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Book Description

Trouble is brewing between cantankerous Royal Mage Tallis and a demanding woman accompanying his party.

As tensions rise, Tallis discovers something more sinister—ships in a remote cove, portending an attack.

With time running out, Tallis must get answers now.

A chilling fantasy tale about a growing danger that threatens everything.


Praise for Linda Maye Adams

“Linda Maye Adams’s especially delightful ‘Alien Pizza’ features friendly aliens so enamored with low-budget monster movies that they make one of their own.”–Publisher’s Weekly
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Spooner’s Cove

The hat was, of course, ghastly. Who wore a rose pink hat—shaped like a dinner plate with a bowl upended on it—in the middle of the Great Forest? And all that perfume?

Tallis slowed his horse further, his two primary guards dropping back with him. Up ahead, the wagon bounced and banged, and up and down went that pink hat, along with the woman under it. Maryweld. She’d insisted on accompanying them back to the palace so she could speak with the queen.

Instead of being back in his bed now, Tallis was still stuck on the trail. His trip had plodded to nearly four days. Probably longer now, with the clouds deepening to gray, the promise of a storm. This time of the year it might be fierce and the air had a strange feel to it, like they were riding into the grayness.

Almost in answer, the wind coming from the ocean below snapped at him, trying to seize his broad-brimmed hat. He pressed down on it, angling away from the wind’s chill.

“Magic person! Magic person!”

A dainty white handkerchief waved from the wagon like a signaling flag.

Sergeant Wakefield, riding to Tallis’ left, gave a long-suffering sigh. Wakefield’s face reminded Tallis of a draught claiming the land, etching lines deep. But the eyes, as dark as old whiskey, were still sharp and took in even what Tallis didn’t notice.

“We may yet survive the trip,” Wakefield said.

“That’s debatable,” Tallis said waspishly.

“Make a fire, Magic Person,” Maryweld directed from the wagon. “It’s cold.”

Tallis’s fingers tightened on the reins. It was still early enough in the fall that the weather was nice for travel. He’d been seeing a good show of the leaves as they burst into fiery reds, golden years, and warm oranges. On this stretch of the Royal Highway, there must have been a draught. The colors were poor, faded.

A wind gusted, making the leaves whisper and sigh. His magic, always eager to explore, told him the wind came from the ocean, a mile away.

“I’m not that kind of mage,” he said, trying to hide his distaste.

Magic person indeed!

“Turn off the wind, then,” Maryweld directed.

“I’m not a weather mage either,” Tallis said. He had told her what his magic was. Had she even listened?

“Not a very good mage then,” she said with a sniff. “You can’t do anything.”

Wakefield all but rolled his eyes. “To a Royal Mage.”

Tallis sighed, the weight of his memories shifting. The people liked seeing their magic visible, seeing the tricks that would impress them. Even when he was a child, no one thought much of him.

Who needs a map-mage? they said. You can’t do anything with it.

He glanced at Wakefield. “Let’s try changing our direction to get out of the wind.”

Wakefield took the reins while Tallis dropped into his magic, letting the gentle rhythm of the horse’s movement relax him. His magic swirled up inside him, eager to play. He smiled, his irritation cooling.

Maps were expensive, more expensive than that pink dye for the silly hat. They took a long time to make by hand, helped decide battles, determine trade routes, and identify boundaries. But Tallis could map miles away and even underwater in a few hours with his magic. 

He was coming back from a boundary dispute between two chiefs. That was settled, but they were still fighting because they wanted to fight.

Tallis had mapped this area before, his magic touching the familiar remains of a ranch house on a plateau below. Only a crumbling stone foundation left now, the owner long dead. His name had been Spooner, and the cove below was named after him. Tallis’ magic traced the rocky cliffs, the crescent of the cove, the cave open out to the sea.

Wasn’t there a road along the cliffs? The King’s Highway hadn’t existed then, so Spooner would have used that to go into town.

The magic found it, wiggling along the pockmarked dirt, plants crowding in close. Tallis teased out the magic, determining if the road was safe. Out of the worst of the wind, but no one had traveled the road in some time.

The wind gusted again, sweeping away the ghastly perfume. The smell of old, damp wood and the tang of metal replaced it.

His heart dropped.

“Stop!” he bellowed.

Swords slid free of saddle scabbards. No sound, except for Maryweld.

Too loud, she said, “Why are we stopping?”

“Because there’s a ship in the cove,” Tallis said.

And his magic hadn’t seen it.

#

They left the horses and wagon on the road with the driver. Tallis wanted Maryweld to stay with the wagon, but she insisted on coming along with him and his two primary guards, flouncing down the narrow path to the cove in her long dress and petticoats.

“Can’t you do something about the plants, magic person?” she said as she untangled her skirt from a bramble.

“Not that kind of mage,” Tallis said. “And my name is Tallis, not magic person. I’d appreciate it if you would use it.”

He was tempted to come up with a nickname for her, but the taste of that didn’t sit well with him. In his early years, he’d done that, just once, and the insult had turned into a weed, sprouting up every time he needed something.

“Tallis is not a magic name,” Maryweld informed him.

“It’s my name,” Tallis said.

He navigated around a giant tree that decided it wanted to spread its roots across the path. The bark had been rended off the other side of the tree, resembling melting wax.

“Do all mages change their names?” Wakefield asked.

“Only the ones claiming to be an expert,” Tallis said.

Usually arrogant, professing they knew everything. He’d
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