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Book Description

A mysterious boat wrecked on a lakeshore hides secrets.

An obsessed man, determined to destroy the boat.

What lurks behind the mystery? Amanda Wheeler races to find answers before obsession turns deadly.

A twisted science fiction tale from Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention awardee Linda Maye Adams.

 


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

Mask Pretty: Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention

Teddy Bear Man: Writers of the Future Silver Honorable Mention

A Ticket to a Spaceship: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention.

Family Places: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Vagabond of Blood: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Map-Mage: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

Watcher Ghost: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention

A Quartet of Clowns: Writers of the Future Honorable Mention


 

LAKE OF WHISPERS

LINDA MAYE ADAMS


Copyright Page

LAKE OF WHISPERS
Copyright ©2020 by LINDA MAYE ADAMS

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the express written permission of the copyright holder, except where permitted by law. This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination, or, if real, used fictitiously.

Cover artwork and design by Linda Adams, Graphics Designer
Image created by Grandfailure | IStock Photos

Published by
Turquoise Sunset Publishing

LAKE OF WHISPERS / LINDA MAYE ADAMS — 1st ed.

Version_2

License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only and may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


Free Fiction

Get the free short story “Superhero Convention”

Dice Ford: "No one's calling me a food!"

and discover other titles at:

https://lindamayeadams.com

 


Lake of Whispers

When I went to the hospital to visit my great-aunt Rosie Wheeler, I expected her to be worried about Thatch. That’s her dog, left behind when she broke her foot on the decaying steps to the lakeshore.

Instead, she was worried about the eyesore of the town: the derelict houseboat. Well, not really a houseboat. It was a cottage on a barge. Lot of local tales about it. You know, glowed at night, haunted by the last owner, inhabited by shadow people, and crime scene for a murder.

“Amanda, take Thatch with you,” she insisted, her voice raspy. “He’ll need the walk.”

So, leash in hand, and black lab on my right, I walked down to the lakeshore the next morning, a concert of birds over my head. A developer had bought most of the homes around the lake over the last few years. Except for Rosie’s. She’d turned him down.

It was a big patch of land with a two-bedroom house set on a nice hill. Could watch the sun rise over the lake from a rocking chair on the porch and listen to the lake whisper to the breezes. The hill sloped down to the lakeshore, going to steps where it was steep, and then to a beach I’d played on as a child.

A shiver blew over me with the gust of wind, my sun-gold hair cutting across my face. A memory stirred with the wind. I’d been out here, when I was eight, collecting lake snail shells. And I’d felt something watching me from the derelict barge. I’d glanced up, and there’d been a face in one of the windows. Then it was gone.

Childhood imagination, I told myself.

But the same feeling now made my skin prickle.

Thatch walked ahead of me, his pace brisk and eager, his dog tags a steady jingle. A neon green tennis ball was parked in his mouth.

“I hope you don’t expect miracles,” I said. “I’m terrible at throwing.”

Early fall left the trees just starting to change color. The silver maples had gone a deep, rusty red and a witch hazel was a cheerful sunny yellow. The air was chilly enough that I needed a light jacket over my blouse and capris.

I’d missed this, I realized as I inhaled the fall-scented air.

I used to visit here every summer. The derelict barge had been here then, been there for as long as I could remember. No one bothered with it much.

Until Charles Donovan bought up the land across the way to build a resort. He demanded that the “eyesore” be hauled away, that it was ruining his property values. Rosie refused.

“My land, my boat,” Rosie’d say.

Big fights erupted in the monthly town meetings, fueled by Charles. Some folks thought she was ruining the town’s chances of making money. Much more thought she must be addled with age. Some of those were my family.

Thatch and I reached the steps. Stone ones set in the ground long ago, now broken and crumbling. One rocked under my Nikes. I’d see if I could get someone out here to fix these. Maybe add a wood railing, too. A movie based on one of my true crime books had given me a nice pot of money. Be good to do something like this for Rosie. She’d been the one that encouraged me to write.

The whispers of the waves faded as my feet touched the sand.

“What do you think?” I asked Thatch. “Shall we check the boat?”

Thatch gazed up at me with liquid amber eyes and wagged his tail. He adjusted his teeth’s grip on the ball.

The abandoned vessel was a house that sat on a barge made for it. I’d researched it last night, after my visit with Rosie. Originally, the owner of the house had been kicked off his land by the county. Being a house mover, he put the house on the barge and just floated the whole thing across the lake. The county hadn’t been amused and he and the barge were knotted up in red tape until he died intestate a year later. No one had wanted to deal with the orphaned barge, so it floated around until a storm shoved it ashore here.

The barge creaked and groaned as the current pushed against it. Yes, the white paint was dingy and peeling, but the barge appeared sound enough to go aboard. The barge was wide enough for the cottage to create a wrap-around porch. A set of wooden stairs nestled into the sand led up to the porch and a pair of anorak chairs.

Strange. Did Rosie come down and sit on the barge?

The house on the barge was one of those cottages everyone imagines should have a picket fence out front and a butterfly garden. One full story and another half of one under a steeply pitched roof. White, of course—would any cottage not be white?—shutters once a deep blue and now fading in the sun. Surprisingly well-cared for, despite being abandoned.

“I’m surprised no one’s vandalized it,” I said.

As an answer, Thatch set to scratching an itch behind his ear with a vigorous foot strum.

I felt a smile coming on. “Then she has you.”

And the rifle in the house up the hill.

Thatch stood, pulling on the leash, tail doing an eager wag.

“You want to go onboard, Thatch?” I asked, puzzled.

Thatch panted and gave me a doggie grin. Then his ears tensed and he turned back towards the house, barked, a mighty warrior guarding the property.

We had a visitor.

#

The car parked rudely next to Rosie’s house was sleek, black paint, expensive. The man that emerged from the driver’s seat was equally sleek in his black suit, also expensive. Hair a greasy
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