splashes of droplets hitting uneven stone floors lending the tunnel an eerie atmosphere. Macey found herself wondering what could be lurking down here. In her experience, there was always something waiting and it was hardly ever good. This would be a perfect place for the Mahoun or one of his kind to lie in wait.

      Then again, it wouldn't be that easy to find him, or else they could have dealt with him already.

      Their footsteps echoed around the room, the only sounds apart from the dripping water. Macey shivered. She didn't like this one bit.

      "Are you sure this is the way to the lampads?" she whispered, not wanting to risk speaking any louder.

      "Malan said to follow our noses," Jared pointed out.

      "Are you?" she asked quickly.

      Jared threw her a disapproving look and she lowered her head, feeling bad about doubting him.

      "This place doesn't make me want to shift," Rónàn muttered.

      "Me neither," she replied, thinking of the river above. Normally she'd love splashing about in any kind of water. Not so much here.

      "It's not exactly great for me either," Cam added, slipping an arm around Macey and pulling her to him.

      They walked in silence for a couple of yards, each lost in their own thoughts and concerns.

      "Do you think Flint's okay?" Her voice shook as she spoke, but she didn't care. They all knew how she felt about him, she didn't need to hide it.

      "I haven't had any messages from him," Cam said evenly.

      "Does that work still?"

      "I honestly don't know," Cam admitted. "I'm thinking maybe not. But it was his fire that was taken, not the rest of him."

      Macey frowned, not sure she quite agreed with Cam's assessment. Her magic and shifting were all tied up in one neat little package, it seemed unlikely that Flint's was any different. It was probably best if she didn't say what she was thinking though, she didn't want to freak any of them out more than she had to.

      They continued on through the strange tunnel, their eyes slowly getting used to the darkness, but not enough to see the uneven ground. Macey kept stumbling over rocks and so did the men. The ground was getting wetter and their feet were making squelching sounds that echoed through the tunnel.

      They stayed quiet, all of them aware that they were in unfamiliar territory. Who knew what lived down there. Rats, certainly, but if there were lampads, then maybe some other mythical beings had made this their home as well. And those usually meant trouble.

      "Wait, I hear something," Rónàn suddenly whispered. Macey stopped, but she couldn't hear anything besides the dripping of water and the heaviness of their breaths. On the other hand, her kelpie ears were good underwater, but on earth, they were just as good as those of humans.

      "Whispers," Cam confirmed. "Far ahead. Let's be careful."

      They continued, even slower than before. Macey still couldn't hear any voices, but Rónàn and Cam were obviously following their direction. Maybe there were some homeless people sleeping rough in these tunnels.

      Flint's fire would have come in handy to give them some light, but of course, his absence was why they were here. She hoped he was alright. Seeing him so powerless had hurt something deep within her. She was going to make someone pay for it, whether it was the sidhe, the Mahoun or someone else. No one messed with her men.

      Finally, after what felt like several minutes of stumbling through the dark, she heard the whispers. She stopped to listen, to try and understand what the voices were saying, but it didn't seem to be English.

      "Can you hear them now?" Cam whispered and she nodded, before realising he probably couldn't see her.

      "Yes," she whispered back. "Do you understand what they're saying?"

      "No idea. I thought it would get clearer once we got closer, but whatever language they're speaking isn't one I'm familiar with."

      Well, that excluded at least four or five languages. Cam talked in his sleep, and not always in a language Macey could understand. She only knew English and some Gaelic that Aunt Nessie had taught her, but both wraiths had travelled the world and were a lot better educated than Macey was. The Loch school only got you so far and there was no kelpie university. Her father hadn't allowed her to go to Ben Vair, the school for supernaturals that Amber had attended, which meant her education had been very much focussed on living underwater.

      "What do we do now?" Jared asked, sniffing the air. "Do we surprise them? If it's the lampads, only Macey should talk to them, but I'm not sure I want her to go there on her own until we know what we're dealing with."

      "Agreed," Rónàn grumbled, protectively putting a hand on

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/ftdkelpie.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/peryton-press-small.jpg
Peryton Press





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/within-the-flames-new.jpg
SEVEN WAR}NS BOOK 4

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHORS






