

    
        
          Flight Through Dragons Fire 14

        

        
        
          Lost Chronicles from Circle of Stones - A Heroine's Odyssey, Volume 14

        

        
        
          E.L. Marr

        

        
          Published by E.L.Marr, 2024.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Dedication

Flight Through Dragon Fire | Lost Chronicles from Circle of Stones - A Heroine's Odyssey

Chrissy’s New Home -Falls Creek | Day 31-Afternoon

Falls Creek | (Februarius 4) Day 35 – Morning

On the Road to River Run/Hidy Hole | (Februarius 4) Day 35 - Day

River Run | (Februarius 5) Day 36 - Evening

Stables River Run | (Februarius 5) Day 36 – Evening

Mercantile River Run | (Februarius 5) Day 36 – Evening

Inn River Run | (Februarius 5) Day 36 – Evening

Inn River Run | (Februarius 6) Day 37 – Morning

Wyvern Keep | (Februarius 6) Day 37 – Afternoon

Dragon’s Reach Wyvern Keep | (Februarius 6) Day 37 – Afternoon

Streets of Wyvern Keep | (Februarius 6) Day 37 – Afternoon

Dragon’s Reach Wyvern Keep | (Februarius 6) Day 37 – Afternoon

Sign up for E.L.Marr's Mailing List

Also By E.L.Marr



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    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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By E.L. Marr

Book 14 – Off we go again
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Chrissy’s New Home -Falls Creek 

Day 31-Afternoon
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Amid the chaotic whirl of her thoughts, Chrissy finally takes a breath, letting the comforting aroma of Enna's freshly baked, gooey sweets fill her senses. The sweetness settles on her tongue, each bite a welcome pause from her endless duties. The flickering candlelight casts soft shadows, gently dancing across the room, creating a peaceful, warm ambiance. Outside, the distant hum of the town carries faint whispers into the room, blending with the serenity inside. For a moment, everything slows, offering her a rare break from the challenges pressing in on her.

"Can you believe it’s already been a month since we met?" Samuel muses from the hardwood floor, absently scratching behind Nelly’s ears. The goat, noticeably stronger, leans into his touch with a soft bleat. Sunlight pours through the window, illuminating the scene, bathing the room in golden warmth.

"Time’s been slipping fast," Chrissy replies, her voice soft with surprise. She leans back in her chair, her gaze drifting to the ceiling as she mentally sifts through the days that have passed. The weight of the month settles on her, but she can’t quite grasp how quickly it has all moved. "Wait—how many days are in your month?"

"31, of course," Samuel answers confidently, continuing to stroke Nelly’s fur. He barely glances up, absorbed in his task.

"All 31?" Chrissy presses, seeking clarity.

"Yep," Samuel confirms, his voice casual and sure.

Curiosity sparks in her. "How many months in a year?"

"12," Samuel replies without hesitation, his calm tone conveying the simplicity of the answer.

"And what month is it now?" Chrissy leans forward, her gaze sharp with curiosity.

"Februarius," Samuel responds with a touch of pride, as though the name alone holds some sort of special significance.

Chrissy furrows her brow slightly, puzzled. "Never heard of that one. If a year has 12 months, what number is this month on the calendar?"

"It’s the second," Samuel answers, nodding, as if the information is second nature.

"Damn it," Chrissy mutters, the realization striking her like a whip. "I’ve got a lot to catch up on."

Samuel looks up at her, a gleam of mischief in his eyes. "You mean like checking out your places?"

"Exactly," Chrissy says, standing up and pacing, her mind already turning back to the unanswered questions. "I need to decipher those word walls and figure out how I ended up here. Maybe find a way home..."

"If you can’t get back," Samuel interjects, a soft smile tugging at his lips, "you can always count on us. I’d be proud to call you big sister."

Chrissy looks at him, warmth spreading through her chest. "I already do." Without thinking, she pulls him into a quick hug. "So, if I’m your big sister, that means Tommy’s your brother. Want to hear about him?"

Samuel’s face brightens, his enthusiasm matching the sparkle in his eyes. "Yeah! Tell me everything."

The door creaks open, and Borazon strides in, his presence like a steady force in the room. Samuel jumps up, a wide grin spreading across his face. "Hey Grandpa, guess what? You’ve got another grandkid!"

"What?!" Borazon raises his hands in playful defense, momentarily caught off guard by the lighthearted declaration.

"He means me," Chrissy teases, her grin just as wide. "We’re siblings now, so that makes you an adopted grandpa." She winks at Borazon, mischief dancing in her eyes. "Anything we should know?"

Samuel grins up at her, nodding with mock seriousness. "Well, as her little brother, I say it’s time to get answers. We need to move soon."

Chrissy pauses, her gaze shifting to Nelly. "What about Nelly?" she asks, concern creeping into her voice.

"Lavinia says Nelly can travel, but we can’t push her too hard," Samuel responds, his tone practical and focused. "She’s best off in Ember’s Cart for now."

Chrissy smiles, impressed. "You’ve been planning this, haven’t you? Sneaky little thing." She flicks his shoulder with a playful jab.

"That’s what I always say about him," Borazon chimes in, his eyes gleaming with amusement. He exchanges a wink and a smile with Chrissy, his face lighting up with warmth.

"I just feel guilty about having Meena come along," Chrissy admits, her voice tinged with concern. Her gaze drops to the floor, her hands nervously twisting in her lap.

"Why? She’s your housecarl, and it’s her honor too," Borazon reassures her, his tone firm yet kind, his smile never fading.

"Yeah, but she has family here. I would hate to take her away, maybe," Chrissy mutters, her thoughts twisting into a knot as she ponders the delicate balance of duty and family.

"My place is at your side, my Thane," Meena interrupts, stepping forward with quiet strength. She places a reassuring hand on Chrissy’s shoulder, her posture unwavering.

"Are you sure?" Chrissy asks, searching Meena’s eyes for any trace of doubt, wanting nothing more than for her companion to feel at ease with her choice.

"I have been training to be a housecarl most of my life. It is where I am supposed to be," Meena states with unshakable confidence, her gaze steady and her voice carrying the weight of years of dedication.

"Fine, but we will come and visit your family!" Chrissy declares, a soft smile spreading across her face, her eyes full of sincerity and promise.

"What about Enna?" Samuel asks, his voice laced with curiosity, his gaze darting between the group.

"I’m taking care of this place for Chrissy," Enna answers matter-of-factly, moving with smooth precision as she begins to serve them. Her every movement is efficient, filled with a quiet pride.

"But you’ll be alone," Samuel presses, concern lining his voice as he glances at Enna, uncertainty in his expression.

"I won’t be alone. Runil’s friend Sheldon will be staying here," Enna clarifies, her tone calm but firm, her voice showing no hint of worry.

"Just remember," Chrissy begins, but Enna cuts her off sharply, her eyes narrowing. "He’s not allowed to bring anything into this house," she asserts, emphasizing her boundaries with a pointed look.

"Plus, I can swing by and keep an eye on them," Graffnar offers, his voice dripping with confidence. He eyes Enna’s backside with an intensity that catches everyone’s attention.

"Oh, I’m sure you will," Borazon remarks with a smirk, his eyes dancing with mischief as he takes in Graffnar’s obvious interest.

"Any idea when we’re hitting the road?" Samuel asks, his voice brimming with excitement, his feet shifting restlessly as though he can hardly wait.

"We should be leaving within the next couple of days," Chrissy replies, her tone clipped with urgency. She runs a hand through her hair, mentally counting the remaining tasks she needs to complete.

The group gathers in the warmth of their shared dwelling, discussing the journey ahead. Oil lamps flicker softly, casting long shadows across the room and filling the air with a cozy glow. The beams overhead groan quietly, bearing the weight of their conversation.

Borazon shares his knowledge on the potential dangers they might face, offering advice on how best to confront them. Samuel jumps in, his practicality shining through as he talks about packing, provisions, and how to manage their livestock. The room hums with the exchange of ideas, a unified buzz of voices forging plans for their shared future.

As the night stretches on, the atmosphere shifts. The conversations turn from strategic to personal, with laughter and the clinking of cups punctuating the air. The bond between them grows stronger, wrapped in the warmth of their shared experiences and aspirations. In this moment, within the safety of their walls, the future feels a little less daunting.

“I think I should leave a note at the Inn for Lysandra, just in case she shows up looking for me,” Chrissy says thoughtfully, then turns her attention to Enna. “Enna, please allow Lysandra to stay here if she shows up.”

“As you wish, my Thane,” Enna replies with a deep nod, placing a plate of Honey Nutters in front of Chrissy with a smile.

The meeting winds down as the group disperses, each person finding a place to settle for the night. Beds, arranged by Enna, are now ready, offering comfort after a long day. The air grows quieter, but Meena doesn’t join the others. Chrissy sends her to her family’s home, allowing her to spend a little more time with them before their departure.
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