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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.
Once again, I sincerely hope you find delight in unraveling the mysteries and adventures contained within these pages.
 
And don't forget to Blame Alex, Allie, Melissa and D!!
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Book 2 -Off We Go?
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Hameltheim Towers

Morning
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“Why? Tommy! Mommy!” Chrissy mutters, the words thick with sleep while the nightmare refuses to loosen its grip even as awareness creeps back in.

A firm hand grips her shoulder.

“Hey. It’s time to get up.” Borazon’s voice is steady and close. He freezes mid-breath when cold steel suddenly presses into the soft space beneath his chin. For a heartbeat neither of them moves. “Easy.”

Awareness snaps into place just in time. Chrissy jerks the blade away, breath rushing out of her as she scrubs a hand over her face. “Sorry...”

“It’s fine,” Borazon replies, keeping his voice calm despite the tension still lingering in his shoulders. “Seems Samuel wasn’t the only one dealing with nightmares.”

“Yeah...” Chrissy groans and forces herself upright, muscles stiff from the hard bed.

Borazon presses a steaming mug into her hands. “Drink.”

Warmth seeps through the ceramic and into her palms. She inhales and blinks in surprise. “Wow. That smells like coffee.”

“I don’t know what coffee is,” Borazon says, taking a sip from his own mug, “but Samuel made it.”

Chrissy raises the mug and takes a careful drink. The heat spreads through her chest, rich and earthy. “Okay... smells like coffee, tastes more like hot cocoa.” She lifts the cup toward the boy. “Samuel, you are a lifesaver.”

The boy brightens immediately. “My mother taught me about different herbs and plants.”

“You do her proud,” Chrissy says, smirking over the rim of the mug. “Where I come from, herbalists are respected.”

Samuel turns beet red and suddenly becomes very interested in the floor.

Chrissy drains the last swallow, swings her legs over the bed, and reaches for her armor. While she moves toward the privy area, both Borazon and Samuel turn their backs without comment. She changes quickly, muscles protesting the lack of real rest.

When she steps back out, a bowl of warm water and soap waits beside a plate stacked with leftover food.

“Thanks,” she says, rolling her shoulders while dunking her hands into the bowl and scrubbing away the last of the sleep.

“We figured you’d wake hungry,” Samuel says.

Borazon grunts while tightening straps on the cart already waiting near the door. “Should’ve let you sleep longer.”

Chrissy glances over the table while tearing into a loaf of bread. Her eyes catch on an open journal lying where they left it the night before. Curious, she leans closer and scans the crooked handwriting.

At one time I believed he was my friend. He was no friend. He enjoyed tricking humans—twisting their trust against them. He hated humans.

Borazon suddenly slams the book shut with a snarl and stuffs it into his pack.

“What are you going to do with it?” Chrissy asks while stacking cheese and roasted meat onto the bread.

“Keep it until I can give it to the right Jarl,” he answers, cinching another strap tight. “His own words prove how he turned people against each other.”

She pauses, then says quietly, “I’m sorry about your family.”

Borazon grunts once. “Thanks.”

Chrissy presses the bread together and takes a massive bite.

Samuel stares in disbelief.

She blinks at him. “What?”

Borazon sighs. “He’s wondering why you smashed all the food together.”

“It’s a sandwich,” she explains between bites.   “Faster. Easier. Though I’d kill for some mayo.”

Samuel frowns. “What’s mayo?”

“Eggs whipped fast with oil and a few other things,” she replies after swallowing. “Keeps everything from being dry.”

Borazon raises a hand before the questions multiply. “Enough. She needs to eat and we need to finish packing.”

“Yes, sir,” Samuel says immediately.

Chrissy chuckles. “He wasn’t pestering me. My brother Tommy though? Pestering is his art form.”

Borazon and Samuel move through the tower while she finishes eating. Blankets are rolled tight and tied with cord. Cooking pots and pans disappear into sacks. Samuel gathers candles and spare tools while Borazon stacks the remaining food into crates. Nothing useful stays behind—everything that can be eaten, traded, or sold ends up in Nelly’s cart or their packs.

By the time Chrissy wipes her hands clean, the cart sits nearly full.

Borazon swings his cloak over his shoulders. “We leave when you’re ready. Sooner’s better.”

“No problem.” She tosses her cloak over her pack and follows them toward the door.

Everything runs smoothly until Borazon slows beside the stone wall near the water barrels. He stops, eyes narrowing as his hand brushes the rock.

“What is it?” Chrissy asks.

Borazon studies the stonework closely. “Good ore here.” He glances over his shoulder. “Samuel, fetch the pickaxe.”

Samuel is already moving.

Borazon takes the tool and strikes the wall with sharp, practiced blows. The clang of metal echoes through the tower while fragments break loose and scatter across the floor. He kneels to study the exposed rock.

“Iron,” he mutters, then pauses. “But there’s something else...”

He gathers the chunks of ore and tosses them into the cart beside the supplies. Chrissy tilts her head at the small pile.

“That doesn’t look like much,” she says, amusement creeping into her voice.

Borazon ignores the comment, turning a handful of ruby-colored flecks over in his palm. “A blacksmith will pay decent coin for the iron. These?” He lets the red chips catch the light. “Most won’t care, but a jeweler might.”

“You chipped it out,” Chrissy says, folding her arms. “It’s yours.”

He doesn’t answer immediately, but the way his grip tightens around the stones says he’s already measuring what they might mean for a future home.

Without another word, Chrissy pushes the tower door open and steps outside.

Cold mountain air rushes in. The ground drops away immediately beyond the threshold, the cliff face plunging toward a roaring river far below. Mist drifts upward from a massive waterfall somewhere downstream, the thunder of it rolling through the gorge like distant artillery.

Her boots stop mid-step.

The stone bridge stretches from the tower like a narrow spine of weathered rock, arching over the gorge with nothing but empty air on either side. No rails. No walls. Just a thin curve of stone disappearing toward the opposite tower.

Her stomach flips. “Oh... crap.”  Chrissy jerks backward so fast her shoulder slams into the wooden doorframe. Her fingers latch onto the splintered wood like it’s the only solid thing left in the world.

Samuel strolls past her without hesitation, leading Nelly toward the bridge.

“I forgot you’re afraid of heights,” he says casually.

Chrissy stares at the drop again. The river churns far below, swollen from the night’s rain. White water slams against jagged rock before vanishing into the mist of the waterfall further down the gorge.

Her jaw tightens.

“Yeah,” she mutters, gripping the frame harder. “And while there are no swords, arrows, or homicidal bandits involved, I can absolutely embrace my terror of plummeting to my doom.”

Her fingers squeeze the old wood too hard. It snaps with a dry crack.

She flinches and pulls her hand back.

“Fantastic,” she groans. “And I’m sure last night’s rain turned that bridge into a lovely slip-’n-slide of death.”

Borazon steps up beside her and studies the stone arch stretching across the gorge.

“The rain stopped hours ago,” he says calmly. “It’s not that slick.”

“That’s reassuring,” Chrissy replies flatly. “If I fall, at least I’ll be dry while
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