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Description





Adevastating plague, the missing cure, and a healer who didn’t plan for love… 

I’m Faelynn, a healer and servant of the fae God. I’d sworn off every fae male who set his sights on me … until him. Dreythis was … unexpected. He has the answers to the questions I face, and resisting his pull on our journey will be no easy feat.

The fae in my city are sick with a mysterious plague, and my healer magic has done little to help. With so many dying, I never expected that crossing paths with this fae warrior would lead me to the cure. But will solving one problem only bring me to another?

And what sort of ancient power have we stumbled upon that should have stayed buried?

A Whisper of Secrets and Ashes by Jada McCrary is the first in a thrilling new series set in the same world as both the Fae-blessed and Wicked Fae series. While this is a novelette, the rest of the series will be full-length books.
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Dedication


























To those who found romance in unexpected places.











  
  

Chapter one
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Faelynn





‘Some sicknesses cannot be cured by magic.’ 

The words are preposterous. Anything can be cured by magic. I have no idea what he’s saying, but my master is never wrong. In this case, however, I have my doubts.

“What do you mean, my lord?” I ask aloud. He isn’t with me, but I know he hears every word.

Yet he doesn’t respond to the question. Huffing out a breath of frustration, I turn back to my patient. As a healer, it is my duty to heal the sick and wounded—something that has become far too prevalent of late. 

The unknown plague that dozens have fallen victim to in the last week has already claimed the lives of three fae, and this one is close to following. His face has taken on a sickly pallor, his skin clammy, and his breathing hardly strong enough to sustain him.

“Think, Faelynn,” I mutter to myself. “There has to be a way.”

“Are you talking to yourself again?” my sister asks, a knowing grin on her face. 

I turn toward her, smirking. “It’s only talking to yourself if you answer yourself. I’m not at that point yet, Kaelynn.”

“If you say so.” She shrugs, setting down the parcels she was carrying.

“More post?” I arch a brow.

“It’s the usual. They all want you to help heal one relative or another. Except this one.” She taps on a small package near the edge of the pile. “This one is from Cambric.”

“Ugh, that brute. Doesn’t he understand that most healers prefer not to marry in order to devote their time to God?” I scowl. 

“You can’t keep avoiding him. Sooner or later, you need to tell him you’re not interested,” Kaelynn says.

“You know I hate confrontation, Kae,” I mutter, picking up a mortar and pestle and adding some ingredients. “Now, I need to mix a tincture for Lord Maphis. He’s due for his next dose, and after that, I need to drop it off, along with these three other deliveries. Do you have time to help?”

“Normally, I would, but they need my help at the bakery this afternoon.” My sister offers an apologetic smile.

“Here. You can at least take this one to the tailor’s shop next door on your way,” I tell her, shoving a small bundle into her arms and not giving her room to object.

Kaelynn rolls her eyes at me, but amusement dances in them as she says, “Fine.”

Our parents had us only ten years apart, so we’ve always been quite close. While she’s had many hobbies and interests over the last two centuries, I’ve always strongly felt the call toward service to the fae God.

Our kind are monotheistic, and those who serve him gain access to strong healing powers and other magics not typically possible. But in order to do so, they must live a chaste lifestyle. This doesn’t mean they can’t marry, but many of us choose not to because we don’t want the distractions a mate would bring.

Kaelynn has no such qualms. Just as she’s gone from job to job, she’s hopped from male to male, sampling them to see if they’d make a suitable mate but never truly settling down with one. I, however, can’t be bothered with the fae who pursue me. There are just too many sick for me to consider getting distracted from work.

Even more so now, with this unknown illness spreading through the city. The worst part is how quickly symptoms progress. First, fae experience a fever, then paranoia, and eventually, they stop eating until they waste away. It’s not as easy to see the signs in the beginning stages because the fever could be a result of any number of things. But when the paranoia sets in, it’s obvious. It’s also too late to do anything.

I haven’t been able to figure out how to slow the progression, and nothing has been able to cure it. Normally, it’s as simple as taking my bottle of blessed oil, anointing my patient, and praying over them, then they’re healed. But that hasn’t worked once with this plague.

“I told you, some illnesses can’t be cured by magic,” my master repeats in my head.

“But how can that be?” I ask aloud.

“Okay, I’m going to leave, so you can have whatever conversation it is you’re having,” Kaelynn announces. She’s not a healer, so God doesn’t speak to her like he does with me. With a wave, she exits, and I turn back to my tincture. 

“Some illnesses require unique means to restore someone to wholeness,” my master says. “This one hasn’t been seen for several thousand years, but in this case, I’ve already created a cure. Go to the foothills of the Northern Mountains at dawn, and listen for the sound of screaming.”

Well, that’s not ominous at all….

“Yes, my lord.”

I finish making the tincture, my thoughts brimming with questions, but I don’t voice them. My religion is all about trust and obedience, not doubts. We serve him because he’s proven he loves us all, and he would never lead me into a situation that would cause undue harm to befall me.

So, pushing down the doubts and questions, I bottle my tincture for Lord Maphis, put it in a basket with the rest of my parcels, and head out the door.
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