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Book Description

Stranded by war, fire mage Neyan waits for the devil winds to complete one last desperate mission: kill the enemy.

Then Captain Jabell rides into town. Different from the others, he makes Neyan see the man, not the enemy.

For the first time, she questions her mission. But she must break the chains of this endless war…can she?

A dark, twisted tale of betrayal.


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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Devil Winds

Morning light poked in through the cracks in the plank walls, laying stripes across the small cabin. As Neyan sat up in her rope bed, a gust of wind thudded into the side of the cabin like a giant hand. The cabin rocked, making the stripes bounce and the wood creak and groan. Dust and hot air puffed in.

The cabin held.

Neyan released the breath she had been holding. Qualms stirred in her stomach, mingling with the thrill of expectation. The devil winds were finally here.

The winds normally came with fall, but this year, fall had come and gone, and no winds. Now it was winter, nearing the end of the winds' season.

Did the women have enough time to kill the enemy soldiers?

She tried not to think about that as she slipped out of the bed and put her bare feet flat on the coarse pine floor. The one-room cabin had been her home for the last six months. Just a bed and two tables built from wood scraps. Rope held up frayed cotton curtains to cover the windows.

She mixed coffee grounds into cold water, then cupped her hand around the metal mug. She pulsed a bit of her fire magic to heat the coffee—not too much. Any fire was dangerous in winter. She took a sip, grimacing at the bitterness. Her mother always said she'd get used to it, but she was still waiting for that to happen.

Neyan retrieved her undyed cotton shift from the rope tied across the corner and dressed quickly, consulting with a hand-sized piece of broken mirror. She was big-boned and tall, but after so many months with meager supplies of food, the normally loose-fitting dress hung off her like a sheet.

The wooden brush wasn't much better. The handle had broken off, and all she had was half a bristled end to brush her hair. She had her mother's thick hair—what she'd always called "fat hair"—and her father's dusky skin tones.

Her parents had been in the valley twenty miles away, but the soldiers had driven them further south, while Neyan had come north with her fellow squad members. And then the front line shifted. She was now in enemy territory.

As she finished coiling her hair into a bun, a rap came from outside. She stilled, cold squeezing her chest as the memory of the attack four months ago flooded her mind. Her magic flared instinctively, her fingers emitting a pale yellow glow in the dim room. She had the only magic that could kill.

"Neyan! Neyan! Are you up?"

The cold loosened its grip. Denalea's. She stayed in the general store two doors down. The magic glow faded into the darkness.

Neyan's face heated with a flush. How easily the thought of killing came to her now. Sourness filled her mouth. Had she changed that much?

She hurried over to the door and pulled it open, spreading early morning sunlight across the floor. For a moment, she couldn't see much, until her eyes adjusted to the bright light.

Denalea always looked like she'd just gotten out of bed and hadn't quite shaken the wrinkles out. She was half a head shorter than Neyan, and gray was taking over her black hair. She had a broad nose and a chin that needed to be filled out more. Before the war, she'd been known for her midwife's magic.

"Did we have any damage?" Neyan walked the ten feet to the dusty road, scanning the patchwork quilt of a town the women called Whiskey Flat. The women had settled here a month before summer had ended, expecting to stay only a handful of weeks, which had turned into six months. The town had once been a booming mining town, boasting twelve taverns, still more brothels, and one church. Then the gold ran dry, and people left. Now the dilapidated plank buildings vied for space with the tinder-dry chaparral, and the chaparral was winning.

Denalea pointed to a contorted pile of lumber about five hundred yards away. "The wind took down one house."

The wind gusted again with a huge puff of air. Granules of sand peppered Neyan's skin.

"Yes, yes," she told the devil rumored to be riding the winds. "We know you're here."

Her attention shifted to the rolling mountains that rose above Whiskey Flat. She saw the same thing so much every day that sometimes she caught herself not checking like she was supposed to. The mountains had been burned brown by the summer sun, and now the last remaining moisture was getting sucked out by the dry devil winds.

Soldiers' tents normally dotted the face of the mountain like grazing cows. Now, though, it seemed like every available space was filled with a tent or a brown uniform. More had arrived since yesterday.

"At least three garrisons," Neyan said, her voice hollowing. That was over three thousand soldiers. "They have to be planning to attack Palace City." This was the only place where the soldiers could easily traverse through the canyon. A heaviness rolled over Neyan, reminding her she wasn't supposed to be the one in charge, the one deciding. What if she made the wrong one?

The clip-clop of hooves and clatter of metal against leather drew her attention to the road, and she pushed aside her fears. Two brown horses approached, each mounted by a soldier. Dust from the road rose in a cloud around their feet. The soldiers wore the earth-brown wool uniform of the Northern Army. Swords hung from their leather belts, and one soldier had an ax fastened to his saddle.

But it was the soldier on the right who drew Neyan's attention. An officer. But not just any officer; some of the Northern soldiers got the rank because they were rich. Those she never worried about because they didn't know what they were doing. But this man had an aloofness about him as if he
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