
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Battle for the Danu

By Kelly Lucille

The Danu Series

Book 3

Text Copyright 2022 Kelly Lucille

For Smashwords

All rights reserved.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​CHAPTER ONE
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​The ship creaked all around her and, not for the first time, Ash wondered if it was going to break apart under the heavy winds bombarding it.  She had thought the storm off the Scarrof coast had been bad, but this felt like the sea and the sky were tossing them about like two colossal children throwing a ball.  Like the first time they’d survived a storm she wondered if she had escaped the Royal palace only to die at sea.  Considering her mother was said to have been a princess of the ocean spirits the irony was not lost on her.  Nor the fact that she had never had the chance to learn how to swim.  Something that she couldn’t even really regret because the choice had never been presented to her.  With whom her mother was, she had never been allowed out of the walls of the harem, let alone the palace.

The Ocean had been forbidden to her.  She had hoped that once she was free of her bondage her mother’s words to her would be true.  That if she made it to the ocean she would discover her true self.  But all she had discovered standing on the deck of the ship she’d been smuggled on to was that she still had no idea what the world outside the palace truly looked like.  She had seen nothing once she was set free but the endless blue of sea and sky.  The smugglers who had freed her had taken no chances, so she had been hidden from sight until she was well away from the reach of the King.

Ash looked around at her small dark room where she had been forced to spend most of her time on the journey and wondered if it would be her tomb.

The door to her little cubby room opened and the cabin boy Rud held on to the edge to keep the door from flailing about.  

"Captain says to tell you we are almost to shore.  We've gotten through the worst of it and if you want to see, you can come up on deck with me, but you have to tie on until we get over the reefs.  Bring your things.  He says you won't be coming back."

Ash blew out a breath and stood in one motion.  Only to nearly fall right back into her bunk.  Rud grabbed her arm and pulled her with him to the doorway.  For a child of twelve the lad was strong, and nearly as tall as she was.  He helped her with an almost bruising grip, taking her bag and looping it over the same arm he used to haul her forward.  She didn't bother to complain.  They might have gotten through the worst of it but that didn't mean there was no danger.  Honestly if he hadn’t told her differently she would think they were still in the belly of the storm.  She tried not to think about what would come next.

They made their slow progress up on to the deck without seeing anyone else and it was only as they climbed up and Ash felt the wet breeze that they saw where the rest of the crew was.  All of them were on the deck looking over the port side and watching the land get closer and closer.  She didn't blame them for their curiosity, the lands they were coming up to none of them had seen before, and the stories that were told of the place were full of monsters and plants that would eat a man whole.

The cliffs of rock and endless sand beaches were not what she had expected to see, but then the tall hills of sand that seemed to go on for the entire beach kept whatever was beyond that out of their sight, so anything could be past that.  Somewhere between Rud being sent for her and them stepping on to the deck they had sailed well past the reefs and were nearly touching sheer cliffs that towered high above them.  Those that weren’t gawking at the new land were working the boat frantically, and if she was not mistaken, they were fighting to keep the ship going along the coast and away from the rocky shores and steep cliffs.

Ash closed her eyes and looked inside herself as her mother had told her trying to connect with the angry ocean surrounding them, but either she was getting it wrong, or she didn’t have the gifts her mother assumed she would.  She pushed harder, feeling as if there was a wall between her and senses she should have had.  

Please, she spoke in her mind wishing she had even a touch of what her mother was said to have.  We are not here to harm.  Please calm and let us go to land.

The ocean winds and waves lessened in small bits and Ash wished she could take credit, but chances were better that they had just finally sailed past the wind break and were now hitting calmer seas.  She let out a breath that was part relief and part disappointment.  Since she had started her journey across the water she’d tried to use the gifts her mother trained her to recognize, but for all the months of the journey she had accomplished nothing but daily headaches that about split her skull.

"I see people!" One of the crew called out pointing to the beach that they were sailing parallel to.

Ash looked and caught sight of men topping the sand dunes and coming toward the same beach they were pointed towards.  They were far enough away that they resembled ants to those on the ship, but there was something about the numbers and speed they were moving that made her wonder if they should be more worried than excited.  After everything she had been through to finally get here, she had only hope that things would be better here.  But then there was really nowhere else she could go that they wouldn’t find her.  What's more, this was the last place they would look for her.  Now she just had to hope that what she had to offer them was enough to let her stay.  Not that the Captain was giving them a choice in sending her back. 

"You there, Girl!" He bellowed and everyone turned to look at her.  She ignored them all, as she had done since she woke up aboard the ship and looked only to the Captain.  A wiry rough looking man, he motioned for her, and she sucked in a breath, raised her chin and walked to where he motioned.  A big burly sailor who said little but had been nothing but silently protective of her since she woke up on board grabbed her gently around the arms without meeting her eyes.  He turned and placed her in the harness that would lower her to the waiting rowboat.  Arms that did not have the same gentleness grabbed her when she was close enough and impatiently pulled her out of the harness and flopped her down on the boat seat.  

The two men unlucky enough to get the detail of rowing her to shore, wasted not a minute more before they were away.  She looked up at the ship one last time and met the eyes of the gentle giant.  She wished she had gotten his name, but everyone had been warned to keep their distance.  Rudd and the captain had been her sole contact for the long sea voyage.

The boat had barely bumped the shore before one of the two rough sailors hauled her up and practically threw her out of the boat.  She hit the water with a splat and almost went completely under.  There was a flash of cold and then a strange heat pulsed around her.  She gasped at the unfamiliar feelings and almost missed the sound of her bag hitting the water behind her.  She dived for it.  It was after all the only things she had in the world.  By the time she had it secured and had turned back the little boat and the two sailors were rowing back to the ship as fast as they could.  

Ash stood, water sloshing off her and dragging her down with extra weight.  Without the buffer of the water the wind cut like knives wherever it touched skin and the wispy desert silks that made up her wrap dress and pants were insufficient for her new climate.  Her teeth were already chattering before she took her first step and she didn’t think it was possible, but she missed the hot sands and warm air of her desert prison.  It was the only thing she did miss no matter the unknown danger she faced.

A shimmer of light swirled around her in the cold waters, and she stilled, her wide eyes going to the flash of power that skimmed everywhere the water touched.  Then the feel of dry winds she had been longing for circled her like she was suddenly in the middle of a funnel cloud.  She lunged with a stuttering heart for the dubious safety of the shore.  She tripped and fell more than once in her mad scramble.  Between the eddying tide and the swirling winds she wasn't always sure she was headed in the right direction, but finally she made it to the beach and fell to the sand.  

The wind swirled with dizzying heat one last time as the ocean seemed to want to follow her, and she closed her eyes and curled into a ball trying not to scream at the whip of magic coursing through and around her.

Everything stopped.  She could hear voices and other noises in the distance but everything around her was still.  She cracked her eyes opened having no idea what to expect only to realize she was warm and dry, and somehow not under attack.

She let out the breath she had been holding, pulled herself out of her protective huddle and fell back onto the cool sand.  Her relief at surviving enough to sap the strength out of her limbs.  She closed her eyes and welcomed the sun on her face.  Unlike what she was used to it was not a fiery blistering heat in the sky, but more a warmth that nurtured rather than destroyed.

She regretted her moment of comfort almost immediately as sand was suddenly being kicked up all around her.  To protect her eyes she twisted and ducked her head under her arms, pulling her knees up until they touched her elbows as she felt the bite of sand anywhere skin was exposed.  Then that too stopped, and she turned her head enough to find herself surrounded by grim faced warriors on horses.  She had seen pictures in books of the barbarians of this land, and for the hundredth time since she started on her quest, she wondered if she was going to die before she had a chance to be free.
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​CHAPTER TWO
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​Ragnar Stalrask cursed himself for a fool.  

When he’d followed his friend and Prince into the Green two years ago it was with the expectation that Ragnar would be battling forest beasties and watching his prince’s back against the trickster magic users they were sure to face.  But once they had settled in the Green, the Danu with their tricky powers kept the wild beasts at bay and all the magic users, the few that were left, were babies, and mostly female at that.  None of them had any interest in stabbing their new allies in the back.  

There was no danger living among the Danu despite the wild tales told of their unnatural powers and ghost like movement in the Green.  At least none that he needed to be on constant vigil for, besides sheer boredom maybe.

Instead he spent his days babysitting and training.  At first he insisted on patrolling since clearly he was the biggest and scariest among their adopted mix of Southern Warriors and Danu magic users.  But despite his size, he was the least qualified to patrol the wilds known as the Green.  He could fight with fist and sword, and his giant war hammer, but the smallest of the Danu, a fourteen-year-old boy with not a day of battle to his name could navigate and control the Green better than Ragnar.  Not to mention that some of them could take the form of animals or see through eyes not their own.  With that kind of magic his stomping around the wild forest scaring away the game, as Quain liked to say, was unnecessary.  

He was unnecessary.

He was a celebrated and feared warrior of the Southern Armies and the closest he got to battle these days was when he trained with the Danu, which was to say not at all.  

As much as he would like to say he trained the children, it was more apt to say they trained each other.  He’d learned much about fighting deadly fast and tiny beings who could practically fly in the Green, and could, when the occasion called for it, use the very ground he walked on to defeat him.  It was both educating and humbling.  He learned a great deal from the Danu children.  How to walk silently in the green, how to recognize and handle the dangers of the wild.  How to lose to a pubescent girl.

He needed a real battle again or he’d go insane.

Which was why he had volunteered to escort the young Danu from the new settlement of Greenrock.  A mixed community of Southern warrior, the transient Danu and some people born in the Northern states that had gradually joined them there. Though he had to wonder if they were still calling them the Northern states when the new settlements were both North and East of everything that had gone before.  

"Probably," Beatrice said smoothly mounted on the horse directly following his.  "The new settlements will no doubt be referred to very differently by both your untrusting southern armies and the superstitious northerners.  Maybe something like "Those cursed Danu cities, or the witch places.  Or something equally sinister and ridiculous."

"Stay out of my head girl," he said mildly enough since he was long used to the minor annoyance that was the Lady Beatrice.  He would get more than annoyed at her little excursions through his thoughts if he didn’t know she was as bored as he was after so long on the road.  And really, compared to most people, he actually liked the female.

So he went on with his thoughts as he normally did, as if she hadn’t spoken.

The building of the new settlement at Greenrock had progressed surprisingly smoothly the first year, and as soon as the food production and distribution began, more had flocked that way for work, and the adventure of being a part of something new. 

Beatrice and Quain and the other girl, who he did his best never to acknowledge by name or look, had gone there to establish Danu presence while they worked on ensuring the ground would be productive for crops, and that the city was built with Danu in mind.  As such, it was a unique city built with as little of the forests cleared as possible to support the town and its growing citizenship.  Seasonally the Danu would return to see to crop health and ensure a good harvest, but for now they were supposed to be returning to the Green and a long visit with their queen and her southern mate, and to help at the second settlement as well.  After a stop off at the new castle being built between the wild Green, where Queen Katrine primarily lived ,and the Southern Garrison at the outermost tip of the Northern Sea.

Prince Ansgar the bloody had taken a Danu wife as his brother had, but he was still the heir to the throne, so allowances would be made.  His wife could not live far from the Green, and they needed forces established to resist raiders coming in from the Sea.  The Danu Queen Katrine didn’t leave the Green.  Her connection with the wilds was such that the green would follow her.  Tearing up roads and the newly established houses if she tried.  And Prince Khalon went where his wife went.  Surprisingly enough standing beside the Queen of the Danu in the Green she commanded was the safest place his prince and oldest friend had ever been.  Ragnar had not been needed.

Ragnar hadn’t known that the Danu were transitory until he had lived among them, but then there used to be many more of them, before the war and the firing of the forests.  Now to keep the Green from going any wilder and more dangerous than it was, the Danu moved among different established camps throughout the year spreading their magic and influence as they did.  Much like the southern army had moved camps regularly for food and safety in the old days, before the blood witch armies had come and did their best to destroy their way of life.  Forcing them North to conquer new lands just to survive.  The southern armies might have ultimately driven out the cursed magicians from the Sea, but it had cost them almost everything to do it.

One thing he could say about living among the diminutive Danu.  They were nothing like the magic users the Southern armies had been expecting.  The opposite, if Ragnar were to be honest.  Which was why instead of hating and wishing to kill the little magic users, he had volunteered to escort them in their journeys.

Which was all well and good, but he had forgotten how quickly they moved, and how at home they were in the Green.  It was more accurate to say that they were escorting him, at least until they were back on the new road and closer to the port towns.

He knew it was bad when he was wishing the gypsies would attack.

Beatrice snorted behind him but was polite enough not to speak.  Unfortunately it drew the attention of the only Danu Ragnar would actually not mind hitting.

"I'm surprised you deigned to leave your precious prince alone with his magic user mate," Quain, the little bastard said snidely as he rode up beside him.  Ragnar didn’t have to see it to know that Beatrice was rolling her eyes at the move that put Quain's horse firmly between hers and the scary Southerner.  "Aren't you worried he won't be able to survive without you standing at his back."

"Well, with you already gone from the camp I didn't have to worry so much about backstabbing."  Ragnar smiled at his least favorite Danu with a lot of teeth.  "What about you?  We weren't expecting you to join us.  Leaving your sister to go help at the new settlement?  No longer worried she will be ravaged by Southern warriors in your absence?"

Quain gave Ragnar his own version of a toothy smile.  "The only good thing about Elena marrying the worst of the worst is that he at least can keep her safe from the rest of you barbarians."

Ragnar snorted at that, hearing the disgust in the man’s voice as he refused to name his sister’s husband.  Prince Ansgar the Bloody might be the worst of the worst in his opinion but as heir to the throne, he was hardly a bad catch for his sister.  Unless you were Quain and hated all the southern warriors with a determined unchanging thirst for vengeance.  

Not that he was alone in that mistrust.  After the war that had decimated the Danu with the firing of the Green many of the Southern warriors were even more mistrustful of magic users than they had been before.  But the Danu had at least been put in a different category to the other blood magic users that had chased them from their homes in the South.  Hard to see it any differently when most of the Danu were children and the rest, besides Quain, were married to their own princes.

"Elena." Beatrice said from behind them with clear censure in her words.  "Has no problem seeing to her own safety."  She scoffed at both of them.  "Aren't you two tired of this constant aggression between you?  After two years, really?"

Beatrice, like all the rest of the witches had the red hair and green eyes of the Danu.  She was also instrumental in the success of the new cities and besides knowing everything that went on around her, she was ridiculously smart and had a dry wit that could bite.

She had been barely sixteen when she’d established Greenrock and then seventeen when she began plotting out the second city that was newer and further south.  Newly eighteen now, she was the leader of all their expansion efforts in the Green.  What once had been Roads End was now a waystation that connected haven and the new cities.  So far the second still unnamed township was still in its infancy with only the few stationed as guard and the traveling Danu occasionally staying there.  It was also closest to where Khalon and Katrine were establishing their main camp in the Green.  Beatrice, barely an adult, had proven her worth with her knowledge of the land around her, and her intelligence.

Ragnar didn’t turn to look at the young woman.  Out of habit he had learned not to look at the little females.  The younger teens tended to take the slightest attention as encouragement.  And they were at the age to notice all the southern warriors, mostly because Quain and the fourteen-year-old Happ, named for the last Danu king before the war, were the last of the male Danu.  Circumstances were such that they had grown up as close as brothers and sisters so the little females, besides Beatrice tended to flirt.

Beatrice was barely older, but unlike the others she had never tried her flirting on him, or anyone else that he’d seen.  But he still treated them all with the same lack of attention.  For his own self-preservation.

He caught the look Quain shot back at her before he turned and gave her his back again.  He could act older and above her opinion, but she wasn’t wrong.  Then again, like the other older Danu females. Katrine and Elena, he’d found they were rarely wrong.  It did make him wonder how Quain was so stuck in his ways when his twin sister, who had been raised exactly the same, was wise beyond her years.  And Katrine?  

She was the Queen and had managed in her young years to broker a peace between warring nations and established her dominance over the wilds across the whole of the lands, something no leader of the Danu had managed in unknown centuries.

As usual Beatrice was not wrong.  Elena looked after herself and her mate just fine.  She was also establishing herself as a horse trainer of renown, and this was among the Southern warriors, known for their superior horses.  As for Ansgar, no one would be so foolish as to speak badly of his wife, not if they wanted to live.  He was not known as the bloody prince for nothing.

"Speaking of," Beatrice said.  "Why are we going by the new castle before we make our rounds to the other settlement.  Does the Queen know something we don't?"

Ragnar shrugged.  "There have been no words of Scarrof if that is what you are referring to.  All has been quiet on the eastern shore."

"Elena wants you to come and check how the wilds are doing with the new construction.” Quain gave Ragnar one more sneer before he looked to the others.  “She could have called Katrine but the last time the queen came close, the wilds took out one of the new roads before she realized.  Elena is hoping that you can check for her and let us all know what the green thinks of the construction, and if we need to make any changes."

Uncomfortable as usual, when he was reminded of the connection Quain had with his twin.  Ragnar felt a twinge, which was his usual response to the reminder of magic.  Like a lot of the Southern armies, he had seen what magic can do, most of it bad.  He knew the Danu were different in every way to the blood mages they had fought in the South.  But it didn’t change the internal reaction when magic was used or spoken of around him.  At least he had stopped lumping the Danu in with all magic users, but it was still a pressure point for him and he lived full time with the Danu.  Many of his fellow warriors did not have the knowledge that he did and reacted even worse to any magic used.

"Why does every one act like the rest of us have nothing to offer?" Cilla grumbled from behind them.  Finally having had enough of being ignored.  "I have as much connection to the wilds as Beatrice does."

Beatrice sighed but said nothing.  It was Quain who spoke with clear exasperation.  "You have the normal Danu connection to the wilds the rest of us do.  Beatrice can sense more from the Earth than any but Katrine."

"Queen Katrine," Cilla reminded him snidely.  "You’re the one who keeps reminding the rest of us that we need to be respectful."

"Queen Katrine," he said with a growl.  "Either way she’s asked Beatrice to go in her place.  You," he said with clear tension.  "Are as usual, just along for the ride."

Ragnar would have growled at Quain for his tone to the young woman, if it had been anyone but Cilla.  Between the young flirt and the irritating male, he was hard pressed to pick who was the most annoying on a long journey.

Of course, that exchange started a sniping argument between the two that lasted nearly to the gates of the keep, Ansgar’s new home on the Eastern shore.  The sight of which Ragnar was beyond happy to finally see.  

The gates opened before they were close enough to see just how high they had been built.  Constructed entirely of the cliff rock, it was dark, with deep striations of iron blue veining.  The whole of it was as intimidating as the black rock of Haven and looked like it could withstand an army of giants, or possibly magic using invaders from the Sea.  

Within the walls that opened slowly as they came to them, they were greeted to what looked to be a bustling city.  After having spent so long among the Green and even the smaller Greenrock it felt a bit like coming home with all the warriors turning to look what had the gates opening.  Then as it became clear who was at the gates a silence spread over the bustle until everything was still, and every eye was on them.

That, Ragnar thought wanting to pull out his ax, was different.

Then Elena rushed out of the enormous gate, and he understood the suspicious looks they were getting.  The future queen was to be guarded at all costs.  Mostly because she had wormed her way into the hearts of all who knew her, and for a magic user among this army, that was no small thing.  While Katrine inspired awe and fear among his brethren, the Lady Elena's magic over animals was more approachable for many.  Not to mention she trained the finest horses the lot of them had ever seen, and that was saying something.

"Elena!" The growled yell was nearly a roar and he almost laughed when instead of stopping and turning back for her husband, the crown prince, she ignored him, rolling her eyes and smiling at them instead.  Quain laughed and Ragnar would have, but he had sparred with the bloody prince on more than one occasion.  Besides Khalon, he was one of the few who won against Ragnar as often as he lost.  Quain didn’t hold the same careful esteem he did, because he was off his horse and twirling his twin sister in the air as if her husband wasn’t bearing down on them with most of the castle warriors looking on with clear aggression.

But then it might have just been Quain.  He was not exactly popular among the warriors.  Unlike the small females and children, it was easier to dislike a full-grown male magic user, and Quain returned the feeling for the Southern warriors.  The man was protective of his people with a stubborn tenacity that Ragnar could respect, but the coming-of-age Danu didn’t appreciate.  In fact, Ragnar mused, the only one who seemed to like Quain was his sister.  

Certainly not her husband, Ragnar thought with an inner chuckle at the looks that passed between Ansgar the bloody and the young magic using male.  Cold censuring eyes met sneering pup.  The only reason the two had not already tried to kill each other stood between them smiling.  Affection and love for her returning twin clear on her face.  Both males softened as they met those eyes, valiantly ignoring each other, which seemed to be the only reason they didn’t come to blows whenever they met.

"Did you have a good journey?"  Elena was asking her brother, even as her husband pulled her from her twin’s arms and into his own embrace.  She ignored that too, continuing to smile at her brother.  "Any trouble on the road?"

"Who would dare?" He asked with a snort.  "We don't stray far from the green, and only a suicidal maniac attacks Danu in the green.  "Well, I suppose the southern warriors might turn on us again if we scare them too much, but we have the mighty hammer for that." He said and his voice was just shy of insulting while he looked over Ragnar mockingly.  Ragnar ignored him with long practice, as did Ansgar.  He turned back to his sister again.  "What about you?  I don't suppose you have finally come to your senses and are ready to return to the Green where you belong?"

She rolled her eyes as they both ignored the small growl her husband let out at the way Quain dismissed him with a pointed look.  "Stop trying to get a reaction."  

She turned to Beatrice and Cilla.  She smiled at the younger woman but spoke to Beatrice.  "Thank you for coming out of your way.  I know you’re busy with the two cities and all the traveling you do for the Alliance.  Let me see to your horses and we can get you all comfortable after your long ride."

Beatrice smiled, but before she could speak Cilla spoke over her.  Her eyes on Elena and Ansgar.  "Look at you, all lady of the manor."

That drew Elena's eyes firmly back to the young girl.  With an arched brow Elena said not a word until the young Cilla dropped her own eyes with a flush.  Before mumbling with a much different tone of voice.  "Sorry Elena, I meant thanks, that sounds nice."

Elena smiled at the girl again and turned to lead that way, as if expecting nothing less from her.

Ragnar nearly choked on the change from teenage angst to sweet, until Beatrice spoke quietly and with ill-disguised humor for his ears alone.  "You forget, it was Elena who was the oldest of us.  She more than any of us raised the younger ones.  We are a little closer in age, so she is more a sister to me, but for Cilla and the rest?  Well, Katrine might be queen of the Danu, but Elena will always be the mother figure we all strive to emulate."

Ragnar chuckled.  He wasn't sure what he found more humorous.  The idea of the Lady Elena, beautiful, young and lithe as a mother figure, or Quain in the roll of Daddy to a swarm of fluttering girls.  Suddenly Quain's protectiveness and antagonistic nature toward, well, everyone, made some small sense.  He watched the young man move away from them with his horse, Cilla following, the blush still bright on her cheeks.

Beatrice scoffed, clearly reading his thoughts and finding them ridiculous.  "Quain is not anyone's Daddy.  Certainly not mine.  But you are correct in that he is in a strange circumstance.  He feels protective of all the Danu, mostly because as much as he blames the Southern warriors in words, in mind he carries the knowledge that it was his brothers’ actions that brought about the war between our people and the firing of the Green.  He cannot help but feel responsible for every death and sorrow suffered by our people.  So," she continued as if she was not dropping fire in his lap with her words.  "He punishes himself and assures that he is the target before the eyes of your Southern army with their hatred of magic users."

Then, as was her way when she imparted inflammatory knowledge so blithely, Beatrice left without another word to join her kinsmen.

Quain, Ragnar saw with new eyes, turned and made sure both small females were with him before glaring at every warrior even thinking of looking their way before following his sister into the coolness of the barn with their horses.

Beatrice, he remembered with new understanding, never reacted to Quain's over-protectiveness like the other girls did.  Instead of sniping and arguing they could take care of themselves, she took it like she seemed to take everything.  With calm serenity and a dry wit.  His estimation of the girl, already high, increased tenfold.  His estimation of Quain... well he would look with new eyes at the man, but he would be damned if he started liking the little bastard.  He might not be the old man that Khalon was fond of calling him, but thirty-eight summers was still too old to change that much.
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​CHAPTER THREE
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​The horses put away and the niceties handled, Ragnar took in the uneasy way everyone seemed to be acting.  From the warriors guarding the walls, doubled since he was last here, to the way Prince Ansgar and his two best soldiers, Lore and Beck, hovered never too far from the Lady Elena.  

Ragnar stepped closer to the bloody prince and met those cold nearly black eyes.

"Is there something I need to know?" he asked quiet enough that the Danu in his care would not overhear.

Ansgar looked him over briefly as if weighing his worth and then with a tick in his jaw nodded once.  "We have an..." he searched for the words his eyes going even colder if that were possible.  "Unexpected visitor.  My father and Khalon are on the way.  The king’s ship should arrive with the morning tide and my brother should arrive any time.  He and Elena will represent Queen Katrine for now.  If it is determined that our visitor poses no threat then you will probably be escorting the prisoner through the Green to meet with the Danu Queen."
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