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    Dear Reader:
I extend my heartfelt gratitude to you as you embark on this literary journey with me. As the words unfold, you'll discover that this story has taken on a life of its own.
If you haven't gleaned it by now, I find joy in infusing a touch of whimsy and intrigue into my writing. The creative process is a dynamic and unpredictable companion.
So, here we are, on the cusp of a tale that dances on the edge of the known and the unknown. May the words weave a spell around you, transporting you to realms where imagination reigns supreme.
Last but most importantly, BLAME ALEX and my other EDITORS. That means you, Melissa, ALLIE and D!!!!
E.L. Marr
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Book 6 -While you were sleeping.
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The city roars with frantic energy. Thadmor barrels through the streets, his powerful arms locking Chrissy’s limp form against his chest. Mud splashes high with each thunderous footfall, his boots hammering against the uneven stone. He charges forward, his breath coming in fierce bursts, eyes scanning for the fastest path.

“Out of my way!” he bellows, his voice cutting through the city’s clamor like a war horn. People jolt aside, startled cries mixing with the clang of overturned baskets and the yelp of a startled dog. A merchant barely snatches his wares before Thadmor barrels past, the force of his passage sending loose fabric whipping through the air.

Gasps ripple through the market as heads snap toward him, eyes widening in shock. Vendors clutch their goods, conversations dying mid-sentence. People shove against buildings, peering from shadowed alcoves, their faces caught between awe and fear.

“Draco Natus,” someone breathes. The name slithers through the crowd, catching like dry grass in a wildfire. Excitement crackles in its wake, growing with every whisper, every nervous glance.

Thadmor doesn’t slow. He storms through the city like a man possessed, scattering chickens, sidestepping barrels, his sheer momentum demanding passage. When the gate looms ahead, the guards fumble into action, nearly tripping over themselves as they scramble to obey his shouted commands.

Another guard rushes forward, his sharp bark joining Thadmor’s. “Make way! Clear the path!” He surges ahead, forcing back the pressing bodies with a raised arm. The townsfolk stumble over themselves to obey, their murmurs swelling into a frantic, buzzing storm.

Behind them, the city seethes with speculation. Questions coil through the narrow streets, winding into whispered rumors. What happened beyond those walls? Who—or what—has Thadmor brought back?

Whatever answers lie in his arms, the city already feels the weight of them.

"Isis, is it true?" A guard’s voice slices through the crowd, snapping her attention to him. Whispers swell in his wake, the gathered onlookers pressing in.

"We saw the fire from here, House Carl!" another guard blurts, jabbing a finger toward the distant horizon. His tone wavers between speculation and unease.

Before she can respond, a third guard pushes forward, his expression hard. "The Jarl wants to see you and Chrissy immediately," he announces, his words clipped with urgency.

Isis’ eyes sharpen. "Thadmor and Chrissy should be here by now. Have you seen them?"

"Thadmor returned a few hours ago," one guard reports swiftly. "Carried the unconscious girl straight to the House of Healing."

Isis barely nods before turning to another guard. "You, inform the Jarl I’m heading to check on Chrissy. I’ll see him right after."

Without waiting for acknowledgment, she swings her focus to the next man. "Gather more men. Send relief to the watchtower guards. I want the priest summoned. All towers remain on high alert."

"Yes, House Carl!" The guards scatter, moving with purpose.

A familiar voice barrels through the street. "Out of my way!" Thadmor shouts, his heavy boots pounding against the stone. Townsfolk barely scramble aside before he barrels forward, frustration flashing in his storm-dark eyes. A second guard hustles past him, taking up the call to clear the path.

"That won’t be necessary. I’m here," Thadmor announces, his voice rough from exertion. "The priests and healers are already on their way."

"Good. How’s Chrissy?" Isis asks, her voice dipping low.

Thadmor exhales sharply. "Sleeping deep," he says grimly, the weight of their ordeal still clinging to him.

"After that fight? I’d be more concerned if she weren’t," Isis mutters, a note of begrudging admiration threading through her words. "I’m still wrapping my head around what she pulled off."

Thadmor lifts an ebony shield, its surface gashed and battered. "I have her shield. I’m taking it to Mconnde, the Blacksmith of the High Forge."

Isis runs her fingers over the deep scars marring the dark metal. "Only one skilled enough to repair something this rare. Got enough gold for it?" She hovers a hand near her belt, ready to cover the cost.

Thadmor shakes his head and unravels a bundle of dragon bones, their eerie sheen catching the torchlight. "No, but I salvaged these from its neck. Should be worth a trade."

Isis glances between the shield and the bones. "We should find out what the Jarl wants done with them before striking any deals."

“The bones of a dragon?” Jarl Balgrouf’s voice booms across the courtyard, drawing all eyes. He strides toward them, flanked by Octavian and Skaldspell. His gaze lands on the gleaming remains, disbelief flashing across his face.

"Yes, my Jarl," Isis and the guards reply in unison, dipping their heads respectfully.

Balgrouf exhales sharply, eyes narrowing in thought. "We don’t want these spooking the townsfolk. Secure them at the keep immediately." He turns to Octavian, lips twisting in silent triumph—Told you so. Then, he swings his attention back to Isis. "How many men did we lose?"

"Only six," she answers, voice steady. "But it would have been far worse without Chrissy."

Balgrouf’s brow lifts, intrigue sparking in his expression. "I knew there was something different about that girl. Tell me, Isis—is it true? Is she the Dragonborn?"

Isis hesitates, calculating her words. Stirring up ancient Nord legends serves no one, yet something inside her hesitates to deny it outright. "The dragon had already killed five of my men. I was pinned when Chrissy charged in. She drove her swords into its tail, ran up its back, and used her shield to sever the beast’s head."

"This shield?" Hammot, the Jarl’s brother, interjects, rapping his knuckles against the battered ebony surface still clutched in Thadmor’s grip. A few bystanders had already been eavesdropping, their curiosity barely concealed, but the sharp crack of his knuckles striking the metal silences the murmuring crowd. Heads turn, conversation halts, and within seconds, all eyes lock onto the relic—the scars of battle carved deep into its frame, a silent testament to the warrior who wielded it.

Thadmor’s fingers tighten around the shield, his jaw clenching as the most powerful men in the hold fix their gazes on him.

Jarl Balgruuf’s voice rings out, decisive and firm. “I understand you intend to trade some of the dragon’s bones to repair it.” His gaze settles on the scarred black shield, his expression unreadable. “You have my blessing. If the blacksmith cannot mend it, replace it with something stronger and of greater worth.”

A murmur ripples through the gathered men, but before Balgruuf can continue, Octavian cuts in.

“You must have heard the Grey Robes calling for the Draco Natus,” he challenges, his voice edged with skepticism.

Balgruuf meets him head-on. “I heard something,” he acknowledges, his tone unwavering.

Isis shifts her stance, exhaling sharply. “That’s not what troubles me right now.”

The moment the words leave her lips, the men around her stiffen. A few exchange wary glances before several voices rise at once.

“What is it?”

Isis levels them with a grim stare. “Chrissy said the dragon we fought wasn’t the one sighted over Helena.”

Hammot’s breath hitches. His gaze darts between the others before he exhales sharply. “There’s more than one?!”

“She must be mistaken,” Octavian scoffs, waving a dismissive hand.

Hammot wheels on him, his face darkening. “Are you a gods-damned fool?!”

Balgruuf doesn’t let the argument escalate. His barked command cuts through the noise like a blade. “Enough!” The gathered warriors fall silent. He straightens, presence commanding. “We cannot take chances. Preparations begin now. How many men did we send to River Run?”

“Five,” Isis answers, her voice steady despite the weight of the moment.

Outside, the keep’s courtyard hums with restless energy. Warriors sharpen blades, stable hands ready the horses, and messengers hurry between halls. The crisp morning air carries the scent of burning wood and damp earth, a stark contrast to the storm brewing among the Jarl’s council.

Octavian’s voice slices through the murmuring crowd. “How is it possible that you fought a flesh-and-blood dragon but returned only with bones?”

Balgruuf’s eyes narrow as he turns sharply to Isis. “What aren’t you telling us?”

Isis inhales deeply, forcing herself to meet his gaze. “A power surged from the dragon in its final moments. Everyone took cover—except Chrissy. She was pinned beneath it.” The memory flashes through her mind, vivid and unshakable. “I don’t know how, but when I got back to her, the flesh and blood were gone. Only bones remained.” She pauses, then adds, “Along with the remains of its victims.”

A ripple of unease spreads through the gathered men.

The court mage steps forward, thoughtful. “Could this be the work of a necromancer? Was there one nearby?”

Isis shakes her head. “I felt no trace of necromancy.”

Octavian snorts, arms crossing over his chest. “Necromancy? Are we now chasing shadows and bedtime
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