
[image: ]



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE VIKING BLOOD SAGA: BONES OF THE FEAST

    

    
      First edition. June 2, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 DANI CASH.

    

    
    
      Written by DANI CASH.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

The Viking Blood Saga: Bones of the Feast

THE BONE

WET WOOD

VÖLVA

THE MIST

THE HORN

THE STORM

THE CALM

THE SHORE

THE SALT

BEADUHEARD

THE WALL

THE SPEAR

THE RETURN

EMBER AND ASH

EGIL THE SMITH

THE STABLES

THE JARL’S MORNING

SPRING

THE LONG FIRE

THE RAFT OF HEADS

THE NAME

THE VIKING BLOOD SAGA

VOL.01

BONES OF THE FEAST

789 AD

——— ❖ ———

DANI CASH

⚜  ⚜  ⚜

––––––––
[image: ]


THE VIKING BLOOD SAGA

VOL.01

BONES OF THE FEAST

789 AD

——— ❖ ———

DANI CASH 

⚜  ⚜  ⚜

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright © 2026 DANI CASH

All rights reserved.

Historical novel. Fictional characters and scenes are integrated into a documented historical setting.

TABLE OF CONTENTS

— ❖ —


CHAPTER I — THE BONE

CHAPTER II — WET WOOD

CHAPTER III — VÖLVA

CHAPTER IV — THE MIST

CHAPTER V — THE HORN

CHAPTER VI — THE STORM

CHAPTER VII — THE CALM

CHAPTER VIII — THE SHORE

CHAPTER IX — THE SALT

CHAPTER X — BEADUHEARD

CHAPTER XI — THE WALL

CHAPTER XII — THE SPEAR

CHAPTER XIII — THE RETURN

CHAPTER XIV — EMBER AND ASH

CHAPTER XV — EGIL THE SMITH

CHAPTER XVI — THE STABLES

CHAPTER XVII — THE JARL’S MORNING

CHAPTER XVIII — SPRING

CHAPTER XIX — THE LONG FIRE

CHAPTER XX — THE RAFT OF HEADS

EPILOGUE — THE NAME





⚜  ⚜  ⚜






❦  ✠  ❦

CHAPTER I

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​THE BONE

[image: ]


Thorstein Fjord — Winter, 789

— ❖ —

The wood would not burn.

Halvar stared at the dead coals in the stone hearth and listened to the house. Hunger has a precise sound — not a wail, not a groan, but silence. For three days, Einar had not cried. When a boy nearing thirteen winters no longer cries from hunger, it means he has crossed beyond the place where pain still makes noise.

On the other side of the room, Signy scraped the bottom of an empty barrel with her fingernail. That dry, repeated sound was the only noise in the house. She had not turned toward him since he came in.

— How much do we have left? Halvar asked.

Signy stopped. She wiped her hands on her wool apron, looked toward the corner where Einar lay wrapped in three sheepskins, then turned back.

— If we mix the flour with pine bark and what remains of the barley — perhaps two days.

— Without the bark?

— One, she said. But if you make the boy eat bark again, you will ruin his gut. Yesterday he vomited even the water.

Halvar raised his eyes to the ceiling. Frost had formed on the supporting beams. The draft had frozen during the night. Outside, from the hill, the roar of Kormak's hall came through the thin pine wall — cups striking wood, dogs, a song half-shouted. And the smell. Roasted pork, rendered fat. The wind carried it straight toward them.

Signy said nothing. She let the air move in and out.

Halvar rose and took his cloak.

Outside, the fjord was cut into white and black. Fresh snow everywhere, stone jutting from it in sharp corners. On the hill, smoke rose from four chimneys of Kormak's hall at once — thick black clouds of peat and fir wood. Halvar stood at the edge of his own yard with his boots sunk into untouched snow. Four fires. He could no longer make a single one for his son.

Leif appeared beside him without a sound. His younger brother moved too lightly — he wore a sealskin tunic with no cloak over it, his hands buried deep in his belt. He stood shoulder to shoulder with Halvar, looking at the smoke on the hill.

— He slaughtered an ox, Leif said. I saw the ribs carried into the hall at first light. Fat was running from them.

— I know.

— We have not caught so much as a rabbit in the traps for two weeks.

— I know.

They stood beside each other without speaking.

— There is a new ship at his docks, Leif added. It came in last night, after dark. Heavy oak, not pine. Deep keel. It came from far away.

— Danes?

— Danish merchants do not cross the sea at winter's end to sell beads.

Halvar looked toward the docks hidden beyond the curve of the cliffs. From where they stood, nothing could be seen — only Kormak's stone wall and iron-braced wooden gate.

— We are going to Kormak, Halvar said.

Leif turned his head.

— There is no point. He will give us nothing without asking for our land in return.

— We go for grain. Nothing else. We tell him we need grain until the thaw.

— And if he refuses?

— He will refuse anyway. But we will see him. We will see his men. We will see how the guards stand at the gate.

Leif fell silent for a moment.

— And the ship?

— We see the ship tonight.

The path climbed straight into the rock.

The ice that had formed overnight had turned it into a dirty mirror. Halvar walked with his heels driven deep into every step. Behind him, Leif breathed in short bursts — not from the climb, but from the hunger accumulated over two weeks.

The smell of roasting meat struck before the palisade came into view. Rich and warm. Halvar felt it in his stomach like a fist.

The palisade had not been raised against an army. The people of the fjord were enough.

— Take your hand off the knife, Halvar said without turning.

Behind him, Leif muttered a short curse, but his hand moved away.

At the gate, One-Armed Ulf was waiting for them. His arm was gone from the elbow, his gaze lazy, a streak of grease caught in his rough beard. His eyes moved down over their clothes, their uncertain steps, the knives at their belts.

— The ground is frozen, Halvar Thorstein. What business do you have with the jarl?

— I want to speak with Kormak.

— The jarl is eating.

— Tell him I am outside.

Ulf looked at him a little longer than necessary, then turned and entered the hall. The door closed behind him. Noise leaked through the cracks — laughter, vessels striking wood, dogs. Another world, only a few steps away.

They waited.

The wind strengthened from the fjord. At one point Leif began to tremble — not from cold, but from the weeks that had gathered in muscles thinner than they should have been.

— He is keeping us outside on purpose, he muttered.

— Stand straight.

The door opened wide.

Heat came first — a wave of hot air heavy with peat smoke and fermented ale. Kormak appeared in the doorway with four men behind him and three hounds slipping past their legs. He was broad at the shoulders, but his waist had thickened in recent years. Arctic fox cloak. Rings on his fingers. A gold chain at his throat. He held an ox rib in one hand. Meat still clung to it.

He did not come down the steps.

— Thorstein. You have come empty-handed.

— I need grain until the thaw. That is all.

Kormak chewed. Swallowed. Wiped his mouth with the back of his hand.

— Grain, he said, as if testing the word. My dogs have eaten well this winter. Have you?

He threw the bone.

Not at Halvar — past him, onto the short slope below the gate, with the same lazy gesture used to toss scraps after a meal. The bone struck the ice, slid, and stopped in the snow a few inches from Leif's feet.

The hounds lunged.

One struck Leif in the leg. Weakened and standing on ice, Leif slipped and fell to his knees. The dogs snarled and shoved around the bone, a hand's breadth from his boots. Leif remained there with his head slightly bowed. His hand moved toward his knife.

Halvar stepped forward and gripped his shoulder. Firmly. For several seconds. Leif understood and lowered his hand.

A few men laughed from the doorway of the hall.

The dogs finished. The bone remained in the snow, clean.

Halvar bent and picked it up. The bone was still heavy. Marrow remained inside.

— Nothing is thrown away in my house, Halvar said.

His voice was not raised. The laughter behind Kormak stopped.

Kormak remained motionless for one second longer.

— Go home, Thorstein.

Halvar nodded once. He tucked the bone into his belt and left. Leif followed him.

The snow fell sparsely.

The road descended between houses with no lights in their windows. Leif walked behind him, but after a few minutes he caught up and matched his pace.

— Why did you take it? Leif asked. His voice was low, but edged. I knelt beside his dogs. We left with nothing. We could have accepted his terms, and in spring, at sea, we could have—

— His terms meant five men for four months, Halvar said. That means we do not work our land this summer. That means next autumn we are in the same place, only with nothing more than we have now.

— And now we have a bone in your belt.

— Now we have a bone in my belt and clear heads, Halvar said. Leave it.

Leif stopped.

— Where are we going?

— To the water.

They went farther down, toward the curve of rock where the road opened over the fjord. Halvar stopped at the upper edge, where the cliffs dropped sharply toward the docks. Kormak's docks could be seen from above — a new ship drawn close to shore, dark oak, broad planks, tied with thick ropes. It sat deep in the water beneath the weight of its cargo. At the dock, two men with torches patrolled in opposite directions. Regular movements. Rhythmic. Men expecting nothing.

Leif followed the movement of the guards.

— It sits too deep in the water, Leif said after a while.

— Yes.

— Grain?

— Or salt. Or both. Danes do not cross the sea in winter for a visit.

— How many guards at the dock?

— Two that we can see. Perhaps a third in rotation on the cliff side. Tomorrow evening we will know more.

— Tonight?

— Tonight we see the docks up close. We take the ship when the guards stop looking at it.

— How many days?

— Two. Three.

Leif nodded. He asked no more questions. They remained there for a time, watching the ship sit motionless in the black water.

When he entered the house, Signy looked at them from beside the hearth. Her eyes did not ask questions — they waited.

Halvar drew the bone from his belt and held it out to her.

Signy took it and weighed it in her hand for a moment. Then she went to the stone pot, poured water from the skin over it, and set the pot directly on the half-dead coals. She settled Einar beneath the skins again — the boy moved slightly without waking — and returned to the fire.

Halvar sat on the bench by the wall.

They waited. The house slowly filled with the thin steam of the boiling bone. A modest smell, almost imperceptible compared with what had filled Kormak's yard. But it was warm and real and theirs.

Signy took the pot from the fire and poured the broth into two wooden cups. She carried a third, smaller cup to Einar's corner. She woke him with a gentle hand on his shoulder. The boy opened slow eyes, saw the cup, and raised himself on one elbow. Signy helped him drink without hurrying him.

Halvar watched his son drink the bone broth.

When Einar finished and sank back onto the skins, Signy took the pot and turned it over. The bone was now clean and white, boiled through. She placed it near the fire without throwing it away.

Halvar lifted his cup and drank. The broth was tasteless, almost like warm water, with the faintest trace of meat. It was nothing. And it was enough for one more day.

— Tonight we see the docks, Halvar said.

Signy did not answer immediately. She was looking at the white bone beside the fire.

— How many men? she asked at last.

— Leif and me. Perhaps Bjarne, if he comes.

— Bjarne will come. Do you send for him, or do I go?

— You go. Less visible.

Leif remained beside the hearth.

Signy put on her cloak. A woman going for water or wood drew no eyes.

Leif looked at the empty bone beside the fire.

— He threw us a bone, he said. And now we take his ship.

Halvar did not answer. There was no need.

Signy left. The door closed silently behind her.

Outside, snow fell sparsely.

Einar was home.
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Kormak's Docks — Night, 789

— ❖ —

Bjarne smelled of tar and old fish.

It was not criticism. It was a fact. Halvar had noticed it for years — the man carried the smell of the docks in his clothes like a birthmark. Now he stood beside him in the darkness, his back against the wall of a warehouse, and Halvar was grateful for it. A man who knew how to remain still in the dark without asking for explanations was worth more than any sword.

Leif was to his left. He was breathing too often.

— Slower, Halvar whispered.

Leif did not answer, but his breathing changed. Not much. Enough.

Kormak's docks descended in three levels toward the water. The first: warehouses and tool sheds. The second: carts and small boats turned upside down on wooden platforms. The third: the water itself, with jetties and mooring rings driven into wet timber. The Danish ship lay at the end of the third jetty, tied with three thick ropes — one at the bow, two at the stern. Even from where he stood, thirty paces away, Halvar could see the ropes tighten with every small wave passing beneath the hull.

It was not a small ship.

He had seen Danish ships before. This one was different. Deep keel — the way it sat in the water revealed it, with its sides high and the weight distributed evenly. Serious merchants, or men carrying something heavy they did not want seen.

— How many ropes? Bjarne asked very softly.

— Three.

Bjarne made a sound. Not a word. Only a sound that meant he understood.

They had come by the road beside the river, not the main road. Halvar had made that decision two hours earlier, when the snowfall stopped and the moon emerged partly through the clouds. The moon was a problem. On the main road, any man stepping from a house would have seen them from fifty paces away. On the road beside the river, they remained in the bank's shadow the entire way.

Bjarne had come to them an hour after sunset. Signy had sent him, as they had agreed. He entered the house without knocking, sat on the bench beside the hearth, looked toward Einar for a moment without saying anything, then looked at Halvar.

— The Danish ship.

— The Danish ship.

— When?

— Tonight we go and look. Nothing else.

Bjarne nodded once. He accepted without bargaining, without further questions. That was what separated him from other men Halvar had known. Weak men asked questions to show they were thinking. Bjarne asked questions only when a concrete piece was missing.

— Ulf? he asked.

— We do not know where he is.

— Ulf patrols after midnight, Bjarne said. I have seen it three times in the last month. He comes down from the stronghold with one man, passes the docks, climbs the ridge, and returns around cockcrow.

— Armed?

— Spears. A shield for each man. Ulf without one — he moves quickly.

— And if they change the rotations?

Bjarne looked at him.

— Then we learn that tonight.

Halvar stored the information without comment. One-Armed Ulf. He did not drink, did not sleep at the wrong hours, did not allow himself to be distracted easily. Kormak had put the worst possible man for them on night watch. Or his best man, which was the same thing from Halvar's side of it.

Bjarne stopped for the first time two hundred paces before the docks.

Halvar stopped behind him without asking. Leif did the same. Bjarne stood for a moment with his head slightly turned, reading the wind or the sound or something Halvar could not name. Then he crouched and placed his palm on the ground.

— Tracks, he said.

Halvar bent down. The packed snow held the shapes of boots — several sets, different directions, some fresher than others. Not a single patrol. Regular traffic.

— How old?

— The newest, two hours. The oldest, last evening.

Bjarne rose and led him beside the wall of a wooden barn, not along the direct path. A detour of thirty paces, but with their backs to the wall all the way and shadow always above their heads. At the corner of the barn he stopped again and listened.

— The wind is coming from the water, he whispered. Any noise we make on the lower jetty travels inward, not toward the docks. If the guard is where you said he stood yesterday, he will hear nothing beyond ten paces.

— And if he moved?

— Then we turn back.

Halvar stored that too. Bjarne knew the docks not from the memory of a map, but through his body — he knew where sound carried, where shadow held, where wet wood took your ankle if you placed a foot badly. Halvar had seen him at the docks at night once before, years earlier, when Kormak had ordered him to oversee an unloading. Bjarne had forgotten nothing he saw then.

They covered the last fifty paces along a drainage channel frozen at the edges, black water in the middle. The timber platforms above covered their heads. It was colder there, wetter, but the shadow was complete, and their steps no longer sounded on snow but on the channel's thin ice — a difference in sound Halvar appreciated without saying so.

The starboard side was visible — high, black, with rows of oars tied inside.

The mast had been lowered and secured horizontally in its supports, a sign they did not intend to leave quickly. The cargo — whatever it was — lay beneath the decks, covered. Halvar looked toward the bottom of the ship as much as the angle allowed. The vessel sat deep in the water. Not as deep as when it left its port of origin, probably — they had unloaded part of the cargo for Kormak — but still several hands below the normal waterline for a ship of that size.

Something heavy remained aboard.

Bjarne moved as close to the platform as he dared and stayed there for a few moments. When he returned, he leaned toward Halvar's ear.

— Look where it meets the jetty.

Halvar looked. Where the ship's side came close to the edge of the jetty, a few grains floated in the black water below. Small, dark, swollen with water. Wheat. Not much — a few dozen, perhaps — but enough. There was something else: on the plank of the jetty, where the mooring rope had rubbed against the timber, a whitish dust remained. Halvar touched it with the tip of a finger and brought it to his lips.

Salt.

Wheat and salt. Probably in separate quantities, in sacks or barrels. Wheat toward the bow, easier to reach; salt toward the stern, heavier, more stable in transport. That explained how deep the ship sat and also explained Kormak's interest — wheat in this winter was worth more than iron, and salt was never useless.

Halvar looked at Bjarne.

Bjarne nodded in confirmation, without words.

They saw the first guard at the end of the middle jetty.

A thickset man with a fur clasp at his throat. He stood with his back to them and watched the water. His lantern hung from a post driven into the timber at shoulder height. He did nothing. Simply stood and watched.

Halvar waited five minutes. The man did not move.

Men who did not move were either sleeping on their feet or very alert. Those asleep on their feet held their heads slightly bowed. This man's head was straight.

The second guard appeared from behind the hull, on the other side. He came
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