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In the Cosmos of the Seven Stars of Oradian, two stars governed the entire system. They are called Darnel and Medria.  

Darnel was a world full of rocky terrain with many factories processing several types of minerals. Because of their stock, they played a significant role in a major trade among the nations. 

Medria was a world similar to Earth, with fresh green grasslands, deserts, oceans, and high mountains. Many flocked here as it brought good trade for food and also other supplies such as herbs, salves, and even magical items.

These worlds were governed by their keepers known as deities. Adrial, from Medria, was a beautiful woman clad in an overflowing purple gown with skin as dark as the galaxy. With her unwavering determination, her eyes shimmered with various hues, making it difficult to change her mind.

Darma, the keeper of Darnel, accused Adrial of constantly controlling the trade market with the other worlds, as negotiations between these two deities always went sour. They constantly hurled accusations at each other and none of the other keepers could even find a way to calm them down. All of them felt that this was never going to get better until this one meeting.

One night, everyone left the meeting because both of them were about to kill each other. None of them wanted to see bloodshed or even knew how to stop it. Far across the four corners of Madria, everyone heard the immense shouting from the shrine, then it was quiet.

The representatives kept staring at each other with a worried expression. No one wanted to venture inside. 

Time ticked by slowly as a few hours passed. Finally, the doors opened. Darma had a silly grin on his face while he walked over to the stand, grabbed a parchment, then walked straight back to the door. Stopping at the door and without looking back, he said, “Oh, give us a few days. I’m sure everything will be alright.” He walked inside and closed the doors.

A few days passed. Suddenly, a proclamation was sent to all the nations. The two deities, Darnel and Adrial were wed a few days ago, without notifying anyone. It stunned the seven worlds and their representatives. At first, no one complained about this, but like all things pertaining to history, it repeats. 

Many years of peace befell the seven worlds, until the world of Obella, who excels in their technology, began a war. A few of their high-ranking officers left Obella while claiming their rebel actions were for their home, bringing chaos and slaughter to too many. Several outside forces even joined their cause. A letter arrived for Adrial. It stated the reason for this war was their marriage and their child, who was yet to be born. 

In order to secure a future for their son, Darma knew full well he had to go full strength against them. He might seal them away for a time, but it would be his son’s responsibility to defeat them when they emerged again, for they will. 

Adrial begged him not to go, but knew with that determined look of his. He was going to protect her and their son. 

“Raise our son well, my love. Never forget, I don’t do this for the universe, but for what is most important to me.” Darma placed a kiss on Adrial’s head, knowing full well the fate that was in store for him. He left and never returned. 

Adrial gave birth to their son a few months later, after the war ended. His name was Ragnus Moon. His star burned brightly, as his name suggested, symbolizing his role as the bringer of peace to all. Not only that, he shared a striking resemblance to his father, which brought a smile to her face.

But as time passed, the moon’s color waned, for Ragnus had been born with an ability. His ability to read people's thoughts, desires, fears, and emotions was unmatched. There was nothing you could hide from him. 

At first, no one knew about it, but when people learned what it was, many used unspeakable methods to control him. Some used their political spots to move him into a position he could not refuse. Others made him sound like a tyrant, complaining Ragnus got his way all the time.

All their attempts failed to deter Ragnus. He knew everything about each one. Even though many saw him as a man to be feared, others that were close to him knew of his anger, resentment, sadness, and worst of all, his loneliness.

Adrial did her utmost to contain the masses that menaced her son, yet it proved difficult since he possessed the same stubbornness as his father. She concluded that it would be beneficial for him to govern all the worlds. It would provide him with the necessary political and interpersonal skills. Despite this, Ragnus never showed a smile, laugh, or even a smirk, leading to her tears each night.

Years passed, and the resentment from people in other worlds, including his, grew. Rumors spread faster than the wind about her son’s cruelty, for they thought it was his fault for the disasters happening in their world.

Adrial knew that if her son threw a tantrum, he would spare no worlds, not even hers. In order to protect him, she made a decision that might cost her connection to Ragnus, but knew it was the only way to keep him safe and the wolves at bay.

All seven worlds agreed that a bride would remain at his side up at the moon palace. Given the urgency of the request, only individuals from highborn backgrounds would be eligible to become his bride. Those who didn’t meet the requirements or detected a suspicious scheme were sent home, but a new bride would be selected until Ragnus tied the knot.

Many people over the years tried to catch him being cruel, a liar, and even a tyrant. Following the departure of several brides in the initial year, one became upset, shedding tears and making pleas. She begged him to let her stay by his side, and spoke of how she loved him. Yet, when he turned the questions on her and asked her about the rumor of him forcing himself on her every night, she grew enraged. Ragnus made it public knowledge of this accusation against his enemies. He wasn’t afraid to use knowledge to his advantage, even if that meant hurting people trying to manipulate him.

After this event, Ragnus felt even more lonely. It was as if marriage was a binding chain, only to serve you to someone who would never be faithful or loyal to you. Over the years, the moon palace saw the arrival and departure of many brides. Our story begins with our current bride still at the palace. He stormed into her room with a scowl on his face.
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Ragnus stood out among his people due to his height, measuring a foot taller than the typical height of six feet and two inches. His long light blue hair flowed down his back, tied by a simple ornament. With each step, he moved down the hallway, his robe gracefully skimming the ground without a sound.

Most times, people would admire this because their lord had a very fine figure being well versed in the arts of magic, weapon wielding, and even delegations. But he caused his own people to tremble in fear.

Ragnus was in a foul mood and stormed through the chamber doors of his bride, Arwen. “Where are you?!” He yelled while looking both left and right. Arwen was nowhere to be seen.

Arwen quickly opened the side door and stepped inside while covering herself up in the night robe. It was a soft mauve made of the finest silk while her skin was pearl white, enhancing her vivid red hair. Her green, misty eyes widened in surprise as she glanced at him, but fear quickly overtook her as she placed a hand on her throat. “Yes?” she whispered.

Ragnus marched over and grabbed her by the shoulders. His grip was fierce as his piercing, light blue eyes stared into hers. 

Arwen lowered her eyes and trembled.

"Don't play coy with me, witch! Where were you this afternoon?" Ragnus shook her. 

Arwen blinked a few times and tears brimmed on the side as they threatened to fall. "I was here. I didn't betray you!"

"Bullshit!" Ragnus placed a hand under her chin and forced her gaze to meet his. 

Arwen flinched.

“I know very well you have been having an affair with that new soldier and don’t play dumb with me. I’ve had my fair share of toothless wannabe harlots trying to play me for a fool at the moon palace before.” He released her and walked over to the dresser, pulling out the belongings in each drawer, one at a time. After a few minutes, an enormous pile of clothes, perfume, trinkets, and accessories laid on the floor.

Arwen stared at him in horror. "I didn't do anything! I wasn't with anyone!" She rose, walked over to him, and grabbed his arm.

Slap!

Ragnus' hand flew across her cheek faster than anything. "You will pack your things fast or I shall make sure a dire fate falls on that soldier of yours." He walked over to the closet and pulled out more items. The pile on the floor grew much bigger.

Arwen sank to the floor. "Please. I won't go to him, but don't send me home!"

Ragnus snorted. "Which would be worse, your fate or that pretty boy of yours? If you don't leave, I'll make sure Ash departs to the World of Desolate for training. Try to continue with your lies, but I've known you have been sleeping with him for quite some time." He turned around and gazed at her with a nasty smile. The iciness and coldness about him turned this room even darker than it was. "Why do you think I told you not to lie to me?"

Arwen shivered and sank to the floor.

Ragnus stormed out of her chamber down the hall. It's always like this. I can't trust anyone except for a few people. He didn't even look at the soldiers standing in the halls with their heads lowered. They respected him and feared him. "Darian!"

Around the corner, pops out an older man in his prime with a short and stubby grey beard, straitened his glasses on his nose. Even though Darian was plump for his age, was still the best trainer around these parts. "Yes, My Lord?"

"Do you know of the young soldier that was brought over from Neblar called Ash?" Ragnus placed his hand on his hip, it felt as if the frustration was mounting.

“I do. Promising young lad and highly trained in the arts of assassination. Has something happened?” Darian asked.

“Send him back home without any pay or work history from us.” Ragnus pressed his lips together. 

"Mind if I ask why?" Darian quickly asked as the scowl on his lord's face deepened. "Just to keep security measures in check."

"You can ask my bride who will be leaving within the hour, make it happen." Ragnus stormed away. 

Darian sighed. I do hope he does find happiness of his own. Wish people would stop trying to manipulate them. Feels like they came out of the woods just because he was born. He turned and proceeded down the hall towards the training grounds. Time to get my game on.

Meanwhile, Ragnus marched into another room with three large bay windows on the other side. A unique and large desk was near, with piles of paperwork stacked high. More work to be done, He sighed.

“I take it things are not going well again?” A trusted informant named Thomas Braidy glanced at him from the bookshelf he was browsing. “It happens every time with you, doesn’t it?” His short brown hair rested on the side of his face with a perfect attire from trousers to an open tunic. Nothing was out of place when it came to clothes for him.

"Mm. You know me too well." Ragnus strode to the window with his hands behind his back, clasped. Even with those words being said, he knew another bride would be here within a week. "Sides, I'm just a tyrant who is angry all the time."

Thomas shook his head. “You have reasons for not trusting people.” He put the book in his hands on the shelf and regarded his lord with an interesting gaze. “You need a break. You know Adrial will be here quickly again.”

Ragnus grimaced. My dear mother, Always tries her best to do good for me, but I swear this bride thing is just getting old. "What do you recommend?"

“Go for a walk,” Thomas replied.

“You understand that she can locate me no matter where I am, right?” Ragnus glanced at him through the reflection in the glass without turning around.

“I didn’t mean here. Why not that one world you haven’t been to? I think it’s called Ambryia. Wait, you’ve been to that capital.” Thomas places a hand on his chin. “Ah!” He throws up a finger. “How about the Ishlar Moors? I heard there is a little town out there and no one ever comes by.”

It would be a good idea to disappear for a while. Ragnus asked, “Have you any ideas for Adrial so I can have some time for myself?”

“I’ve held her off several times,” Thomas smirked. “Besides, I have a lot of chores to do since a bride is leaving, along with a soldier.” He winked.

It was nice that a few were loyal to him. “Fine. I’ll leave my mother in your hands. How will I get down there without anyone seeing me?”

"Let me take care of that." Thomas stretched out his hands and a symbol appeared underneath his lord. Ragnus disappeared. "Let's hope that mother of his stays away long enough for him to get some fresh air."

The Ishlar Moors was a beautiful place. Far and wide, a field of tall green and brown grass rose up to his waist. The wind flew across them and spread a golden shimmer down many rows of several types of lilies.

Ragnus inhaled the fresh air. Feels great. I'm glad I came. His next thought soured his mood as it wouldn't take long for his mother to find him. A few birds flying up from the ground caught his attention as the sun was setting. It reminded him of how sometimes a break from everything is just what the doctor ordered.

Ragnus walked to the left to a few trees standing in the distance that led into the forest. He noticed the trees had dried bark then reached out to touch them. "Wow, they are soft. If memory serves me correctly, that one book mentioned this is a willow tree. I've never seen them before." As always, he loved the feel of animals and nature because it never gave any reason for them to be hated, for they were just being who they were. 

A small sparrow chirped at him.

Ragnus looked to the side and spotted him sitting on the lower branch. "Hello there. What do you have?"

Despite lasting only a minute, the sparrow’s low, sweet song brought him a sense of relief. They looked at Ragnus then flew off into the woods.

"Want me to follow? I suppose I can." Ragnus followed the sparrow through the trees. Some of them held different colors for the leaves. 

The sparrow landed on the branch and gestured with its head to the other side of the bush.

Ragnus curiously peered over the bush and froze. A person was there, lying on the ground with her long black hair flowing over the stone as her eyes were closed. Is she dreaming? Why don't I sense any of her thoughts or feelings? His lips twisted down at that thought.

A whine came from behind the woman as a wolf-like creature appeared who had a long tail. 

The woman opened her eyes and looked over at the creature. "You have something for me?"

Ragnus stiffened. Her voice made him feel several things all at once. Her eyes were clear as the stars above, but they held a hint of rage? Or was it fear? He narrowed his eyes at her, grasping the little bunny from its mouth, who had a wound on its paw.

"There, there. All better." She gently brushed her hand on its neck. The bunny whimpered. Taking out a small vial from her pocket in her worn dress, she tended the wound and let it cuddle up to her.

Ragnus' pulse quickened and the thought of her stroking his forehead made his blood run hot. What the devil has gotten into me? He shook his head to free himself of this state, but the moment he looked back, she was staring at him. He didn’t dare offer a word, as this was the first person ever whose thoughts were unknown to him. She is dangerous!

She tilted her head at him and gazed at him with a puzzled expression.

Dammit! Ragnus averted his gaze for a moment because the desire to walk over and lay his head on her lap became overwhelming. 

"Who are you?" She asked.

"No one of importance," Ragnus replied dryly. He was doing his best to resist the sweetness of her voice. He had heard many types before, but this one sounded like a nectar from something that couldn't be named. She might be honest, but with recent events, that might not be likely. "Who are you?"

She didn't respond right away and continued to gaze at him. 

Ragnus frowned and became aware the only thing she could see was his head and not his attire. That right there would be a dead giveaway of who they were. I wonder. "It looks like the animals are not afraid of you."

She turned her head to the wolf, who disappeared. "You might say that." She lowered the bunny to the ground, and it hopped away. 

When Ragnus saw her stand up, he noticed she was significantly shorter than him, at least by a foot. Wonder what species she is? Taking a quick glance at her face, he observed it had a creamy texture rather than being completely white. I wonder if it’s just as smooth. He shook his head at that thought and walked away. 

The sparrow chirped after him.

Ragnus didn't hear it. What are you even thinking?! That was uncalled for!

His conscious taunted right back, Why not take her for yourself?

Ragnus stood still at that thought. You mean take her as my bride?

Why not? You have the power to demand anything from anyone and few will defy you; the voice taunted back at him.

Ragnus crossed his arms and tapped his fingers. From the glance he saw, this woman was not highborn, maybe. The clothes she wore were gritty, old, and worn. It appeared as though it had been patched together numerous times, with the sleeves on the verge of falling apart. If I did make her my bride, I would have to take her back to the palace and I know where that would lead. His teeth ground against each other at the very thought of betrayal.

The sparrow followed and chirped again at him.

I see. Ragnus glanced at the creature. It was gesturing to him in the direction past the moors. If I remember correctly, Thomas mentioned a town near here. He followed the sparrow past the moors. 

Once at the edge of the forest, the sparrow landed on his shoulder and pointed with its wing toward the town. 

"Thank You." Ragnus watched as it flew back into the forest, then continued down the path towards the town. Just up ahead was a cliff with quite a few rocks to hide behind. He walked over and sat on top of one, gazing down. 

This town only had seven houses. Two of them had farms which were not even that large. One grew some fruit that was round and orange, while another farm was barren, as if the crops weren't even growing.

“Not even a smith or trade shop here. How do they even survive? Are they even a part of the kingdom?” Ragnus spotted the woman he met earlier inside a large house through a window talking to another woman. They were about the same age. The woman from earlier had her hair in a bun on top of her head. She walked beside another woman to the entrance and stepped outside into the fresh air. “Friends, perhaps?” He continued to watch and observe since he could hear them well from up here.

The one woman had bright red hair tied back with a white string. She waved at her. "Make sure to bring some eggs next time, Erin!"

Erin just shook her head at her, then carried her basket to the house at the end of the lane.

Ragnus observed the other woman. By the thoughts he could read, Her name is Tanya. Wishes she could do something for Erin? The pain and distress he felt from her was uncanny, as Tanya didn’t call Erin a friend. His gaze followed a few other people as it told him. Some of them hated her while others feared her, But Tanya was the only one that wanted to do something, just didn’t know what. What does that mean? 

Erin entered a small one-story house. The outside of it looked clean and well kept.

“Why would that feeling emanate from the town, even if her house is well kept? The windows are dusty.” Ragnus crossed his arms. “It doesn’t make any sense. Erin is her name." He instantly scowled at the pleasure that flowed through his body at the mention of her name. Not Again! 

The sun set with the stars hanging out. Looking down at the town, one can witness people entering their homes and getting ready to eat.

What are they afraid of? Ragnus turned his gaze to the mayor's house as the father slapped Tanya. He was yelling at her, telling her to stay away from the monster. Monster, huh? His gaze went back to Erin's house.

"Figured I would find you here." Adrial's voice scoffed at him and forced him to stand still.

Ragnus felt very embarrassed all of a sudden, as if his hand was caught in the cookie jar. Oh, for crying out loud! You didn't do anything wrong! He stood up and scowled at her, vividly aware of a slight blush blooming in his cheeks. "How did you even find me this fast?"

Adrial tilted her head and stared at him for a few moments.

Ragnus fidgeted.

"I've never seen you embarrassed, ever!" Adrial grinned from ear to ear. "Good Lord!"

"Enough!" Ragnus walked past her and didn't look back. "I was just admiring the moors."

"Mm." Adrial stood beside her son and gazed at him with laughter dancing in her eyes. "The moors are in another direction."

His blush deepened, as well as his scowl. "It's Nothing!" As soon as he said that, the thought of having this person as his bride became more interesting. I could use this to my advantage. Give me lots of areas to learn about her, this town, and other things. Ragnus turned around and gazed at his mother. "I was just curious about someone."

"Enough to be embarrassed about?" Adrial shook her head, then proceeded to walk into the forest. "Follow me."

Ragnus followed. "It's about another bride?"

"You realize this was a bride from Orbella? We are already having enough of a hard time dealing with the lords over there." Adrial stopped and waved her hand in front of her. "Oh, Thomas told me all about what they did. Nevertheless, you could have managed that more gracefully, as I’m now being hounded about you coercing her into choosing.”

"You mean I threatened her? Always one sided with them." Ragnus fumed.

"If you already knew of the setup, why did you let both of them join?" Adrial asked.

"To see if they would enact their plan. After all, what is more important to a person? Their desire, wants, or this so-called thing called love, which I don't believe in," Ragnus scoffed and placed his hands behind his back.

Adrial sighed. It was obvious the reason he didn’t believe in it. “You have the tenacity to prove they will move just as you see it. Surely, you know by now that you can’t solely rely on that? People can change given the chance.” She admonished her son.

Ragnus thought about the town and how people were feeling. I wonder if there is some truth to that. "You might be right, but in my line of work, I can't take the time to figure it out. If I can guarantee the outcome, many other innocent creatures and people will not suffer for that." 

"I'm aware," Adrial replied. "What am I to do with you?" She crossed her arms and studied him. "You have this habit of pissing people off just like your father, but what bothers me the most is I haven't heard you laugh or smile once."

"And you have another arrangement set up?" Ragnus grimaced and paced back and forth.

"Of course."

"No." Ragnus kept pacing.

"Here me out." Adrial pleads.

Ragnus stopped pacing and faced her. "How about a deal that I have in mind?"

Adrial raised both eyebrows. "This should be interesting, very well."

"Let us say I do have someone I am.... Interested in at the moment." Ragnus raised up his hand. "But she is lowborn, therefore, by the rules of engagement, she can't even come to live with me on the moon."

Adrial tapped her fingers. "Alright. What is your plan?"

“Let me have her as my Acting Bride and not a real one. I will live with her for four months in that town.” Ragnus watched a shocked expression on his mother’s face turn into one that has several ideas. I have to be careful with her or she will control this. “In four months, if I can’t make this person my bride, you can request any demand from me. Even an arranged marriage.” It was an offer that was too tempting to pass up.

Adrial placed her hand on her chin, mulling over the offer.

Ragnus frowned. I knew there was something I didn't think of.

"How about this? Let's say we give you this option. People will still know you are here and make demands upon you. Instead, leave them little choice since you will be on vacation. As you said, to see whether this person can become your bride. I assume it was that young woman, Erin, in that house?"

Ragnus scowled. "Yes."

"While you are on vacation, you can not take any meetings and will be on hold. I'll deal with them. But let's raise the wager instead? If you can't make her your bride in four months, you will leave and she will be killed," Adrial said.

"Killed?" Ragnus frowned. The idea bothered him, but at the moment couldn't see why. 

"Of course. Once people know that this person has been an acting bride, there will be no safe place for her. Do we have an agreement?" Adrial asked.

Ragnus stared at his mother. It never ceased to amaze him just how smart she was. Well, it's not like this is a bad thing. Since all the brides leave in the end, this will easily solve that problem. "Very well, you have an agreement."

Adrial smiles which enhances her beauty as two dimples appear in her cheeks. "Give me a few days to set up the arrangements. I expect this shall be a lot of fun to pull off." She waves her hand and disappears.

Ragnus pursed his lips, aware of how much she was enjoying this. Thoughts still plagued him about this town because it had a secret which was unknown to him. It bothered him a lot, especially Erin. With that last thought, he waved his hand and disappeared.
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Six days have passed since Ragnus visited Ishlar Moors. He sat at his desk and stared out the window. What is this taking her so long? He tapped his finger on the armchair. She has always at least contacted me.

Thomas stepped in the room with a book in his hand. “Something on your mind?”

“Perhaps.” Ragnus glanced at him, then continued to stare out the window. “Have you heard anything from my mother?”

“No, I have not,” Thomas replied as he sat down in the chair. “A few of us are worried, but then if you don’t mind me saying, when was the last time Lord Ragnus Moon actually took a bride instead of being given one?”

Ragnus turned in his chair with a scowl. “Do not mock me. I am curious about this one.” He steepled his fingers with his elbows resting on the armchair.

Thomas waved a hand, “Please, we all know you love to be the one in control, and for good reason.” He glanced down at the book. “Besides, with this news spreading like wildfire, you can imagine the gossip people are already spouting?”

Ragnus glared at him. “And I get the opinion you are just loving all this information flowing in?”

“Of course!” Thomas winked. “How else am I to get information from all the lads and ladies across the stars?” he teased.

Go figure, the one person I can trust has a nasty habit of spreading gossip to find out what is really going on. Ragnus tapped his fingers. At least this way, he can gather information without being caught for the most part. “Fine, but what do you expect me to do until then?”

Thomas looked at the stack of sudden requests for meetings, which were piled almost as high as the roof. “Uh.... leave them for Adrial?”

Ragnus pressed his lips. “Have you learned anything about Erin or the town?”

“Nothing about Erin, I’m afraid. I don’t even know her last name, which is odd about that world.” Thomas frowned.

“Odd?”

“Bah, some of the wanker people at the capital come with weird rules about names. You leave that to me, I’ll figure out more information on her..... somehow.” Thomas looked up at the ceiling as if remembering something, then gazed back at his lord, “Oh, that reminds me, the town.”

“Yes, what of it?” Ragnus asked.

“Hemlock is hardly recognized as a town, given its meager population. Odd thing I found out is that no one really even knows that place exists.” Thomas tapped the book with a hand. “I found that strange since their children are supposed to go to the capital, but might explain why Ishlar Moors isn’t on their tourist sights.”

Ragnus tilted his head. “They could be hiding something there?”

“That was my first opinion. It might be a good idea to gather information about that place along with this Erin you keep avoiding talking about,” Thomas spoke daringly in a teasing voice.

“You are getting in way over your head, young one.”

“Young One!?” Thomas looked at him, stunned. “Me? You’re kidding, right? Because I am way older than you are!”

Ragnus averted his eyes and pressed his lips because he knew Thomas loved to see if he could get a rise out of him. “You just are too curious for your own good.”

“Can’t help it.” Thomas opened the book. “Now, what is it about this one that made you want to get her?”

He will never let up until I say something. “When I first approached her and saw her lying there on the grass, she..... made me feel things all at once that I’m sure I haven’t felt before.”

Thomas raised both eyebrows. “What things?”

“I..... felt very hot and wanted to get a closer look at first.” Ragnus looked down at his hands. 

“You were attracted to her at first glance!?” Thomas was completely stunned.

Ragnus flushed. “Maybe... I don’t know!” He growled and thrusted his fingers through his hair. “Once we noticed each other, it was.... Odd because she had a bunny on her lap. It made me want to put my head on it and have her stroke it....,” He stood up and walked to the window.

Thomas whistled. “I’ll be damned. I never would have thought you would ever feel that, but what about her thoughts and emotions?”

“That was the frustrating part because I couldn’t read anything from her.” Ragnus placed his hands behind his back and clasped them tightly. “Out of all the people I have met in my life, why her?”

Thomas quickly recovered from his shock. “So that is it. Not only were you attracted to her emotionally and physically, but somehow you couldn’t use your abilities. That is odd, to say the least.”

“Indeed.” Ragnus gazed at the stars, hoping for some sign that this was the right track. “I have this feeling when I go down there, things will be. She struck me as someone who is incredibly defiant, perhaps. But people kept calling her a monster, which struck me as odd.”

Thomas flipped a few pages in his book. “How are you going to get to know her?” 

“Good question. I don’t know.”

“Might I offer a suggestion?” Thomas asked, then continued when he had his lord’s attention, “Knowing you, you like everything done in a certain order. Why not ask her and try to get to know her?”

Ragnus frowned. “You mean by playing nice to her, I might get more information than if I was a tyrant?”

Thomas nodded. “Why not try that approach with her and see her reaction?”

Ragnus turned around and crossed his arms. Due to being taken advantage of by numerous people, he never showed kindness to anyone throughout his life. While he did have friends he occasionally spoke to, being kind to them was a challenge. “It would give you another reason to gossip, wouldn’t it?”

Thomas threw up his hands, “Honestly that thought didn’t cross my mind but it is a good approach.”

“Fine.... I will try and do as you say,” Ragnus replied.

Knock, Knock.

“Enter,” Ragnus said.

Darian entered the room with another soldier behind him and bowed. “Your belongings have been packed and are on their way to the house.”

“You got a reply.”

“Yes, but there is a problem.... well, a few that need your attention.” Darian looked at the guard, “Apparently, the place you are staying at has no furnishings. I need your approval to move the items there, as I am sure you will want to unpack once you get there.”

“Of course.” Ragnus watched the soldier leave. How can there be no furnishings since the outside of the house looked well kept? “Do you know why there are no furnishings?”

“No, sir. The other matter at hand is even though you are staying in the town with Erin as acting bride, both the mayor and her are throwing a fit. She is even threatening to sleep in the forest till you leave.” Darian pushed his glasses up on his nose.

Ragnus snapped his fingers, and the glasses instantly repaired. However, his thoughts were elsewhere. I had a feeling
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