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    To Lou Berger, first among fans of Rom and Drood. Thank you for your joyful support throughout.
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“Holy shit, Bowen! Where have you been hiding?” – John Gilstrap, NYT and USA Today bestselling author

“In Dawn Trouble, Bowen Gillings’ characters made me laugh in between holding my breath.” – Rachel Howzell Hall, NYT bestselling author

“Dawn Trouble is a tale in the classic vein of fantasy action adventure. Witty with a twist, it’s a fun addition to the genre.” – David R. Slayton, award-winning author of the Adam Binder series

“Get ready to for some 1985 action and thrills–with a supernatural twist... Readers of Carl Hiaasen and Christopher Moore will be hooked by Larry and his crew of misfits in Exceptionals. You don’t want to miss this book!” – Fleur Bradley, award-winning author

“What fun. Exceptionals is an entertaining fast adventure that boggles the genre mind.” – Johnny Worthen, best selling author of the Tony Flaner comedy mystery series.

“A Night to Remember was an all-nighter for me. After reading it, this author is on my auto-buy.” – Donnell Ann Bell, award-winning author

“The writing is crisp, the pacing is breakneck, and there is no question, as I finished the book, that I'd been led by a master storyteller.” – Lou Berger, award-winning author

“Exceptionals starts with a clown shoe kick to the face and keeps going to the end.” – Christina Bergling, award-winning author

“The action scenes were hold-your-breath-turn-the-page-don't-blink well written.” – Victoria Fox, award-winning author

“I loved this book! It has a can't-put-down plot and delightfully uncommon characters you can't get out of your head. Right from the opening page, you know you're in for a great read.” – Amazon Reviewer

“A Night to Remember is your classic fish out of water murder mystery comedy romance thriller. Or it would be, if anything else like this existed. It's Douglas Adams without the SciFi. It's Agatha Christie without the smug armchair detective. Look, I don't know what this book is - but whatever it is, it WORKS.” – Amazon Review

“Wow what a ride! This is a total page turner... great characters, twisting thrills, and unexpectedly funny!” – Amazon Review

“An amazing, compelling, and emotionally-rich story told at the perfect pace.” – GoodReads Review
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“You just had to kiss her, didn't you?” Rom grumbled, white-knuckling his sheathed sword as he ducked under a rough-hewn beam.

Drood came up behind, shoulders slumped and fiddling with his bowstring. 

“You try saying no to a goddess,” he said.

“I did say no,” snapped Rom through clenched teeth.

The pair crept along a torchlit mineshaft. Flickering flames cast dancing shadows. Chill, smokey air whispered past like a soft breath, as if the whole mountain lay in wait to see what happened next.

“How many times I gotta apologize?” asked Drood, trying to see past his large friend to what lay beyond the next pool of light. “I'm sorry, okay? Sorry I kissed a lust goddess. Sorry that, in a moment of, well, less than stellar judgement, I thought with something other than my brain.”

“As you are wont to do. Frequently,” Rom replied.

“Doesn't matter now, does it? I'm bewitched.” Drood pointed to his lips, still ruby red from the days-old enchanting kiss. “If we don't get back Kandissa's harp and slay the thief, I'll spend eternity in a state of...hardened, perpetual longing.”

Rom glanced down at his companion who was, for the hundredth time, trying unsuccessfully to adjust his trousers. The big swordsman sighed. Willpower had never been Drood's strong suit.

The contents of Drood's many pouches jingled as he twisted and shifted. The sound rang frighteningly loud in the echoey stone confines. He stopped messing with his pants and quieted his accoutrements.

“Sorry. Again.”

Rom prepared another cutting remark then stopped short at shouts from far ahead—men’s shouts—that sounded damn angry.

“Here we go,” Rom said, moving into the center of the tunnel to gain fighting room.

Drood crouched in the shadows and pulled a half-dozen arrows from the quiver on his back. He set them in easy reach. “I'll thin them out first.”

“Fine.” Rom tested the uneven ground. “Don't feel a need to save any for me.”

Curses and racing footfalls echoed up the tunnel, growing louder with each heartbeat.

Rom drew his sword and swung it in lazy circles, loosening muscles gone tight with a day's trek and growing irritation. He gave his friend one more glowering glance.

“You know,” said Drood, nocking an arrow, “my pappy always said worrying about what you can't fix makes as much sense as fixing what ain't broke.”

“Logical man, your pappy.” Rom took up his stance, blade low.

Drood raised his voice to be heard over the resounding battle yells. “I'm just saying you getting riled at me doesn't change what can't be changed.”

“You promise to do better next time?” said Rom.

“I promise,” called Drood.

A wall of men charged into view. Drawn weapons and hateful eyes flashed amber in the wavering pools of torchlight. Their roars blared bugle loud in the mineshaft.

Drood took aim at one in front: a broad, bald man, brass rings in his beard. He slowed his breath to loose his arrow then noticed the bald man wore a smith’s apron, not armor or battle leathers. The others, too, were dressed in homespun and cowhide breaches. Rushing at him was a mob of laborers and artisans, simple men.

“Crap,” muttered Drood, and let fly.

The arrow took the smith in the knee, and he went down cursing.

Drood drew again. 

“It's a bunch of yokels,” he shouted, piercing a second man in the shoulder joint. “Bet someone’s been using the harp.”

The wounded man's knees buckled, and the others trampled him in their headlong rush.

Drood winced. 

“Meant to just twist him sideways,” he said, and nocked a third arrow. 

Rom blew out his lips. “Alright. So, no killing?”

Drood dropped a third, then a fourth with crippling shots.

Rom took his friend's silence for a yes and prepared to go to work with the flat of his blade.

The assault was down seven men when Drood groped the floor for another arrow and found none.

“Hells,” he spluttered, as the diminished mob crashed into them.

Drood ducked a maul swung to turn his head into jelly. It smashed with a resounding crack into the solid rock wall instead. He kicked the legs out from under the man wielding it, then hit him in the throat as he dropped. Maul-less Man flopped to the ground just as another leapt over him. This brawny fellow had arms hairy enough to be a fur shirt. He struck out with a woodsman's axe as if Drood were a prize oak.

“For Anna!” yelled Hairy Arms.

“Who?” asked Drood, parrying the axe with his bow stave and looking for Rom to step in quick.

Rom was busy with three attackers of his own. He dodged a thrusting hay fork, deflected a cut from a broad iron cleaver, then caught the gnarled shaft of a reaping scythe in his big hand and tore it free of the wielder's grip.

The disarmed reaper gawped, blinking in confusion at his empty hands. 

Before the man’s wits returned, Rom struck. His sword pommel clunked against the side of the fellow's head, knocking him unconscious against the one with the hayfork. Both were small and wiry, with the leathery skin of a life tending fields. They tumbled to the ground and Rom kicked Hayfork in the teeth. 

Neither man got up.

The one swinging the cleaver was big as Rom, with an ale barrel gut and a mustache to be proud of. He cut at the swordsman high and low and high again.

“Die!” shouted the mustached man.

Rom caught Mustache's blade with the scythe handle then kneed him where it counts, only that big gut took the blow not the sensitive bits stowed beneath.

Mustache snarled.

Rom growled. 

“You'll not hurt my daughter,” swore Mustache and punched Rom in the face with his melon-sized fist.

Rom rolled with the blow, letting go the scythe. He staggered but kept his feet.

“I don't want to hurt your daughter,” said Rom, “whoever
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