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Book Description

Sometimes the past makes it hard to see the truth, especially about a friend.

A deathbed promise to a friend leads sorceress Blythe Wayne and her swordmaster husband, Gray, to a lost temple.

But hidden danger lurks within, and Blythe must make a desperate last stand.

An exciting tale of action and adventure to keep you turning pages.
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Temple Terror

The temple stood like a king on the top of the hill, the winter dawn painting the sandstone blood-red. Though lost to time for nearly a century, it still looked like the god might walk inside to watch one of the ceremonies.

Sorceress Blythe Wayne stood at the foot of the wide steps, her breath puffing out in a cloud. The air was too cold for exploring, but her husband had to fulfill a deathbed promise.

She glanced back at him, feeling the familiar pang of worry she’d hidden.

Gray finished tethering their horses under the shelter of a large oak branch. He seemed less sure of routine movements, banging his thigh with his sheathed sword and dropping a leather glove. As he bent to pick it up, Blythe’s horse, Mischief snatched his broad-brimmed hat off his head.

He put a hand to his graying hair, shaggy from long days on the trail. “Mischief!”

The brown horse showed him yellow teeth in a grin, swinging his head back and forth. Mischief’s version of an evil cackle.

Today, Gray’s patience went with a sweep of the wind. “Fine. Keep it.”

Blythe fought to conceal her dismay. Mischief would shred the hat. Gray knew that.

Her husband stalked to her, his worn leather boots crackling through dry leaves. “You ready?”

Before waiting for her answer, he thumped up the steps. Blythe sighed and adjusted her black wool cloak about her shoulders, feeling the preset spells lining the interior tingle against her spine.

“You going to talk to me?” she asked.

He turned on the top step. “About?”

She stayed at the foot of the steps, feeling as mulish as Mischief. Every story about the Temple of Shadows said it had been lost or destroyed. Kenan, a fellow swordmaster trainee with Gray twenty years ago, had spent a lifetime collecting information to figure out where it was, giving it to Gray and demanding a promise to find it. She remembered how Gray’s head had hung, defeated, as he made that promise.

“Why hasn’t anyone else found the temple?” she asked.

Gray shifted from foot to foot. She saw it in his face—his years as a swordmaster warred with his heart.

“It probably fell into disuse when the King’s Highway was built,” he said.

 “Rumors of treasure wouldn’t have stopped people from searching,” she said with the careful tone she’d used often interacting with nobles during her palace days.

“This was Kenan’s dream,” Gray said.

“To find treasure,” she said. “Won’t do him any good now.”

His amber eyes flamed. She met them steadily, silently, coolly.

He turned away first, shoulders slumping under his wool coat. “It was my fault he left.”

She let his words fall like drops into silence. Anything she said would poke at the sore spots.

All she could do now was help him finish this last obligation to Kenan and hope that finished everything. 

Blythe took the steps slowly. Abandonment gouged age into sandstone. Her boot toe caught on a broken step. She grabbed Gray to keep her balance, feeling the rock-hard tension lining his shoulders.

She drew back, pushing back the mop of graying hair from her face. She hated how uncomfortable she was with her husband. She turned her face away from him, crossing to the enormous bronze doors marking the entrance to the temple. Time had turned them a murky green.

Her fingers lingered on dusty runes etched in the bronze, a language she didn’t recognize. She wondered what they said to people making the pilgrimage here. They knew so little about this temple. Who did people come to worship? Why had they abandoned it?

“Let’s see if it opens,” Gray said gruffly.

The doors were so large, Blythe thought they would be heavy. But they opened easily, rusting hinges shrieking.

Dust and decay whiffed out in a cold sigh. Gray used a piece of broken sandstone that must have fallen from above to prop open the door. Dark smothered the inside, pierced by dawn light from holes in the ceiling. Enough light to see rubble scattered on the stone floor.

Gray went in first, his hand on the hilt of his sword. Blythe felt a knot in her chest loosen.

She stepped across the threshold.

A gasp erupted from her mouth as something black and small raced across the floor. 

Gray’s sword was instantly in his hand. He swept the area with his eyes, then sheathed the blade, steel to leather. “Mouse.”

“He can just stay away from me,” Blythe said.

“You scared of a little mouse?” Gray said, teasing. An edge in his voice cut through.

She scowled at him, and she never did that.

A short hallway led to an enormous atrium framed by three pillars on each side. Paintings, color fading, adorned the walls, showing the exploits of a fierce god. Blythe drifted over to the paintings, almost wanting to spend time with them studying the stories. 

“Recognize him?” Gray asked.

Blythe shook her head. “No. Might be a local god.”

He should have had to drag her away from the paintings. But this whole trip left a sour taste with her, a story she didn’t want to remember.

They walked along the wall, stepping around debris. The wall ended, turning into a short hallway, light shining in through two doorways. The strong stench of mold made Blythe pull her cloak over her mouth. Gray pulled his wool collar up over his.

“This would have been where the priests and acolytes got ready,” Blythe said. “Should be stairs down to a cellar here.”

“A cellar?” Gray asked, fingers trailing along the walls wistfully.

No treasure, she wanted to say.

 Instead, she said, “Rooms for the priests. It’ll have an entrance somewhere nearby so they could arrive at the temple unseen.”

“All about the show,” Gray murmured.

They picked their way down the hallway
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