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  Introduction


Right as we were all coming out of COVID—a bad time for creatives everywhere—I started a year long project called The Great Challenge. It was to write a short story a week for a year. It was a roller coaster ride! Come up with an idea and launch. 
There was an anthology call asking for sword and sorcery short stories, so I used that as a basis to create these stories. I wanted to do a pair of older characters. Seems like everyone writes twenty somethings, and there is another world of people out there. So Blythe and Gray were born.
Campfire Terror's idea originated with two parts. The first happened when I was deployed to Desert Storm. I was working fuel point, which required me to go out to a tanker in the middle of the desert any time our tractor trailers arrived. My unit had set up a light over the tanker for night fueling. So I come out there at night, and it was a new moon, so the place was pitch black, except for the glow of the light over the tanker. Made me feel very isolated. The second was a campfire class I took from Arlington County. The class was only for women, because the guys tend to take over and do it for the women. We wanted to learn how to build one. It was an amazing experience for me and the woman I was paired with when the fire caught.
For Cave of Doom, monsters in caves was the inspiration. Sometimes a monster is just a fun thing to write about. You'll catch some of my military experience coming in when Gray bangs his sword on the cave walls. That always happened with my rifle.
Hawk's Landing was inspired by my visits to Morro Bay, California when I was growing up. We usually went there in July for the holiday, and fog was common. I'd wake up to the moaning of the foghorn and not be able to see past a few feet. I always liked the fog, but a friend found it terrifying!
King's Port Clash was inspired by my weekly trips to the farmer's market in Old Town Alexandria. In the 1700s, it was a shipping port complete with a tavern. I've used it many times for settings, and it was fun thinking of a monster that might have sneaked ashore from a ship.
The final story was a chance inspiration. I was watching Science Channel—one of those shows where they investigate something strange, get to the end, and find nothing. In the middle of it though was a fun fact: There was a map showing a shipwreck on land! I later visited a tall ship in Alexandria and was shocked at the narrow spaces, so that shows up here also.
It was a lot of fun writing adventures for these characters. I hope you enjoy them!
Linda Adams
May 24, 2026







  
  Campfire Terror


Blythe Wayne found it invigorating to build a campfire in the crisp, chilly fall air. She loved touching the logs given by the trees. Anything from the earth that always made her magic tingle with pleasure. The fragrant wood smoke made her inhale deep, savoring the warmth that came with it. 
A sharp snap came from the nearby wood line.
Instinctively, she reached back with her magic to the collection of spells woven into the lining of her woolen cloak.
“Gray?” she called.
Only a slice of scarlet was on the horizon, the night consuming the rest of the day. No moon tonight, so all she could see outside the firelight were the dim shadows of the oaks and hickories.
Her husband didn’t answer.
She tried not to worry, though it fluttered into her thoughts anyway. Gray was a former swordmaster and swordmaster instructor, now retired. There was very little that could get past him.
Still…
A prickle of unease settled between her shoulders. Nagged at her.
It was the trees, and how the night deepened their shadows, made it seem like something lurked. The lack of travelers on the road, too, the chill making them stay indoors.
Her gaze drifted to the orphaned pack stuck under the rude lean-to that counted as shelter. It had been here when she and Gray had arrived at the Wayfarer’s Campsite. Since these campsites dotted the King’s Highway, it was common to share fire and food with other travelers. By law, these spots were neutral territory.
“Where are you?” she murmured.
Odd that the traveler was gone. He was probably hunting for his meal. After a moment, she realized her magic was still curled around a fireball spell in her cloak.
“Blythe.” Gray’s voice came out of the darkness. “Have a visitor.”
Boots crunched in the dry fall leaves.
She pushed aside her uneasiness, bringing up a smile she didn’t feel. Gray stepped into the firelight, his approach canted so that the sword buckled on his belt was hidden. He’d done it for so long, as to not frighten people, that she doubted he was even aware of it. His face had a ready smile for her, his eyes glowing in the firelight.
Tossed over his shoulder was the flour sack he’d used to pick up more kindling. Still, the bag hung limply, only a third full. The problem with having a designated campsite like this was all the kindling got picked over.
“Look what I found,” he said.
A rangy fellow stepped into the ring of light. He had a neatly trimmed red beard and hair the color of coffee. He wore the uniform of Eagle Soldier, a muted blue wool jacket and trousers.
“Torin, ma’am,” he said, tipping his broad-brimmed at to her.
“Where’s your glider?” Blythe asked.
The Eagle Soldiers were brave men and women who watched the kingdom from the skies and alerted the Royal Guard when there was trouble. Both Blythe and Gray had worked with them to track down the monsters left from a war when they were children. The enemy had done horrific experiments, trying to blend human beings with creatures.
“A clearing about a mile away,” Torin said. “I saw your fire.”
Blythe frowned. “Then the pack’s not yours?”
“I scouted pretty far,” Gray said. “No one out there…anywhere.”
“How odd,” Blythe murmured.
“Must have forgotten it,” Gray said.
“He’ll be back soon enough, I daresay,” Torin said, nodding in agreement. “Where are you headed?”
“Home.” Blythe’s heart warmed at the thought. She looked forward to being in her house, in her bed, with her husband.
Gray’s face lit up with a smile. He kissed her cheek, his eyes reflecting the firelight. She brushed her fingers over her skin with a sigh. His smell was better than a campfire.
The two men sat down in front of the fire. Blythe passed around a canteen and a pouch of trail rations—dried dates, nuts, seeds, and salt.
“No horses?” Torin as companionably.
“We weren’t far, so we walked,” Gray said. “My sister’s daughter had a baby.”.
“What were you looking for out here, Torin?” Blythe said.
“Poachers,” Torin said. “Lots of thefts of small animals from the farmers. The chief of this region’s been feuding with his neighbor over the boundary line. Some idiot based it on the Snake River, and it changed course during that big storm.”
“What’s the prince doing about it?” Gray asked.
Prince Chalfont was responsible for ousting Blythe and Gray. He’d never liked them, or the power their years of experience gave them. When the king become bedridden with illness, Chalfont took control, ‘cleaning out the riff-raff.’ Blythe and Gray knew they were high on the list. As soon as they heard the rumors, they got out. Neither trusted Chalfont.
Torin snorted. “Not much. He told the Eagle Master to just have someone fly over so he could get the chief off his back.” His lips drew into a grimace. “He’s not the one who has to talk to the chief.”
Blythe dug into the trail rations bag. The dates were sticky and sweet and the nuts wonderfully crunchy. She gave a small nod to Gray. He reached over and squeezed her hand.
“You can tell the chief we work for hire,” he said. “We can stay an extra night—”
“No taverns,” Blythe said firmly.
Most taverns didn’t have private rooms. She and Gray always ended up separated. The men had individual beds, the women usually had one bed between them. Blythe always ended up with an elbow poker or someone in dire need of a bath.
Gray’s eyes glinted with merriment. “I’m sure the tavern owner will thank you. She blew up the last one.”
She threw a date at him. “Only because I was trying to hit a monster.” He caught the date and ate it.
Suddenly, it felt like Blythe was onboard a ship in a rolling sea. The very air around her lurched in one direction and then back. She tasted magic, a lot of it, enough that her stomach gurgled around the trail rations she’d just eaten. The magic seemed…angry.
Gray was on his feet, sword out. Torin was a second behind him.
Blythe reached for the fireball spell from her cloak. She was relieved her instincts were working well because she wasn’t sure she could have conjured anything defensive when the world had rolled.
The three scanned the tree line all around the campfire. Gray had trained Blythe long ago to look for shapes that didn’t fit the forest and movement.
Nothing moved now.
“What was that?” Torin hissed.
“What do you think, Blythe?” Gray asked, softly.
He never took his eyes off the woods.
In her years as a palace sorceress, Blythe had seen many monsters made from magic. She’d always thought there would be a point where she would stop running into new things, and so far it hadn’t happened. Then, there weren’t any records of what the enemy from the war had done in their experiments.
“Not human,” she said. “It felt like pure energy. Doesn’t like the light, though.”
She glanced at the abandoned pack, the cold in her belly icing over. Maybe he hadn’t just gone off. Maybe he’d run into whatever this was.
“How were the animals killed?” she asked.
Torin shook his head. “Gone the next day. No trace of anything.”
She glanced at the abandoned backpack. “Just like the traveler.”
Very likely, the monster had been snatching travelers as well. Family members never returning home would be attributed to bandits. The monster might very well have been preying on travelers for years.
“The animal killings are recent?” she asked.
Torin nodded. “Since the big storm.”
Blythe gazed up at the sky thoughtfully. With the air clear and crisp, the stars stood out against the blackness. They were fully into fall now, the leaves not yet gone from the trees, but the cold dipping into freezing. Farmers would keep their animals inside to stay warm. People would decide to limit their travel.
“It’s the weather,” she said. “The monster is starving.”
She stared at the orange flames flickering in the breeze.
Her words hollowed out in her throat. “I don’t think even the light from the fire will keep us safe.”

      ***The monster made no secret of its presence outside their campfire.
Seated on a large log, Blythe watched the stand of trees. She heard the monster, its feet whispering through the fallen leaves. The sound made her think it was small. Squirrels in the leaves sounded different from deer.
But her gut said it was a lot bigger.
Gray stared at the woods as if he could make it appear. “How can we not see it moving?”
In the fading firelight, Blythe saw a sheen of sweat on Gray’s brow. His hands gripped the sword a little tighter.
Torin paced, his steps quick and short, every muscle tight.
The campfire ebbed.
Heat still swelled from the flames, but they were dying. All the kindling was gone, eaten up by the greedy flames. Blythe took the contents of the abandoned pack and fed them into the fire, her hands shaking.
They would survive, she kept telling herself. She and Gray had seen so many monsters during their years on the road. They’d survived.
But somehow, staying in a tavern getting elbowed by another woman now seemed better than being out here. They only had the protection of a campfire.
Gray eyed the flames. “No matter what, we stay put. This is our defensive position.”
Was that for her?
Torin’s eyes flashed in the firelight. “We’d be better finding a rock formation or a cave.”
“And it would hunt us down,” Blythe said. “There’s been no stories from anyone about this monster. No survivors.”
An unearthly screech slashed through the sky.
Blythe caught the shifting of air.
“Attack!” she yelled.
Gray spun, sword up. The distraction with Torin cost him valuable seconds.
Torin closed the distance to join him. Stumbled over a log, fell.
Blythe tapped her magic, yanked a fireball spell from her cloak. Aimed at the shifting air. The orange fireball spun away from her fingers.
The air blurred. Her fireball slammed into a hickory tree.
Wood

      ***
      ***
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