On the top of a hill stood a tower. One that was no longer used by any of the known forces of Tamriel and uncared for it is starting to fall apart. 
Still, it was home of a bandit group that used that tower to spot any potential target they could then strike against.
Right now it was a rather low day for those bandits. For days anything that passed by wasn't worth attacking, or too dangerous to engage. The one who is in charge right now to watch everything was yawning loudly and shaking his head to try to keep himself awake. Looking at the sky he mused that it would be close to lunch soon.
Which means he can leave his spot soon. As he was glancing half-heartedly around he stopped. Isn't… that patch of green moving? Towards them? Why would gra-
His eyes shot wide. The green and black with a mix of golden reflection. That description moving towards them means only one thing. 
“ALARM!” he shouts down “ALARM! The Green Blitz is coming! The Green Blitz!” 
To which the entire camp was silent for a moment and stared up at the tower to the bandit who called it. The Imperial looks down on the "It's her!"
Grunting loudly a Seismitoad, the apparent leader, shouts “What are you waiting for! Prepare for her! Archers, shoot her! Anybody else gets ready like planned for attackers!” and moves towards the tower alongside others to prepare for the case she manages to go in. Not that it was likely. What can one woman do against 25 bandits?
The archers lined up and started shooting at the direction of the incoming enemy, who in turn only grinned and grabbed one of the four daggers on the hips and slashed at any arrow that came too close to hitting her. 
Then she flipped forward to avoid a group of arrows that were close by and in mid flip just before touching down on the ground again, she grabbed one and threw the arrow at the direction it came from.
The archers didn’t notice it until suddenly one of them flew off their spot due to an arrow piercing his body, causing the others to stare in shock for a couple of seconds and that prove costly as two more were dead soon after by thrown dagger and the Green Blitz lands on the bodies, pulling off the daggers.
The two remaining archers turned to aim their bows at her, but they heard a word they couldn’t identify and suddenly they felt their throats cut and the Blitz was behind them. 
Swiping the daggers clean she put them back into their place and turned around, seeing that the bandits in front of the tower are having their weapons ready and she notes in the background a few mages. Four images in one bandit group? Their leader has some skill in talent scouting it seems. 
Not that it will matter in her mind as her grin and the gleam in her eyes are like of a predator that found a herd of sheep without a shepherd. Reaching over her shoulders she draws her two swords as two bandits, who wear actual metal armour and a shield moved closer.
Crouching down she licks her lips and dashed forward. The bandits rose their shields to block her strike… only for moments later their upper bodies flying off their lower half and the green Blitz were behind them crouched down, swords in a reverse grip and posed like she just stroke the two with their swords. 
The other bandits were stepping back in shock and that was her opening to dash towards the first of the mages and slams her sword through the stomach while throwing the other, impaling his chest before was upon him and draw out the sword and stormed towards the remaining two mages on the field. 
A bandit with two axes stood in her way and shouted in the challenge as they were running towards each other while the mages went for the sides to be separated. The Blitz avoided the dual strike of the axe wielder by jumping over him and made a flip before she was on the ground, the two arms of her opponent falling off and he fell on his knees, screaming the soul of his body.
This time four bandits rushed at her from all sides trying to box her in and force an opening however she just smirked and bundles down a little as they closed in she let out a snarl and a wave of electricity escapes her body, hitting the four bandits and as they were recovering from their shock, she moves in cuts each of them down. 
As she was done she rushed towards the first mage she found again and moved aside his fireballs before she impacts with a magic shield but she didn't mind that as one quick side stip she was in the position to slam her sword through his neck.
Before she could pull it out however she had to block the strike of an orc one-handed. While the green-skinned humanoid was pressing down on her, another with the only spear she had seen so far tried to rush up to impale her. Thinking quickly she draws out one of her daggers and slams into the orc's leg, who cried and stumbles back as she stepped out of the way of the spear wielder and let momentum carry him on with the help of a kick of her to pierce his weapon through the stomach of the orc.
The spear wielder didn't have time to be shocked long as his head was cut off by her blade and she retrieved her dagger before rushing towards the last four bandits on the field. Two who had forsaken their normal weapons for the bows of their fallen comrades, the last mage and of course one bulking figure in the way.
Of course, there was an Aggron she thought to herself before rolling her shoulders and sheats her sword and goes for a second dagger before running forward. The Aggron stomps forward with his heavy mace and went for a tackling move while the new archers and the mage threw their projectiles. Thought the way the arrows flew, she knew that those two were rather desperate then genuine backup archers and could handle their shots easily.
The ice spear-throwing mage was a different matter. But for that, she had a solution. First, she jumps on the Aggrons surprised head and used it as a stage to jump higher and she threw the two daggers on hand. Both impacting with the skulls of the archers and while she was in mid-air does a roll to narrowly avoid being pierced by the next ice spear she draws the fourth dagger and threw it, piercing the chest of the mage, who stumbles back.
As he clenches the wound he looks up and saw she was already at him, pulled her dagger out and slashed through his neck, before turning her back to deal with the heavy guy left on the field. 
The Green Blitz knew the remaining bandits are in the tower… well she is going to meet them soon. Once the steelhead is dead and she had recovered their equipment. And she knew how to handle the guy as she put her dagger back into its place.
Who likes fried brain in thunder style?
The Green Blitz
The Seismitoad that were leading the bandits grunted annoyed as he saw the battlefield and moves down to the floor below him and told his elite of the bandits "She killed them all. We are the last. But here we have a chance. Bilos is making a trap below. And in here it is tight. She cannot use her acrobatics against us!"
The bandits nodded but they were visibly nervous at the prospect of fighting her anyway.
Just then the mentioned mage Bilos came up "I am done! Every floor below us is full of trap spells. It will be a wonder if she survives all those thunder spells!"
That caused all other four to stare at Bilos and the leader asks "Bilos… by Arceus. Tell me. Why thunder spells??"
"The Green Blitz is the so-called Dragonborn, right? And dragons are from what I understand terrible creatures that breathe destruction!" he grins as he heard the first loads of his trappings are going off, shocking the Green Blitz "And the only creature that I know with that descriptions are Gyarados! Gyarados are water and flying type Pokemon. Hence four times weakness to thunder type moves and thunder destruction spells!" and spreads his arms. Then he heard that no more spells are going off he grinned in triumph "And I just got proven right as no more traps are going off and she isn't here!"
"Are you sure?" came a voice behind him and Bilos turns around in surprise, only to earn a dagger into the head before it was pulled out and the body kicked away.
The remaining four Bandits stared down at the body and then see the full glory of the Green Blitz. The black ebony armour with Golden decorations made of dwarven ingots, a green-furred Zeraora. Charis, the Green Blitz and the Dragonborn. She looks up to them and sheats her dagger. 
"What are you waiting for?" asks the water/ground type to his three elites "Kill her!"
But the moment they began to move, they heard one word “Fus” 
One of three words… they heard the stories about this one. Their eyes widened.
“Roh” 
Even the leaders' reaction was only one-word "Crap"
“DAH!” and a strong pulse of pure force hit the four bandits and threw them at the wall, the Seismitoad even brakes through the wall and was on a free fall to the ground. He heard only some metal clattering as he fell and then Charis was jumping out of the tower from the hole she created and before he impacted with the ground a great sword that one of his bandits had was thrown through his body. 
Wide-eyed he laid in his pool of blood soon after and the last thing he thought about was… which deity did he piss off to face that creature of nature's wrath…
The Green Blitz
Charis landed on the ground in close to the dead frog and looks around for her handiwork, grinning slightly “Well. That was a good workout!” she grinned with a chuckle. Thought she looked up at the tower and muttered “Seriously… thunder traps for an electric type with volt absorb on top of it. What they were thinking?” 
Then heard a scream and turned around. One of the bandits from earlier she thought she had shocked to death earlier was rushing at her with his weapon raised. 
Raising an eyebrow, Charis drew one of her aggers but the Bandit didn't come close enough to start a battle… as he fell forward with a different dagger in the head. Thrown properly.
She looked at the design, she took a deep breath and lets out a long sigh while her eyes closed “Great her… how did she find me here?” 
"That's quite the insulting way to greet your aunt, isn't it?" asks a female voice and Charis opens the eyes and saw… the owner of the thrown dagger was in front of her. The white Weavile Silia.
"You aren't my aunt." countered the Zeraora "You are just one of my fathers' toys. nothing more." and crossed her arms "Now what does that lizard want from me this time?"
"How rude form you" mused the weavile, "I thought your mother raised you better."
"Much better than father" she dismissed with a huff "So tell me why you are here so we can split paths again!"
"Your father is requesting your presence at the village." was the white ice types answer while pulling out her dagger, cleans it at the bandits' clothes and sheats it "I was send alongside some associates to ensure the message reaches your ears… and clean up after you." and she looked around "That was a rather small raid for your standards."
"Bandit camps don't get so big as you were used to" the electric type stated simply "And the village is on the opposite direction then I have to go!"
"Don't worry. We will clean up anything worth looting for you, selling it, tell the Jarl that you are on the next quest and ensure your reward is landing in your coffers. And tell your friends that your return will be delayed." stated the weavile with a small grin.
Charis stared at her for a while before sighing "I hate you so much… the only reason I am not stabbing you is that I know how futile it is. And how much resources father and throw just to see me." and turns toward the camp exit "And of course you brought my horse here." she stated as she saw two dozen people already here, working on removing anything from the bandits that have value or could be sold after some cleaning. Climbing on the horse she muttered "Can't he just leave me alone, like I try to do the same to him for the past 30 years?" before she clicked her tongue to signal her horse to move.
The Green Blitz
The village. A place within Skyrim that is the staging area of any activities of Charis father's orders. While the old lizard self was hiding most of the time on his private island with all his followers that aren't on this kind of duty.   She reaches the stables and got off her horse and instantly three people are upon her and took care of her horse, her bags and to guide her to her father… she was expected.
Of course, she was. That lizard never let anything go by chance if he couldn't help it. As she followed the guide towards the largest house in the village, officially a hall where the village gathers for important things or activities, it was also the home for her "family" whenever a member is around. As she moved she saw a blue Khajiit talking and her eyes widened "Sassa? What are you doing here?"
The Khajiit turns around and smiles “Charis. It has been a long time since I saw you last time. When was it? Five years?” 
"Six." she stated "It was as father had me dragged back to the island to announce you are his youngest slave" was the answer and crossed her arms "And I still don't get why anybody WANTS to be his slave... "
Sassa only shakes her head "You will understand one day. But now I think Master is waiting for you. You shouldn't let it go too long. He has still other plans for today. Including a reward for me after I dealt with a Bandit problem." and she purred at the thoughts of how the reward would be.
“Just sick…” was Charis answer to it before following the guide once more who had patiently waited for the short conversation to finish.
They reached the big building and the doors were opened and Charis stepped in… and found him. Sitting on a chair with a glass of wine at his side. Like a king on his throne. Right now is a dark purple coloured Charmeleon. Jol Yun Kriid.
Moving towards him she crossed her arms and narrowed her eyes “Father.” 
"Hello, Charis. It's nice to see you again." replied the current fire type and gestured to a second chair "Please. Take a seat. I even got your favourite Meat on the stock."
She keeps standing “I am not planning to stay long enough to need to sit or to take a bed to sleep in.”
“I know you have little opinion of me… but it is of our shared interest regarding the reappearance of dragons.” stated Yol Jun Kriid simply and looks at her “And your mother would like to know how you are doing.” 
"I bet with so many spies you have in the entire continent you could tell it with a snap of your fingers." countered Charis "And I have no clue what your problem with those dragons are. But I don'T see why we should work together."
“Even if I know now how your plan with your Blades ally will not bring the results you are hoping for?” asks Yol Jun Kriid with a smirk and folds his hands. 
"You- No. Of course, you know about our plans to infiltrate the Thalmor." she sighs and grumbled "Fine." and took a seat "Then I humour you with my presence."
"Its good you are seeing reason now." smiles Yol JUn Kriid. "Your mother will be happy to hear that. Also, I should arrange for a meeting between you two and your aunt."
“Just shoot, so the puppet here can do whatever you need from her” spat Charis to him with a slight snarl 
Yol said nothing at this comment, only raised his eyebrow and shakes his head “The Thalmor are not behind the resurrections of dragons. It is a specific dragon, named Alduin. Who was thought to be defeated back at the war between the mortal races and the dragons.”
“I bet you threw your eggs in the basket of the mortal races as you are here.” 
"I was hiding" admits Yol "Because no matter who won… for dragons it won't be good. Alduin won: Death for all dragons aiding the mortals. Mortals win: In their blindness, they cannot differentiate between the dragons who aided them, and who oppressed them. In fact, due to the mortals' ways, only a few dragons lived to this day."
“Alduin was among them? Then why did he hide so long?” asks Charis in wonder. 
"He didn't hide. He was flung to the future. By an Elder Scroll" countered Yol "I am one of the few living beings who know about the truth of the fateful day. The problem back then, was that the mortals had, according to the only source I can draw from, the weapon that could defeat Alduin. But not the means to properly use them. They weren't Dovahkiin."
"You mean… only me can kill that guy?" asks Charis with a groan "Of course it gets so complicated. Did you ask your daddy to pull that?"
"I may be a child Akatosh, but not even Alduin could have asked that. Nobody can simply talk to the god of time and demand to choose a specific mortal to share the soul of a Dovah," stated Yol and took a sip of his wine. While Charis took a good jug of her mead. "No. I am rather surprised to learn that the only still-living child of mine was becoming the Dovahkiin."
"I am more surprised you didn't have more yet" she stated while looking at the meat in the jug "After all... " and this bit her lip for a moment "With the death of my many half-siblings at the war… I thought you would… replace your tools fast."
“My offspring are not my only tools as you put in” he stated “And it's easier to recruit people by fulfilling their desires than raising many years children and have them to infiltrate. True many of my descendants are my spies. But that's their decisions. Not mine.” 
“As cold as you are with raising, I am surprised that you had so many in the first place” she stated simply “Now back to the topic. So the trip to the Thalmors will be useless. Then I bet you already know what to do instead?” 
“Indeed. Three things. One is that you should go to your ally and say that you have the Location of an old friend of hers: Esbern. He is in Riften. The Thieves Guild will be able to point you to him. The second thing is that you should ask to meet with the leader of the Greybeards. He can tell you how to gain the weapon you need.” 
"Given how you said they weren't Dovahkiin… it is a shout?" asks Charis.
"Indeed. A shout. A shout that makes any dragons try to comprehend something we just CAN'T comprehend: Mortality." nodded Yol "I never learned the words itself. Nor could I provide you with meaning. Even with all, I did to understand mortals, mortality, in its truest form, is still a secret to me. And the third… is a team that will help you with the fights against the dragons. And to gain anything you need to defeat Alduin."
“I managed to do alone just fine.” 
"Even in Helgen?" mused Yol and leans back with a raised eye "You need the aid. Because if it goes to the direction I fear the most… it's far riskier than you imagine right now. And it is also partly out of my hand."
“How so?” asks Charis 
"Yveltal has awakened." was the blunt answer "And he has a new champion. That champion is tasked to be your help. Hence why I have sent word to hire more help to form a group that will allow you to get everything you need to defeat Alduin.. and two more dangers I am seeing in Tamriel. The Vampires… and an old enemy from the days of the dragon."
“So you will use me for more than just killing that Alduin guy?” huffed Charis 
"In return, I will refrain from involving into your life as much as possible." promised Yol "That is what you wish from me the most, correct?" and looks at the medallion on her chest "Especially… after what happened to your brother due to my miscalculation with the Thalmor." to which Charis clenches the medallion and stood up "Leave Charon out of this!" she sneered and stomped off, going for the room prepared for her, feeling too tired right now to handle with her father any further.
Yol Jun Kriid looks at his cup "Thousands of years… and most of my offspring still see me as a failure as a father. What is wrong to keep away from them to exclude them from my instinct to conquer and dominate them?" and sips further of his wine. "And why… does Charon's death still haunt her? Even Irna is over the death of her son by now. So why is Charis… who got the strong will of her mother Anri still hurt by this?"
