
		
			[image: WizardsWrath-epub-cover-800x1200.jpg]
		


		
			Wizard’s Wrath

			Book Four in the Fae Unbound Series

			Jill Nojack

			IndieHeart Press

			Kent, Ohio

		


		
			 Copyright © 2016 by Jill Nojack.

			All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. For permission requests, write to the author at jill@faeunbound.com.

			Cover designed by Lou Harper.

			Visit the series website for series related content:

			www.faeunbound.com

			Publisher’s Note: This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or to businesses, companies, events, or institutions, is completely coincidental.

			Wizard’s Wrath / Jill Nojack. — 1st ed.

		


		
			Chapter One
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			The sound was faint, but the past few nights, James had been pulled from sleep by a middle-of-the-night scuffling in his tiny kitchen area. By the time he’d untangled himself from his covers to poke his head out the bedroom door there was never anyone there, but the kitchen window he’d closed before bedtime would be wide open. The red gingham curtains rustled as the cool fall air blew through until he walked to it, yawning, and shut it again.

			But James wasn’t asleep this time. He’d tossed restlessly, no longer falling straight into slumber from the exhaustion he’d carried home every night. The plan was agreed on now, in rough form. The fae would play a critical role in powering a human world that could no longer harness electricity or send people zooming from place to place in machines they’d always taken for granted.

			For the first time, he lay awake to the anxiety of what life after Dark Day really meant for humanity. When the scuffling started this time, he was ready in seconds with a fistful of magic to confront the intruder. He moved silently to the bedroom door and looked out.

			His eyes locked on a flash of movement. He instantly recognized his visitor despite the dim moonlight. Gurrdenn. The gnome chief was going to drive him crazy someday. He had no business sitting on the kitchen counter uninvited.

			As James watched from the shadows, the gnome casually set down the potion bottle he’d been drinking from, smacked his lips, then shoved the bottle back into place in the long row of potions that lined the counter’s backsplash.

			James exhaled sharply and unclenched his fist. The pent up magic fizzled away, unused.

			The gnome turned to the sound of James’s exhale, his eyes narrowing with what James read as annoyance—it was obviously not fear—and looked back at James from beneath a hat styled from the furry top of a raccoon’s head. It matched the fur shirt he wore over infant-sized stonewashed jeans that he had tied up around his waist with a shoestring. The upright raccoon ears gave the gnome a comical look even when he was deadly serious. He said, “Gurrdenn not here. Just dream. Back to bed.”

			James shook a pointer finger at the gnome as he covered the distance to the counter in only four steps. He wasn’t happy with himself for acting like his least-liked teacher from grade school, but gnomes had a way of slicing through his last strand of patience. He said, “You stay right there while I figure out what you’ve been up to.”

			He picked up the potion bottle and read the label he’d stuck to it when he’d created it. Gnome Smarts. There was a lot less of the amber liquid now than when he’d stored it. He’d made it to help the gnomes focus during the search for the elf assassin only days before, although it seemed like a lifetime ago now. At least Gurrdenn’s late-night visits explained why his artificially increased intelligence didn’t go away when all the other gnomes reverted to being clueless.

			When James turned away to put the potion bottle back in the cupboard where it belonged, Gurrdenn snatched the opportunity to head for the open window. James grabbed him by a bare foot just before the gnome nearly scrambled out. He said, “Oh no you don’t. You and I need to talk.”

			When James let go of his foot, the gnome twisted around so that he sat cross-legged facing his tall accuser, then tilted his head back to look up at him. He scowled.

			James took in Gurrdenn’s unrepentant look, and his temper flared. He raised his voice as he said, “It’s dangerous to go around drinking potions you know nothing about!”

			“Gurrdenn stay smart. Be smart gnome. Useful gnome.” With that, Gurrdenn hopped up again to leave, shrugging, as if to say the matter had been settled.

			James grabbed his arm. “Are you listening to me? I don’t know if something bad could happen long term. It may not be safe for you to keep drinking this stuff.” James took a deep breath, working to control his anger, and let go of the gnome’s arm. He knew he was angrier at himself than he was at Gurrdenn. After what Thomas had done on Dark Day, veiling the earth in old magic, he was more determined than ever not to hurt anyone by making poor judgments with wizardry again. If James hadn’t taken Thomas under his wing to train and protect him, Thomas might never have been able to do what he did. Lizbet had warned him. But he hadn’t listened.

			The gnome shrugged. “Gurrdenn be safe.” He patted James’s hand. “Good wizard. No worry.”

			“You’re infuriating. You know that?” James pulled his hand out of reach, drumming his fingers on the counter as he talked. “Okay, look. I get it. You like being smarter. I mean, I wish I could get smarter out of a bottle, too. But ask me for it when you need it instead of sneaking in here. That way, I can keep an eye on the dose and watch out for side effects.”

			“Gurrdenn ask. Wizard give to Gurrdenn. Good wizard. Back soon.” Now that he had what he wanted, the gnome turned toward the open window again.

			A blip of light behind James drew his attention back. James turned too, but his look was purposeful, not gnome-in-the-headlights like Gurrdenn’s. He picked up a board that was covered with ancient symbols; the spot of light glowed at the periphery of a circle at the board’s center, which he’d illustrated with a crude hand-drawn map of the town. James was a kick-butt wizard, but he was a lousy artist.

			He looked back over his shoulder and said, “Hang on. I may need the services of a smart gnome after all.” The gnome pulled the leg back that already straddled the sill and turned, arms crossed over his small chest, waiting.

			James studied the map intently for several minutes and then whispered under his breath, more a sigh than a sentence, “It’s moving toward the cemetery.” His shoulders collapsed forward as the grief, which his anger and all the planning had kept at bay for days, finally hit him. The only body the ghoul could be coming for was Thomas’s. He asked out loud, “With all the death all over the world right now, why would that particular ghoul come after that particular body?”

			“Ghoul?” Gurrdenn shuddered.

			“Yes, ghoul. One ghoul that isn’t mindless like the rest. There’s no way I’m facing it alone this time. It was rough enough going up against it on my last ghoul-watch for the pest control service.” James tensed, remembering. “Go get Avenall. Make sure he’s battle ready and tell him to meet me at Thomas’s grave. And tell him to keep it to himself. I don’t want Lizbet or Tanji finding out about this.”

			James sensed the gnome’s attention wandering, and he wasn’t going to let him mess things up. He grabbed him under his armpits and held him out at arm’s length so that they were eye to eye. Gurrdenn’s fists clenched and his mouth tightened, but he was paying attention now, and that’s what James needed him to do. “Did you hear me? If you want to keep getting your smart juice, you better get that last part right.”

			The gnome’s eyes darted greedily to the bottle, then back to James. “No queen. Just elf. Meet at grave.” James set him back down on the counter. Gurrdenn turned, darted to the window, and leaned out to grab onto the drainpipe next to it. It rattled against the side of the house as he slid down.

			James poked his head out the window and watched the gnome hit the ground running, then he slammed the window shut harder than he’d meant to. When it hit the jam, every window in the small apartment rattled in its frame in sympathy.

			*~*~*

			James rested one hand on the hilt of the lightweight centaur-forged sword Lizbet had brought him from Scotland. There was good reason now to have a real sword instead of the wooden one he’d once used in mock fights to keep his anger in check. At least he wouldn’t find himself in a sword fight against a gun. They were useless now, except as clubs. Thomas had made sure of that, too.

			A lot of people knew about his role in teaching Thomas how to use magic. Some of them blamed James for that. Even Lizbet’s father hadn’t kept his feelings a secret, although Steven Moore wasn’t a threat unless he could figure out a way to glare a guy to death.

			But James wasn’t to blame. He knew he hadn’t done anything wrong. But that knowledge didn’t stop him from feeling guilty. Thomas had used old magic to place the magical veil around the earth, and James didn’t know anything about the magic of the old ones. The costs of using old magic were too high: the fae had stopped using it long before they were sent to the shadow world. Using it had cost Thomas his relationship with Tanji, his chance for a new beginning, and in the end, even his life. No, James knew he’d had nothing to do with what Thomas had done.

			At least with no electricity now, every troll on the internet couldn’t go viral with their theories about how he and Lizbet were to blame. For her sake, there were times he was glad the lines of communication had gone silent.

			He knew there were people who would be happy to hurt him or any of the fae or half-fae because of the veil. It had been impossible to keep secret what caused the bright blue plume of magic that had shot into the sky from the woods just outside town. And he didn’t want to think about the possibility that Freoric, the assassin who’d murdered Thomas after manipulating him into working the spell for the elves, might still be hiding in the woods somewhere. There was good reason for James to be relieved when it was only Gurrdenn who’d come through the window half an hour ago.

			He set down the tracker he’d been following as he approached the graveyard. He didn’t need it now. The ghoul hadn’t varied its course. When it was close enough, he’d locate it by smell: there’s no disguising a ghoul’s stink of rotten meat.

			He heard rustling in the brush and moved into a battle stance, one foot slightly ahead and his hands raised outward, ready to blast the ghoul with a fireball when it appeared.

			It was only Hamish, his green, plaid cap pulled down tight over the red hair that otherwise stuck up all over his head in the weird, gravity-defying way that afflicted gruagachs. James allowed himself to relax into a normal stance again.

			Hamish said, “Avenall’s on his way. Asked me to come ahead. He’s not quite got the hang of that wheely contraption Tanji taught him to ride. He should stick with dragons.”

			James put a finger to his lips to shush the gruagach and whispered, “Look, there’s a ghoul out there somewhere. Could you try not to attract its attention?”

			Hamish’s eyes went wide, and he whispered back. “Och, you’ll be needing Eamon. I’ll go and bring him. He’ll be of more use than I will.”

			“No, he won’t. He’d tell Lizbet. She’s already got too many worries. And you better not tell her, or Eamon, or anyone else, either.” He gave the gruagach a stern look to emphasize his point. “You can go ahead and take off. It’s not like I was expecting you. I only wanted Avenall.”

			The gruagach’s face crumpled. “Like I’d run away when there’s a battle to be fought! Who said I would? No, I’ll not hide from it.”

			James used his best commanding tone when he replied, “Whether you stay or go, promise me you won’t tell anyone about what’s happening here. I don’t want Lizzie or Tanji knowing. Tanj is all over the place about Thomas, and Lizbet has enough on her plate. I can handle a ghoul once in a while without you running to the queen.”

			“Well, right, ye know…about that promise…”

			“What’s your problem? Just do what you’re told!” James had stopped whispering. He was frustrated, and he knew he couldn’t afford to lose his focus now. He worked to dial his emotions back as the gruagach explained.

			“As an unbound gruagach, my first duty’s to my queen, isn’t it? I don’t think I could keep myself from tellin’ her, at least hintin’ around about it like. Ye know how I am.”

			“Be different, then.”

			“I can’t. Gruagachs, well…we serve, don’t we? Ye know that. It’s how we were made. Eamon gets all ‘I’m a free Gruagach’ and goes on about it to try to convince ye it’s true, but he’s still bound to the queen, ye ken? She’s many a time removed from Morgan as descendants go, but the blood tie is still there. He never stopped serving her. And if she goes, Eamon will serve her mother or her brother or her bairns, if she should have them.”

			“You can’t keep your mouth shut even to protect her?” James looked away through the gloom while he waited for Hamish’s answer. He couldn’t smell the ghoul yet, but it could be on them any moment. He turned back. “Well?”

			“It’s tricksy…” Hamish shrugged his small shoulders. “But if I was bound to ye and given that order, I’d have to obey it, would I not?”

			Avenall pushed a bicycle silently up to join them from behind Hamish, waiting until Hamish was done speaking to join in the hushed conversation. “The small one is asking you to bind him now? He was my noisy shadow all day, offering me his service. My mother says that gruagachs feel lost when they have no house to serve, but I have no heart for it. I have been too close to being a slave myself. I cannot do that to another creature.”

			“With my original master’s bloodline gone, either one of you would do.” Hamish looked each of them up and down as Avenall walked to James’s side, appraising them, then turned to James and said, “But being a gruagach bound to the house of the most powerful wizard in the world? The lad most likely to wed my own queen? Now, that would be quite somethin’. And I’d have to keep your secrets then, queen or no.” He winked, conspiratorial.

			James was glad no one could see his bright blush in the moonlight. Marry Lizbet? Someday. Maybe. He hoped. When they were both a lot older. When the world stopped being broken. If it ever did.

			He dropped his eyes to the ground, and they darted to the board he’d set down. The tracking glow showed the ghoul was close to the boundary of the graveyard now. They only had a few more minutes. There was so little time to decide.

			James threw his hands up. “I give in. What do I need to do to bind you?”

			Avenall answered for the gruagach, “It is simple, my friend. I watched my father bind a gruagach for one of his chiefs when I was young. I think humans have a ceremony for becoming blood brothers? It is much the same. I can witness the ritual, and I am sure I remember the binding words.”

			“Fine. Do it. We’ve got like two minutes before the ghoul is right up on us.”

			Avenall removed the knife from his belt. “I will need you to offer me the first finger of your right hand.”

			James held it up for him and winced as Avenall pierced the tip with his blade. A bright bead of blood welled up in the wound. James pointed the finger toward the ground so the droplets didn’t roll down its length. “It’s his turn now, right?”

			“Yes.” Avenall turned to the Gruagach. He spoke in the old tongue. James reached into Myrddin’s memories to understand it. “Take now, of your master’s blood,” is what it sounded like. There was some other gobbledygook, but he didn’t catch it because Hamish grabbed James’s finger and sucked on it hard.

			James instinctively tried to pull his hand back, but the gruagach was far too strong for him. When Hamish let go, there was a big smear of James’s blood across his thick lips. He whispered something as he touched his head to the ground at James’s feet. When he raised it again and smiled up at James, he said, “Master, all your secrets are now safe with me. I am bound by your blood to your bloodline.”

			James turned to Avenall, still wearing a startled and disgusted look on his face. “That was nothing like a human blood brother ritual, by the way.” He glanced back down at the gruagach, who was still smiling up, transfixed with joy. At least someone was having a good time.

			Then, the smell of rotting death filled his nostrils.

			Time to go.

			James turned toward the graveyard, inclining his head for the other two to follow. He said, “Let’s go kick some ghoulish butt.”

			*~*~*

			James moved cautiously into the graveyard. The others followed him, silent, each of them passing under the high brick arch at the entrance and starting down the asphalt road that wound its way through the site.

			A hot ball of anxiety fizzed in James’s chest. This ghoul wasn’t like other ghouls. That’s why he’d been tracking it since their first encounter. Myrddin had destroyed a couple of ghouls in his time, but those ghouls had been weak, mindless things. They were easy to dispatch with a mighty swipe of his staff to shatter their skulls and scatter what was left of their decaying brains. But the ghoul James had confronted on his last ghoul watch for Ron Ross’s Magical Pest Control Service was something different—a thinking creature with a goal. A ghoul who could speak.

			He remembered its chilling laughter and the words it said before it turned and left that last fresh grave, “I will see you again soon, wizard. And perhaps I will bring friends.”

			James shivered at the memory. No ghoul had ever spoken to Myrddin. There was nothing in his memories about that: the old man hadn’t known they could retain the power of speech.

			The stink of rotting flesh wafted on the breeze now, and as he scanned the gray expanse of trees, he saw movement at the edge of the graveyard, near Thomas’s newly dug grave. No matter what Thomas had done because the elves had manipulated him and taken advantage of his need to please them, he was still Myrddin’s grandson, and he had still been James’s friend before the elves whispered their poison in his ear. James wouldn’t let him be devoured.

			Time to light things up so the ghouls didn’t have the advantage.

			He raised his palms and closed his eyes, focusing on the magic. A bright ball of flame came to life above his hands, painting his closed lids pinky-red. In only a second, he had gathered all the magic he needed. He opened his eyes and flung his palms upwards. The fireball vaulted into the sky to hang there, thirty feet in the air, its intense burn lighting up the space below.

			Beneath the flickering light, two ghouls already scrabbled earth out of the hole where his friend’s body lay, their long claws loosening it before they scooped it out, dumped it onto a growing mound, and then mindlessly repeated the motion.

			The third, which stood to the side, raised his gaze from his companions and looked James directly in the eye. Its torn, dead mouth twisted into a smile.

		


		
			Chapter Two
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			Avenall moved to James’s side. “I have never fought a ghoul. How does one kill what is already dead?

			“Quickly,” James replied, grimacing at his own dark joke. “Go for the head. You have to destroy the brain. Even if you cut its head off, a ghoul’s body will keep coming for you until its brain is gone. And stay away from those claws. They’re like razors.”

			Avenall nodded. Hamish moved up to stand at James’s other side. As James took in the scene before him, his anger began to rise; he felt the hot flush at the back of his neck. He had to use the strength it gave him, but he also had to keep it under control. If he didn’t, he could make a deadly mistake.

			He said, “You guys take on the lesser ghouls who are doing the digging. We have to keep them from getting all the way down to the body. You know that when we dug it, we didn’t go as deep as we should have because we only had shovels instead of a digger. At the rate they’re going, they’re going to uncover his shroud soon.”

			James wished they hadn’t buried Thomas in the old tradition, even though that’s what Thomas would have wanted. A coffin instead of a burial shroud might have slowed the ghouls down at least a little.

			He barked out, “Go. We’re running out of time.”

			The others ran forward and James veered to the right, hoping to draw the higher ghoul away from the grave. It worked: the ghoul’s eyes tracked only James as they approached.

			James’s anger burned hotter and hotter as he went. A glance to the left told him Hamish had just tackled one of the animated bags of rotted flesh so that Avenall could neatly plunge his sword into the center of its forehead. The other ghoul reacted quickly, his claws stretching toward James’s friends.

			One ghoul down. James knew he had to turn his attention to his own foe and moved his eyes to look into the ruined face of the leader. He was already nauseated from the stink, but he was sure he’d vomit any minute if he had to keep looking at the thing’s milky eyes above a face that had chunks of graying skin torn away to expose the skull below.

			The ghoul cocked its head sideways. “Did you not learn your lesson last time, boy?”

			“Guess I didn’t.”

			A deep, dry laugh rumbled from the ghoul’s throat as it stepped toward him.

			James flung his right hand forward and released the fireball he’d been building there.

			The ghoul disappeared.

			The fireball sailed off to land and sizzle uselessly in the damp grass as the ghoul’s long, sharp nails slid against James’s throat from behind when it rematerialized at James’s back. It trapped him in place, pinning his arms uselessly his sides. The creature’s claws sliced through the thick fabric of his sweatshirt and bit lightly into his skin. James kept his lunch from coming back up using will alone and tried not to think about what it would be like to be eaten alive.

			“I could do it so easily, wizard. But my master says no. That is why you still live, but I will make sure he has his prize. You see?” The ghoul forced James to turn toward Thomas’s grave.

			Small Hamish was dragging the tall, unmoving Avenall from the graveside. The other ghoul still stood in the hole he’d dug, but he slashed out toward the elf’s long legs as they were drawn away. Hamish pulled them out of reach in time and disappeared from the ring of light into the darkness beyond.

			The ghoul lifted one filthy, blue-jean clad leg to clamber from the pit and follow, but the leader barked a command from behind James’s back. “Finish it!”

			Within minutes, Thomas’s shrouded body had been uncovered and lifted to the grass beside his grave.

			“Reveal him,” the ghoul who held James captive ordered next. The lower ghoul sliced through the shroud with his claws from top to bottom, ready to pull it away from the corpse inside.

			James pushed back at the angry red rage crawling up the back of his neck and breathed steady, calm breaths. If the ghoul let loose of his arms even momentarily to move toward Thomas’s body, he’d have only seconds to react and do what he needed to do. But wait a minute... was that sound what he thought it was?

			Maybe he’d have help.

			From the woods surrounding the graveyard, a high, keening cry from many mouths rose into the night. The ghoul turned, dragging James with him to face the noise. In the shadows at the edge of the fireball light, small figures moved toward them.

			Within seconds, at least twenty gnomes clambered up the ghoul’s body, biting and kicking, intent on carving out ghoul steaks. James broke free when the ghoul grabbed at his attackers and threw them aside, where they landed with thuds and then popped back up again to rejoin the fray.

			James turned and bolted toward Thomas’s grave. As he ran, Hamish circled the lower ghoul that stood over it.

			The gruagach’s form blurred as he kicked it into high gear. He tore the ghoul’s left arm off, then he slowed and jogged away with it, dragging it behind. The ghoul followed the grisly carrot as Hamish led him away, then turned to make a stand at the edge of the light.

			He tore the last of the flesh away and used the long arm bone as a weapon. The ghoul went down. Hamish moved in with his bone club raised above his head as the ghoul started to rise on the one arm he had left.

			James realized he’d been standing still and tore his eyes away from the battle. Hamish had it covered. He finished crossing the last fifty feet, crashing his thigh into a hard gravestone as he misjudged its location in his rush, but he barely felt it. He swallowed back his grief when he saw his friend’s uncovered body there, pale and bloated with death.

			He didn’t want to do it. He knew that Thomas had believed that his body would be needed in the afterlife. But James had no choice. He lifted his hands and lit them up with the fire of magic and fury: he sent fireball after fireball into the corpse until it burned with an intense white light. He squinted against it as even the bones burned away in the magical flame.

			A tear slid between his slitted lids and he blinked it away.

			The ghoul reappeared behind him and leaned into his ear. Its putrid breath made James gag.

			The ghoul whispered. “You are a fool. The boy would have lived again, lived as I do, to serve a god. But you? You will live to regret what you have done.”

			Then, the ghoul laid a hand on the medallion he wore around his neck and popped out of existence.

			Just like the ghoul’s ability to speak, James couldn’t put the disappearing and reappearing act together with what he knew about the creatures. Ghouls didn’t have magic to beam themselves up to the mother ship. Or was the thing some fae creature he didn’t know anything about? A ghoul but more than a ghoul?

			He scanned his surroundings, turning in a circle, to make sure it wasn’t a just a trick and the ghoul would reappear again. But no, it was gone.

			James would have to research it on the down low to figure out what he was facing. He wouldn’t want Lizbet to know why he was looking into ghouls with super powers. He wasn’t a good liar when it came right down to it. Or any kind of liar at all; at least, not to this point in his life. It was clear that Dark Day wasn’t done working its changes.

			Hamish rushed to him, the ghoul’s arm bone, denuded of flesh now, still grasped firmly in one hand. The rounded end was slick and dotted with flecks of what James was pretty sure was brain.

			He made a mental note not to ever make Hamish mad.

			The gruagach’s eyes were wide and pleading. “The lad’s not in a good way. He needs help.”

			James followed at a run when the gruagach—his bound gruagach, he reminded himself, took off toward the end of the lighted area where Avenall lay unmoving on the grass.

			“What happened to him?”

			“That dirty scunner bit him.”

			James took a deep breath. The ghoul’s magic would be spreading slowly through the elf’s system, trying to convert the living to the undead. But there was still time. It often took several days for a ghoul’s bite to complete its work. And that’s only if the ghoul didn’t decide to have you for breakfast first. He gave Hamish a list of things to fetch from his apartment and Hamish blasted off running like a short, ugly rocket to fetch what he’d been told to bring.

			James used his knife to cut away the elf’s vintage Pet Shop Boys t-shirt, a gift from Tanji, he knew, from her father’s closet, and moved his hands across the elf’s still frame, feeling for the magical infection. It was well contained in the area of the bite with only small tendrils heading toward his friend’s heart and head. He was sure he could draw it out before it spread much further when Hamish got back with the herbs and other ingredients he needed for the poultice.

			He’d have to help Avenall figure out a cover story to explain the missing t-shirt to Tanji when this was over. In fact, he’d probably have to be the one to tell it because Avenall would resist telling any kind of lie. But since Avenall had worn the gift every other day since she’d given it to him, Tanji was definitely going to ask about it.

			He settled back and waited for Hamish, hoping the lies he needed to tell would stop spreading like a ghoul’s poison.

			*~*~*

			James ground the herbs in the mortar and added oil from a blue-tinted bottle. He worked it all into a thick paste. Then, he cut a piece from Avenall’s ruined t-shirt, lay it on the grass, and spread the mixture across it.

			Hamish talked anxiously as James worked. The gruagach always got motor mouth after a conflict. From the way he talked, you’d think he was terrified of everything, and maybe he was. But the gruagach definitely had heart, and it was clear to James now whose side you wanted to be on in a fight. But you’d never know the little guy was a warrior from his nervous chatter.

			“You dinnae want to know anything about what happened with the second ghoul and that arm bone and all of that ugly business.” The gruagach’s shoulders moved forward as he shuddered and then continued. “No, you dinnae want to know…but that one there…” Hamish nodded toward Avenall. “He had no thought for his own safety. He saw the ghoul had grabbed me and was heading for my throat with those claws of his. I’m sure he knows beheading could do me in—it’s about the only thing that can, ye ken?” Hamish didn’t wait for an answer. “He went at it without a thought for himself. Couldn’t swing his sword for fear of catching me up in it, so he lurched at it with that short knife of his. The ghoul dropped me right quick to have at him.”

			Hamish covered his face and dropped his head into his hands. He shook his head slowly back and forth. “Terrible, it was, when its teeth found him. The lad fell as if he was already gone. I’d heard about ghouls, about their bite, but I’ve never encountered one in the flesh, so to speak. I don’t like graveyards much. No gruagach does.”

			James finished applying the poultice and removed his belt to tie it in place as Hamish talked. Fortunately, Avenall wasn’t much bigger than James, and the belt was long enough to hold the poultice tight around the elf’s middle, where the ghoul’s teeth had taken a chunk from his side.

			He sat back. He’d done all he could do for now. The salve would take time to do its work, but James was sure Avenall would be fine. It was all done but the waiting.

			Gurrdenn appeared at James’s side. “Elf okay?”

			James nodded and yawned. It was late, and he had to go to DC with Lizbet tomorrow to be with her while she presented the finalized plan to use fae magic to solve the power crisis, but there was nothing he could do about it. He wasn’t leaving Avenall’s side until they could get him safely home.

			“He’ll be fine. How about your guys? Anybody need healing?”

			“No
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    THE END



    





    ================



    





    Thank you, dear reader, for making it all the way through to the end! If you enjoyed the book, please consider signing up for the New Release Newsletter at http://www.jillnojack.com/notify/. You will be notified when I release a new book so that you don't miss the launch week "Friends and Family" special. I usually launch new books at a significantly reduced price, so signing up can save you money. Unfortunately, notifications from follows on Amazon or Bookbub are usually sent too late after the book is published to make sure you get the early launch price, so the newsletter is your best bet if you like a bargain.



    





    Queen of the Fae, Book Two in the Fae Unbound Series, is available now. You can purchase it on any of the Amazon stores. Access Queen of the Fae on Amazon.com or Amazon.co.uk now. (Sorry that I didn't put the links for all the other stores. There's a lot of them!)





    





    And, as always, you can contact me at jill@jillnojack.com. I would love to hear from you.
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