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Author’s
Note


 


Please
note this story is not a historical romance. This author believes in love at
first sight, even if the circumstances are a little unbelievable. She also
believes in happily ever afters, always, no matter
how out of this world it may seem to be. This story is fiction,
sometimes grim and raw in content, not conventional, and because of that it
does not follow any specific rules or guidelines. The content within the story,
the language, setting, details, are fiction and not fact, so please bear that
in mind when going into it. If you’re looking for a book filled with facts
pertaining to the past and culture that I mention in Ravish Her Completely, this one probably isn’t for you. This story
is for entertainment purposes only. 










Chapter
One


 


Agata Yosef stood in the center of the
Grand Hotel in Oslo, Norway. She had just finished her meeting with a group of
executives. They’d signed paperwork on a merger with her US based company, and
although she’d just arrived earlier today, was suffering from jetlag, and had
the desire to just sleep the day away, she had been forced to make sure
everything was settled concerning business.


Although
most of the documents had been signed electronically, it was imperative that
these final ones be notarized and taken directly to the officials so they could
be filed. So she’d been tasked to come over here and handle the business, and
what she did with her remaining time was her choice.


She
was only in Norway and on this business trip for another day, and although she
could have slept in her hotel room for the rest of her trip, she wanted to
check out the fall festival that was happening in the small, secluded town of Adgnabrok, which was only a few
hours away. It happened once a year, and this was the only time she’d be able
to experience it. With her family’s Scandinavian ancestry, she’d jumped at the
chance to come on this trip and experience some of her bloodline’s history.


She
might be tired, but tonight she’d be enjoying herself. Sleep was overrated
anyway, especially when she was in this incredible country. Heck, she even
thought about finding her a hunky, blond haired, blue eyed man that could help
her brush up on her Norwegian.


She
knew enough of the language to get her through minimal, daily conversation, had
studied it in school for the sole purpose of having this feeling of being
connected with that part of her. It had been one of the reasons she’d been
chosen to come here, because she’d been able to communicate in their business
partners’ native tongue, and her boss had seen how hard she’d been working to
start going on these trips. She’d worked her ass off, and this was the first
step to her really making her stamp at her company.


She
stared at all of the people moving in and out of the hotel, looked beyond the
glass doors at the city just at her fingertips, and wanted so desperately to
explore. But the festival wasn’t until later this evening, and although it was
several hours off, she was going to board the train that could take her there.


As
soon as she’d stepped off the plane she’d felt something move through her, like
a ripple when a rock was dropped into a pool of water. It was strange, so very
strange that she’d tried to shake it off. Energy had moved through her, as if
stepping into this Nordic land had awakened something inside of her.


It
sounded so foolish when she thought of it that way, but it was the truth. Maybe
it was the fact she had no one in this world, had no kin that could give her
the answers she had always sought. Being adopted when she was very young, she
didn’t know much about her birth parents. Until she’d found her permanent home
she’d jumped from foster homes. That had proved disheartening.


The
only thing she’d learned about her biological parents was that her mother had
been young when she had Agata, her father older. Her
mother had been American, whereas her father had been Scandinavian. But they’d
died, the details of their death not told to Agata.


She
wasn’t such a fool as to think she’d find out more than the adoption agency or
the genealogy tests she’d done could provide. This was a big world, and her
hopes of finding a place where she belonged, where she’d come from, were pretty
slim.  


****


The
small, almost folk inspired town of Adgnabrok seemed
like she’d stepped off the train into a time that was long gone. The outfits,
stands, even the foods right in front of her looked as though she was
transported back to where life was much simpler ... in a sense. This wasn’t an
advertised gathering that tourists were invited to, but Agata
had done research before this trip, and had planned on sightseeing when she got
here.


This
festival was mainly for the people of this small community, but for some reason
she felt connected, welcomed even. They didn’t shun her even though she clearly
wasn’t from here, but welcomed her as they offered her foods and drinks, and
even danced in front of her, their smiles big.


She
stayed off to the side and watched a young woman moving seductively to the beat
of a drum. Agata felt the power in the dance, felt herself
getting lost in the sway of the woman’s body, in the way her blonde hair moved
around her waist, tempting yet warning.


“You
are not from here.”


The
thickly accented voice came from behind Agata, and
she turned around and stared at an older woman. She wore robes of linen, cream
and white, with hints of red woven in the fabric. Her salt and pepper colored
hair was made up into several long braids, but it was the creamy obliqueness of
her eyes and the scars that surrounded them that had Agata
turning fully and staring at her.


“You
are from across the sea, yet have the blood of our people running deep in your
veins.”


Agata nodded, even though it was clear
this woman was blind. But she didn’t seem like she was unable to see, and in
fact stared right at Agata as if she could make out
the very pores on her flesh.


“But
I sense something deeper inside of you, child.” The blind woman placed a hand
right over her heart and closed her eyes. “You are from a city of metal and
glass, surrounded by people, and yet you are isolated. Your heart yearns for
rock and Earth, of being alone yet cared for.”


Agata was shocked, stunned that this
woman knew anything about her.


“Come
with me.” She turned and started moving through the crowd, and Agata looked around. The woman stopped, but didn’t look
back, and Agata moved forward.


This
was insane, but she was curious as to what the woman wanted to talk to her
about, curious as to how she knew she wasn’t from this country when Agata hadn’t said one word to her. But she found herself
moving closer, and when the old woman started walking again Agata
followed her into this small straw hut that looked like it had been erected for
this evening. It fit the whole old world feel the entire village had been going
for tonight. In the center of the hut sat a small fire. Rocks surrounded the
flames; hides were thrown over chairs, and feathers hung from the ceiling.


“Sit,
child.” The older woman gestured to one of the seats, and when Agata was sitting across from her the older woman held her
hands out. “Let me touch your flesh, see the lines in your palm, and tell you
what I know.”


This
had to be something they did when they spotted tourists. Hell, Agata had spoken to a few people when she’d first gotten to
the village. Maybe the older woman had been watching her then? Agata held her hands out, playing along. The older woman
grabbed her wrists and placed her hands palm up. Then she leaned forward,
stared at her hand, ran her finger along the crease of Agata’s
palm, and inhaled deeply. She closed her eyes and let her head fall back
slightly.


“You
are not happy, are you, my child?”


Agata looked behind her, seeing the
party still commencing, and wondered how far she’d let this go. Although she
didn’t know if she believed in fortunetellers, or seers, she knew that the
people in this region, in this area of the country and world, practiced
different beliefs that they followed with their whole souls. “I’m sure most
people are not happy.”


She
set her hands in her lap and looked down at the flames, letting the old woman’s
words play through her head. The truth was she wasn’t happy. Agata didn’t think she’d ever really been happy before.
She’d moved through life, doing what she had to do, what she needed to do. She
was utterly alone in this world despite being surrounded by people all the
time. Coworkers were not friends, not ones she’d grown up with, formed bonds
with. Maybe it was her own doing, where her life was now, and maybe that was
reflected outward. 


“No,
you are not, and no need to tell me. I can see it written across your face, and
pouring from you like blood from an open wound.” The old woman leaned forward
again, and when she waved her hand in front of the fire a sweet smelling smoke
started to rise up. Had she dropped something into the flames to cause such a
scent and sight? It certainly would make sense.


“You
are not made for this life, for this time, child.” She reached to the side and
grabbed a small satchel. It was dark leather, scarred and worn, and when the
woman emptied the herb contents out in her hand and gave it to Agata, she was hesitant.


“What
is it?”


“There
is the In-Between.” She took Agata’s wrist again,
turned her hand over and dumped the contents in her palm. “There is a world
where past and present meet, an alternative universe of such.” She took a glass
of water, made Agata dump the contents into the cup,
and gestured for her to drink it.


“I
don’t know what this is. I can’t drink it.”


“Child,
if you want change, want to live, then you must. It won’t harm you, and will only bring you
closer to who you are meant to be, meant to be with.” The old woman placed her
fingers on the bottom of the cup and pushed it toward Agata’s
mouth. “If you are not happy, then place your trust in the gods.”


Agata stared at the woman’s eyes, at
the way they seemed to watch her, study her.


“You
must ask the gods to show you where your path is, how it will be revealed, and
learn from that. Open your arms, your heart, and accept it.” The woman started
chanting in an old Scandinavian dialect, one Agata
wasn’t familiar with, but could pick up on a few words. It was almost like
three separate countries’ languages put together, melded into one unique sound.


“Drink. Now, child,” the woman said with
urgency in her voice.


Agata found herself in a trance,
knowing she shouldn’t trust this woman, but unable to stop herself from feeling
the power in the old lady’s words and presence. She lifted the glass to her
mouth and drank the contents without even realizing what she’d just done. When
she’d swallowed it all and set the glass down she was sickened at the thought
she’d actually drunk that. She didn’t know what was in it or if it would hurt
her, yet she’d gone in here with a woman she didn’t know, and consumed a
concoction.


“The
night is still young, and the herbs will show you to your path. You must go
now.” The older woman stared right at Agata, and
shooed her along as if she were a petulant child.


Agata found herself outside of the
hut, staring at the lights, smoke, and listening to the sounds created by the
festival. The lights started to become blurry, the sounds more distant. She
tightened her hold on her purse, and tried to walk forward, but her movements
became sluggish, her steps seeming like she wasn’t moving forward, but instead
backward.


She
placed her hand on the tree nearby, closed her eyes, and breathed out. When she
opened them again after the world stopped spinning, she looked over her
shoulder, but the hut was gone. In its place was a food vendor stand, a young
woman standing behind it giving out sweets and baked goods.


“What’s
going on?” she said to herself, and moved away from the tree. Agata pushed away from the trunk, trying to say something
that could be understood, but the sounds that came from her were jumbled. She
fell forward, the roots coming up from the ground causing her to go down the
short decline of the hill quickly. She reached the bottom, her head cracking on
the large boulder at the base of the hill, and everything faded to black.










Chapter
Two


 


Stian Dagmar moved through the forest,
his bow and arrow forward, his eyes scanning the surroundings in hopes of
finding dinner tonight. Winter was coming, and he needed to stock up on
supplies. Being away from the rest of the village had its benefits and
disadvantages, but in the end he preferred his solitary existence, and
preferred to be known as the Beast of Northbrook. He didn’t try to socialize
with his people, didn’t help or fight when they needed. They made sure to keep
him at a distance, and he made sure to stay away.


The
sound of a bird overhead had him crouching, scanning the treetops, and
listening. He scented the change of the seasons in the air, felt it as the
coldness in the air that skated down his spine. He lifted his bow when he saw a
Blue Skalla in the treetops, the massive bird
flapping its wings and opening its beak to let out a loud noise. The Blue Skalla was plentiful in this part of the region, but they
were hard to catch, swift in the air and had superior eyesight and hearing. But
Stian was skilled in taking down these birds.


Stian aimed the arrow at the bird, and
in a swift, soundless move let the arrow go. It landed right in the bird’s
massive chest, and the creature fell to the forest floor. He moved over the
brush and thick roots of the spruce trees that littered these parts of the
forest. After picking up the carcass he turned to head back to his hut, which
was far away from the other villagers. He was already far too close to the
village for his comfort. But it was necessary as he had to hunt and eat, and
stocking up on provisions meant he needed to go anywhere and everywhere that
was necessary.


He
was about to leave, but the sight of a motionless body on the ground, of
brightly colored clothing covering the form atop the fallen leaves, had him
stilling. He crouched once more. He waited for movement, knowing it was a
human. Seeing the strange coloring of the clothing it wore led Stian to believe it was not someone from this area.


When
no movement occurred for several moments he stood, grabbed the ax at his side,
and walked toward the form. He stopped a few feet from it, and stared down at
what he realized was a young female. Her skin was a pale, creamy color, and her
long blonde hair was matted with dirt and leaves. She lay right in the middle
of a mud patch, and her clothing was torn and dirty. He looked at her, stared
at the strange, colorful things she wore, and the small satchel type bag that
lay just a few feet from her.


Stian should have left her, but she
would have surely die, especially when the sun set and
the temperature dropped. It was frigid at night, especially with no fire to
heat her. But something inside of Stian wouldn’t move
away, wouldn’t forget about this stranger that was not from the neighboring
village.


He
glanced up, could see the very tops of the huts in the village just a short
distance away, and told himself someone would surely come out hunting and find
her. He turned, took a step away from her, but stopped. Stian
turned around again and crouched before her. He sheathed his ax at his hip once
more, reached out, and pushed a strand of her hair away.


She
had a nasty wound on her forehead, dried blood on her flesh and hair, and a
bruise starting to form. He scanned the rest of her body, took in the garments
she wore, and picked at the material. The fabric was like nothing he’d ever
felt or seen, seemingly to be poorly made. She wore no leathers and had no
weapons. Who was this woman? Surely the gods had not dropped her here to die?


He
looked at her face again. She was a beautiful woman, even if she was hurt, filthy,
and clearly not of his people. But maybe that was a good thing. His people had
shunned him, forced him out because they feared him. Stian
welcomed that fear in them, though. It made them wary, made them smarter. She
ate well, that he could tell by the thickness of her body, and the curves he
could see through her filthy, wet clothing.


He
lifted her easily into his arms. She was small, much shorter than his towering
height. He could have left her to die, but instead he’d bring her back to his
hut and make her his. He was in need of a wife, a bed partner, and what a
perfect gift from the gods for a monster like him. Whoever she was didn’t
matter anymore, because now she was the wife of Stian
Dagmar. 


****


Agata opened her eyes. The lighting
was dim, and not painful as she looked at the ceiling.
Her head throbbed, but the feeling of a warm, wet cloth on her forehead was
pleasing. How had she gotten back to the hotel? She closed her eyes again,
lifted her hand to rub her aching head, and breathed out. She couldn’t remember
much, didn’t think she’d even had any alcohol at the festival, but she had to
have gotten drunk to be feeling this way, right?


Opening
her eyes again, she blinked at the ceiling, and then knitted her brows. That
wasn’t the ceiling in her hotel room, not with those crude wooden beams, and
what was that? Hay?
When she pushed herself up a wince and gasp left her as her arm gave out from
her weight. Looking down, she noticed a white bandage wrapped around her
forearm, but it was the thick animal hides and fur she was on that had her
confused. Was she still at the festival, maybe in one of the novelty huts?


The
sound of metal on metal had her snapping her head to the right. She felt her
eyes widen at the sight of a very naked male back in her view. The man that was
crouched before a fire set in the center of the hut was monstrously big, with
wide shoulders, and muscles layered upon each other. He also had scars that ran
crisscross on the wide expanse, and what looked like Nordic symbols inked into his
biceps and sides, back and shoulders. She could see his biceps, saw the same
inked markings on them as well, and wondered what the front part of him looked
like.


“Um, hello?” She cleared her throat, feeling
like she’d swallowed a bucket full of sand. What she needed were some
painkillers for this wicked headache and the throbbing in her arm. “Am I still
at the festival?” 


Why
would she even ask that? Of course she was at the festival still, because no
one lived this primal and raw anymore, not even in this part of the world. Did
they?


The
man hadn’t moved, hadn’t responded to her question either. Maybe he didn’t
speak English? 


“Hello?
Am I at the festival still?” She asked in Norwegian this time, and even though
it was rusty and probably thick with her American accent she knew he would have
understood her well enough. He still didn’t respond or move. She pushed herself
up on the bed and looked around more thoroughly now. The hut was bigger than
the ones she’d seen at the festival. There was a long-standing fire basin in
the center of the one room, and through the sides of the fire basin she saw the
crackling flames and felt its heat. There was a scarred, wooden table off to
the side, with wooden bowls, metal, crude looking utensils, and a basket full
of vegetables and fruit. Bones and feathers hung from the ceiling, and she saw
weapons close to the front door, as well as sporadically placed around the
room. The floor was dirt covered wooden planks, and the fact there wasn’t
anything modern about this place, nothing familiar to her, had her heart
pounding harder with confusion and hesitation. She looked out the window, or at
least tried to, but in her position and the way the wood shutters were
positioned only showed her glimpses of trees.


“Excuse
me,” she said more determinedly now. Bracing her hand on the hide, she pushed
herself up as best she could because of her injured arm. One standing she
swayed, her head growing fuzzy and starting to pound fiercely. She immediately
sat back down and cupped her forehead. “I need to know where I’m at. I have to
get back to the hotel. I have a flight to catch.” What time was it? What day
was it even?


She
dropped her hands to her sides and stared at the man again. He slowly started
to rise, and she craned her neck to look at his towering height. Even in the
sitting position and from the distance she was at she had to tilt her head back
just to look at him. The leather pants he wore formed to his massively large
thighs, and his height was staggering. She actually moved back on the pallet,
not sure what in the hell was going on, but her flight or fight instincts were
kicking in.


He
turned around, his long blond hair falling to the bottom of his shoulder
blades, and the plaits on either side of his temples
making him seem more dangerous. His chest was hard, defined, and littered with
scars. It was like this man was a warrior from long ago. He held a cup, a long,
discolored looking one that was strange in appearance. But as he came closer,
she realized it was actually a horn. She moved back another inch on the pallet,
and when he stopped a few feet from her all she could do was stare at him.


He
was huge, easily over six and a half feet in height,
and his muscles were honed to godly proportions. He had leather ties wrapped
around his bulging biceps, and when she looked down at his chest, saw the
Nordic symbols and designs in his flesh, snaking around his arms and sides,
even around his pecs, this strange arousal consumed her. God, what was wrong
with her? What was she thinking to be feeling anything more than shock and
horror that she was clearly not where she should be?


She
stared into his face, looked right into his cold, hard blue eyes that were so
bright in color they seemed unnatural, and she felt fear unlike anything she’d
ever felt before slam into her. He held out the horn cup, and she eyed it. The
memories of where she’d been before waking up in this hut came back to her: the
old woman, the words she’d spoken, and then the drink Agata
had consumed. No fucking way was she going to drink anything this man gave her.
The last time she consumed anything landed her in this situation … wherever this was.


“I’m
not thirsty.” For all she knew this man was some kind of psycho, wanting to
experience some other time and live like a barbarian. Who knew what in the hell
he wanted with her. She stood, not about to stay here any longer, especially
when it was clear he wasn’t about to respond to her questions or tell her where
she was or what was going on.


He
pushed the cup to her again, and she shook her head, not taking her eyes off of
him.


“I
said I’m not thirsty. Why won’t you answer me?” She was speaking in Norwegian
now, hoping that this man, this beast of a male, wouldn’t just stare at her
like he was possibly thinking about how warm her skin would be during the
winter months.


“Dua manki drekka,
konna mae,”
he said in a hoarse, slightly scratchy voice. He wasn’t speaking a dialect of
Norwegian she knew, and although she had no clue what
he’d said, she did recognize one of the words.


Wife. Why in the hell had he called her wife? Was this a joke? She
looked around, went to stand because she needed to get out of here, but he
shoved the horn cup in her face.


“Dua manki drekka.” He reached out,
gently, but firmly grabbed her uninjured arm, and pulled her closer. “Konna, drekka.”
He put the rim of the cup at her mouth, tilted it back, and poured the contents
in her mouth.


She sputtered, but realized it was just water. She still wasn’t
about to drink it. Agata wasn’t going to stay here
either. With her head still aching, her arm throbbing painfully, she managed to
muster up her strength and push past the Hulk of a man. He was either taken off
guard by her sudden movements, or he wasn’t worried about her getting away,
because he moved away far too easily.


She moved through the small hut toward the front entrance, and
glanced over her shoulder to see him watching her. She was frozen for a moment,
not knowing why she wasn’t escaping right now while he stood still. But the way
he watched her, with hooded eyes, and this fierce determination in his
expression, had fear and coldness moving through her. This man was dangerous,
that was for sure.


Agata pushed open the
wooden door, and the chill in the air startled her for a moment. She had no
clue where she was. The woods surrounded her on every side, and the sun was
just starting to set. She wouldn’t be able to see anything if she ran.


She looked over her shoulder once more, heard the low growl that
came from him, and watched as he tossed the cup to the side of the room. Agata took off, not thinking about anything anymore. She
felt her lungs burn as she moved through the forest, not knowing where she was
going, but not caring. Getting away was the only important thing right now.


Her legs weren’t injured, but her head was growing more painful
by the second, and her arm was tucked right against her chest. She cradled it,
not sure how it had gotten hurt in the first place. Agata
didn’t care if he had tended to her. She didn’t know who he was or what he
wanted with her, and didn’t know where she was. It was clear that man wouldn’t
be forthcoming with any answers.


She knew she’d missed her flight. It had been nightfall when she
was at the festival, and with the sun just now setting it had to be at least
the following day. Like one of those fools in horror movies she looked behind
her shoulder. She couldn’t help it. Agata needed to
know where he was, and if he was coming after her. The flash of his blond hair
came through a break in the trees. He was running parallel with her, tracking
her … hunting her. A soft cry left her at the nightmare she was in now.


The sight of light in the distance had her hopes rising. Was it
the small town that the festival had been at? She ran harder, pushed herself
faster, and knew that she needed to get to the tree line. That way she could
yell out for help. The closer she got the more she felt like everything would
be okay, but when she saw the rows of huts, crudely made and not of the
twenty-first century, her footsteps stalled slightly.


She fell forward, her foot getting caught in one of the roots,
and landed on her injured arm. Crying out from pain, she forced herself to
stand up and move forward. She broke through the trees and stepped into the
village. God, where in the hell was she?


“Help me,” she cried out, glancing over her shoulder again, and
saw the beast barreling toward her. He had no shirt on, and wore only those
leathers. He looked like a predator, and she was his prey. The way he stalked
forward, an ax held in his hand, had her eyes widening and fear and adrenaline
pumping through her veins.


She turned and ran into the village a few more steps, but
faltered when she saw several people stop what they were doing and stare at
her. They wore clothing that was not of this time. The women had braids woven
into their hair, and the men had longer hair and beards. They looked like the
pictures she’d seen of Vikings and the villages in the Scandinavian area from centuries
ago.


“I need help. That man,” she pointed behind her, saw the people
look over her shoulder, and then saw their eyes widen. “He’s after me.” She
switched it up to Norwegian, but they either didn’t understand her or didn’t
care.


The women gathered the children, and the men ushered the females
away, then stood their ground and held their swords and axes in front of them,
as if on the defense. She spun around, saw the beast man coming at her, and
felt the world tilt. Why wasn’t anyone helping her?


  “Du
tror du kana kjøre fra megoki, konna?” He grabbed her around the waist and lifted her off the
ground. She tried to scream out, but he placed a hand over her mouth and
stifled the sound. “Jeg er en rekker.” He stared
at the villagers, and she heard the same word being shouted over and over
again.


 Dýr.


Agata could roughly, crudely translate
that word, and knew that it meant “Beast”. She stared wide-eyed at this man
that now held her, his hand still on her mouth.


“Ja konna. Jeg er Dýr.”


The
beast had claimed a wife, and Agata was right in the
middle of the lion’s den. 










Chapter
Three


 


Agata stared at the man, hating that
he’d chained her up like some kind of animal, but supposed he was smart for
doing it. She’d run if she had the chance, get far away from this barbarian and
try to get back to her life.


God, how her boring, lonely life
sounded like heaven right now.
She looked down at the chain and wrapped her hand around it, giving it a tug.
It was attached to the wall across from her, and wasn’t budging.


“I’m
not a dog to be tied up, and I’m not your prisoner.” It had been a day since
he’d dragged her away from that worthless village, filled with worthless people
that wouldn’t even help a woman that was being kidnapped. The sun had risen,
and she hadn’t slept more than a few hours, afraid of closing her eyes and not
knowing what he’d do to her.


He
hadn’t hurt her, but then again he kept her chained up, forced water down her
throat, and spoke in harsh grunts in a language she wasn’t familiar with. They
couldn’t even communicate, or at least he pretended he couldn’t understand her,
and she sure as hell couldn’t understand what those villagers said. How was he
supposed to have her comply with anything he wanted? He’d taken her, stored her
away from the real world, and she had no clue how to get out of this.


He
looked over at her, but then walked away and left the hut. She sat up
straighter, tried to peer out the door, but he came back all too soon carrying
two fish strung up on a line. She wrinkled her nose at the strong scent. They
were clearly fresh, but they certainly had that fish smell going on with them.


He
kept his gaze locked on her as he moved over to the wooden, chipped and scarred
table pushed against the wall. He pulled it back so he could keep his eye on
her, then started running a knife up the belly of the first fish. He did the
same with the second, and ripped the insides out of the animals, tossing the
remains into a wooden bucket.


She
hadn’t spoken to him since, but he hadn’t said anything to her either. Maybe he
preferred silence, but Agata wasn’t about to sit here
and make this easy for him.


“I’m
not going to be your wife. I’ll never give in to you willingly.”


He
glanced up at her with just his eyes, his head still downcast, and his hands
shoved up the belly of the fish.


She
straightened her shoulders. “I won’t be your konna.”
She used the word he’d said to her, called her. It meant wife,
that much she knew. This language he spoke was similar to Norwegian, but
it was its own dialect, confusing and thickly accented. She picked up on words
here and there, when he spoke to her, but other than that she was in the dark.
“Do you understand me?”


He
continued to stare at her as he worked on the fish.


“No.
Konna.”
She pointed to herself and shook her head. He stepped away from the table, went
over to the basin of water he kept by the fire, and after a few moments of
cleaning his hands off he moved over to where she sat on the pallet. He was an
intimidating man, and the sight of him easily put fear in her.


“Já.” He pointed to her. “Konna.” The way he said it,
telling her that she was his wife, was said with so much force, so much pure,
unadulterated determination, that for a second, just a moment, she believed
him. How could she feel any kind of lust for this man, this heathen? Surely
they were close to civilization. Agata could find
help, maybe play along with him until his defenses were down. She could act
like she wanted this, wanted him, and then she’d escape when he trusted her.


Looking
around the hut, she tried to calm herself, tried to get in the mind frame that
she’d need to be in if she was going to pull this off. This man was far from
stupid, she could tell that by the way he watched her, took in every single
movement she made, and appraised the situation. Nothing got by him, and she
always felt his stare on her. He was a hunter, clearly, a madman that was
living out in the middle of nowhere and living some kind of fantasy where he
was a Viking or some shit. 


But
then what about that village? Was this a community that wanted to live primal,
that wanted to have no modern comforts? This was all so strange and confusing. Agata thought about the last night she remembered, about
the old woman, the words she’d said, and that potion Agata
had drunk.


God,
what if she had been transported somewhere? It seemed so ridiculous to even
think about, but it made sense to a point. The woman had talked about the
In-Between, another world. At the time Agata hadn’t
thought anything of it, but what if…


He
started speaking again, hoarse and clipped sounds.


“Okay.”
She held her hands up, showing him she submitted, or at least she did on the
outside. He gave a gruff nod, made this deep noise, and took a step closer to
her. She tried to stay in place, tried not to move back, but his presence was
intimidating.


The
way he looked at her right now, stared at her face, then lowered his gaze to
her breasts, told her this man wanted her, wanted her all. How could she
possibly accept this, or at least pretend to?


****


Stian was still angry with this woman
for running from him. Of course he knew it was normal for her to be afraid. He
didn’t know where she came from, what she was called, or how she got here. But
none of that mattered, because she was here now and his for the taking. He sat
on the edge of the pallet, saw her tense and watch him warily, but she had
conceded. She might speak a language foreign to him, but he understood her
body, her submitting in the way all people did when they knew they would not be
victorious. She was his wife, his konna, and she’d understand that right now.


He
reached out, took a strand of her long blonde hair, and lifted it. The light
from the sun and fire reflected off the honey colored locks. He leaned forward,
kept his gaze on her, and saw her tense even further. He brought those strands
to his nose and inhaled deeply. She smelled faintly sweet, and although she
needed to bathe and get the dirt from her body, she was a gorgeous creature.


Stian knew she’d give him strong
warrior sons because he could see the strength pouring from her. She needed to
learn his language to better understand what he wanted from her, and to obey
him.


He
pointed to her chest. “Konna.”


She
licked her lips and it took her a second, but she finally nodded. “Wife.”


He
played the word in his head. “Wife,” he repeated. It sounded strange coming
from his lips. “Wife. Konna.” He said both words,
wanting her to say it, to live it.


She
watched at him with these wide blue eyes, still frightened with him, of him. He looked into her eyes, and
reached out to grab her hand. He placed it on his chest, and a shudder worked
its way through him when her flesh touched his. Her hand was warm, much smaller
than his, and it felt good on his bare skin. “Dýr.” He wanted her to know that he was a bear, a
beast of a man. He’d been born this way, violent and aggressive, maybe a curse
from the gods, but a monster nonetheless.


“Is
that your name?” she said softly.


She
was asking him something in this soft lilt, or so it seemed from the way she
phrased it and watched him with this confusion on her expression. This language
she spoke was a strange dialect, one not from this area. Was she from the seas,
or dropped down from the gods for him alone? It seemed unlikely, as the gods
had not looked down upon him favorably since the death of his parents.


“I’m
Agata.” She took her hand off his chest, but he
allowed her to. “Agata.” She
placed her hand on her chest, and he realized she was telling him what she was
called.


“Agata.” He played her name over and over
in his head, said it out loud, and grew pleased with the way it sounded and
made him feel.


She
nodded after he said her name. “Yes, I’m Agata.”


“Stian.” He straightened, proud of who he
was, despite the hatred and fear others thought of him in the village. “Stian.” He pounded on his chest
with his fist.


“Stian,” she spoke softly again.


“Stian,
já.”


She
gave him a smile, and the sight had the male part of him rising up and wanting
to take her right here. But he wouldn’t rut between her thighs like an animal,
no matter how much he wanted to right now. He’d let her grow comfortable with
him, make her comfortable with his
touch, yearn for it even, before he slid his cock into her body.


He
pushed her hand away, looking at the way her full breasts pressed against the
strange looking clothing she wore. He picked at the fabric, felt the texture
between his fingers, and wanted to tear it off.


“Lauga,” he said, needing her to be cleaned before he
touched her in the way he wanted. He stood, looked down at her for a second,
and let her look at the way she had his cock hard. Just looking at her,
smelling her, had his shaft pressing uncomfortably tight against his leathers.
Her eyes widened, and he grinned, knowing that she had to be frightened of his
size.


Stian was a large man, a reason why
he’d gotten the name “Beast” from the other villagers. His cock was no different
in the size department. He’d need her stretched, primed and ready for when he
took her for the first time.


But
Stian had self-control, had patience,
and he forced himself to move away. He collected the bathing supplies: basin,
buckets of water, and cloth. They needed to clean, needed to eat, and then he’d
lie with her, touch her, and make her crave him. He may have kept her for his
own, clearly against her will, but he’d never take her sexually, never force
himself into her. He wasn’t a good man. He was a warrior, a killer, and always
took what he wanted. He’d raided, pillaged, and plundered after he’d been
banished, and although he lived a somewhat solitary life anymore, he was still
very much a warrior.


Once
the water was heated and he had it in the basin, he faced her and gestured for
her to come forward. “Agata, koma, konna.” He gestured
for her to come to him. He would bathe her, see her nude form, and make her
clean for him. Then they would eat, and he’d show her that although he was
hardened he’d be gentle … he could be gentle.


She
took a few moments to move off the pallet, but when she was close enough to him
that he could touch her he crouched in front of her and removed the chain. From
his knees he looked up at her, saw that she watched him hesitantly, withdrawn
almost. She’d warm up to him, come to trust him and need him. She’d soon
realize that he was the one that could provide for her, would always provide
for her and keep her safe.


He
slowly stood, kept his hands on her waist, and looked down at her mouth. Her
lips were parted, red and slightly wet from when she licked them. Her white,
little teeth started to tug at her bottom lip. He cupped her cheek, felt her
body retreat slightly, but then something snapped in her eyes and she relaxed.


“This
is freaking insane,” she said under her breath. She said in her strange
language, almost as if she spoke to herself as she was not looking at him, and
finally glanced at the basin. For a moment she just stared at it, then closed her eyes. He could see she was trying to build
up her strength, and he couldn’t help but feel pride that his woman was strong.


“I
don’t think we’re at that point in our relationship where I’m comfortable
getting naked for you and letting you see my rolls.”


He
watched her, let her speak her strange and foreign language, and started
removing his clothing. Her eyes widened, and she moved back a step. He let her
though, let her retreat this one small space. He removed his leathers and
boots, tossed them aside, and stood before her naked. She looked at his chest,
moved lower yet, and when she looked at his cock her eyes widened and her mouth
parted.


“You’re
uncut … and so hard.”


His
dick jerked with every second she looked at him.


“God,
you’re huge.” She slowly lifted her gaze to his face, and he watched as her
pulse beat faster and harder at the base of her throat.


He
shook his head slowly, reminding her that if she was speaking to him he
couldn’t understand anything she said. He could have been crude and lewd,
grabbing himself and stroking off until he came right in front of her. But he
didn’t want to be a bastard. He wanted her to grow to want him, desire him, and
because of that he’d have to channel his patience in all things when it came to
his new, young wife.


He
held his hand out, and she eyed it. She shook her head, lowered her gaze to the
ground, mouthed something soft and low, and his annoyance over her reluctance
grew. But when she exhaled roughly and moved closer, he made himself calm. She
placed a hand in his, and he pulled her closer. Tonight they’d bathe together
as husband and wife, even if it wasn’t an officiated union. She was his. He
wasn’t letting her go, and for Stian that was all he
needed to have his claim on her.










Chapter
Four


 


Agata stared at the man in front of her,
all hard, scarred, and defined muscles. He was so big … everywhere. She
swallowed, not feeling confident that she could act like she wanted this even
though she wanted to run away. He aroused her. There was no doubt about it. He
was an attractive man in a brutal, “he’d kill someone with his bare hands” kind
of way. But despite the fact she’d never seen a man in the flesh that looked
like that and who wanted her, she also knew she couldn’t stay here.


Agata wasn’t about to entertain the
idea that whatever potion that old woman had given her had somehow transferred
her to this In-Between world, to this alternate dimension. That was too
farfetched, too unbelievable for her.


The
truth was she was probably taken after she passed out at the festival, drugged
by the old bitch, and sold like cattle. But who in the hell wanted to live like
this, isolated from everyone else, and acting as if they were trapped in the
age of the Vikings? She needed to find someone that spoke English, or at least
a dialect of Norwegian she could understand.


“Konna, jeg vil lauga deg minn.” He pulled her closer to his nude form, and she
swallowed when her gaze dropped down to his cock again. God, this man was
monstrous in the nether region. He was also uncut, and although she wasn’t a
virgin, she felt like one in this instance.


She’d never been with a man uncircumcised, never even seen one
in movies. Maybe she was a prude in most cases, but this man looked like he’d
tear her in two if he tried shoving that thing inside of her. Agata was frozen in place when he started slipping off her
blouse, and although this was not something she should be allowing, a fire
started inside of her when he’d touched her.


The shirt was now gone, and he started undoing her pants. When
those were removed he stared at her in her bra and panties, this string of
words leaving him and confusion covering his face. He picked at her bra, ran
his fingers over the underwire, and did the same to the lace at the top of her
underwear. These weren’t even her good undergarments, yet he was heating her
further with every stroke of his finger along her flesh.


He then removed her bra one strap at a time. Her breasts sprang
free as soon as the wire and fabric didn’t constrict them anymore. She was a
bigger girl, thick and curvy, and a healthy size sixteen. She’d always loved
her body, even if society and some of her boyfriends hadn’t cared for the
larger frame she sported. But this man was staring at her like he wanted all of
her, wanted to caress her curves and bumps with every part of his body.


His cock seemed to grow bigger, if that was even possible, and
she licked her lips and tore her gaze from his cock. His blue eyes were trained
right on her, intense, demanding, controlling. He
cupped a breast, and she knew she should have slapped him, maybe kicked him in
the dick, but she couldn’t move, couldn’t even breathe.


“Agata, du er veldig
falleg.”


The way he said her name, spoke
in that thickly accented, strange Scandinavian language, turned her on. She wasn’t even going to lie or
deny it. She was wet right now, her nipples hard, and her body feeling hot.


Keep your mind intact, girl!


She’d
play the part, but she wouldn’t succumb inside. She pushed her panties down,
held her back straight, and let him look his fill … which he most certainly
did. She felt her strength in this matter grow, and she smiled sweetly, leaned
in, and watched the guarded expression cross his face. Good, he should be on
the defense, because she wasn’t going to stand here and let him claim her like
a barbarian in the middle ages.


“You’ll
never have me, not really.” She spoke softly, gently, knowing he didn’t
understand her. “I won’t make this easy on you either.” She added a little moan
on the end. His nostrils flared, and she thought maybe she’d gotten a little
jab at him even if he didn’t know what she’d said. This man could read
people—that was clear by the intelligence reflected in his blue gaze. He didn’t
speak English, or the dialect of Norwegian that she knew, but he could “read”
her. 


“Konna, eg er
ingen heimskr.” He leaned back,
had his hands on her waist in a matter of seconds, and before she could process
what was happening he lifted her in the air.


She cried out in surprise and braced her hands on his shoulder
to balance herself. He had her in the tub seconds
later. Agata was taken so off guard that she slipped,
and before she fell into the tiny thing and probably injured something else he
had her braced against the hardness of his body.


She had her hands on his pecs, felt the strength that came from
him, and looked down to see the intricately woven tattoos on his flesh. The
symbols were sharp lines, twisting and curving around the definition of his
muscles. She could have gotten lost in those designs, lost in this man that
made her feel these dark, wrong desires.


Agata pulled away from
him and promptly sat in the water, trying to cover herself up. She pulled her
knees up to her chest, wrapped her arms around her legs, and stared up at him.
He went over to the table and grabbed a basin of steaming water. She stared at
his back, and the lash marks crisscrossing his tanned, toned flesh, and
wondered who had done that to him. But despite her better judgment she found
herself lowering her gaze along the tattoos, and lower still until she stared
at his ass. God, she’d never been one to appreciate the male ass, but Stian certainly had one that was chiseled out of marble.


When he turned back around with the basin in hand she looked up
at him, feeling her cheeks heat with the thought he’d seen her checking him
out. Turning her head away from him when he smirked, she grew pissed, so angry
that she was helpless right now. He bent down, and she felt her eyes widen and
straightened her back when he reached in the tub and grabbed for a cloth.
Smacking his hand away when he brushed along her thigh, she grabbed he cloth
from him.


“I can wash myself.” This was not what she wanted, being bathed
by a barbarian, but she also couldn’t deny the warm water and oils he’d put
into the water made her feel semi-human again. He let out a gruff noise, but
did give her the rag.


She turned her back to him, looked over her shoulder and
narrowed her eyes, and cursed under her breath. Yeah, she’d said she would try
and play along, but that was harder than she thought. One side of her wanted to
just give in and play the part, think of a way to
escape, but then another part said she should never relent toward this man that
was holding her prisoner. He’d chained her up like he owned her or something,
and she wouldn’t submit to him.


After she finished washing herself and hiding her body as much
as she could, she looked at him again and saw him staring at her with a blank
expression, His eyes were so blue, so penetrating, that she felt bared in not
just the literal sense, but the figurative as well.


She told herself that being shy around this man needed to be
eradicated, because he clearly didn’t care about his nudity. He was still so
hard, so aroused, and she forced herself not to look, not to ogle like a damn
pervert of a captive lusting after her captor. No, she wouldn’t go down that
route.


Grabbing the longer cloth he handed her, she rose from the tub
and covered her breasts and mound with the cloth. It was thicker, slightly
scratchy, and as she rubbed her body dry right before wrapping it around her,
she kept her focus on the wooden planked floor.


He started speaking in his language, and although she found it
fascinating and beautiful she also grew frustrated.


“I can’t understand a damn thing you’re saying.” She found the
humor in the fact she couldn’t understand him, yet she answered him in
frustration knowing he couldn’t answer her. Closing her eyes and trying to gain
her strength and a semblance of calm, she fought with herself over what was the
right thing she should be doing right now.


Getting out of the tub, she moved quickly to the corner of the
room where the pallet she’d slept on the night before was. Stian
stared at her for a long moment, the moved over to the basin of water and
climbed in. He looked ridiculous in the small thing given the fact he was huge.
She couldn’t help but watch, couldn’t but help look at the beads of water
trailing down the hard muscles of his abdomen. He was built like a tank,
indestructible and deadly.


“Konna, ser på
meg barenteg gjør meg sárþarfnast du mer.”
When he turned just his head, looked at her over his shoulder, and his blue
gaze pierced her, she felt a chill of cold air move through her.


For the next ten minutes she got dressed when his back was
toward her, picking up the articles of clothing he’d tossed on the pallet when
she’d been in the basin and cleaning off. The clothes were loose, but there was
a leather tie or strap of some sort.


When she had the cream colored shift on she tied the leather
strap around her waist. Looking back at him, she saw he was facing her now. She
wore no undergarments, and her nipples got hard at the fact he was stroking
himself. What a fucking pig. Yet the
desire coursed through her violently like a tempting serpent, weaving its way
through her erogenous zones and making her feel ashamed she felt this.


He finished cleaning himself off, stroking himself until there
was no filth left on his body, and only the golden, hard male flesh was
revealed. Once out of the water and dressed in a pair of suede looking pants
with leather ties in the front, he moved over to the table and started back in
on the fish.


He held up a finished fillet, pointed his knife to it, and said
in a deeply thick voice, “Fiskr.” He pointed the
knife to the fish.


She licked her lips and nodded. “Fish.
Yeah, I see that.”


For a moment he didn’t say anything, but then he slapped the
fish on the wooden table and pointed the knife at the crudely made bench off to
the side.


“Eta.”


She could assume what he’d said. Eat. He wanted her to eat the fish. She was hungry, so she went
over to the bench and sat down, keeping her gaze
locked on him as he cooked the fish on the open fire until the scent was sweet
and slightly salty, and made her stomach growl in hunger.


He brought the cooked fillets to her, offered her the meat on a
bone plate, and she curled her lip slightly at the fact it looked like a
hollowed femur of a large creature. She took the offered meal, glanced at Stian, and waited until he started to eat his portion.


“Thanks,” she whispered softly, not knowing why she was grateful
for anything this man gave her.


For the next twenty minutes they ate in silence, the sound of
the fire crackling right in front of them seeming overly loud, and the feel of Stian watching her a little
unnerving. Once finished he took their plates and lifted her up. She was forced
to brace her hands on his chest for support, smelled the clean, crisp scent of
his body invade her senses, and pulled away. Or at least she tried.


Stian grabbed her wrists
and led her over to the pallet. She struggled when he tried to pull her down on
it, but he was so much stronger than she was. When they were both lying down,
her back to his chest, and his very pronounced erection digging in the small of
her back, she squeezed her eyes shut and tightened her thighs together.


The sound of him inhaling at the top of her head seemed loud,
and she thought about other things, about things that were not of this
situation, of this nightmare. She pictured herself back home, alone and safe in
her home. It was a nice thought, a nice desire, but there was no escaping this
reality.


 










Chapter Five


 


Stian inhaled from Agata’s delicious smelling hair. It was a combination of
the Locca flowers he’d picked early in the year and
dried, but also her own natural aroma. She was plush
and soft in all the right places that a man could appreciate. The firelight and
his body warmed her skin, and he rose up on his elbow and looked down at her
form.


Her generous breasts could be seen through the thin material of
the shift he’d made for her. The way her nipples protruded through the fabric
told him that although she was trying to go against him and everything he was, she was aroused. He smoothed a hand down her side and saw
the way her breathing increased and her hands tightened in the hides beneath
her.


“I’ve never seen a woman as beautiful as you,” he said, and
lowered his head and inhaled again at the base of her throat. She was tense
beside him, tried to move away an inch, but he tightened his hold on her waist,
and pulled her snugly against his body. He was hard, so fucking hard his balls
ached and he yearned to bury his cock inside her lush little body.


“Please, this isn’t right. This isn’t what I want,” she said in
a soft, breathy voice. She tried to remove his hand from her waist, but she put
no strength behind it. He didn’t know what she’d said, but he could assume she
was telling him that she didn’t want this.       She
might say that, fight him to a point, too, but he also picked up on the little
movements she made, as if she were trying to refrain from letting go and
letting him touch her the way he wanted. He pushed her hand out of the way and
continued to slide it along the slope of her waist, moving his palm forward
until he placed it right on her mound.


She was hot, scorching even, and his cock gave a mighty jerk.
He’d put leather back on, and only did so because it would help his desires be cooled
off slightly. He didn’t want to frighten her, but have her get used to the
feeling of him touching her. Moving his hand lower until he cupped her pussy,
the only thing blocking him from her bare heat and flesh was the fabric of her
shift. He rubbed her, touched her in a way that had her ass pressed right up
against his cock, and had her murmuring things in a soft, breathy voice.


“God, why am I allowing this?” she said softly in a voice that
was a little strained. He wished he knew what she spoke of, but soon he’d
correct that. Soon she’d speak his language, and he could tell her that she was
his irrevocably.


Her hands were tightly woven in the hides, had the material
wrapped between her little fingers hard enough that her knuckles were white. He rubbed her, applied enough pressure that he
started to feel her wetness seep through the material, and growled out in
approval. He wouldn’t fuck her, not until he knew she was ready and willing for
him, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t make them both feel good in the meantime.


“So soft and sweet, wet and mine, wife,” he said right by her
ear. The way she trembled for him, tried to push him away yet pressed her ass
closer to his groin, told him that this female was strong-willed as much as she
was giving. He didn’t expect her to give in so easily,
or at least he didn’t want her to.


Stian didn’t want a weak
female. He was a warrior, and because of that required a woman that could give
as good as she took. She’d need to be able to protect
herself and take a life if need be.


“You’ll make a good wife, a good mother to my strong sons,” he
whispered against her ear. He would teach her his language,
show her how they could communicate with each other eventually. Until then they
could use their bodies to say what they needed. He removed his hand when she
started shaking slightly, grabbed her chin, and turned her head so she was
looking at him.


She said a string of words, soft, low, but heated and aroused. Agata lowered her gaze to his mouth, and spoke again. “So
crazy that I shouldn’t be wanting the things I do at
the moment.”


He watched her lips move, loved that they were full, pink, and
slightly glossy because she kept licking at them. 


The way she spoke told him she was right here with him. He
leaned down and kissed her forehead, and he heard her inhale deeply. “Soon, Agata, soon I’ll fill you with my seed and make you big and
swollen with my sons. You’ll be mine until the gods take the sun and moon
away.” He leaned back and rested against the hides, pulled her close and
keeping her tightly to him. He meant everything he said, even if she didn’t
know what he said. She would though, and then she’d realize that although he
was a beast, a bastard by all accounts, he’d never let her go.


****


Days. It had been days
since she’d been taken to this hut, woken up with a chain around her ankle, and
realized that her life was not hers anymore. She’d barely spoken since that
night he held her, touched her, and whispered things in his language that
probably meant she was his. He had no intention of letting her go, that was clear by the way he watched her like a hawk,
always making sure he knew where she was. Right now she sat on the chair in front
of the fire.


The nights were becoming almost frigid in temperature, and the
days were so chilled that she found herself in front of these flames watching Stian. When he did leave the hut it was for short
intervals, but he’d always keep her ankle tethered to the wall. It was a
masterful knot, with leather and metal worked into it, making it iron tight and
unbreakable. Right now she watched him clean the flesh of a pig, gut it and
slice it into several pieces and sizes. He hung up some, preserving it by drying
it out, and she’d even seen him going to a small shed type building a few feet
from the hut. Smoke billowed out of that hut, and she had to guess it was a
smoke hut of some sort.


Since waking up in this weird world Agata
had been thinking a lot about what that old woman said. The few times she’d
looked outside all she saw was thick woods surrounding her, but she felt the
breeze come from the distance, and knew there had to be water close. It was
strange being able feel that, to know that the water equaled the extra chill in
the air.


She’d picked up on some phrases and words over the last few
days, knew basic things, and realized that the language he spoke, although
different from the Norwegian she’d studied, wasn’t completely foreign. Some of
the words were different yet similar enough, and she’d pieced them together,
and figured out what he’d meant.


He had a few pieces of pork on a slab of metal, and moved it
over to the fire to place it on the flames. The scent of cooking meat, the
aroma of bacon, filled her nose and had her belly twisting in hunger.


“I want to go outside, get some fresh air.” She pointed to the
door. “Outside.” Then she pointed to herself. “Me, Agata.”


He didn’t respond, just continued to move the meat, cooking both
sides, and grabbing a few potatoes and tossing them right on the flames.


She wracked her brain for the words she’d learned in the short
time she’d been here. The vocabulary was very limited, but she finally
remembered some of the words he’d understand. 


“Sol. Uti.” Damn, was she even saying
that right? She’d said, or meant to at least, “sun” and “outside”. She couldn’t
put the words together, but she hoped he’d understand easily enough.


He set the small knife down and looked at her. For several
seconds he didn’t say anything, but then stood, unhooked the chain from her
ankle, and grabbed her hand. He led her outside, and the sun, which was just
starting to set, blinded her momentarily as it pierced through a space in the
trees.


The air was cold, and she wrapped her arms around her waist. Stian pulled her close, had his arm around her shoulders,
and his body heat engulfed her. The air felt nice on her face, and even if
she’d felt it through the windows in the hut, there was something different
about having it wash around her.


Glancing in each direction, she tried to look like she was just
looking around at the scenery, but in fact she was trying to remember which way
she’d gone for the town. The problem was she couldn’t remember because the
feeling of his penetrating stare on her was unnerving. Rubbing her sweaty palms
on her thighs she glanced at him. 


“Vat?” Water. She pointed into the
trees, and wracked her mind for the word for sea, but she couldn’t think. He
didn’t move, didn’t even speak for several seconds, then tilted his chin toward
the left, and she headed that way. He was close behind; she could feel him,
sense him.


When the trees parted about five minutes after they’d started
walking, she felt her eyes widen at the sight in front of her. Just down a
small decline was the shore of a wondrous body of water. Agata
couldn’t see past the large mountains that lined either side, and because the
water curved toward the right, but she’d assumed this was a sea. The waves
brushed along the rocky beach, and she took a step closer, only to be pulled
back by Stian.


“Haksi vonki, konna.”


She’d understood the dangerous part, because in her time with
him he’d drilled that word into her. But she couldn’t understand the other
section. Maybe there were animals, or even the villagers that were dangerous?
“I wish I knew what in the hell was going on, what you were saying, and where
in the hell I was.” Facing him again she started to head back to the hut,
knowing he’d follow. She just knew he’d always follow.


When they were back at his home she looked around, really taking
in everything, categorizing all the details that were out in the open. So the
water was to her left, and presumably the village might be to her right, but
she wasn’t sure about that. This was going to be tricky, and getting away from Stian would be hard, but she had to try. If she didn’t
she’d never know what in the hell happened to her. She needed to leave this
place, and surviving this situation was of utmost importance. This wasn’t her
home, wasn’t where she was supposed to be even if her body heated whenever Stian looked at her.


She moved back into the hut and went over to the pallet. They’d
be sleeping soon, and although she hated knowing that he made her sleep beside
him, wrapped his thickly corded and muscular body, there was also a part, maybe
even a sick and deranged one, that liked the feeling of his big body holding
her tight. He wanted her, and that was clear by his actions and the fact he
always seemed to have a hard-on.


She spotted her purse tucked in the corner. She was pleased he’d
grabbed it, and it was the first time she’d seen something familiar in this new
world. Feeling this small little bubble of elation fill her, she grabbed for it
and opened the zipper. Inside she had her iPhone, a pair of earbuds, her wallet,
and other small things she usually kept with her at all times: deodorant, a few
tampons, gum, lotion, tissue, and even a pack of Lifesavers. She looked at
where Stian stood, but he was back to cutting the
pork and moving it over to the fire.


Agata pulled out her
phone, her heart pounding. The thing was still charged, just barely, but it was
the fact it had no bars, no little lines that told her she had service that cut
her deep. But it didn’t matter because she knew she could still call 911 if
there was no service. She dialed the emergency number, looked at Stian, and for some reason she hesitated. When she hit that
last number she put it up to her ear, but there was only dead air. Agata tried again, and once more before finally giving up
and tossing the phone back in her purse. She took out a stick of gum, and was
in the process of putting it in her mouth when she felt Stian’s
gaze on her. He was always watching her it seemed.


He walked up to her, took her purse before she could react, and
grabbed the phone out. Agata didn’t move, didn’t even
react, just found this strange amusement as he stared
at the iPhone. He turned it around, upside down, and started tapping on the
screen. Music started blasting from the phone, and he promptly dropped it on
the ground. She couldn’t help it. She started laughing at the sight of that
He-Man suddenly taken off guard by the music. The more she watched him the more
she realized he was either a very good actor, or he seriously had no idea what
in the hell a cell phone or iPod was.


Tears of amusement tracked down her cheeks, and she was
surprised she could find any kind of happiness in this situation. But when this
dark look crossed his face and he turned to grab a hand ax from the shelf,
faced the phone again, and brought the metal down on it, she sobered instantly.


She jumped as pieces of her phone crushed beneath the onslaught,
and shrieked when he brought down the ax again and again until there was
nothing but remnants of her phone and case on the floor. Eyes wide, mouth hanging
open, and her shock filling her, she watched Stian,
saw him toss the ax back on the shelf and cross his big arms over his chest
like he was proud of what he’d done. He muttered something under his breath,
and it sounded satisfied, like he’d just made his first kill or something.


“What the fuck,” she said to herself, lowered her gaze to the
pieces of her cell, and then looked back to Stian.
“You broke my expensive as hell phone.”


He huffed out, and gestured for her to come forward for her to
eat. For the next twenty minutes she ate, watching him and keeping herself on
alert. This man was dangerous, yet he hadn’t harmed her. He clearly wanted her,
yet he hadn’t slept with her, hadn’t forced himself on her. This was a strange,
screwed up situation, but she would be strong. She had to stay strong.










Chapter Six


 


Stian crouched in the
underbrush, watching as a goat wandered around, grazing. It had clearly gotten
away from the village, but no one had claimed it or searched for it as of yet.
He’d take it as his own to feed his woman, make her nice and plump, because
he’d be filling her with his children very soon. There was no use in waiting.
He was getting older, and he’d always wanted a family, but because of his
reputation, because of the brutal nature of his life, he’d never been given the
chance to show a woman that he could be good to her.


Winter was fast approaching, and he wanted to have as much extra
food and supplies stocked up as possible. It was always harsh and cold, but he
knew this winter would be a lot warmer, and a little
less lonely now that Agata was here. But it would
take time for her to realize that she was truly his, that he’d always ensure that she stayed his. She knew nothing
of him, of his world, and whether she was dropped down on this world by the
gods themselves made no difference. He’d found her, would claim her, and he’d
make her see that this was her home now.


He drew his bow back, aimed it at the goat, and in a fluid
motion released the arrow. It landed in the side of the animal, a clean shot
that had it dropping instantly. Stian slowly rose
from his position, moved over to the lifeless creature, and just as he was
about to lift the animal and put it over his shoulder to carry back home, the
sound of a twig snapping far too close to him had him on alert and spinning
around.


He now had his ax in hand, his gaze scanning the area, yet he
didn’t catch any movement. Another snap, this one from the opposite direction
he’d first heard it from. He spun and looked behind him, swept the perimeter of
the forest with his gaze, and knew that although he couldn’t see what was out
there, something watched him, waited. It was that tightening in his neck, that
rush of adrenaline, and the feeling that eyes were on him.


“At ease, warrior.” The female voice came from behind him, and
he turned and saw an elderly woman looking up at him. She was clearly blind
given the milky color to her eyes and the scars that lined them.


He kept his ax ready though, because despite the fact she was an
elderly woman, there was this power that came from her. Perhaps she was a seer,
a person that could see the future of others? 


“Who are you?” he said and scanned the woods behind her, and to
the sides, making sure she was alone.


“I’m but an old woman.”


He doubted that. Stian had this
feeling she was much more. It was a tingling in his body, a tightening of his
skin. It was an instinct he went with to stay alive, and it had served him
well.


“You’ve been out here alone for many moons, have you not, Stian?”


The fact she knew his name was surprising, especially since he
knew she wasn’t from the village. He’d grown up around those people until he’d
come into adulthood. He knew all the elders, and she was not one of them.


“I know you’re lonely, know you’ve been banished for things that
were not maliciously done. I know you have found a great treasure, a woman that
may or may not be of your world.” She lifted a greying eyebrow and smiled.


He didn’t question many things, but he had questioned his woman,
and where she’d come from. She was clearly not of his village or area given her
attire, language, and the other items she had in her possession. He tightened
his hold on the handle of his ax, then lifted it and sheathed it at his hip.
“You know of my woman and the strangeness of her, of where she came from.” He
didn’t phrase it like a question.


“I do, warrior.”


They stood there for a moment, neither speaking after that, but
both watching the other. “Is she a gift from the gods?” Stian
might be many things, but he did have faith in the gods, in the great Odin, the
father of all, and maybe they were smiling down upon him, even after the lives
he took.


“Treasure what you have, warrior.” She turned and left him then,
and for the entire time she moved through the woods he watched her. She disappeared
through the trees, her small, almost frail body becoming no more.


Stian grabbed the goat
and hauled it over his shoulder. Making his way back to the hut, he thought
about what the old woman said. He wished he could speak with his female, know
where she’d come from, what she thought, and explain the reasons why he would
not let her go. He got to his hut, tossed the carcass on the ground by the
smoke hut, and went into his home to see Agata
sitting by the fire, her hands extended as she tried to warm them.


The weather was changing drastically, and he was already
prepped, already prepared to keep them satisfied, well fed, and protected. He
stared at her, desire coursing through his veins, and his cock instantly hard
as she looked at him with this wide-eyed innocent expression. He’d refrained
from touching her the way he wanted, and although she
was still so cold at times toward him, while in bed she melted against his
body.


“Come here, wife,” he said, knowing she knew at least a few
small terms in his language. The way her throat worked as she smiled, the fact
she curled her fingers into her palm, and the way she stood slowly, told him
that she, too, felt this intense heat move between them.


When she was close enough he reached out and wrapped his hand
around her waist and pulled her forward until she slammed into his chest. “I
want to show you what I want, what I need from you.” Looking into her blue,
round eyes, seeing her hesitancy, yet her desire as well, had his cock jerking,
growing harder. “I want to show you that you’re mine in the most physical of
ways. Sex. Desire.” He leaned
in an inch so their lips were only inches apart. “I want to fuck you, wife.”


****


Desire moved through Agata’s body like
a train, fast, hard, and violently. She’d only been here for a few short days,
knew she had to leave eventually, but also that she’d never felt the kind of
arousal she did when with Stian. It made no sense,
annoyed and pissed her off to a point, but the fact remained that she was here
for a reason. She just didn’t know what that reason was.


His big hand was around her hipbone, his face so close to hers.
He smelled wild, untamed, like the forest that surrounded them. Despite her
being here against her will, not even knowing where here was, she did admit she’d never felt this kind of freedom
before.


It did feel strange given the fact she was in this current
situation, and had a chain still wrapped around her ankle. She’d even gone
looking for weapons, and surprisingly found many, just not in her reach. What
if someone or something had come in here and tried to hurt her while he’d been
hunting? What if she couldn’t get away or defend herself because he’d had her
tied up? All those thoughts had crossed through her mind, but she also had been
able to look out the window and see him still, even as he hunted.


She believed he never went far from her, maybe as a proprietary
thing, or because he didn’t trust her. But either way until she figured out a
way to leave, playing along and staying on the side of him that lavished her
with this wicked, erotic attention was probably in her best interest.


“This is crazy,” she said to herself, and stared at the fullness
of his lips.


He leaned in another inch until their mouths touched just
barely.


“I should just kick you in the balls right now.” She whispered a
little seductively, smiled even. But she was still chained, still unable to get
away, even if her pussy was wet at the moment.


Moving back an inch, she lifted her leg and rattled the chain a
little bit. He didn’t move right away, maybe contemplating if she’d run, but he
finally bent down and undid the ties. When he stood he took her in his arms,
pulled her close once more, and before she knew what was happening kissed her
harshly. She moaned, not being able to hold the sound in. He wore this thick
leather and fabric coat, the material going down to his ankles. Fur lined the
collar, and the scent of him invaded her senses.


She smoothed her hands over his wide shoulders, curled her nails
into the fur and leather, and opened her mouth. She wanted to taste him, wanted
his scent on her, filling her, consuming her. He stroked his tongue along hers,
sucked on it, and groaned. When he turned them, started walking her toward the
pallet, she felt the throbbing of his cock against her belly, and almost
couldn’t find the strength to do what she was about to do.


I want this, want
him, but I have to think about myself.


“If we’d met under different circumstances I could see myself
letting you do whatever you wanted.” She broke away from the kiss, looked into
his eyes, and without thinking about it, she brought her knee up, right into
his crotch. He grunted, his eyes widening for a second before he fell to one
knee and cupped himself.


Agata didn’t wait,
didn’t even think about it. She’d already had her bag packed with her personal
items, a few pieces of fruit, and she knew that if she did manage to get away
she might very well die out there in the cold and wilderness.


Taking off out of the hut, she ran toward the right, hoping,
praying, she was running toward the village. They may not have helped her
before, but maybe if they saw her again, and she tried to explain as best she
could that she needed help, they’d take pity on her? Either way she had to get
away, had to find her way back home.


The underbrush wasn’t frozen yet, but it was hard, cold, and she
didn’t have much on aside from the thin shift and leather coat Stian had given her. She tightened her hold on her purse,
knowing that she shouldn’t have worried about her personal items, because here
they didn’t mean anything. But Agata couldn’t part
with her things from back home, couldn’t leave them behind with that heathen.


The heathen you
want, desire, and grow wet for.


Shaking her head she focused on moving forward, not about to
look behind her and see if he was following. He was following her; she knew that, felt it in her bones. She had to
have the strength that she could get through this, because being a man’s
property, having him touch her because he thought he had a right to it because
he’d “captured” her, was not the life she wanted.


She saw the town through the break in the woods, and ran harder.
Her feet and legs ate up the distance, and she felt sweat bead along her spine
and between her breasts. Her injuries were healing nicely, almost all the way
mended, but she felt a twinge of discomfort in her arm. That wasn’t her concern
right now.


Tearing through the part in the trees, she stumbled forward and
into the village. A few blonde haired, blue eyed children looked at her, but
promptly ran away to their small, rustic and crude looking homes.


“Help me. God, can’t you hear me? Help me!” She shouted louder,
screamed them out, and ran past the huts to the center of the village. A few
men came running out, weapons in hands. Agata held up
her hands, showing them she had no weapons and wasn’t a threat. “Help me … please.”


The men started shouting at her in their language, and holding
up their axes and swords. She stopped, everyone coming closer to her. Their
expressions and words were angry and directed right at her. Adrenaline was
pumping through her veins hard and angry, and Agata
felt lightheaded, frightened, and pissed. They came closer though, and she
turned around, looking at the men that were no doubt about to mob her for
reasons she assumed were because of Stian.


“What the hell is wrong with all of you?” She hadn’t meant it in
the literal sense, because judging by the way they lived, the angry looks on
their faces as they stared at her, Agata knew these
people clearly lived by their own set of rules. Hot, angry tears fell from her
eyes, and she grew hot from her rage that these people were blinded by their
hatred. She knew they hated him, and that they hated her for associating with Stian. Didn’t they know that she hadn’t willingly gone to
him? “You’re attacking me over what … Stian?”


They went crazier then, yelling and shouting, tossing their
hands in the air. Even the women had come closer, spitting on the ground in
front of her. Then they charged forward. One of the men grabbed her hair,
yanked her head back, and she cried out. They kept screaming out the same word:
Dýr.


Over
and over they shouted that word, and she knew it was so wrong to leave, to
think she had any hope of finding help with these heathens. They were worse
than Stian, brutal and hated her when they knew
nothing of her, when she was associating with a man they clearly hated. But
why, why did they hate Stian? What had he done to
them?


The
sound of something loud, dangerous, and almost animal-like, resounded through
the village. She spun around, out of the grasp of the man that held her, and
turned back around to kick him in the cock. He grunted and fell forward,
dropping his sword in the process so he could grab himself.


She
didn’t waste a moment to grab the sword and start swinging at the men that came
forward again, their weapons poised at her. The sounds of a man shouting above
the rest, yelling out “konna” had her turning and
seeing Stian charging forward. He had a mallet in one
hand, one that almost looked like it was used to tenderize meat, and an ax in
the other.


Stian was swinging at the men that
came after him. He was outnumbered, but these men weren’t a match for Stian and his skills. She turned just as a woman picked up
a rock and was about to hurl it at her. Agata used
the butt of the sword and slammed it in the woman’s forehead, having her
stumble back and drop the rock. Good.
The bitch wanted to come after her then Agata would
show her she wasn’t some weakling


 Looking at Stian
again, she watched in awe as he took out each man that came forward. They were
relentless as they shouted things at him, tried to take him out with their
weapons, but Stian was taking them out as if they
were flies. She noticed he didn’t outright kill them, which she wouldn’t have
faulted him for if he had, since clearly these people were insane. He knocked
them out, stabbed them in the shoulder or leg, incapacitating them so they were
no longer a threat.


“Hitta
vi, konna.” He held his hand out, having dropped his ax a
second ago. Someone charged at Stian, and he knocked
them out, his hand still outstretched to her. “Agata,
hitta vi.”


He
wanted her to come to him, and that was clear as he gestured her forward. She
didn’t waste a moment, because even if he kept her chained up, even if she’d
run from him, right now he’d come after her, was protecting her, saving her,
and she felt this connection with him as she stared at the warrior he was.


The
plaits on the side of his head swung around his face
as he blocked a sword with his ax. She didn’t wait another minute to go to him.
She moved forward, swung the sword out to a man that crept up to her a little
too closely, and when her hand was in Stian’s he
pulled her close. He sliced his sword through a man’s arm, and without fighting
anymore took off with her pressed tightly to his side.


She
didn’t look back, didn’t wait to see if they would follow. She ran, as hard and
fast as he was, not sure what in the hell had caused those fuckers to attack,
but fearing that if Stian hadn’t shown up she’d be as
good as dead right now. But her curiosity and will to live got the better of
her, and she looked over her shoulder for a second. They stood at the line of
trees, but clearly wouldn’t venture any further. The villagers shouted until Agata couldn’t hear or see them anymore, and when they
finally reached Stian’s home and they were in the hut
he started pacing and cursing.


He
didn’t wear his fur-lined jacket, and she saw a few cuts on his flesh, blood
trailing down. He was angry with her, and she knew rightly so. If she hadn’t
been so foolish as to run off, thinking that maybe those people would help even
though they had been hostile the first time she’d seen them, they wouldn’t have
had to fight for their lives.


“You’re
hurt,” she said mainly to herself, and went over to where the basin of water
was kept. She grabbed some rags, needing to tend to him because she’d caused
this, and she could take responsibility where it was due. Yes, she wanted to go
home, and yes, he had no right to keep her here against her will, but he’d saved
her life twice, tended her when she’d been injured, and now saved her life when
those fuckers had attacked her.


When
she turned with the basin and cloth in hand, she saw that he had his hands
curled into fists, his eyes narrowed and trained right on her. Stealing
herself, Agata moved closer, looked at his chest, and
stopped when she was only inches from him. Dipping the cloth in the water, and
then bringing it to his chest, she ran the thin, small piece of fabric along
one of the cuts but kept her gaze on his face. He looked so angry with her, and
a part of her, a small, silly part, wished she hadn’t left, that way he
wouldn’t be hurt or upset by her. Of course the much louder, stronger part said
she’d done the right thing, even if it hadn’t ended the way she’d wanted.  


Patting the wounds with the cloth, she looked at his chest and
noticed they were just superficial. He took hold of her face with his big
hands, cupped her cheeks, and looked down at her lips. He whispered something
low, almost needy in nature. Before she knew what was happening, or could focus
on the fact she was really going here with Stian, he
kissed her.


His lips were firm, full, and the flavor of him reminded her of
the kiss they’d shared before she’d kneed him in the groin. The bowl dropped
from her hand as her fingers started tingling, and water splashed along her
feet. She braced her hands on his thick biceps, knowing that what she was going
to allow happen went against all reasoning and common sense. But right now she
didn’t care. God, she didn’t care.










Chapter Seven


 


He moved his hands down her face,
stroked his fingers along the sides of her neck, and continued lower until her
gripped her hips. Stian flexed and released his
fingers on her hips, and she knew that this encounter would be fast, furious,
and so heated that it would be like she had disconnected from her body. The
fire running through her veins could not be ignored, could not be extinguished.
He kissed a path along her collarbone, his voice low, growling in intensity.


She breathed out heavily. Only Stian, a man she hardly knew, and should hate with a
passion, had such heated, crazy feelings moving through her. Stian made her wet and so ready to take him into her body. He ground
his hardness into her belly, and she gasped.


“No, Stian,
don’t stop,” she said even though there was a language barrier. He grabbed onto
his arms and pulled him closer, groaned against her neck, and ran his tongue up
the length of her throat until a shiver worked its way through her. Agata grabbed his head, tangled her fingers in his short
hair, and pulled his head back until she could look into his eyes.


He flared his nostrils, and his eyes
glazed over with lust. She could see it as much as she felt it. She glanced
down at his mouth, and for the first time in her life she threw caution to the
wind and didn’t think about anything but allowing herself to feel good. Agata took control of the kiss and gave back just as
forcefully as Stian had. He groaned against her
mouth, and grabbed a chunk of her hair behind her head. He broke the kiss,
pulled her head back, and growled out something in his native tongue.


She gasped when he ran his tongue
back down her neck and along her pulse. He was rock hard, so big and thick that
wetness coated her inner thighs. He smoothed his hands over her bottom, down
the back of her thighs, and gripped her behind the knees. Before she knew what
was happening he had her shift pushed up, and had his hand between her thighs.


“Oh, God,” she said and closed her
eyes as his big fingers found her soaking slit. She wrapped her thighs around
his waist when he lifted her easily off the ground. He moved them backward
until the pallet stopped him from advancing. The hot, hard length of him rubbed
along her inner thigh through his leathers, and she felt this gush of moisture
leave her. He claimed her mouth once more, and speared his tongue between her
lips.


Running his hand up her ribcage, he
grabbed a breast, moved his fingers to the collar of the shift, and in one
swift movement tore the material open. Her breasts sprang free, shook back and
forth, and her nipples hardened further from the chill in the air. He
immediately took possession of one of her breasts with his mouth, swirled his
tongue around the already stiff peak, and sucked it between his teeth, giving
it a little tug.


She moaned and grabbed Stian’s wide shoulders for support. His hot breath skimmed
over her flesh, causing her to suck in a deep breath of air. He moved from her
nipple and licked a path between her breasts and back up the column of her
neck, lightly sucking and scraping his teeth over the skin below her ear.


Agata
shivered at the harsh deepness, and despite not being able to understand him
she just knew that what he said was erotic, dominating. Taking in the wide
expanse of his nude shoulders, of the scars and fresh wounds that littered his
golden, hard flesh, and the air of power and dominance he emitted, Agata felt herself shiver in response. She slowly gazed
down at the length of his rippled abdomen. Every inch of him was smooth,
golden, and hard skin. Her gaze drifted farther south, leading to what she
wanted most at the moment, even if her mind and body waged war right now.


He still had on his leathers, but
the outline of his thick, long cock was on full display as it pressed against
the material. And as if he read her mind he undid the laces of his leathers,
pushed the material down his strong thighs, and his erection jutted forward.


“Ég vil finna wramth
þína í kringum miganki. Yenvilla tooka.” He gripped himself, took
hold of that big fucking dick in his hand, and started stroking himself.
He was long and thick, and she pulled her focus away from his shaft, and looked
into his face. He watched her with heavy-lidded eyes.


He pulled his foreskin back with
every upstroke, his crown coming into view and the slit and pre-cum coming into
view and having her insides clench with desire. Yeah, Agata
was really doing this, and damn the consequences. 


****


She was gorgeous and innocent, and
so very shy in the way she looked at him, but so strong in the way she acted
that his cock thrust forward. Stian had been trying
to rein in his desires for her since he chose her all those days ago, but now
there was no need to do that, not when she seemed so very willing. He was angry
with her for leaving, and upset that she almost got injured because the
villagers had taken their hatred for him out on her because she associated with
Stian.


Pushing those thoughts aside, he
watched as the firelight move along her curvy body. Her thick, blonde waves
moved over her shoulders and across her breasts. He’d torn her shift down the
front, but now he wanted it gone. He wanted to see her naked with only her
long, blonde hair covering her peach colored skin. Stian
wanted to have to lift the thick strands away to see the treasures that lay
hidden, to see the patch of blonde hair covering her pussy. He heard her swallow, and saw the
slender line of her throat work up and down. Of course he knew she was
frightened, but her arousal far outweighed that.


He
moved toward her until there was only a foot that separated them now. “Wife, I
could look at your sweet body all night and be just as satisfied as if I was
buried deep inside of you.” He lifted her head with his finger under her chin,
and he was struck by the intensity of her blue eyes. “One day we will
understand each other, and you’ll scream my name, and beg me for more in my
native language.”


Agata licked those red, succulent lips
of hers, ones that he wasn’t afraid to imagine wrapped around his cock, sucking
at him until he got off. 


She
was his wife, maybe not officially, but in his heart he’d already claimed her,
and he was about to cement that with his body now as well.


“I
would never harm you, Agata, never allow
anyone to hurt you. I’d kill them, and strike them down until nothing was
left.” He reached out and pushed a piece of her hair away. Moving closer to
her, he smoothed his hands along the bare flesh of her shoulders, continued
down her arms, and then stopped at her waist. “I can only assume you’re nervous
about what will happen tonight, but I’ll make you scream with pleasure.” He
moved his gaze over her collarbones and down to where the swells of her breasts
rose and fell harshly from her breathing.


Her
breasts were bountiful, and his fingers itched to feel them bare against his
skin. She smelled of citrus and wilderness, a combination that had his heart
pounding and this sweat start to bead his brow. He lifted her gaze to her face
and saw her watching him.


Stian didn’t wait for her any longer.
He leaned forward and claimed her mouth in the only way he knew how to:
brutally, hard, and with a desire that rivaled all others. He moved his tongue
along the seam of her lips, and the flavor of her was addictive. When
she started kissing him back he didn’t stop the groan that left him, but he
broke the kiss and trailed his lips along her jawline to her ear. “I am so hard
for you, wife. I ache to fill you with my seed.”


She made this soft noise, one that
sounded like need and desperation, and everything that turned him on. He
slipped his hand behind her nape, curled his finger into her soft, warm flesh,
and started kissing her pulse that beat rapidly beneath her ear. He pulled her
closer so he felt her breasts press to his chest. A low growl left him, one he
couldn’t stop.


“I’ll be gentle with you, Agata.” He kissed her neck, nipped her lightly, and
breathed in heavily. “I’ll make you feel so fucking good
you’ll never think about leaving.”


“Stian.” She moaned his name, and he felt
her grip his biceps. She made another small noise, and dug her nails into his
flesh. That sting of pain mixed with his desire.


He breathed harder, felt his cock
stiffen even further, and knew that he had to claim her now. He had been trying
to go slow, easy, and make her see that he could be gentle and compassionate.
With Agata he wanted to go slow, make her care for
him.


Stian
growled as he dragged his hand up her belly and over her ribcage to cup one of
her breasts. He brought it up to her other breast and tweaked both of her hard
nipples. When she moaned from his touch he thrust his pelvis forward, ground
his cock into her soft, full belly, and groaned himself.



He continued to suck on her neck,
dragged his tongue up the slender column of her throat, and thrust back and
forth into her softness. In the next second he forced himself to take a step
back. Her body was meant to take a man inside, to take him into her body. He would try to be gentle, but deep down he was
rough, hard, and didn’t know the first thing about being a good man.


“You’re making me feel so good,” she
whispered, and her language was a soft, exotic tongue.


He looked down at her body, at the
curves that made her all woman, and stopped at her
breasts once more. He might have already looked at them, felt them, and seen
how they had hardened for him, but he would never get tired of gazing upon
them. They were big, round, and her nipples were this light pink color. He
lowered his gaze over her nicely rounded belly and went lower still.


Her thighs were thicker, and made to
be wrapped around his waist as he pounded his cock in and out of her. She was
so nervous, he could tell as much by the way she was breathing, and she might
even still see a part of him as her captor. But she was
willing, and he wasn’t about to deny his woman or himself.


Stian
was going to devour her.


He wrapped his hand around the nape
of her neck, pulled her forward, and lowered his head to lick the curve of her
throat from collarbone to ear. He couldn’t get enough of her succulent flesh,
couldn’t stop himself from becoming addicted. She gasped and brought her hands
up to cover his.


“Stian.” She whispered his name, and his
cock grew harder.


He breathed in deeply and continued
to take both of her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers to tweak them.
She gasped and then moaned, and when he couldn’t handle it anymore, he dipped
low and sucked a taut peak in his mouth. Her flesh was sweet, smooth, and he
felt the crown of his shaft grow moist as pre-cum dotted the tip.


He let go of her nipple with an
audible pop, and scooped her up in his arms. He quickly carried her the few inches to get to the pallet. She was gorgeous
atop the fur and hides, spread out like she was meant to take him. His dick was
so hard it ached, and his balls were drawn up tight to his body. Right now all
he wanted to do was attack her like a fucking animal.


Slowly, as if she read his mind, she
parted her thighs. The sight of her lips spreading, showing him her pink, wet
flesh, had him feeling like he would snap and mount her right now without even
attempting to go slow. Stian reached down and took
hold of his dick and started stroking himself from root to tip. His cockhead
was wet from the constant pre-cum that came from the tip, and he knew he was
nigh to bursting just from the sight of her. He stared into her bright blue
eyes, and continued to stroke himself. And then she lowered her gaze and
watched as he pleasured himself.


“Já.” She said “yes” in his native
tongue, and he groaned in approval. Licking her lips, she reached down, spread
her pussy lips wide, and he lost it, just fucking lost it right then and there.










Chapter Eight


 


Agata
touched herself, showed him her most intimate part, and honestly didn’t know
what in the hell had gotten into her. She looked down at the long, thick length
that was standing hard between Stian’s muscular
thighs. It was like another limb for as big and thick it was. This man was
definitely a warrior, a completely brutal male that could crush bones with his
hands. He’d proved how lethal he was back in the village, yet since she’d been
with him, trapped in this hut, she’d seen a different side of him.


She lifted her gaze from him
stroking himself in slow, almost lazy motions, didn’t stare too long at the
clear fluid that lined the tip of his cock from his excitement, and moved her
gaze to his chest. She wasn’t afraid of him, though she should be. Agata was more than ready to have him move closer, feel his
big body right on top of hers, and feel him thrust deeply into her.


He took a step closer until he was
at the edge of the pallet, and kept his gaze trained between her splayed
thighs. He stroked himself a little faster, and she watched his bicep contract
and relax from the rapid motion. He placed a knee on
the bed, and put his hands beside her hips. She felt herself grow wetter
between her thighs. 


“I might regret this when it’s all
said and done, but I’m not going to stop it. I want this too badly. I’ll worry
about the repercussions later when I’m back at my own home, not in this insane
alternate universe in the middle of nowhere.” Yes, she was talking to herself,
and saying the words out loud made her feel slightly better, a little stronger.


God, she should feel embarrassed at
being on display like this, but the way he watched her only made her feel this
desire like she’d never felt before. Agata thought,
no, hoped, he’d thrust right into her, but instead he moved down the bed,
placed his hands on her inner thighs, and pushed her legs open until her
muscles screamed in protest.


Stian
had his gaze on her pussy, and then had his mouth right on her, licking,
sucking, and making her feel uncomfortable and so good all in the same breath. Stian took his fingers and spread her lips apart, and then
she felt him flatten his tongue and run it from the opening of her body all the
way up to her little nub.


This was crazy good, insane and
wanton, and she could imagine herself at home with Stian,
because he’d asked him to be with her. When he reached her clit he sucked on
that little bundle until a cry did leave her and she fisted her hands in the
sheets.


“Öskravoki savo hátt eyru
hringur minna,”
he murmured against her and went back to torturing her in a way that had sweat
beading her brow even more. Her heart felt like it would burst from her chest,
and there was this intensity moving through her.


And then it was like something broke
inside of her. The pleasure coursed through her, and she was vaguely aware of
this loud sound filling the room. She soon realized that the noise was coming
from her. But she felt this euphoric sensation move through her that caused her
not to care if she was screaming loud enough to wake the dead.


Stian
kept making these loud, almost animalistic sounds against her flesh, and she
felt even more wetness leave her.


When the pleasure receded she rested
against the furs, breathing out heavily and trying to get her bearings. He
moved away from between her legs, and she forced her eyes open so she could
look at him. He had his hands braced on the bed on either side of her
shoulders. The position made him look so very fierce, but the thing that had
her enthralled was the fact his mouth was glossy from the wetness he had urged
out of her when he’d licked at her pussy.


She pushed herself up, resting her
upper body on her elbows, and waited for him to kiss her. He didn’t make her
wait long, and seconds later claimed her mouth, forcing her to taste herself on
him as he thrust his tongue between her lips. The flavor was salty and sweet,
with a hint of musk from her added to it. She made a small noise, and that
seemed to have something snapping inside of Stian,
because a second later he groaned, speared his hand in her hair behind her
head, and pulled on the strands forcefully.


She felt the hot, hard length of him
press between her thighs as he continued to kiss her, and just wanted to feel
him stretching her, pushing into her and making her ache settle. Stian swirled his tongue around the inside of her mouth,
sucked her tongue back into his mouth with a possessiveness that Agata felt deep in her bones, and took control of her
fully. 


Without breaking the kiss he reached
between their bodies and placed the tip of his cock at the entrance of her
pussy. Everything inside of her stilled, tensed, and she panted with
anticipation. He pulled back, looked down at her face, and the fierceness that
covered his expression made her picture him with his sword and ax raised high,
blood covering his chest and plaits and face, his brutality evident on his
expression. He was taking what belonged to him, and she belonged to him right now.


In one, deep thrust, a fluid motion
that had her back arching and her head spinning, Stian
pushed into her. He groaned above her, closed his eyes, and she saw how taut
his body became. She felt the heavy weight of his balls press against her
bottom, but he didn’t move right away once he was fully inside of her. Agata certainly felt full, stretched, and the discomfort
was so shocking that she was having a hard time catching her breath, but at the
same time she wanted more.


When he started moving in and out of
her, faster and harder with each passing second, she grabbed onto his biceps
and dug her nails into his firm flesh. He didn’t speak, but he breathed hard,
heavy, and kept his eyes closed. It was almost a pained expression that covered
his face, and she couldn’t draw her gaze away from him.


He finally opened his eyes, and the
perspiration that covered his face and dripped onto her chest turned her on
even more. Agata could have gotten off from the sight
of those beads of sweat moving down his body, could have come just from the
feeling of him in her, not even moving.


His massive chest rose and fell as
he breathed, and his arms shook, as it was clear he was trying to refrain and
control himself. He pushed into her and pulled out, over and over, groaning
with every thrust. When he buried himself to the hilt in her he was motionless
for a second, breathing heavily and stirring the hair that fell around her
face.


Agata
was so close to feeling that intense pleasure again, and her inner muscles were
clenching rhythmically around his girth uncomfortably. When the tip of his cock
was lodged in the opening of her body, she rose up and braced her elbows on the
bed to support herself. Watching what Stian did to her seemed so very obscene, but she also
couldn’t lie and say that her arousal didn’t increase because of it.


Agata
saw that he was staring between her thighs, and she followed his gaze. He was
massive inside of her, and she was wet, unbelievably so. He moved in and out of
her, sweat dripping down his temples and landing on her breasts. He was slow
and steady at first, but with each passing second he picked up speed until he
was slamming his dick into her. These low, short sounds left her, and Agata was unable to hold them in, didn’t even try.


“Stian,
I…” Closing her eyes, and not caring that she was speaking to him and he
couldn’t understand her, Agata let herself fall back
on the bed. He went primal on her, the sound of their wet skin slapping
together filling the room. But it was his harsh grunts coming from him that
fueled her own heightening sensations. Before she felt
that intensity of an orgasm claim her once more Stian
pulled out of her body and flipped her onto her belly.


A gasp left her at the sudden
feeling of emptiness, but he didn’t make her wait long to feel full once more.
He palmed her ass, gripped the mounds and squeezed them in his big hands until
the pain mixed with pleasure once more. Grabbing her waist and hauling her up
so she was now on her hands and knees, Stian was like
a wild animal with her. She felt him place the tip of his shaft by her entrance
once more, and then he was sliding into her into her in one smooth, fluid
motion.


He moved in and out of her slowly,
but just like before started picking up speed until the sound of their skin
slapping together filled her ears. He growled out and held onto her hips in a
bruising grip.


She lowered her head and looked down
the length of her body, could see the heavy weight of his balls swinging as he
thrust in and out of her, and opened her mouth in a silent cry.


“Konna, gefa alt av deg til mín.”
He groaned and grunted the words in that deep voice of his, and her pleasure
increased. And then he was holding her hips so tight that the pain had her
gasping out. He buried himself deep inside of her, and she swore she felt the
hard jets of his seed fill her.


Agata
should have been worried about them not using protection, although given the
state he lived in, so old world, she doubted he even knew what a condom was.
But still, she should have taken better precautions, been stronger in keeping
her distance from this man. He was murmuring these harsh and guttural things.
He filled her with his cum, bathing her in it until all she could feel, smell,
and hear was Stian.


He covered her back with his chest,
and his hard pants of breath bathed the nape of her neck. Her arms shook as she
held herself up, and when he pulled out of her she allowed herself to fall
forward. Stian lay down beside her, but before she
could even take another breath he had his thick arm wrapped around her waist
and had her pulled in close to him. Her skin was
sweaty, his cum and her arousal covered her pussy and inner thighs, but she
couldn’t even find the strength to move.


“Konna,”
he said huskily.


This misplaced and totally strange
feeling filled her when he leaned down and kissed the crown of her head. Agata should have thought more on that, realized that being
here with Stian had started off being one of the
worst experiences of her life, but now it didn’t seem so bad.


What did that say about her that she
had slept with her captor, that she’d witnessed him nearly take down a whole
village to protect her, and she’d gone back home with him? Was she sick in the
head, lonely, suffering from some kind of psychological issue because she did
want Stian in this way? 


He pulled the hide over them, one
that felt butter soft and smelled of him. Agata
shouldn’t have felt safe, protected in his arms. But she did, and she actually
drifted off to sleep with his warrior caging her in like she was his most
precious prisoner. 










Chapter Nine


 


It was like a soft brush of chilled air over her bared arm, a
whisper in her ear, a feeling of being watched. It was those sensations that
had Agata slowly opening her eyes, blinking, as the
fire burning from the center basin was a little too bright right away, and
looking around. She thought for sure someone would be in the hut, knew that
they weren’t alone even though she couldn’t see anyone.


Getting up and slipping out from the heavy fall of Stian’s arm, she sat on the edge of the pallet and looked
over her shoulder at him. He turned around, his big body rippling with power
even though he was at rest. She grabbed one of the thinner blankets off the
edge of the pallet and wrapped it around herself. He was either a heavy sleeper,
which she didn’t know if she believed, or she was dreaming. The latter made
more sense, although this felt so real. She felt the warmth of the fire, felt
the chill of the outside seep through the coarse burlap that covered the
windows.


Wrapping the blanket around herself, she stood, looked at Stian once more, and then turned her gaze toward the door.
She could leave again, just get dressed, grab what she could, and try to leave
before Stian woke up. But this was a dream … right?


But she wasn’t a fool, knew she couldn’t make it out there with
the temperature dropping, the night having fallen, and who knew what in the
hell lurked in the shadows. Besides, there was something shifting inside of
her, something that said she liked being wrapped up in Stian’s
arms. Another part of her said she couldn’t stay here. She needed to find out
where she was and how to get home.


The wind picked up, howling through the cracks in the hut,
threatening to burst the place down no matter how strong it was. She went over
to one of the windows, pulled the burlap aside, and looked into the murky
darkness. Stian made a noise, and she looked at the
pallet. But there she was, lying right beside him, his big hand on her hip, his
fingers curled into her skin. He whispered something deep and sleep-filled
against her neck, and even though she stood feet from the bed, clearly dreaming
all of this, she swore she felt the sensation of his breath along her flesh.


“You have acclimated nicely to this world, child.” The woman’s
voice came from right beside her, and Agata turned
and stared at the elderly woman she’d seen at the festival. That seemed so far
away now, so distant and surreal.


“You sent me to this place,” Agata
said without question.


The woman smiled. “Child, you’re right where you need to be.”


“Where am I, a different part of Norway or something? I’m
clearly out in the middle of nowhere with people that think it’s in style to
live like they did centuries ago.” Agata rubbed her
hands over her arms, the blanket doing nothing to keep the cold out. “I didn’t
ask for this.”


The old woman looked at where Stian
slept. “We always want what we don’t think we need,” she said in this cryptic
voice and went to stare at Agata with those creamy
white eyes again. “But when we are given the opportunity to see it for
ourselves, experience it, then we see that it is what we’ve been missing.”


Agata thought on those
words. “What in the hell are you talking about? You drugged me, shipped me off
to this place where Stian keeps, well, kept me
chained up, where villagers would like to skin me over my association with that
Viking.” God, she was arguing with this woman in her dream. Closing her eyes
she shook her head. This was too bizarre. This whole situation was strange.


“Did you not tell me you wished for something else?”


Agata closed her eyes
again and rubbed her forehead.


“You are in the In-Between, child, and if you truly were unhappy
you’d have no trouble leaving. You’d be given the chance to escape of your own
free will.” The woman continued to stare at her. “You’d be shown the way out,
but only if you truly wanted to leave.”


“This is crazy,” Agata whispered. “I
can’t understand him, and up until last night I have tried to escape. I don’t
want to be here.” But as the words left her mouth this strange feeling overcame
her. Did she really mean what she’d said?


She looked around the small hut, thought on the fact that in
this short time she’d learned where everything was, and the schedule Stian kept as he worked day and night. To say this was a
simpler life was an understatement. If anything it was worse, harder, more brutal. The people within it killed with little
provocation.


“So you’re telling me you sent me to some kind of alternative
universe?” Agata shook her head. “This is so damn
crazy,” she said for the hundredth time since being dropped in the Twilight
Zone.


“The In-Between,
child.” The older woman pointed to Stian. “If
he wasn’t who you truly belonged with, you wouldn’t have been given to him.”


Given to him?


“Enjoy the freedom of not having to pretend, child.”


“None of this makes sense.” She spoke to herself. “Are you a
witch or something?” God, Agata sounded so
ridiculous, felt stupid for even engaging in this conversation. But the truth
was she was here, having this conversation with a woman in her dreams, knowing
that she was no longer in her time, and so she had no option but to accept what
was happening until it could be changed. The woman grabbed a small, coin-purse
sized satchel from one of the pockets in her oversized cloak, and handed it to Agata.


“You are not a prisoner.”


“Try telling Stian that,” Agata said and grabbed the satchel.


“The warrior has had a bad life, one nobody should endure no
matter what plane you live in.” The old woman nodded to the satchel. “If you
truly want to leave, then all you have to do is dump those contents in water
and drink it. Same as before, but, child, you must really want to leave, deep
in your bones, in your very soul.”


Agata looked up, feeling
her eyebrows knit in confusion. She was in an alternate dimension, but that
wasn’t as unbelievable as it should have been. Before she could ask what that
meant the old woman was gone. This chill raced along her body, more pronounced
now then it had ever been.


She slowly opened her eyes, and shot up on the pallet, a small
sound leaving her. Stian was up and alert, the small
ax he held in his hand poised like he meant to do some serious damage. His eyes
weren’t on her though, as if she might dart off, but scanning the hut. He
rested back down beside her, pulled her close again, and whispered something in
her hair.


Agata couldn’t relax,
not even when she felt the heavy, deep breathing of Stian
as he drifted back to sleep. She stared at the ceiling, counted the rows of
logs that made the roof, and opened her hand. Lifting the satchel up her heart
pounded. This was quite possibly the strangest thing she’d ever encountered,
the weirdest thing she’d ever lived through. In her heart she knew that she
couldn’t stay here.


This wasn’t her home, and even if her apartment in the city was
lonely and cold, it was still where she found comfort on those empty nights.
But even after being here for a week, or hell she didn’t even know how long
since the days seemed to run together, she’d never felt the kind of desire as
she had with Stian tonight.


Since seeing him when she’d first woken up she’d felt arousal
for the big brute. He was dangerous, had kept her prisoner, still did if she
thought on it hard enough and pushed her desire for him away. But the fact
remained he’d protected her, saved her. She tucked the satchel under
the thick hides, rolled over onto her side, away from Stian,
and stared at the fire. She watched those flames dance until her eyes grew
heavy and darkness took her away.


****


Agata watched as a flock
of birds flew overhead. She was outside, Stian a few
feet from her cutting wood, and the thick, fur lined jacket he’d made for her
keeping the cold away. There were these little green berries that she was
currently picking, and although it was cold as hell, these little berries were
growing aplenty and were vibrant in color.


She felt the weight of the herb satchel in her shift pocket.
She’d had it for days now, held it many times when Stian
wasn’t looking, and thought about just taking it and being done with this
In-Between world. She’d gotten over her initial confusion and shock that she
was in a different dimension, because even if it sounded crazy as hell, it was
the only thing that made sense.


And as much as this whole situation and experience were insane,
her reality, her life back home in the States, didn’t make as much a sense as
being with Stian. 
He made her feel wanted, made the loneliness she’d always felt vanish.
He held her, whispered to her, and made her feel like there was no other woman
for him. The latter might be true, seeing as he lived out in the middle of the
woods and had initially taken her against her will, but things felt different
with him now.


Since she’d first woken up in this very different world, she’d
only listened to Stian’s language, as was common
since that was all he spoke. He’d only heard her speak English and Norwegian,
even if he didn’t understand either. She was a fast learner in general, and
learning Norwegian had been easy for her.


During her time here with him she’d picked up on his language
quickly, not anything to allow her to speak fluently with someone, but she
understood bits and pieces, could even talk back to him when he asked her
something simple. The thing was she felt comfortable in this world, in this
life. Not conventional in any sense was an understatement given her situation,
but with each passing day, and especially after she’d been with him, she
realized that she felt something for this man. The old woman had mentioned
something about Stian having a troubled life, but
she’d been gone before Agata could ask what that
meant.


Going back to her home in America, another dimension, as it
seemed was the reality, wasn’t even that appealing after she’d started allowing
herself to really be in this life. Here she was, picking berries in this strange
world, with a man that saw her as a wife, and she wasn’t even jumping at the
option to leave anymore, or at least not as strongly. She’d asked herself over
and over again since seeing that old woman why she didn’t want to return home,
and why she did. There were more pros to staying than leaving, and that scared
the shit out of her. Was her life so dull, so lonely and sad that she’d rather
stay here?


Looking at Stian as he cut wood, she
could picture the fierceness in his body and expression, in the way he’d taken
her like he owned her, like there was no other for her. That was a heady
sensation, an intoxicating emotion to someone that had never felt an ounce of
real love her entire life. He didn’t chain her up, didn’t make her feel like
his prisoner any longer.


She stood, grabbed the small basket that held the berries, and
moved over to him. He dropped the ax on the ground, grabbed the pieces of wood
he’d chopped, and headed into the hut. She stood there, holding that basket,
and felt the weight of that damn satchel. It was her lifeline home, she knew
that, but she was hesitant. When he returned he held a net and a spear, and
spoke in his language.


“We fish.”


She understood him through his thick accent, and nodded. “Okay.”
Setting the basket down, she followed him through the trees, deeper into the
woods and away from the hut until the sea came into view. He led her down the
steep incline until they were on the sandy, yet very rocky beach. She sat on
one of the rocks, and watched as he removed his coat and boots, and stepped
into the shallow end of the water.


He was still for several minutes, but she saw his gaze moving
back and forth along the water. Then he jabbed his spear into the water so fast
she didn’t even have time to blink. He lifted the spear out of the water and
held it up, showing the squirming fish on the other end. Tearing off the fish
and tossing it to the shore, he went back and did this same action over and
over again. The fish were piling up, but he didn’t stop.


For at least an hour she sat there, watching him, mesmerized by
the fact this man was fluid and swift in his motions. He caught fish right off
the shore with nothing but that spear. Once there seemed to be enough fish on
the shore, he got out of the water and tossed them into the homemade net. He
rinsed off his hands and put his boots and coat back on.


“Come, wife.” He smiled at her, and the act seemed so foreign on
such a big, strong and ruthless man like Stian. He
led them over to the side, around large outcroppings, and stopped. “In here, Agata,”
he said and looked over his shoulder at her.


She
looked at where he was talking about, and shook her head. He had his spear and
net full of fish set off to the side now, and it was clear he wanted to take
her into this creepy as hell cave where the light didn’t even penetrate the
darkness. The small cave was nearly invisible as two large, protruding
outcroppings concealed it, but she saw it well enough. He pushed away a thick,
thorny looking bush, and gestured for her to come forward. 


Looking
at Stian, then back at the cave, she gave him a “no
fucking way” look and shook her head once more. She tried to form the right
words in her head before she spoke in his language, but the words failed her
and she didn’t bother. “No, I can’t go in there, Stian,”
she said in English, but he was picking up on her language quickly, too.


It
took him a moment to respond, and she wondered f he was trying to form the
right words before he spoke in English. “Agata,
wife, trust me.” He purposefully used smaller words, spoke slowly so she
could understand, but still she didn’t know what he could possibly want to show
her in there.


Did
she trust him? As weird and fucked as it may seem, she did, with her life in
fact. He’d saved her twice, mended her once, and gone after her to take out men
that hated him. She still didn’t know why he’d lived a horrible life, and maybe
she never would, but that clearly had something to do with why the villagers
hated him so much. Her pulse started racing at the thought of being in such a
tight, confined space.


“No
fear, wife.” He continued to speak in English and held his hand out to her, and
curled his fingers into his palm. “Come.”


When
she moved closer to him he wrapped his arm around her shoulder as he led them
into the cave.


“I
trust you,” she said softly, and he stopped. They stared at each other for a
moment.


“Good.
I’d never hurt you.” He spoke in his language this time.


She
tried to break up what he’d just said, and finally realized what he’d spoken.
Smiling for the first time in what felt like forever, she allowed him to take
her deeper and deeper into the cavern.


They
descended, Stian obviously knowing where they were
going despite the fact she couldn’t even see her hand in front of her face.
Finally the space opened to show light coming in from various holes in the rock
surrounding them and bouncing off clear crystals throughout the stone walls.
The sound of dripping water echoed around them, and the scent of wet earth
filled her nose the deeper they went. They stopped, and she stared in wonder at
what was presented. A beautiful pool of crystalline water was right in front of
them. She leaned forward, surprised to see steam coming up from the water.


“Earth
heats water.” He crouched and scooped up a handful of the clear fluid.


“A
natural hot spring,” she said and followed suit, squatting and touching the
water. It was warm, so warm that she wondered why he heated water in the hut
instead of coming here and bathing.


“Hot
spring,” he repeated her words in English, his accent so thick it was almost
hard to tell what he said.


She
looked at him and smiled. “Yeah. This must be a
volcanic area, or this water and the rocks must be deep enough that it’s all
heated from within.” She was speaking to herself, because she knew she spoke
too fast in English for him to understand.


She
was no expert in all of this, and certainly didn’t know this world, or
dimension, but that seemed like the most logical reasoning. Hell, for all she
knew maybe there was some fire breathing dragon in the bowels of this world,
its fire causing this water to be this temperature. That thought was enough to
have her smiling in amusement. Then he stood and removed his coat, and she knew
that he had brought her down here for more than one reason, and it wasn’t just
to show her this incredible oasis.










Chapter
Ten


 


The
look on her face had made bringing her here better than Stian
could have imagined. He’d lived a very solitary life after he was banished from
the village as a young man, not even much older than a boy. They village had
waited until he was at least old enough to survive out there alone, but he felt
no gratitude toward them because of that.


After
the incident with his parents, and the fact he’d killed them, he knew he’d
never be able to find a woman that would be comfortable with him, especially
not if she knew about his past. Yes, he was called The Beast, but he embraced
that name, used it to his advantage, and didn’t care if the villagers feared
him. It was better that way, even if they didn’t understand why he’d done what
he did.


They
had rules, ways of doing things in their small community, and Stian had broken the biggest one of all: he’d murdered. But
he’d done what he had to. Maybe when Agata understood
his language and culture fully she’d be able to realize that doing what he’d
done meant he’d survived.


The
villagers could have killed him for his crime, or what they saw as a crime. But
because he’d been young, the elders had instead banished him from contact with
all of them. One day he’d explain it all to Agata,
but until then he’d lavish her with affection, and show her that he was a good
provider, and would make sure she was always protected.


That
gasp of pleasant surprise she made as she saw the pool-sized body of water had
his chest swelling with pride. He’d found this treasure trove shortly after
he’d been banished, and after he’d created a crudely erected shelter. It had
barely allowed him to survive through that first winter, but he had, and it had
made him stronger because of it. No one bothered him out here, probably didn’t
even know about this place. Openings at the top allowed the sun to filter
through.


“Peace,”
he said, trying to use as few words as he could. Her language wasn’t one he was
familiar with, but he’d grow to know it, as she would grow to learn his. Her
full attention was on him, and he took a deep breath. “This makes me calm.”


She
smiled and nodded, clearly understanding him.


“It
would be peaceful and calming to come here.”


He
tried to understand what she’d just said, but he only understood part of what
she said.


She
lifted her hand and placed it on his chest. “Let’s go swimming.”


What is this “swimming” she
refers to? He
didn’t know what she’d said at first, but when she started slipping off her
boots and coat he knew what she wanted. Hell, he’d been thinking of the same
thing, even was in the process of getting undressed. Bent over, she stopped
mid-strip and looked over at him, one brow raised.


“Come
on, Stian,” she said in his language. “I know where
your thoughts are … mine are right there with you.”


It
was strange to see her so open and bold, and even if he liked it, loved it
even, he was more surprised that she was acclimating to this life given how
she’d ended up with him in the first place.
When she was nude, standing before him in all her delicious glory, his cock went even harder. He lifted a
hand and ran it along her throat.


“Beautiful, wife.” He saw her cheeks turn red, and
felt pleasure at the fact he’d caused that reaction. He moved closer, wrapped
his arm around her waist, and pulled her fully against him. His cock pressed
against his leathers, and before he got too wrapped up in loving her, he pulled
away and got rid of the rest of his clothing. He went back to his woman, pulled
her into an embrace, and kissed her like he’d never kissed her before.


How
lucky he’d been to have this woman, and not only keep her as his, but have her
start to accept her life. She had run, yes, but that was understandable. He’d
have been worried if she hadn’t, because she definitely had a strong soul, and
wasn’t going to back down easily. He moved back, took her hand, and led her
into the warm body of water. The liquid was heated to the point that as soon as
they stepped inside he felt his skin tighten.


The
cavern was warmer, but because of the holes in the rock above them the chilled
air managed to move around. The heat mixed with the coldness, and it was a
startling, pleasuring effect. His dick was insistent, and although he’d like
nothing more than being with her in every way, he just wanted to hold her and
make her feel good.


“I
will never let you go. If you run I’ll find you, but I will only show you
pleasure.” He spoke fast, knowing she probably couldn’t understand him. “I
don’t know why I deserved to find you, but I have you now, and no one will take
that away from me.”


****


Stian pressed his wet, hard body
against hers and made a slow sweep of his tongue up her throat. His arms were
wrapped around her, cushioning her back as she leaned against the rocky ledge
of the pool. Her arousal pounded through her like a stampede of horses, causing
her breaths to puff in rapid succession. Looking to the side, she saw the
satchel had fallen out of her pocket. Maybe the temptation to go back to her
old life would never leave her, but the promise of what she could have beckoned
her even harder.


There
was no doubt that Stian could see how hard her
nipples were, could feel them on his chest, too. They stabbed out, chilled from
the sea air that trickled through, and hard enough to slice through glass. As
if he read her mind he dragged his lips down her neck, over her collarbones,
and sucked her achingly taut nipple into his mouth.


Head
lolling back, she closed her eyes, moaned deeply, and speared her hands into
his hair. The short strands felt smooth and wet at the tips under her touch,
and she used her grip to pull him closer to her. Her lips parted when she felt
his mouth open wider, sucking more of her breast into his eager, hot mouth.


“Oh,
God,” she said, wrapping her legs around his waist, feeling the stiff outline
of his cock pressing against her pussy.


“What
is this God you speak of?” he asked, but he didn’t sound the least bit
interested in anything but sucking on her.


“I
am so wet for you.” She didn’t bother saying anything about the God comment,
because he might not understand, or she was using that as an excuse so they
could not talk about religion and just focus on this moment.


His
groan vibrated against her nipple, causing a spike of electricity to travel
right to her clit. The small bundle of nerves swelled even further, and she
pressed her pussy against his shaft, needing to feel more of him.


“I
want you inside of me so bad right now.” She had never been so wanton in what
she said, but she felt like she could say anything and be whoever she wanted
with Stian.


He
groaned loudly. “I want you, wife. Need you.”


“Yes, Stian.” Her response was a breathy moan.
When she wrapped her arms and legs around him, he removed his arms from around
her. Stian ran his finger down the center of her
pussy, parting her folds and then pushing the digit inside of her.


“So ready for me, Agata, slick with your need for me.”


“Please,”
she whispered. His groan of need filled her with longing. Her inner walls
squeezed around his finger that was gently thrusting in and out of her. When he
added a second finger, filling her, causing a stab of discomfort to grow inside
of her until it morphed into pleasure, she was forced to bite her lip to stop
her groan from spilling.


He
continued to suck at her nipple, alternating breasts until the flesh felt
tender and heated. Slipping his fingers from her body, he gripped her ass,
holding her to him as he pressed his cock against her. He mimicked the act of
fucking and made her wish they were doing the real thing.


The
place in the pool where they stood was shallow enough for Stian
to stand, the water just touching his shoulders and giving him enough leverage
that he could swivel his hips, press them up and into her so she grew closer
and closer to coming. He held her tightly, kept her suspended in the water, and
brought her to mind-numbing pleasure.


She
wanted to reach down, grip his cock, and shove it deep inside of her, but if
she let go of him she’d sink right down to the bottom. He started rubbing the
tip of his dick along her folds, parting the lips and driving her insane with
desire. It was hard not to twist her hips, trying to lodge the tip of his
erection at the opening of her body. He eluded her every time, though. The
crest of him teased her clit, causing the tiny bud to engorge even further. Faster
and faster he rubbed himself along her folds, skittering along her pussy hole,
yet moving away so quickly she wasn’t able to impale herself on him.


His
hot breath tickled her ear, and she could hear the carnal need in his
breathing. He wanted her, just like she wanted him, but he’d suddenly stopped.
She thought of the words in his language to ask what was going on. “You
stopped. Why?”


He
pulled back and inch and smiled, a deliciously wicked one. She didn’t say
anything else, just closed her eyes and absorbed the feel of him pressed up
against her. “I’m not an animal, but you will feel good.”


She
smiled at his words. His mouth was back on her throat, licking and sucking. He
added a little more pressure to her clit with his shaft, and she exploded. Agata rubbed herself on him, riding the high of pleasure.
When she came back to reality she opened her eyes and saw Stian
watching her with a hungry gaze. She wanted to feel his cock inside of her, but
when he pulled back without finishing himself, although she wanted him, she
knew they wouldn’t be having sex right now in this oasis.


He
smoothed his hand over her cheek, his teeth flashing straight and white as he
grinned. “Today you learn to fight and hunt, my little
wife.”










Chapter
Eleven


 


Agata held the massive, long and heavy
sword Stian had just given to her. It was taking all
of her strength to hold onto the big ass thing. He handed her a shield, leaned
down and kissed her on the forehead, and this tingling happened inside of her
body. How could she fall for someone so quickly, and under these circumstances?


Stian stepped back, grabbed his sword
and shield, and they faced each other. Was he seriously doing this, seriously
wanting her to fight with him, to learn how to do this? Did she really need to
learn how to kill someone if the time came?


Yes. Look at what happened to you
since you’ve been here. You need to learn how to defend yourself.


Stian came forward,
his movements slow, giving her enough time to prepare. He took a step forward,
swung out the sword slowly, and she lifted the piece of metal and blocked him.
Of course he’d done it so slow that even if she’d been blindfolded she’d
probably been able to block his move.


They
did this for several more minutes, Agata growing a
little bolder in her actions, a little less hesitant as she met Stian’s sword with her own. Then he suddenly tossed the
sword and shield aside, and braced his hands up, as if he wanted to do
hand-to-hand combat. She tossed her sword and shield away as well, but before
she could counteract his move he was on her, taking her to the ground softly
and having a knife to her throat.


He
removed the knife from her neck. “Be prepared. They will want to hurt you.” He
stood and helped her to stand, but was in fighting stance again. They went at
it then, and Agata took it seriously. She’d taken a
few self-defense classes, wasn’t helpless, and she was about to show Stian that if it came down to it, even if she couldn’t
defeat someone she’d make them work to take her down. He jabbed out with his
hand, and she blocked it, lifted her leg and went to kick him in the shin.


He
blocked her move, and they danced this way for several seconds, neither getting
in a shot, but she had a feeling if he’d really wanted to take her down he’d
have done so already. He was trying to help her, teach her how to fight in this
world, and it almost seemed a little ironic given the fact he’d captured her in
the first place. Wasn’t he afraid that she’d use those move he taught her on
him?


Of
course not. This man lives by the sword, and
probably will die by it as well.


He
went to strike her, and she moved back a step and blocked it with her arm. The
pressure from the contact of meeting his hand stung, but she was proud that he
was trying to take her down and she was holding her own.


For
the next half hour they continued to spar, well, as well as she could spar with
a man that was as strong as he was smart with his actions. She felt energy move
through her, sweat start to bead her brow, and went for a shot to his gut. He
moved out of the way at first, but she ducked, took several steps to the side,
and landed a hit right in his stomach. He made an oompf sound, and then promptly
grinned.


“Good,
Agata. Very good.” He came
after her again, tackled her to the hard ground, and she wheezed out as the air
left her as his big body lay atop hers


 For a second they didn’t move, just breathed
heavily and stared into each other’s eyes. She leaned up, feeling this
strength, which had nothing to do with their fighting, move through her, and
kissed him. He groaned, grabbed a chunk of her hair on the side of her head
hard enough to make it sting, and kissed her back until her lips felt bruised.
When he pulled back she saw fire in his eyes, saw the desire that spoke
volumes, and knew he’d be taking her, even if it was out here in the frigid
weather. But the funny thing was she was warm, feeling his body heat consume
her, and knew that no chill would touch them.


They
were breathing hard still, and she was wet, so damn wet. She wore no
undergarments, hadn’t since that first bath. She’d since given up on fighting
with herself to enjoy this. He was good to her, was helping her learn to fight
and defend herself, and she couldn’t help but feel these things for him that
went against all common sense. But she didn’t fight it, didn’t even attempt to
try to say to herself she didn’t want this.


“Tonight, Agata. Tonight I’ll claim you.” He
kissed her again, and she opened her mouth, sucked on his tongue, and loved
when he groaned. He was off of her seconds later to her utter disappointment,
and helped her to stand.


“You
don’t play fair,” she said and smiled when he made this low, uncomfortable
sound.


“I
can show you how unfair I can be, wife.” The way he said it,
all deep and husky, like he’d have no problem showing her right here in the
wilderness that he could claim her, had tingling sensations moving through her.
“But I’ll let you practice your stance and holding the sword while I prepare
the fish.” He turned and went into the hut, and she saw his shadow through the
burlap sack that covered the window.


She
tried to practice, but the sword was weird in her grasp, and far heavier than
anything she’d ever held before. For the next few minutes she swung the sword,
envisioning herself being attacked, and hoped she’d be able to protect herself.
The sound of a twig snapping far too close for comfort had her stilling. She
glanced around, couldn’t see anything but her breath coming from her in a white
cloud, and when she heard the snap of a twig again, she opened her mouth, and to
call for Stian. But the sight of a white cloak had
her snapping her mouth.


A middle-aged woman, who was
several feet away, gestured for her to come forward. The frantic, panicked expression
on the woman’s face had Agata moving toward her
instead of going to see Stian and telling him what
was going on. She was several feet from the hut, but from her vantage point
could see Stian through the window still. The thick
bushes concealed the young woman.


“You
are Saxon, yes?” the woman asked.


Saxon?


“You
speak my language?” Agata asked, and although it was
broken up, a little hard to make out, Agata felt this
thrill of having someone that she could communicate with fully.


The
woman nodded, but looked over her shoulder, her eyes moving back and forth.


“But how?”


The
woman faced forward again, closed her eyes, and breathed out. “Years ago, when
I was a very young girl, there was a woman that wandered out from the woods.
She looked strange, not of our land with the clothing she wore and the color of
her skin.” The woman took a deep breath and spoke lower. “I was only four years
of age, but one of the village men fell in love with her. He taught her our
language, and when no one was looking I would sneak into her hut when the men
would go hunting and she’d teach me hers.”


The
woman spoke fairly good English, and although some of the words didn’t sound
right when she said them, or placed in the right context, it was easy enough to
follow.


“What
happened to the woman and man?”


The
woman shook her head. “The elder was furious that he would take a woman that
wasn’t of our kind. There was a decision that she would be cast out, but before
they could be called forth they’d disappeared in the night. No one has seen
them since.” The woman looked down. “She was very kind, told me to always
practice speaking and I would never forget, and I did, always practice.”


Damn,
Agata could have asked the “Saxon” where she came
from, if that witch woman had brought her here as well. But it seemed like the
couple had been smart and had run and never looked back.


“I
never spoke of this language to anyone, because I was too afraid.” She looked
over her shoulder at the woods. “They will be coming soon.”


“Who?”


“The village men to finish Stian.
They don’t feel the elder made the right choice in banishing him after what he
did.”


Agata swallowed. “What he did?”


The
woman nodded. “He slew his parents,” she said in a soft voice.


Agata felt her eyes widen.


“But
he didn’t do it because he enjoyed the kill. He did it because his mother and
father hurt him countless times.”


Agata looked over at the hut, saw the
big, shadowed body of Stian in the window, and felt
her throat close. She remembered all those scars on him, ones that were
probably not all from battle. “What?” she asked in a shocked, wavering voice.


The
woman couldn’t have been much older than her late forties, but she looked far older with the worry and strain around her eyes.


“He
was but a mere child when he took the lives of his parents while they slept.
The elders found him the next morning, crying and covered in blood in his hut,
his parents dead. He didn’t deny it, and even if we all knew he was abused, it
isn’t our custom to get involved.”


Anger
the likes of which Agata had never felt filled her.
Those bastards had known Stian had been abused, stood
by and probably watched it happen, and when that little boy couldn’t take
anymore he’d found his solution. She wasn’t about to try to understand this
world, but from where she came a child was to be protected.


“He
could have been sentenced to death for his crimes—”


“Even
as a child, even though he was just protecting himself?” Agata
asked outraged.


“Shh, please,” the woman said, then nodded at Agata’s question. “Yes, in our culture anyone that takes a
life is subject to death, and now that the elder is dead they’ve come to
collect on his life.”


It
made no sense to put a child through that when they were abused, condemning
them to death when they were in a horrible situation and had no other options,
but again, she wasn’t going to try to understand this world or culture. She
just wanted to make sure Stian wasn’t alone anymore.


That
realization had her motionless for a second, had her stunned, and she felt so
strongly about making sure Stian wasn’t alone
anymore. Knowing that, knowing that she’d protect him as hard
as he’d protected her, made this warmth fill her. Then she heard it, the
sound of a horn being blown.


The
woman grabbed Agata’s hand, squeezed it tightly, and
said in a rushed voice, “You can still run. I can show you to safety.”


Agata shook her head before the other
woman could even finish speaking. “I can’t leave him. I can’t run when he could
very well die with these heathens coming after him.”


An
arrow came flying through the air, and Agata landed on her face, the arrow barely missing her as it
slammed in the tree beside her. Breathing out, dirt moving around her face, she
grabbed the hilt of the sword that she’d dropped, looked around, and saw the
horde of men coming at them. They had axes, swords, knives, and bows and
arrows. They were shouting, blowing a horn to clearly tell everyone they were
attacking. She turned around to look at Stian, scream
for him to get ready for the ambush, but he was already outside, his sword in
hand and his arm wrapped around her waist.


“Come,
I need to get you to safety,” Stian said and hauled
her off the ground. They ran toward the hut, and he pushed her inside. He had a
rug pulled up and a trapdoor was on display. “Go. Inside, and take the tunnel
all the way to the sea.” He pushed her forward, and before she could tell him
she’d stand and fight these assholes he was gone.


Agata still had the sword, but it was
bulky, and she saw a hand ax on the table. She picked it up. The handle was
long, the blade rusty but sharp, and not as heavy as the sword. This shit as
going down whether she fought with him or not, but she wasn’t going to stand
back and let Stian go in this alone. She would fight
beside him, because for the first time in her life she felt like she belonged
somewhere, and she wasn’t about to let that go.










Chapter
Twelve


 


Stian didn’t look back to see if Agata listened to him. She was a stubborn, strong woman,
but he needed her to leave and find safety. He could handle these men that
thought to come here and take from him. It didn’t matter that he was outnumbered
or if he died tonight. He would take out as many as he could, and do so, sure
with the serenity in him that his wife had gotten away. There was no doubt that
if they killed Stian they’d kill Agata.
But before they took her life they’d torture her, rape her, and wouldn’t stop
until she no longer breathed.


These
men, the villagers he’d grown up with, were cruel to anyone that crossed them,
and wasn’t a part of their village. They would consider Agata
an outsider. It didn’t matter that Stian had claimed
her as his wife, because he’d been banished, and was therefore an outsider,
too. But he’d known since the moment they told him to leave that they’d come
for him. It was just a matter of when.


He
swung his sword with a mighty roar, and sliced the man that came forward right
through the middle of the belly. His enemy fell to his knees, looked right at Stian, and started gurgling blood as he cursed him before
he took his last breath. The redness spewed from his mouth, covered his chin
and chest, but Stian couldn’t take the pleasure in
watching him die. The man fell to the ground face first, and Stian started cutting down the attackers.


Left, right, decapitated, a
gaping wound through the arm.
He attacked with fervor, didn’t stop until blood coated the air in a thick,
tangy and metallic scent and flavor. The liquid covered Stian’s
chest and face, and as he turned to take out one of the men coming forward the
tip of his assailant’s knife sliced through Stian’s
cheek.


Stian wiped the blood from his face
and moved to take out the second man. Stian stared at
the body before him, and felt no remorse over taking yet another life. He
slowly lifted his gaze away from the corpse, and slid it up his bloodstained
legs covered in leather, over his chest, and snarled at the fact he had his
enemies’ blood on him.


He
curled his hand that didn’t hold his sword into a fist and clenched his jaw. He
had only been with his woman for such a short time, but these bastards thought
to take her from him. Even faced with this impending battle all he could think
about was Agata, praying to the gods that she’d been
smart enough to leave, to listen to him.


“Fuck,”
he gritted out. He straightened and ran a hand over his face, feeling the
mixture of sweat and blood covering his palm.


An
arrow came flying through the air, and he lifted his
sword and blocked it. He swung his sword with a mighty roar, and sliced it
clean through the man that came charging forward. Stian
did this over and over again, taking men down that came to strike at him,
feeling rage and power move through him. Another body fell to the ground, and
another, and another.


Stian loved a good fight, loved the
feeling of defending himself, and now the woman he cared for. But Stian should have been prepared, because he’d known they
wouldn’t stop if the elder died. He was foolish, and this was his fault, his
doing.


A
man gave a mighty yell, swung out his ax, intending to take Stian’s
head clean off, but Stian was ready. He blocked the
ax with his sword, and right when he would have stumbled back from the force
the man’s head fell to the ground. Stian stared at
the headless body, and lifted his gaze to see Agata
standing there, an ax in her hand, and blood sprayed along her body.


He
pulled her behind him, and cut down another man coming after him with one
mighty swing of his sword. The men around him saw how many he’d taken down, and
he would give them more pain, take more of their lives. A few in the distance
stopped, looking unsure as they stared at their fallen comrades in arms.


“Come
on, come after me. Try and take what’s mine,” Stian
shouted and slammed his fist on his chest. Rage, adrenaline, and excitement
coursed through him. A gust of wind picked up and moved Stian’s
hair. He felt Agata breathing hard behind him, and he
felt pride his woman had taken out a threat, but was pissed she hadn’t
listened.


With
the violence surrounding them, Stian focused on the
man that was closest to him, the one that seemed like he had big balls and
wanted to be the one to end this. He would soon taste the tip of his sword. He
moved forward at the same time Stian lifted his sword
and grinned.


“Stian,” Agata said in an urgent
voice. He pushed her back a few feet, and the two men charged forward, their
swords raised, and their voices ringing out loud and clear. Their swords
clashed together in a ring of metal against metal.


“You
actually thought to come here, take my woman and destroy me?” Stian said in a fierce voice. The other man and moved back
a step. Stian swung out again, but the man was
strong, determined. Stian grunted and growled out,
wanting this man to lie lifeless beneath his feet like the other his men that
thought they could take from him again.


“You
should have been put to death when you were a child, not banished.” The other
man swung his sword and grunted when Stian blocked
the move.


They
went at this for several moments. Blood and sweat dripped into Stian’s eyes, but he refused to stop, refused to back down.
Stian thought of his life as a child, the abuse he
went through, the fact no one in the village helped him, and thought to send
him away because he’d had enough of the torment. They’d never given him a
chance to explain why he’d done what he’d done, even if they’d already known.


With
a mighty roar he sliced his blade through the other man’s throat and watched
him fall to the ground. For several seconds he stared the man’s blood spew out
of his throat and cover the ground. The other few men
now retreated, accepting their defeat. He turned when he felt Agata touch his back. She had wide eyes, looked shocked,
but she cupped his cheeks and leaned up and kissed him on the lips.


“I
told you to leave,” he said against her mouth. Gore and death surrounded them,
but having this woman beside him, pressed up against him, had warmth and hope
filling him. He was pissed, angry that she didn’t listen to him, but pride
filled him as well because his woman hadn’t buckled under the threat. She’d
come out and fought beside him, and he loved her for it. Yes, Stian Dagmar actually felt love, and it felt pretty incredible.


****


Agata stood in front of the sea. The
wind blew her hair around, and she held the satchel of herbs in her hand. She
looked at the water, at the mountains surrounding them, then turned and looked
at Stian who stood beside her. He had a cut on his cheek,
deep, but not bleeding any longer. Blood covered them both, and she felt like
death surrounded them, but she felt free.


“I’ve
never killed anyone,” she said in English, knowing he probably wouldn’t
understand all of that.


He
grabbed her shoulders and turned her around to face him. “Death lasts with you,
even after the fact.”


She’d
only caught a portion of that, but understood him enough and nodded. “I know
that, Stian.”


He
pulled her into a hug, and she rested her head on his chest.


“I
don’t want to leave, Stian,” Agata
whispered.


Stian pulled her back and had this
hard look on his face.


“Truly?”


She
smiled and nodded. “Yeah.” Pulling back from him and
staring at the sea, she tightened her hand on the satchel and took a deep
breath. Opening the small bag, she scented the herbs right away. They were
pungent, spicy, and reminded her that if she took them right now she could be back home.


A
home that offers you nothing.
At least in this life you can be someone,
learn to care about someone so deeply it take your breath away and makes you
want to fight for him. And without thinking, she dumped the contents into
the sea, and watched as the water drank it up like a thirsty man.


“What
was that?” he asked.


“My
past,” she said without taking her eyes off of the sea. She turned and faced
him, smiled, and knew this was where she belonged. “And now I have my future.”










Epilogue


 


Four years later


 


Stian
looked at his female, his wife, the woman that had captured his heart so long
ago. Things had certainly changed for the better in his life since he’d met Agata. They no longer lived in the small one room hut, but
had a bigger place that was safe and had plenty of room for their children to
grow and run in.


He’d built their new home by hand,
making sure she had a view of the sea, but had the protection of the forest.
They were miles away from the village, and after that incident where he should
have slaughtered all of those men that came to hurt what was his, he’d found a little
compassion that Agata willed up in him and let them
live, most of them that was.


He ran his hands up and down her
back, his still-aching erection pressing against her moist center. He’d pounded
her good and hard, claimed her and made her cry out for more. But even her
whimpering for release hadn’t made him go slow or soft, hadn’t made him relent.


“My wife, you seem tired,” he said
and smiled. She rolled over and grinned at him, but elbowed him in the chest.
He lowered his head and kissed her forehead. Her blonde hair was longer than it
had been, done in braids, and sweaty from their fucking.


“That’s what happens when my husband
nearly fucks the life out of me,” she said and grinned, thrusting her ass
toward his cock.


“Who said anything about us being
done?” He nuzzled her neck, and growled out at the fact his cock started to
harden once more. He moved back enough that he could look at her bottom. The
globes were big and round, and his hands itched to
spank her until redness coated them. “I know you want me stretching and filling
you with my seed. Or maybe,” he said softer and kissed the side of her throat.
“Maybe you want me stretching your pretty ass with my dick.”


She moaned out and thrust her bottom
out once more.


He lost it, so far gone from his
need to be inside of her again, that he lifted his hand and brought it down on
her left ass cheek. She made a squeal of surprise, and he grinned. Something in
him snapped, and he pushed her so she was on her belly.


He did it again and again,
alternating between her cheeks until both mounds were a vibrant red. Stian stopped when he saw her clenching the hides in her
hands, and moved back an inch to see her ass and pussy in clear view. She was
soaking for him again, so wet in fact that her cunt glistened from her cream,
and her juices slid down her inner thigh.


“See what you’ve done,” she said in
a light, tempting voice.


“I see, Agata,”
he growled out in arousal. He smoothed his hands over her back, across her
generous hips, and along the crease of her ass. He spread the cheeks wide, took
in the sight of her tight hole, and the red, swollen cleft of her pussy. His
mouth watered for a taste, and his cock jerked in response.


Grabbing her hips in both of his
hands, he reveled in the curviness of her body. Lifting her hips and
positioning her so she was spread wide for him, Stian
brought her bottom flush with his groin. She braced herself on her hands and
knees, and pressed her ass closer into him. He ran his hand up her spine, moved
her hair over, and stared at the graceful arch of her neck. Her back was smooth
and flawless, her bottom succulent and perfectly round. Agata
had an ass that made warriors fall to their knees, and had the gods singing in
the sky.


He squeezed her ass, gripping the
skin and parting it slightly once more. He was perfectly still behind her, his
focus on the tight hole that he was about to fuck. Gods, he loved smacking her
ass, loved fucking her back here, too. She was all but grinding herself back on
him.


Stian
grabbed his cock, stroked himself from root to tip, and loved that she gasped
out in pleasure. He slid his finger slowly between her cheeks and rested on the
tight hole in the center. “Agata, tell me how much
you want my cock back here, filling you, making you come.” He placed the tip of
his dick against her anus.


She looked over at him, and her
blonde hair slid along her shoulder and covered one of her breasts that swung
freely.


 “Fuck, Agata.” He closed his eyes and grappled for control. “The
way you make me feel, even after all these years, makes me feel like I’d never
be the same without you.” He knew
he’d never be the same without her. “I could devour you right now, and it would
never be enough. It would never be enough, Agata.” He
bent down and kissed both globes of her ass. His sack was heavy, but he knew
she’d take all of it, knew she’d beg him for more. Her pussy lips were smooth
and swollen and the most beautiful red color.


He slid his fingers across her
soaking slit and brought the fluid to the tip of her clit, lightly stroking it.
Feeling a jolt of pleasure wash over him at hearing her moan, he continued his
ministrations. Stian brought his fingers back to her
pussy hole, coating them in her juices until her cream slipped down his hand.
Plunging them back into her body, he groaned when her pussy clamped down on
them.


“You’re driving me crazy, Stian.”


“I’m just starting, Agata.” Grabbing her ass cheek, he spread her again and
brought his soaked fingers to her asshole and coated the small hole with her
arousal. It glistened in the soft light, making his cock jerk hard. 


She tensed. Ever so slowly, he slid
one finger into her and let her muscles adjust to the size. He played with her
for a little bit, stretching her hole with his finger, and then added another
one. When he thought she was good and stretched out, nice and slicked up from her
lubrication, he slipped his fingers from her and placed the tip of his cock at
her anus.


He started to push into her and
gripped her hips. She clenched around his cockhead, and once he was past the
tight ring of muscle, he slid deep inside of her easily. They both groaned when
he bottomed out, and he clenched his teeth at the pleasure that coursed through
his veins. “That’s it, Agata. Take all of me. Do you
feel how much I fill you?”


“God, yes,” she gasped out.


He started to pull out of her, but
before she groaned he pushed back inside. Over and over he pumped in and out of
her, starting slowly at first, but gradually picking up speed.


“Oh, yes, Stian.
Yes.”


He tightened his hold on her hips,
and really started fucking her. When he knew he’d come far sooner than he
wanted, he reached around her belly with the hand that he hadn’t had buried in
her ass and teased her clit. The little nub was swollen and hard, and he rubbed
it back and forth until her whole body tensed and she threw her head back and
groaned out her orgasm. She may have been on her hands and knees, but he could
see her face, and watched the flush spread up her neck and cover her face.


He bent forward, not about to deny
himself, and wrapped his hand loosely around her throat. Placing his mouth right
on hers, he kissed her until they were both panting. He pumped harder, faster
inside of her, until their skin slapped together.


Wave after wave of pleasure shot
straight up his spine. His balls drew up tight, and he had to pull away from
her and suck in a lungful of air. He held onto her hips so hard he knew there
would be marks on her flesh, but he got a possessive thrill from the knowledge.
He liked knowing she would wear his mark of ownership, because she was his,
irrevocably.


He slowly pulled out, the head of
his cock almost popping free, before he plunged back inside. She looked over
her shoulder at him, her mouth parted, her eyes wide, and her face flushed.
Their bodies were dotted with perspiration, and he wanted her soaking wet for
him all over. He swallowed roughly and closed his eyes, knowing he was about to
fill her ass with his seed.


For several long, intoxicating
seconds he came, and when he couldn’t come any longer, he gently pulled out of
her. He would have collapsed beside his wife, but he moved over to the basin of
water he kept by the fire in their room and grabbed a wet rag to clean her
with. She was on her belly now, her ass red from his spankings, her eyes
closed. He put on a pair of leathers, and grabbed her shift that hung over the
wooden chair by the fire. Stian cleaned her the best he could, then slipped in the bed beside her.
She was warm and full, and he loved her more than the day before.


He stared at his wife, remembered
their conversation years before when she’d spoken of where she’d come from, of
the old woman and the herbs, and he knew that everything happened the way it
should have. He’d hid nothing from her, told her about his life, everything
he’d done. Speaking so openly with her had made them closer. Every day he loved
her more; every moment he knew he’d die for her because she was his world. 


“Are you happy, Agata?”


She turned over to face him and
knitted her brows. “Of course I am. You’ve made a good life for us, Stian. You’re a good husband, a good father, and I know that
staying here all those years ago was the best decision I’ve ever made.”


He smiled and pulled her closer. She
was his, and nothing would take that away. It had been four years since he’d
found her in those woods, and things had changed for them. She was his wife,
the mother of his children, and the woman he was supposed to be with. They had
three children now, and were trying for their fourth. Hell, he’d try having
children with her until they could no longer.


Then, as if their little ones read
his mind, they came running down the short hallway that led to their bunks, and
climbed up on their large pallet. Their oldest, a son named Thorbjorn,
a little over three years of age, had a big grin on his face as he cuddled up
with Agata. Petrine was only a year younger than her
older brother, and she was the spitting image of him. And lastly, their
youngest, the baby, at less than a year old, was his son Amund.


Stian
grabbed the baby from Thorbjorn, who acted more like
a father to his younger siblings than the older brother. He pulled all of his children close, and leaned down to kiss Agata. She took the baby from him, and he smirked as she
brought his son to her breast to nurse. Pride filled him that his children were
here, and that the gods had given him all these gifts of happiness.


He had a beautiful family, two sons
and a daughter that were strong and healthy, and would grow to be warriors just
like their parents. He stared at Agata as she pushed
her hair, which was in braids, over her shoulder as she brought Amund to her breast. The baby latched onto her breast as he
nursed, and Stian loved watching her feed his child,
loved the connection and bond he felt when he was with his family like this.
The way she hummed to the children until they fell asleep, until they were
nestled beside them, had love filling him. He’d never thought he’d feel this
kind of emotion, but every day, every second, he felt them ten times over.


Stian
curled his arm around Agata’s waist and pulled her
closer. He stared at his son as he nursed, ran his finger over Thorbjorn’s head, and leaned over to kiss his darling
Petrine on the head. He might be a hardened warrior, killed countless people to
survive, but these four people were his world. He had never known that there
was something he could love, could hold close, but Agata
had opened his eyes and heart.


Stian
knew that he would fight a thousand warriors, and take out anyone who
threatened his family, without even thinking. He’d never feel lonely or
isolated again, not as long as he had the laughter of his children filling
their home, or the warmth of his wife beside him.
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