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Book Description

A journey to a family wedding turns deadly for retired sorceress Blythe Wayne and her swordmaster husband Gray.

The town, empty and abandoned. And some... thing awaits.

Something monstrous, and with murderous intent.

Facing insurmountable odds, Blythe must find a way to kill the monster before it kills them all.

An action-packed sword and sorcery tale that will have you turning pages!


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

Magic of Her Heart, Writers of the Future Honorable Mention.

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


 

KING’S PORT CLASH

LINDA MAYE ADAMS


King’s Port Clash

Sometimes it grew tiresome being the one her family always sent to distant obligations. They never knew what to do with Blythe, the only sorceress in their line, and the only one kicked out of the palace by the prince for that magic.

The wind gusted, driving loose strands of Blythe Wayne’s graying hair across her face. She and her husband Gray had to dismount their horses a mile back when the road opened up, fearing they would be blown right out of the saddles. This storm had galloped in like a terrified horse barely after dawn. The road would be little better than a mud pit once the rain started. Thank goodness they weren’t far from King’s Port.

Her horse nipped at her woolen cloak from behind, pulling it off, exposing her instantly to the chill.

“Mischief,” she said sternly.

Laughing, Gray stopped to tug the cloak free. His bay horse gave Mischief an annoyed expression as if to say, You’re keeping me from the warm stable.

Blythe resettled the purloined cloak over her shoulders, automatically checking the preset spells covering the inside lining.

Gray waggled a finger at the horse. “Behave.”

Her heart warmed at the cheerful smile that made his amber eyes shine. That smile had never changed, not since he’d started out working at the palace as a swordmaster. She’d been charmed at his svelte form and how, when he looked at her, it was only for her. He was no longer svelte, and his brown hair was threaded with gray, but he always looked at her the same way.

Mischief shook his head. Blythe hoped he wasn’t disagreeing with Gray.

“C’mon, you two,” Gray said. “Let’s get you to a warm stable.”

Anything would be warmer than being in this wind. The wind gusted again, spraying them both with fine sand and small pebbles. Blythe turned her back to it. 

For a fleeting moment, she caught the smell of something rotting. A shiver wormed into her shoulder blades.

She scanned the tree line that crowded against the road. The maples, beeches, and hickories were showing off their vibrant fall colors of scarlets, oranges, and bronze yellows. The wind keened again, sweeping its fingers through the leaves, the rustle building like a wave coming to shore.

“Something wrong?” Gray asked softly, his hand resting on the hilt of his sword.

She shook off the feeling. “Must be the weather.”

Gray pushed back his broad-brimmed hat to squint at the knotted storm clouds hiding the morning sun. “We’ll be staying at least a few nights, I’d daresay.”

Blythe shuddered. “Not another tavern.”

She was tired of getting elbowed in the face by other women she was forced to sleep with. She and Gray could afford better with their earnings from their time in the palace. Most towns didn’t have better.

“Maybe your cousin will let us stay at his house,” Gray said.

“That’s even worse,” she said. “It’s bad enough I have to go to the wedding.”

She could already hear her cousins nattering about her “improper clothing.” Women were supposed to travel properly attired. That meant a traveling dress, in the latest prints, of course, and shoes that Mischief would immediately see as an opportunity to live up to his name. Not the cotton trousers and homespun shirt she wore to travel, and sturdy, scuffed boots.

Gray grinned at her, his molten brown eyes dancing. “We’ll stop at the sorcerer’s shop so you can collect stories.”

That drew a smile to Blythe’s face. It was like being a child going to a candy shop.

“And then we can visit the armory,” she said. His candy shop.

Gray squeezed her hand, a warm, firm grip. The contact made him drift a little closer to her and adjusted it without thinking, a little further apart, so he didn’t bang her thigh with his sword. Blythe had seen him do that for years, and it still fascinated her. If he walked up to anyone, he adjusted the angle of his approach so the sword wasn’t as obvious.

Then the feeling she’d had a moment ago returned with a punch. Her breakfast curdled in her belly.

Gray pulled his sword clear, steel sliding on leather. 

A man in fighting leathers emerged from the tree line up head, his boots crunching on the road. A tangle of chestnut hair fell across his forehead, partially covering his green eyes. A steel blade hung from his sword belt.

“State your business,” Gray called.

“No need to get fussy,” the man answered. “The palace sent me.”

“Where’s your sorcerer?” Blythe said.

“Don’t need one,” the man said.

“A baby swordmaster,” Blythe murmured.

“An idiot swordmaster,” muttered Gray as he sheathed his blade. “Chalfont doesn’t know a swordmaster from his—”

“Hush,” Blythe said. 

The baby swordmaster certainly didn’t need to hear them bad-mouthing the prince. He strutted towards them, fingers tucked into his sword belt. He thrust out his hip, showing off the deadly blade.

It was all Blythe could do not to roll her eyes. Instead, she smiled. 

“I’m Blythe,” she said. “This is Gray.”

“Kaine,” the baby swordmaster said.

Gray gave a small shake of his head. So not anyone he’d even heard of. Kaine must have come in after Gray left.

“That’s a fancy blade,” Kaine said, his eyes lingering on the hilt of Gray’s sword. “Can you handle it?”

Blythe felt Gray bristling. She laid a hand on his forearm, tension thrumming under his skin.

“I used to be a swordmaster at the palace,” Gray said. At least he was civil.

“Must have been a long time ago,” Kaine said.

That was his youth talking. Blythe had her share of doing that during her early days on the road. The baby swordmaster would learn, probably painfully.

“Why are you here?” she asked.

“Eagle Soldier said King’s Port looked abandoned,” Kaine said.

The baby swordmaster seemed almost bored, like he expected the report to be a prank. But both Blythe and Gray had worked with Eagle Solders before. They were brave soldiers who used gliders to soar over the land, spotting trouble from above. 

A whole town abandoned?

The thought soured in her mouth.

Unasked, she went to her saddlebag to retrieve a rectangle of canvas. While Gray laid it on the ground with stones on the corners to keep it from blowing away, she reached into a small leather drawstring back, her fingers searching for the right tingle of magic. It was not actually a stone, but a piece of brown glass smoothed and polished by the river’s current. 

Kaine watched, fidgeting from one foot to another. Even Mischief had better manners. But it wasn’t her job to school him. That should have been taken care of during his training.

She kneeled in the grass. Murmuring a single word, she activated the magic in the stone and passed it over the blank canvas. Bit by bit, an image began to appear. It showed King’s Port, with its one main street rolling downhill to the Great River. Two ships were moored at the waterfront.

“What kind of magic do you have?” Kaine asked, his eyes glinting with curiosity. “

“I’m a jack of all trades,” Blythe said, not using her sorceress nickname, Story Collector.

Gray studied the map. “Think something came off one of the ships?”

Blythe nodded. “Yeah.”

Anger tightened in her chest, her hands curling into fists, her magic flaring. The baby swordmaster stared at her, his eyes widening under the messy hair.

Gray’s tone was mild. “Blythe, you’re glowing.”

She swallowed, picturing a sowbug rolling into a ball, pulling her magic back inside, settling her anger.

Kaine cleared his throat. “Some… thing?”

It sounded like it took a lot of effort for him to get that out. Hadn’t he ever been near a powerful sorcerer? That was one of the first lessons for all new swordmasters.

“When we were both children, there was war,” Gray said, his voice so quiet that it was as potent as a spell. “The other side experimented with magic.”

Blythe felt the cold threading through her from all that she had seen. “Horrible, twisted experiments. They turned people into monsters.”

#

.The entire length of King’s Port ran a thousand yards, ending at the waterfront. Wagons had been abandoned in the cobblestone street, bags of grain and potatoes spilled out on the plank sidewalks. Wood buildings were jammed together on each side of the street. A sign advertising a barber had torn loose of one of its hinges, a deep gouge carved into it. 

Too still.

Blythe felt a coldness pooling in her belly. Gray had his sword out, his muscles loose, ready. Kaine’s muscles looked so brittle that if the wind blew too
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