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      Through the years, I often assigned Sentinels to Ansgar to have him train them. It often didn’t go well. He’s not a people person.

      Ansgar has a lot of nicknames among the Sentinels. The Old Man. Death Incarnate. Knight. Inquisitor. Witch Finder. Asshole. All are appropriate names for him. Babysitter and trainer weren’t titles that fit him and he begrudgingly plays that part because I ask. (I would say because I order it, but we both know me giving orders goes in one ear and out the other and the same is true with him giving me orders.)

      This time was the exception. He asked us to bring Kaden to the ranch because he was going to go fishing. Fishing, I’m pretty certain, is a code word for training. Would fish be involved? Quite possibly, but not likely the fish Kaden would be imagining.

      And Kaden could use a “friendly face” to show him the ropes a different way.

      His way. It’s always a trial by fire — sometimes literally.

      I won’t lie. It’s an odd turn of events. Especially since I didn’t plan it.

      But if Ansgar wants to take him fishing, who am I to argue?

      Let’s hope he doesn’t kill him.

      
        
        -Sentinel Chronicles Blog Entry
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        * * *

      

      Ansgar stood just inside the barn doors, surveying the work he had recently finished.

      A really deep clean of the entire barn, including the stalls, his work shop, and the attic made the barn look and smell better. He’d recently finished the roof and siding repairs - a necessary evil since winter in Montana would last for the next four to six months or longer.

      Winters were always bitterly cold, but Ansgar made sure the buildings were up to snuff and warm for the animals, including the barn cats, and the occasional human that slept out there.

      Taking a break from the normal farm work, he headed into the makeshift office to continue rewriting a tome of knowledge he had written a couple hundred years ago.

      He had a treasure trove of tomes set aside for Callie on the off chance he was called to Valhalla permanently. The trove? Nearly nine-hundred years worth of journals and tomes stashed strategically around the world. Each tome contained information on every type of beast, supernatural creature, demon, known places of power, worship and druid groves in the area. He had loaned Callie tomes he had written on this continent and the information had surprised her. He had even included various shamanistic rituals the natives practiced. Each tribe had their own beliefs and unique rituals and had used their powers to deal with monsters when necessary.

      Knowledge was power. Sometimes you had to create a new plan when the first few plans went awry. And knowledge provided them with more options.

      Which was why Ansgar thought it was a good idea to get them rewritten on fresh, newer books and stored someplace safe that Callie or Rosea could get to in case something happened to him. He now knew magics that would let him protect the books from the elements and natural aging that would destroy them.

      He was scribbling in his book with a quill and ink when the matriarch of his barn cats jumped up on his desk and sat down on the book he was copying from, making it impossible to read. At least she hadn’t knocked the ink over and left paw prints on everything yet. YET.

      “Tsk, tsk,”  he murmured softly to his little friend, Tigi, as he scratched the tortoise shell’s chin, smiling and enjoying the moment as she lifted her chin, asking for more scratches.

      Everything was going well until he heard the faint click-click of a cellphone camera and its flash going off.

      “Who would have thunk? The Inquisitor has a heart after all.”

      An old-style silver letter opener flew toward the red-headed god with a blur of movement from Ansgar’s hand and wrist. Loki caught it inches from his eyes with two fingers, dropping it with a hiss as the runes on the blade flared a faint red.

      Tigi perfectly mirrored Ansgar’s sarcastically sweet smile as they looked at the trickster god.

      “You were saying?”

      “Oh nothing important other than that image-is-already-on-Instagram,” Loki quickly changed the topic. “The All-father sent me. He requests you check on my son.” Loki raised his hands as if he was asking for peace. “You know how he is. He’s been quite the naughty little boy and…well…he actually listens to you. He respects you and hides from me.”

      Loki sighed dramatically. “Hurts me. Deeply. Hurts me to my core, that little shit does,” Ansgar arched an eyebrow at Loki’s words. “You are an excellent role model for him. The best.” He paused before saying the last line. “He might have eaten a ship… or two… possibly three…of your navy or coast guard or the like. I doubt the mortals want to know the World Serpent is real…might make some of them question their beliefs, don’t you think, Sir Knight of the False God?”

      Ansgar sighed and rolled his eyes at Loki’s nickname for him. After a moment, he waved Loki off, dismissing him. The god walked out of the barn before disappearing.

      The question remaining was who he’d invite along for the trip. There was nothing more awe-inspiring, and terrifying, than coming face to face with the World Serpent.

      Succubus wouldn’t set foot on another ocean-crossing ship ever again if she had her way. She hated boats as long as he had known her. He had convinced her to go on vacation with him on the Titanic in 1912. It was an unsinkable ship. Everything would be fine.

      It definitely wasn’t fine and he was pretty sure Rosea would renew the grudge if he ever thought of inviting her on a boating excursion to go find the World Serpent.

      And Callum? Callum had gone with him once before and it took the better part of a month and a lot of holding the man at night for him to get over the night terrors.

      Kristoph was right out—unless he was feeding him to Jörmungandr. That was always a possibility.

      That left the Newbie, Kaden. He needed some time to play in the real world. Sure, he had seen some things. Anyone who trained with Rosea learned quickly that she believed training was hands-on. So did Ansgar. But Kaden hadn’t seen anything like this yet. Words just couldn’t describe it.

      Plus, bringing the Newbie along would let him get the measure of the man and get to know him better.

      With that decided, he sprinkled pounce on the ink to help it dry faster while he put everything else away. Once the pages were dried, he closed the book and added them to the safe, picked up his phone and started making phone calls.
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        * * *

      

      Breaking in a horse is never easy. Similar to children, they were easily distracted, could have a tantrum if they didn’t get their way, spooked if a flea sneezed, and required gentle, but firm handling until they understood how things worked.

      Teaching Strawberry commands without a saddle or reins was proving difficult. It was more difficult with Kaden and Callum sparring on the other side of the corral.

      Rosea clicked her tongue twice. “Ignore them, S.B. Focus on me. Good girl.”

      This was how Rosea preferred to ride. Bareback, nothing but her body and her voice telling the horse what to do. Strawberry wasn’t a purebred Arabian, but she could be trained like one. Most horses could learn how to be commanded without equipment.

      She knew the corral like the back of her hand and she guided Strawberry through her paces with her eyes closed.

      “Ro….Rooooo…..RORORORORO…” Callum’s voice got gradually louder, until she snapped her eyes open and glared at him.

      “Callum!” Her voice was too sharp, too annoyed, and she forgot it was Strawberry who was not yet battle trained she was riding when she yelled and within a split second, Strawberry bucked and tossed Rosea off her back onto the hard ground, knocking the wind out of her.

      “Fuck…” She coughed, then wheezed as she watched stars circle above her for a few moments. Over the thudding of her blood in her ears and the thudding of hoofs moving away from her, she could faintly hear Callum talking to someone. Once she could take a few deep breaths, she got up from the dirt, glaring at Callum who was talking on her cellphone.

      “Looks like she’s getting up now. She’ll be yelling at me soon, I’m sure,” Callum said to whomever was on the other end. “Oh she’s fine. She’s Ro. The horse, however, might be turned into glue.”

      “Give me the damn phone,” Rosea demanded, climbing over the fence. Callum, wisely, backed away from her. “Boundaries, Callum. Phone.”

      “Just a second, Ansgar,” he said into the phone. “Before you yell at me, Ansgar called your phone like five times before I tried to get your attention. I answered on the sixth call after Strawberry dumped you on your ass to let him know that you were alive and well because I didn’t want an angry Ansgar coming down here and starting fireworks. He’s got a favor to ask of ya…”

      “Give me the phone!” “Give Rosea the damned phone.” Could be heard simultaneously from them.

      “Fine!” Callum huffed, handing the phone to Rosea and backing away a couple steps, muttering about how ungrateful they both were under his breath. It probably was a wise decision on his part.

      “You’re not turning Strawberry into glue.” The words came from Ansgar more as an order than a question.

      “Hello to you too. We’ll see. It might be all she’s good for,” Rosea answered, dusting herself off. They both knew she wouldn’t ever turn a horse into glue. It was a harmless threat. “Callum, however, is about to be in trouble if he’s not telling me the truth and he called you instead of the opposite.”

      “No, Succubus, I called as many times as he said and he wasn’t wrong. If you didn’t answer and I couldn’t get hold of Xavier, Callie, or Callum I would have been down there.” There was a pause and she heard muffled noises in the background, a ‘get off that,’ ‘stop that,’ ‘my charger’s not a toy,’ and when his voice came back, she heard a faint purr in the background. A smile crossed her face.“Need a favor or two, Succubus.”

      “Okay?” Ansgar rarely asked favors from anyone, including her.

      “I’m going fishing. I figured it would be good to have Kaden along. He has a lot to learn and this would be a good experience for him if he doesn’t get eaten.. Can you bring him up here and then finish getting the ranch ready for winter?”

      “Fishing?” Roses asked, confused. Fishing sounded suspicious. It was more suspicious when he talked about Kaden not getting eaten. Her eyes narrowed. “And just where are you going fishing?”

      “Deep-sea fishing somewhere in the Atlantic. I don’t have details, so don’t ask too many questions,” he answered and the muffled sound of papers shuffling came across the line. “Think you could be here in a day or so?”

      “Sure. I’ll bring Callum along since Kristoph wouldn’t come up even if you would let him,” she heard Ansgar sigh at that and just grinned. “Are you positive you want Kaden for this?”

      It seemed very odd for Ansgar to volunteer to take Newbie with him anywhere. It was obvious, at least to her, that he was going to be training Kaden. She just wasn’t sure if they were really taking on deep-sea monsters or something else.

      “Positive. He’ll get some needed training and I’ll get to know him better. You know, things you always want me to do.”

      “Begrudgingly. You do it begrudgingly. But, you know what, you’re asking me so I’m just going to go with it. What does he need to bring with him?”

      “Clothes fit for a tropical environment. A good hat. A fishing pole. But absolutely no weapons.”

      “Huh. No weapons. You’re not taking him to play poker night on the high seas are you?”

      Ansgar chuckled. “No. Not that I’d tell you if I was, but no. They’d eat him alive.”

      “Okay. We’ll get packed up and head up that way and you can fill me in on everything you are willing to share.”

      “I’ve told you…”

      “I don’t believe you. See you in a couple of days,” Rosea said before hanging up despite his protests.

      “Kaden, go pack for a deep-sea fishing trip with Ansgar. Shorts, underwear, Hawaiian shirts, big safari hat. You know anything you might need on a boat. Fishing pole if you have one, if not, we’ll buy gear on the way up,” Rosea instructed as she climbed over the corral fence. “Callum, go pack your bag, you’re coming with us to Ansgar’s to drop Kaden off and finish getting Ansgar’s place ready for winter.”

      Her eyes stayed locked on Strawberry as she stalked across the corral. “And you, Miss Attitude, are going to develop tougher skin.”

      “Do I need to pack your bag too?” Callum shouted at her. Rosea just shook her head, murmuring to the horse. Once she was okay with it, Rosea climbed on it again.

      “Don’t think you’re getting out of training while I’m gone. Callie and Xavier will have you broken in before I get home,” she reassured the horse.

      Hours later after tiring out Strawberry, she went inside to eat supper, shower, and pack her bags.
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        * * *

      

      “Is there a reason you are taking Callum and Kaden and going to Montana without me?” Kristoph asked, pacing the bedroom floor while Rosea packed her bags.

      “It’s nothing personal,” she answered calmly. “Ansgar requested we drop off Kaden and keep an eye on his ranch while he’s gone fishing with Kaden. You can come with us…”

      “Hardly.” Kristoph spat. “He would kill me before I set foot on his property. Why don’t you just have Callum drop him off. There’s no need for you to go.”

      Rosea looked up from the bag she was packing.

      “He needs to receive some last-minute instructions where Ansgar is concerned,” Rosea explained. “This is his first time going somewhere with Ansgar that’s supposedly a fishing trip. Who knows what he’s actually up to, but he told Kaden no weapons. And the reason I’m going is that I was explicitly asked to do so and I said I would.”

      Her tone had a sound of finality to it. That didn’t stop Kristoph.

      “Just send Callum with Kaden. Stay here.”

      Rosea shook her head as he continued the argument.

      “Are you sleeping with him?”

      “Kaden? Yes. You know this.”

      “That’s not who I meant and you know it!”

      “Ansgar?” Rosea tossed a rolled piece of clothing into the suitcase hard enough that it instantly unraveled. “This bullshit? Again? He and I have never been lovers, no matter how hard I’ve tried. You know this. He’s not interested in me that way. He asked me to bring Kaden up so he can go on a fishing trip with him. That’s it.”

      She picked up the garment and rolled it up a second time.

      “Hrmph.” Kristoph was stomping back and forth through the bedroom, annoying her with his angsty behavior.

      “You should be thrilled he didn’t ask for Callum and I to join him too. We’re staying stateside while they go wherever they are going.”

      “He knows you hate boats.”

      “I do. I much prefer solid ground beneath my feet. He knows better  than to ask.”

      “Would you have gone if he was going anywhere else?”

      “It depends on where he was going, what he was hunting, and if he asked for help,” Rosea sighed. “This is the same for anyone. Callum or Xavier and Callie, or even Phoebe and Basil or others. If they need help, I go and I bring reinforcements if needed. How pissed off they are at you determines whether you go along or not.”

      “Everyone hates me,” Kristoph answered as he flopped down on the bed.

      “If everyone hates you, you need to look at yourself. That’s a problem you need to fix.”

      “I didn’t ask for your opinion,” Kristoph retorted. “I don’t want you to go.”

      “I understand that, but it doesn’t change my mind.”

      Kristoph stood back up, stalked across the room to grab his belt.

      “I’m going for a ride.”

      Rosea nodded. She hoped he would cool off while on this ride.
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