
The Dragon Wasn’t Supposed To Be There



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE DRAGON WASN’T SUPPOSED TO BE THERE

    

    
      First edition. April 14, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Edward Heath.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230110095

    

    
    
      Written by Edward Heath.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

🧙‍ | ACT I – The Formation | Chapter 1: The Flyer

Chapter 2: The Gathering

Chapter 3: The First Job

🎒 | ACT II – The Rise (Kind of) | Chapter 4: Quests and Chaos

Chapter 5: A Growing Reputation

Chapter 6: First Consequences

🥚 | ACT III – The Golden Opportunity | Chapter 7: The Tip-Off

Chapter 8: Into the Lair

Chapter 9: The Collision

🐉 | ACT IV – The Disaster | Chapter 10: The Battle

Chapter 11: Death and Escape

Chapter 12: The Dragon Dies

🏆 | ACT V – The Legend | Chapter 13: The Return

Chapter 14: The Guilt

Chapter 15: Trying to Be Better

Sign up for Edward Heath's Mailing List

Further Reading: So I'm Dead, Now What?

Also By Edward Heath

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my family, for loving me even when I sound like I'm narrating a boss fight.To my friends, for laughing in all the right (and wrong) places.And to you, dear reader—thank you for choosing this disaster of a tale. May your dice rolls be merciful and your dragons slightly allergic.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Legends are rarely accurate.But they sure do sell drinks."— Unknown bard, slightly intoxicated
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ACT I – The Formation
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Chapter 1: The Flyer

––––––––
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The day Elias Blackwell decided to become a legendary adventurer was, objectively speaking, a poor choice. The sky was overcast, the town of Durnwood was mostly mud and suspicious smells, and the only tavern in operation had a reputation for serving soup that sometimes blinked at the drinker.
Still, Elias stood tall—well, tall-ish—for a wizard of limited experience and unearned confidence, at the edge of the market square. His boots were slightly mismatched (one secondhand, one possibly stolen), his cloak was a shade of purple that could only be described as “optimistic bruise,” and his staff looked more like a novelty walking stick with a knob on top that sometimes faintly pulsed... but only when it was raining.

In his gloved hand was a stack of freshly conjured parchment: each one a lovingly designed recruitment flyer bearing the following text, scrawled in overly enthusiastic calligraphy:



"WANTED: HEROES (OR REASONABLE FACSIMILES)
Do you crave glory?
Does danger make your blood sing (or at least hum nervously)?
Then join Elias Blackwell's brave new adventuring party!
Riches await! Fame guaranteed!*
(Actual results may vary.)
Inquire at The Gutted Boar Tavern. Drinks on me.*



His spell to duplicate the posters—“Multiplicatus Parchmentum”—had backfired slightly. The first copies were perfect. The next few began to curl strangely. And after about twenty attempts, the spell had apparently taken it upon itself to innovate.

One sheet flew off and pasted itself onto an ox’s side. Another fluttered into a chimney and was promptly set on fire. A third slapped itself onto the back of a sleeping town guard, who awoke confused and suspicious that someone had tattooed his back in a dead language.

“Okay, okay,” Elias muttered, nervously trying to wrestle the remaining stack back into control. “Maybe just... post these manually.”

The walls of Durnwood’s square were already littered with overlapping ads: potion sales, job boards, warnings about the haunted well, a notice about a rogue goose, and three separate “Missing Familiar” posters—all of which appeared to depict the same disgruntled-looking cat.

Elias found an open spot beside the bulletin for a "Haunted Haystack – Exorcist Needed” and smacked a flyer against the wall. He slapped it like it owed him money and muttered a weak adhesion charm. It stuck. Slightly crooked, but that felt thematically appropriate.

A passing stableboy eyed the poster.

“Is this one of those trick ads?” he asked suspiciously. “Like last time, when I joined that goat cult by accident?”

“No cults,” Elias promised quickly. “Definitely not a cult. Just... adventuring. Glory. Monsters. Maybe some light dragon work.”

The boy squinted. “Is that safe?”

“No,” Elias said, then caught himself. “I mean... yes. Ish. Mostly. Probably.”



By sunset, Elias had managed to post eight surviving flyers, glue his fingers together twice, and attract the vague interest of a rat that had been watching him from a windowsill. He took that as a sign and retreated to The Gutted Boar.

The tavern, to be charitable, smelled like regret and pickled despair.

Its walls leaned just enough to suggest past trauma. The floor creaked under its own weight. And the chandelier—composed entirely of mismatched candle stubs—hung by what appeared to be an unraveling bootlace. A few locals sat in silence, nursing drinks and the emotional damage of living in Durnwood.

Elias claimed a corner table beneath a particularly enthusiastic spiderweb and placed a small sign on it that read:
“RECRUITING – HEROES WANTED – ASK FOR ELIAS”
In slightly smaller letters below:
“No bards unless they’re very quiet.”
Then he waited.

And waited.

And waited.

He had just begun to wonder if perhaps he’d hallucinated the entire day when the tavern door creaked open and someone stepped inside—wide-shouldered, heavy-footed, with the kind of energy that suggested property damage was imminent.

A woman stomped in wearing half-armor and a whole bad attitude. She had a scar across one eyebrow, a massive axe on her back, and an expression like she was looking for a fight and mildly annoyed she hadn’t found one yet.

“Brynja Thorne,” she said, striding up to his table and sitting without being asked. “I’m here about the hero thing. You got milk?”

Elias blinked. “I—I can get milk.”

“Good.” She cracked her knuckles. “I break things. You pay me. Sound fair?”

“Yes,” Elias said. “Absolutely.”

Another pause. Then:

“Does that include dragons?”

Elias hesitated. “Well. Eventually.”

Brynja grinned. It wasn’t comforting.

Moments later, the door opened again.

A woman stepped in, tripping over the threshold and nearly toppling a stool. She caught herself, looked around sheepishly, and said, “Hi! Sorry, is this where the recruitment is? I brought... pamphlets?”

Lucinda Fields held out a holy symbol in one hand and a crumpled brochure for a defunct temple in the other. She radiated a sort of anxious optimism that suggested she still believed this might be a noble calling, but was also aware she might have joined a pyramid scheme.

Behind her came a wiry man with shifty eyes, a hood pulled too far over his head, and hands that couldn’t seem to stay still.

Simon Holt slinked into the room, glanced around, and nodded to Elias. “Hey. I’m your rogue now. Just don’t ask me where I got this coin pouch.” He tossed it in the air. It jingled. Loudly.

“That’s my coin pouch!” yelled a patron from across the room.

Simon blinked. “Right. Uh... just testing it.”

“Put it back!”

Simon sulked, tossing it toward the bar. “I was gonna...”

Elias, sensing momentum, pointed to the last empty chair. “Welcome aboard?”

Then the door opened one last time.

Tamsin walked in—draped in layered fabrics, their lute already humming with ominous intent.

“Fear not!” they cried. “For I bring inspiration, melody, and occasional tap-dancing!”

They played a chord.

A glass shattered behind the bar.

Brynja winced. “No.”

“Yes,” Elias corrected, too tired to argue. “Yes, welcome.”

Tamsin grinned and took a bow that ended with them hitting their head on a ceiling beam.

Kael Thornbriar arrived an hour later. He was following a map that turned out to be upside-down and written in Elvish, which he did not speak. He entered through the back door, mistook the broom closet for the main room, and only found the table after being redirected by a very sarcastic cleaning woman.

“Tracking is... not my strongest skill,” Kael admitted.

“That’s fine,” Elias said, looking around the table at his newly-assembled party.

A rogue who couldn’t steal.
A bard who couldn’t sing.
A cleric who misquoted scripture.
A ranger who got lost inside a tavern.
And a barbarian who ordered milk.
This was it.

His legend had begun.

And somehow, that felt terrifyingly final.
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