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When life throws a contemporary Viking Princess a curveball, she uses her limited choices, fulfills a promise and brings about her dreams, to the detriment of those who thought to tear her down.
 
 
Sold to hated rivals for a peace accord, Desi uses her knowledge and womanly talents to survive. Years pass and events bring forth a hard truth. A secret family, her full freedom, and the love of the man she spurned years before, waits for her if she survives a deadly face-to-face encounter and a broken tree limb.
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Dedication
 
 
To William “Bear” Britton. Thank you for the wisdom of your years, your friendship and love.
 



 
 
Introduction
 
 
An American town faces changes.
 
 
For so long and like many other small towns across the United States, Hill Park struggled to stay alive when businesses closed and people moved away for better opportunities in larger towns and cities.
Today, few residents of Hill Park remember when the large property on the corner of Main and Bypass was a motel owned by a local family. A bad business move resulted in the closure and sale of the U-shaped motel.
The property sat vacant for a time, then without any fanfare, a group of five men came to see the property. Two weeks after their tour of the motel, the group of men sent the real estate agent an offer to buy.
The agent accepted the offer on behalf of the last of the family and the deal closed.
Soon the people of the town knew that the motel would not to be a blight on the community anymore. Word spread quickly, and people were curious to find out what would happen.
The property became the talk of the town, as one day a person would drive by and not see any changes, and the next day, something would be different about the property.
The first change many noticed, the building got a new coat of paint.
Another change people noted, bricks replaced the street side windows on the ground floor.
An exterior change that no one could miss, was the installment of a high wooden privacy fence topped with razor wire. It was the fence that made many wonder what the new owners would place inside, that needed the protection of such a fence.
It soon became known that the property would again give refuge to people. What was new was the idea that the people coming in were not just staying overnight and moving on, but arrived with the intention of increasing Hill Park’s population. They were people of Scandinavian descent.
They were Vikings.
Men, women, singles, and families, came on two, four, six or more wheels. Some pulled trailers behind pickups and cars.
Deliveries of construction materials and other items to the motel property grew. For town folk, the influx of cash from the Vikings helped Hill Park’s economy.
Some of the other items that came with the Vikings, included longtime family business connections. Some of those connections carried influence among ancient royal houses of the world.
Some of the newcomers came with ancient titles from European families, that meant nothing in America, just a piece of paper with words. It was still a topic of discussion around dinner tables, and there was an uptick of demand at the library of books about Vikings and their culture. To most in town, the newcomers were a rare treat.
Unique is how some described them, and they were more welcomed in Hill Park than others. The Vikings chose to assimilate into the community. Those that needed to become citizens, paid their dues and became American.
When the newcomers began to find work among the town’s businesses or applied to open their own new businesses, and when the town council agreed with the school district to add a new school bus stop near the old hotel, people realized the Vikings were in Hill Park to stay. Among their number, they brought people trained in a variety of professions to Hill Park.
They brought with them their own style of farming, which when they incorporated into American farming practices, helped the land produce better yields without the use of more commercial insecticides.
One highly trained and professional family brought with them knowledge of wild animal husbandry. In the historical rolls of the town, they credited that Viking family as the first to build a public zoo in Hill Park and populate it with unique animals.
The Vikings helped put Hill Park back on the touring maps of America. City leaders pushed the idea to vacation planners, who touted to their customers that a short stop in Hill Park would give travelers an opportunity to meet real descendants from the Vikings of old. They could visit a real working small Viking fishing and agricultural village. See rare items of historical value, sit in a life-sized long boat, and buy real, items created from old-world technology to have treasures from the Scandinavian part of the world. Visitors could even try some Viking foods made in the traditional ways, if they wished.
 
Thirty-some years after the arrival and integration of the Vikings into the community of Hill Park, those that came first, began to pass on to Valhalla. Into the vacancies stepped sons, daughters, and grandchildren, to fill the shoes of their forefathers.
 
* * * *
 
Red MacLachlan, the eldest son of one of the original five, surprised his daughter with his statement about her future.
“What?” Desi stared at her father. His words hit her hard, as they twisted around in her mind. Her anger began to rise. His announcement was not at all what she expected.
She expected to get her father’s blessing to marry Brian Kit Halverson, a R1axx carrier, a distant relative of the true Northmen, with bloodlines and genetics that connected with those from way back.
Her dreams were common to most young educated women of the day. A home, career, and family were the things she and Kit already discussed and agreed upon. However, at the dinner table that night, her father trashed her future dreams. Her good mood, and the excitement she felt dried up fast and blew away.
“You will marry Silver Rains of the Huns,” Red told her as he dished green beans onto his plate.
“No, that’s not,” Desi shook her head. Brian. For a moment, her mind refused to work.
Red knew his announcement caught her off guard and was a serious shock to her. He pushed the green beans on his plate around a bit. He did not like what he needed to do to his daughter, but there were more important and bigger reasons for his actions.
“As the son of the Hun Chief, Silver is the only suitable partner for one of your stature. It is for the future of our Viking community and will stop the bloodshed between the Huns and the Ginfaxi.”
Desi’s anger flushed color into her youthful cheeks. “Silver Rains is a Hun vargr!” She shook her head, still trying to grasp the meaning of her father’s words. “No, that’s not. No!” She tightened her jaw as she looked at Red across the table. “I don’t care if it is for world peace, I will not marry Silver Rains.” Her hand was shaking as she held her fork over her plate. “Brian Halverson presented a petition to become my husband.”
“I denied that petition when Jordman brought it to my attention.” He picked up the bowl of potatoes and spooned some on his plate. “My decision to pair you with Silver was made months back. Ari and I sat down, discussed the issue and finalized all the details.”
Desi’s jaw muscles began to hurt. She squelched the urge to throw her plate at her father. Instead, she picked up her empty salad bowl, and dropped it to the floor.
The sharp sound of the bowl shattering on the highly polished wooden floor drew her attention. She watched the pieces of the shattered bowl scatter across the floor. Her mind began to function again and a thought came to her, that detailed an important part of Viking heritage. With Silver, she would never achieve the one thing most women wanted, a family.
“If I marry Silver, your line stops with me. No legacy, unless I marry a man of Viking descent, a true R1a holder. Does that even matter to you?” Her words were sharp, intent on cutting.
Red stared at his plate, and remembered the day of Silver’s accident. “You remember that incident?”
Desi groaned as she looked at the ceiling then back at her father. “Yes, he fell on a saw. You and I were there when it happened.” Tears began to fall down her cheeks as her temper burned hot in her body and soul. “Everyone expected Silver to die, and he should have, due to such an injury. Being he did not die, woe is our community for the gods’ mistake on that one.”
She slammed her closed fists on the table hard enough to rattle the silverware in the bowls. “No! I refuse to marry that dickless, long-faced, toe head, animal murdering bastard.”
In that moment, the image that haunted her life, and would for the rest of her days, came to her. She relived the day her dog Trixie died at Silver’s hands. Desi blinked to clear the memory, then snarled as she stared across the table at her father.
Red watched his daughter. He knew her well enough to know, when her anger was up as it was, that she was unpredictable. Watching her reaction, and her struggle to control her anger, Red was not at all certain that Desi would not attack him. It took a few moments, but as Red watched Desi, her facial features began to relax a little. He cleared his throat and relaxed. “I’m sorry.” It was all he could muster to say against her sealed future.
Desi looked at him and sneered. You damn old fool. A moment later, she relaxed and sat back in her chair. “Not yet, but you will be, before long.”
Red waved his hand at her in dismissal. “It is settled. You will marry Silver, and on my death, you will have this house and this property.”
“No! It is not settled.” Desi stood up. Her anger was high and the moment was right to let it out. She pushed her chair back with her leg, until it struck a crack in the wood floor, then tipped over and made a loud bang when it landed.
She stood rigid, as she looked at her father. Her defiant rage was clear in her voice. “I refuse to bow under archaic laws and allow my future to be shattered because of your stupidity.” She threw her napkin on the table. “How dare you, you bastard!” Desi stepped to the side of the table, and stopped, because if she walked closer right then, she knew she would bust Red in the mouth and knock him out of his chair. “How many times did I endure the whispers, and the comments, the rude remarks made just loud enough for me to hear, about this family, about you? All true, and I knew them as such.”
Red sat stunned, by his daughter’s palpable anger.
She leaned forward on the table, never taking her eyes off him. “I planned my future, and that future does not include that fucking piece of shit Hun! I don’t care who the fuck you or some pussy in their club think Silver is, he’s not worthy to smell my shit, at any time!” Desi stepped back, and inhaled to calm her anger. “No, I will not,” she said in a calm voice, then started to walk toward the door. As she passed Red, she spat on him. She saw him jerk with surprise when her spittle hit him. She left the room and slammed the door closed in her wake.
Red wiped the spittle from his face with the cloth napkin in his lap, then pushed his plate away, no longer hungry, and glad that exchange was over. He looked at the wall beyond where Desi sat and where a heavy drape covered a doorway. “You can come in now,” he said to those waiting outside.
A hand appeared from behind the drape that covered the sliding glass door entry from the porch to the dining room. The heavy material moved to the side.
Ari Rains, a man as old as Red, lean and tall, with graying dark brown, close cut hair entered, followed by his son Silver.
Silver was not a bad looking young man. Tall, with wide shoulders and a strong physical body, all that topped with his namesake, a head of silver-white shoulder-length hair. It was his hair that set him apart in looks from other Huns, who carried dark brown or black hair.
Unlike Ari, who grew up scraping pennies together and learned how to live on near nothing, yet made his way into wealth, Silver’s attitude about money and life was much different than his father’s. Where Ari saved money, Silver spent.
Gossip around the community said that Silver’s soul was blacker than a feather on Odin’s favorite raven. Ari, nor anyone else for that matter, could figure out why Silver grew into a ruthless animal killer from childhood.
Red remembered the first time he became aware of Silver’s murderous inclinations. He was with Ari, when a young Silver, around five years of age, came in all excited and told Ari about his first animal killing experience. The admission from Silver shocked both the men.
From then on, Ari tried to keep a tight rein on Silver and made sure his son knew that killing innocent animals was not a good thing. For a while, it worked until Silver moved out of his father’s house. It was then he took up with blood sports even more.
Besides the Viking community, Silver’s bloodlust touched the wider community in Hill Park. At some point in his life, he took to the idea that to satiate his bloodlust, he needed to kill multiple animals.
 
The operators of a local animal shelter arrived at the shelter one morning to find blood seeping out from under the door. Inside they found dead animals and a bloody handprint on a wall.
When the authorities matched the print to the culprit, they arrested Silver on an afternoon at his home, in broad daylight. However, back then there were no laws about animal cruelty or abuse on the law books. The only thing the authorities could charge him with was breaking and entering.
 
Silver stepped into the dining room behind his father, and looked at the table setting. “Might I? I’ve not eaten today.” His attitude was calm as he picked up the chair that Desi kicked over, then sat down in her place.
Red looked at the young man and wondered if he heard Desi’s view of him. “Enjoy the fare.”
“Some fire your daughter has,” Ari said, as he sat down at the table. He began to fill a plate with the food set out before him, then handed the bowls to his son.
Silver served himself some of the food from the bowls. When he set the last bowl down, he looked at Red and smiled.
“I heard what Desi said, and accept her hate of me. That said, she will bend to my father’s will.” He shrugged. “If not, the Huns ride into Hill Park, kill the Ginfaxi Warriors and their associates, and take over this nice clean town you have here.” He then laughed as he picked up a fork.
The sound of Silver’s laugh raised gooseflesh on Red’s arms. It was then he realized the danger he put his daughter in, by accepting the contract made to stop the blood war. Until that very moment, he never realized how the wording in the contract, made Desi an expendable pawn in the whole scheme of things.
As he watched Ari and Silver eat at his table, Red wondered what hell Desi would endure, if they did not kill her outright.
 
* * * *
 
Desi slammed the door to her bedroom. “Son of a bitch!” In her mind, she kicked and beat on Red, Ari and Silver and saw them on the floor as bloody lumps of flesh.
“Mother fucking asshole men, I hate the lot of you!” She grabbed the zebra striped pillow from her bed and threw it across the room.
The pillow hit the closet door and fell to the floor.
Desi spun around and stared at her image in the mirror of her dresser as the knowledge of what of her father’s actions did to her burned through her mind. What was he thinking? Why did he throw me off a cliff? Did he not realize what he was doing? At that moment, another thought flew through her mind. Will they kill me outright?
She snapped. “You son of a bitch!” Desi picked up her brush and threw it at the mirror. The mirror shattered but stayed in the frame. “Fuck it all!” She spun around and closed her eyes. How do I get out of this? I got to get out of this.
As her temper waned, with her mind busy on ways to get out of the situation, her tears began to fall as her father’s words rang in her mind.
... the future of the Viking community.
“Brian,” she opened her eyes and looked at the floor of her bedroom as she paced. “How do I explain this to him? Piss that Viking off enough and he might just kill Silver.” She nodded. “Yeah, and then it would be over for the Vikings of Hill Park, with our deaths at Hun hands.”
She wiped her tears away, grabbed her jacket off her desk chair, and went to her door. She stopped and leaned her head against the solid wood, and gathered the reins on her temper. “Anyone challenges me before I get out of this house, I swear to Odin I will beat the fuck out of them.” She opened the door and left her room.
As she walked through the halls to the back door, Desi did not meet any of the house staff. She opened the back door, kicked open the screen door and left. Fuck it, we should leave tonight, go to Vegas and get married.
As she made her way across the back of the house and around the side, she forced her mind to concentrate on where to step so not to trip in the darkness. That concentration calmed her temper.
She stopped at the edge of the trees that surrounded the property and looked across the street at the arboretum area of the park across the street. She saw Kit standing against a tree, where he said he would wait for her. He was not hiding behind the tree, but stood in full view of the house.
Brian Kit Halverson stood six-five with a brick-hard body, and mid back long black hair, that he kept in a braid. He was his family’s second child and first son. Desi caught his attention during his sophomore year in high school. She was only a freshman at the time.
At first, they ignored each other except for polite communication when passing in the hall. In the third quarter of that year, Brian stepped up and asked her out. To hear him tell it, he almost fainted when she said yes.
Kit and Desi dated off and on during school. Nothing heavy because Brian made his plans known to her. True to his word, and against his family’s wishes, he joined the military, along with several other Viking and Hill Park youth.
Desi received letters and occasional calls from him during his time in the military. She was in her last year at the local college when Brian came home, whole in body and with an honorable discharge from his military career.
At his homecoming party given by his family, Desi got a chance to talk with him and learn some about his military career.
 
Standing near the food table, he stepped into line behind her. “Allan tells me you are soon to graduate from college,” he said. When she turned to look at him, her green eyes mesmerized him. Her smile broke his stare.
“Yes,” Desi answered. “I have more training to attend to before I can get out into my field.” She plopped a spoonful of potato salad on her plate then put the spoon back. “So, what did you do in the military?”
Brian shrugged. “I trained in aircraft engine maintenance with a side of airframe construction and maintenance. Put my welding skills from high school to use there.” He smiled. “My family was against me going into the military, but once they knew I learned a valuable trade that I could work outside, their anger cooled.” He chuckled.
Desi nodded. “That’s a good field. Good pay and benefits with the right skills.”
“Yes, it is,” Kit answered. “I even have a job, with Ginfaxi Air.”
Desi nodded then smiled at Kit again. “So, why did you not take up the family business?”
Brian shook his head. “That comes with too many strings.”
Desi sighed and shook her head. “I don’t understand that. I go to classes, work two jobs, pay my dad rent, pay my own car and bike payment, the insurance, and you get stuff handed to you and refuse it.”
“For me, the strings my family want, would pair me with a woman, that I do not want to marry. They are the kind of strings that make me a puppet and direct my life by the ideals of another.” He shook his head. “I would have to ask permission to go take a piss. That kind of control is not worth what few benefits I might gain. I decided a long time back, I would direct my own life.”
It was not but a couple weeks after Brian’s return, that Allan Wiser Craig introduced him to the membership of the Ginfaxi Warriors. Then with Allan as his sponsor, he turned prospect. During that year, besides all the tasks the membership gave him, they tested his attitude and temperament.
It scalded Kit more than a bit, when he watched Desi ride into a family involved club function, behind Wiser on several occasions. Then came the change. The day Wiser showed up at a family club function, with another woman. During that day, Kit got a chance to speak to Wiser about the sudden change.
“What is with this change of women I see here?” Kit asked.
Wiser looked at him and smiled. “Desi made the change. She’s got her future planned and I am not a part of her future.” Wiser looked across the area at his date that day. “I am looking to settle down, start a family. Desi is also, but not with me and not right away.” He pointed at his date talking with a couple other women. “Desi introduced me to her best friend, Ginger Hale. We’ve been dating for a couple weeks now.” He smiled at Kit. “So far so good.”
Kit looked at Ginger and nodded. “That’s good for you, then.”
Wiser laughed and knew then what Kit was wanting to know. He chuckled. “Desi and I are friends. If you want to date Desi, I have no problems with that because we never were a couple. No toes to step on here.” He stepped closer to Kit and lowered his voice. “Just know Desi has a temper.”
Kit nodded. “I was in Korea when Mom told me Desi went to prison.” He crossed his arms and grinned. “Mom didn’t know what all happened but it was a shock to hear that. What happened?”
Wiser groaned, then exhaled hard with the memory of the events of that day came back to him. “Desi come over to my dad’s place to bring me something. We were standing out in the front. We heard an argument between a man and a woman down the street. We tried to ignore it and did, until the dog began to scream in pain. That was more than Desi could stand.”
Kit nodded. “Always the animal lover, Desi.”
Wiser nodded and took a drink of his beer. “She took off at a run. I went after her. We got to the front yard of this house and it was bloody. The man was drunk, and beat his wife in the front yard. In one of his hands, he had a steel pipe. The dog intervened at some point, and the man turned on the dog. That’s when the dog started howling in pain, and what drew Desi into the fray.” Wiser shook his head. “Desi got hold of the man, put the punches to him, and knocked him on his ass.” Wiser nodded. “Damn fool got back up. That’s when Desi picked up the pipe and dropped his ass with one swing. She was in full rage mode then, and I think she would have killed the man if I had not stopped her.”
Kit grimaced. “Damn.”
“Oh yeah,” Wiser said. “It was a major thing in this town. Under the circumstances of the situation, the town and county rallied around Desi. They gave her ten years suspended. She did six months at home, then it was over for her. No mark on her file. The woman survived a week in a coma, then died of her injuries. The guy went away for life. He didn’t last long inside. I think maybe a week, if that.”
“Wow, a serious temper on Desi.”
Wiser chuckled. “Brother, does the name Krakatoa ring any bells?”
 
Kit was anxious about meeting Desi that night. He preferred to collect Desi at her door for their dates, but a warning from the current Ginfaxi Chief, earlier that night, told him to stay away from the house.
Since they arranged their date before any of the current events happened, and because Kit did not want to be on the wrong side of the club Chief but felt he needed to get around his order, so Kit sent Desi a message via a member’s wife, who worked for the family. If she got the message, she would know to meet him across the street. If he did not see Desi at the time they set for their date, he would know he had to go to the door to collect her. Only then would he go near the house.
His stomach tightened as he watched the house across the street.
“We should just leave,” he whispered into the night air. “Serve them all right if we did. Fuck the old bastards, all of them.”
If Desi gave the okay, he was ready to take her away, to give up everything, so he could make her his woman forever. The major drawback to that plan, they would both become pariahs to their Viking heritage. Once they crossed that line in the concrete, there was no coming back. His membership in the club would become null and void. From then on, if a club member saw them anywhere, it could mean their death.
As he stood against the tree, in plain sight of the house, he saw a dark shadow slip around the side of the house and move deeper into the shadow of the trees. A moment later Desi moved out of the shadows and into view.
Kit sighed with relief and watched her trot across the street toward him, and then she was in his outstretched arms and against his body.
She felt right in his arms, against his body, and calmed his mind. Desi was right for him in all ways.
She stepped back and looked up at him. “Where’s your ride?” she asked.
“On the far side of the park,” he said, then kissed her. When they broke the kiss, Kit looked at her. “My petition was denied.”
Desi nodded. “I found out tonight. I’ve been thrown into Hun hell, by an engagement to that vargr Silver Rains.”
Kit stared out into the night. “Son of a bitch, the payment for the debt included you.” He looked down at her. “We could leave tonight, go to Vegas, get married and come back. It would screw up everything they planned.”
Desi looked at him, stunned. His offer surprised her. “Are you kidding?”
Kit shook his head as he looked at her. “No.”
Desi chuckled. “We were thinking along similar lines. I was thinking of just up and leaving also.”
“Let’s do it.” He smiled down at her. “Let’s just up and go tonight.” His eagerness to totally
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