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        Fans of Ashe Barker, Kathryn Le Veque and Emma Prince are in for a new sexy Viking treat!

        A fierce alpha warrior, Bjarke Marsson, was not ready for what the Gods had in store for him. One terrible raid on their village and he found himself in a position of power and duty and with a new wife. He shouldered the responsibility of caring for his people with honor, but the one thing he wished for himself was forbidden - his shieldmaiden.

      

        

      
        Dalla Koridottir, married three times, widowed three times, an orphan and a shieldmaiden, was used to being an outcast. She knew her place — a distant admirer of the fierce warrior, Bjarke. Never had she imagined that he would desire her or work so hard at trying to claim her for his own. His duty to his people and her fear of letting another man into her life are almost enough to keep them apart.

      

        

      
        With war on the horizon and a promise laying in his bed Bjarke struggles to keep Dalla out of his arms and his heart. Will this Viking warrior be able to convince his shieldmaiden that his love is true? Or will the curse of the Raven tear them apart?

      

        

      
        Author's Note: This book contains very sensual scenes with a dominant alpha male that some may find borderline consensual. If you are sensitive to dominant men then please do not purchase this book.
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      SPRING

      743 A.D.

      The soothing sound of the water breaking on the shore washed over Bjarke who was still tense from a heavy battle. The sea grass tickled his face on either side as the wind blew. The sunlight warmed his naked, freshly washed skin. His tanned flesh gleamed with many scars that revealed his many trials of battle throughout his twenty seven winters. His sea-foam colored eyes peered into the sky above and he wondered what was transpiring this moment in Valhalla. The raid for gold and treasures had been a lucrative one, but a great number of men had given their lives for it.

      He closed his eyes again as he reflected on one in particular, his brother, Fleinn. Bjarke stared into the sky where Odin and the rest of the Gods lived – Valhalla, the magnificent colossal hall where fallen warriors, only those worthy, retired after their existence in this world was over. 

      "You fought well brother. I will see you soon enough in Valhalla and there we will drink until we burst with mead." 

      For a moment his eyes shimmered with tears but the rustle of meadow made his hands shift to wipe them clear.

      Dalla's shield fell down onto his face before he had a chance to take in her strong but feminine naked body as it headed towards the water. "Do not weep for Fleinn. He died with honor." She was a shieldmaiden and had fought alongside him since they both were old enough for battle. She was likewise a widow three times over and, allegedly, barren if the rumors around the village were to be believed, leaving her less than desirable in other men's eyes. Bjarke himself had never considered taking a wife. The village was full of women more than amenable to spread their thighs for him. And he had no need for one, he would not be jarl, leader of his village, that was his brother Fleinn’s place, but now it was left to the second oldest, Sigurd.

      Bjarke shook his head to relieve the force of the blow. He clambered from the ground and peered at her backside as it retreated into the water. "I know he died with honor, but that is not why I grieve." He didn't stare as moved towards the water to follow her.

      "Why then, does the almighty Bjarke Marsson cry?" Her hair, black as the raven’s feathers, was now floating around her. In battle she wore it back tightly bound in braids, but she had loosened it to bathe. He thought she looked captivating either way, but he knew better than to become tangled up with her. He had been resisting his hunger for her for many winters, even before they started fighting alongside each other. His father, Mar, warned him it was unsound to lie with your shieldmaiden lest she grow angry with you and move away from your guard on the battlefield when you might need her the most. But as Bjarke gazed at the crystalline water lapping at her milky skin he prayed his father had been mistaken. He knew a good roll around in the grass would make him forget for a little while the grief and loss he was suffering from the death of his brother.

      Bjarke waded into the water, his chest and torso muscles rippling as he moved. His dirty blond hair was cut at chin level and upon his face was a considerably thick beard where a narrow braid dangled at the chin halfway down his chest.

      "Because we will not be able to go whoring together anymore." He sloshed water at Dalla who barely blinked as the water forcefully hit her face.

      "That is, indeed, much to cry about." She splashed him in return before migrating further away from him. Did she move elsewhere because she desired him also? Or did she turn away because he repulsed her? She was difficult to gauge. She was not a commonplace woman who fussed and fawned, craving male attention. She was a shieldmaiden, robust and unflappable, and praises to the Gods, so remarkably beautiful, unlike any maiden in his village. None had the blackness of hair like she bore. 

      Bjarke admired her body as he mopped his face with his hands and slicked his hair backward. She didn't twist around, but she must have sensed his eyes on her back. 

      "Can a warrior not bathe in peace?" She melted beneath the water and later resurfaced again, further away. When she smoothed back her own hair her latest battle wound could be observed. It was at least half a foot long, deep and a furious shade of crimson.

      He grimaced as he glared at her wound, untended, as if it were a mere nick of the blade. He realized she had suffered it while defending him. If she had not been behind him, that nasty gash would have landed on his back and he may have fallen along side his brother.

      He didn't understand why she cared so little for herself and it irritated him. "You should have cleaned your wound. You are lucky a sickness has not also grown in it," he observed as he glared at her.

      She hastily put her arm down, as if embarrassed that he'd caught sight of it. "My wound is no concern of yours, Bjarke." She swung away then and commenced walking further away through the water.

      He growled, his chest vibrating as he proceeded through the water towards her. "It is of my concern. Get out of the water and go visit the healer or I will drag you out like the insubordinate child you are being."

      "Touch me and I will make certain the blow meant for your back finds its mark, Bjarke." She stopped walking away and shifted around to stare him down, her fists hidden in the water along with most of the rest of her. Only her head, her shoulders and the absolute top of her generous bosom showed.

      Bjarke clinched the muscles of his jaw. Dalla was lucky that she was such an exceptional warrior or he would not be as tolerant. Nonetheless she needed to be taught a lesson about who was in charge, just as she would if she were a man under his charge. Not only was he the Jarl’s son, he was also the one in charge of the raid. "Such a threat from someone with an injury. Perhaps it is you who will get another." He moved closer still, watching her like a hawk circling a field mouse.

      "My sword hand is still in full working order. Would you care to test me?" She withdrew, not from him, but closer to her weapon which was resting amongst the tall grasses on the bank.

      A slight smile played along his lips as his eyes tracked her. "I would like to test you." He licked his lips eagerly. He knew it was not what she meant, but she made herself an easy target at times to his sexual teasing. And while he normally controlled his impulses to tease her, he could not resist now even though he realized he should. Anything to take his mind off of the death of his brother. 

      "Spare that talk for a maiden." She shot back, fury blazing in her grey eyes, the water now retreated to her curvy hips. Her breasts were concealed by her wet hair, which essentially covered her pale erect nipples beneath.

      The smirk on Bjarke's face widened as he swallowed his amusement. "Are you not a maiden? You have the most generous breasts. They plead to be teased. And the slit between your legs would no doubt be a wondrous fit."

      "I am not a maiden for you, Bjarke Marsson. Do not speak to me of those subjects again or I will take out your tongue and burn it as a sacrifice to Freya."

      The water sloshed against his skin as he moved through the water. She stiffened as he advanced closer, but made no step towards her sword. He was not certain if she wished for him to grab her, but presently his mind was entirely centered on calling her bluff. She was such a beguiling woman, and the most alluring and touchable. It made him crave her even more. 

      He picked her sword up and plunged it into the sand on the shore and settled her shield upon it. He himself drew the two axes from the belt near his clothes before standing at the ready. He had not sparred in weeks and sparring with Dalla would certainly be an amusement. "Pick them up," his voice resounded with authority as he shifted to face her. "Cut my tongue out. It will stop me from licking between your thighs later." He was only partly teasing her. The thought momentarily distracting him as well. He shook it from his head as she came from the water.

      Her jaw clenched tight when she placed the shield onto her injured arm, but otherwise seemed unaffected as she readied herself for the fight. She gripped her sword firmly in her grasp as she met his eyes, they twinkled with delight. "Gladly."
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      Without warning she closed the distance and took a swing at his left ax.

      He allowed the blow to match with his ax. Her blade slid up towards his hand, but the right ax came up and seized her blade away from him and forcing it high toward the sky. His knee came up into the shield on her arm to aggravate her injury.

      Sweat popped out on her brow and she grunted as she drew her sword back and swiped at his exposed thigh.

      He smiled as she did so. He had anticipated it would be her reaction. He locked his axes around her sword and jerked it from her grip. Bjarke pushed himself into her guard and they both went down in the sand with him on top of her. He could not help the erection that was pressed against her thigh. He worked to ignore it and attribute it to the fighting, or the absence of female company since the raid began, but as he stared down into her shocked eyes he was momentarily disoriented. He was so absorbed in the feeling of her soft womanly flesh beneath his that he didn't see her hand until it was too late. 

      She cupped her hand and brought it to his ear with force.

      Bjarke shook his head as he roared out in surprise. A stream of blood slid down the line of his jaw. "I am astounded, Dalla, that you would choose such a cowardly defense against me."

      "I am astounded that you were bested by your shieldmaiden."

      His luminous eyes crinkled at the corners as his lips drew up into a smirk. "Bested? Is it not I who is on top?"

      "Being on top of a mountain does not mean you have bested it. It means the mountain has favored you to partake in the view."

      His eyes dipped to her naked form beneath his. Her breathing was ragged, her creamy skin intersected with scars that should have deterred him. And yet in this moment he wished she would let him trace them with his tongue. If he were being forthright with himself his shieldmaiden had been enchanting to him for quite some time. But he’d never acted on it. He never dared to because she was such a great warrior. But this day, this moment, when his brother’s life was lost, he allowed himself to get closer. "I have yet to encounter a mountain view as awe-inspiring as this one," he murmured, his head slowly sinking towards hers, his tongue swiping at his lips, wetting them for her. 

      She did not shy away and yet she whispered, "Bjarke, stop before I inflict death upon you."

      His leg advanced and spread her relaxed legs as he slipped between them, his erection finding the warmth there. He chuckled tenderly. "Do you think I fear death?" His lips grazed the tender flesh of her neck. He groaned in appreciation, he had never known skin to taste as sweet as hers. He required nothing more than to make this woman his. He wished to claim her. Possess her. Lose himself within her. The taboo of it, because she was his shieldmaiden, simply drove him desire her more.

      She inhaled sharply as one of his hands wandered down the length of her body. She shivered beneath him as his palm cupped her sex, a single finger exploring. 

      A gasp of pleasure curled in her throat. "Stop, Bjarke. I am your shieldmaiden. I am not your thrall." Her warm fingers came down upon his shoulders, curling against the mounds.

      He beamed at her comments that conflicted with every other part of her. Had she not wanted him to be between her legs she would have him on his back in agony. He had watched her do it many times before with various men who thought they were in her favor. "I did not ask you to be my thrall. And I do not want you to forget. But instruct me once more to stop and I will." His finger pressed lightly against her folds, he grunted in satisfaction to discover it was moist with excitement.

      Her hips rose to greet his finger, her lips separated and her cheeks glowed as he teased her with his finger. She was stunning.

      “Tell me, Dalla,” he looked down at her, watching as she answered to his touch. 

      “Bjarke...” Her nails sank into his shoulders. Her hips fell as he pulled back. 

      He curled his fist, his finger glistening with her arousal, and set it on the earth beside her. “Aye?”

      She opened her eyes when he drew away, her face a blend of dissatisfaction and annoyance. “Is this but a sport for you, Bjarke? Am I nothing but a con—“  She clipped her words when she heard male voices approaching and shoved him with all of her strength. "Get off, now!"

      Bjarke rolled off of her and onto the grass with a grin on his handsome war-scarred face. He admired her naked body as she seized her things. She shielded herself as the other warriors passed to have their turn in the water.

      Sokki, a fellow warrior and one of Bjarke’s oldest friends, regarded Bjarke with a not so subtle grin. "Did we ruin your fun, friend?" He chuckled as he, and the other three scarred warriors, stripped out of their clothes. Bjarke looked over his shoulder and regarded Dalla's naked backside.

      Bjarke grumbled as he got up from the ground, the opportunity to savor her further wasted. He took both his axes and headed for his clothes.

      One of the men watched Dalla start to dress herself as he spoke. "What good is a woman who cannot have offspring?"

      "Good enough to amuse men around the campfire," the other one shot back with a loud laugh, "too bad that one does not partake in such things. I found out from Bersi's own lips that she was the best he ever had.”

      “Of course it was the death of him," another replied. The outbreak of laughter echoed across the water.

      Bjarke's jaw clenched as he struggled to overlook their ignorant words. The death of Bersi, Dalla’s third husband, had been hasty and many moons past, but it was nevertheless a subject of considerable gossip in the village. He ached to defend Dalla but he would not lest his secret desires of her become known. If word of his intentions were delivered to his father it would be the end of raiding with Dalla at his side. Dalla “The Black Widow” would not be suited to be a Jarl’s wife and his father would see to it that his legacy would be preserved. Not that Bjarke had any intention of being Jarl. He had at least one other older brother who would receive the title before him.

      Sokki came close to Bjarke and draped an arm around his shoulders, leaning in close so the others couldn't overhear him. He spoke into the non-bloodied ear. "Can you hear anything other than a loud ringing? Do I need to go with you to see the Jarl, your father?"

      Bjarke gave a vehement shake of his head. "I hear fine from the other. I can speak for myself when addressing my father," he replied gruffly as he bent over to pull his pants on and then his furs before turning and heading towards the ships, leaving them behind to gossip like idle maidens about Dalla and her infamous venomous nether region. It would be another week or so before they arrived back in their village with their riches, and until then he had to be sure Dalla stayed far away from him. She was too tempting by half.
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      They arrived in the village one week later. As the ships landed at the dock the villagers cheered for the return of their warriors. Most of the villagers were in their fields, planting their crops. The women, some at home tending to their children and chores, were most striking as Bjarke stepped onto the wooden platform, erected many summers ago by him and his four brothers. 

      One of Bjarke’s long-time companions, Astri, sighted him and waved from her spot beside a weaver’s tent. She leaned down to convey something to her son, Engli, her breasts nearly tumbling out of her top, and then stood up and headed towards him, her hands innocently clasped behind her back. "Welcome home, Bjarke." Her blue eyes raking over his appearance, as if soaking it into her memory.

      His eyes shifted to her as he held the guise of no emotion on his face. "The jarl will demand to see me. It will be my neck if he waits too long."

      "After visiting the jarl I will come meet you. After the sun has kissed the sea." She placed her palms on his chest as she stepped in front of him, her head tipped back, expecting a kiss.

      Bjarke seized a handful of her hair and tugged her head back further before peering down at her tits which were on display for him. They were only mildly appealing after having Dalla's pressed against his chest and that annoyed him thoroughly for Dalla was off limits. 

      "If you have forgotten it is I who will come find you if I crave your company." 

      He roughly thrust her aside and heard her gasp with shock. He caught sight of Engli gawking at him, the young boy's fists clenched tight aside his eight year old body which was already larger than average. There was no mistaking that he had Marsson blood in him. But it was nevertheless unclear whether it was Bjarke's or his brother Fleinn's seed who had created the bastard boy. Bjarke had slept with many women and only this child had the possibility of being his. His brother Fleinn, on the other hand, had fathered many and Bjarke doubted after observing many who could have been twins with Engli that he could be the father. It was unfortunate that all offspring of Fleinn would now rest on his father and his older brother, Sigurd’s shoulders. They would not allow a child of theirs go hungry. Fleinn had done well at populating the maiden’s tents with his seed.

      Bjarke ignored the boy's bitter gaze as he crossed towards the center of the village where the hub of all political and social activities took place. The Great Hall was where the jarl, the head of the village held his place at the end of the seemingly infinite rows of wooden tables. He and his wife sat there and listened to grievances, issued orders and recounted stories. It was their duty to make certain the people under their care thrived. 

      Once inside the Great Hall Bjarke moved through the vast crowd of people who were assembled around the fire in the middle of the considerable building. He still only heard through one ear, the ringing in his other was becoming annoying, a persistent reminder of what had transpired between him and his shieldmaiden. He pushed Dalla from his thoughts as he halted at the foot of the raised chair which seated the jarl, Bjarke’s father.

      "Bjarke, welcome home." The jarl promulgated, loudly enough for all to hear. The man was almost as well-built as his son. The only contrasts between them were the color of their eyes; Bjake’s eyes had taken the blue seas of his mother while the jarl had the dark piercing eyes of a crow. The jarl’s hair was longer, braided neatly down his battle scarred back. 

      "Jarl. Father," Bjarke said as he stared the older man in the eyes which held the same shape of his own.

      The jarl’s tone was now marked with only a tinge of heartache. "We have already received news of your brother, Fleinn. Tonight we do not mourn for him for we know where he is." The jarl came down from his post and clasped Bjarke on both his shoulders and gave him a single forceful shake. "This night we celebrate! You led your warriors well, son. This night we feast for the survivors and sacrifice for good fortune. I choose
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