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            A Note from Rori

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        This story, originally published in 2016, was my first attempt at a complete novel.

      

        

      
        Recently, I decided it warranted a makeover and bullied... sorry, sweet-talked... my sometime co-writer, Rosie Chapel, into sharing the fun. Between us, we have revised the whole series, giving each book the loving edits, they deserve.

      

        

      
        If you have been tempted into re-reading this book, dare I suggest revisiting all three of Sela’s saga to see how time, experience, and the incredible patience of a skilled author/editor can make a story more readable.

        If this series is new to you, I won’t waste anymore of your time with additional platitudes.

      

        

      
        Enjoy!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A Note from Rosie

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        It is becoming increasingly clear that Rori Bleu is hell-bent on catapulting me out of my comfort zone at every opportunity. Not satisfied with pitching me headlong into wartime adventures, dystopian dramas, and vengeance novels… this time it’s Norse sagas — *clutches head*.

      

        

      
        I confess, when asked to help overhaul this series, I was hesitant because, while I love Viking history, I wasn’t sure I  was game to get involved in revising one, especially given my co-author’s incredible talent. What on earth could I bring to the table?

      

        

      
        I am endlessly glad I was persuaded. The journey through this trilogy has been an absolute joy, and I am honoured to have contributed even a small part to it.

      

        

      
        Thank you, Rori!
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        Once Upon A Time…

      

      

      
        
        Isn’t that the way all happy stories are supposed to begin?

      

      

      

      Once upon a time, there was a woman from the northern hinterlands named Sela.

      Born of humble origins, through guile and mettle, she rose to be a formidable queen.

      Those who pledged allegiance to Sela reaped rewards beyond their wildest dreams.

      Against foes who dared threaten the reign and kingdom of their fearless shield maiden, these same men were willing to march into the jaws of death to defend her.

      

      Sela’s dominion grew beyond her fanciful imagination as, time and again, she marshaled her small band of warriors into battle against a superior enemy.

      Where a less fanatical army would have suffered crushing defeat at the hands of barbarian hordes, her men plowed through these tribal opponents, ruthlessly, claiming land and treasure in Sela’s name.

      It was as though the gods marched among her soldiers, prepared to sacrifice themselves for her as well.

      

      And that’s where the happy story ends.

      

      As with all warriors, the day of the queen’s final battle arrived.

      It marked the end of everything she held precious.

      She had ignored the runes, which clearly foretold her impending doom.

      Instead, she fell prey to the myths of her legendary prowess and to the words of her advisers, who assured her that, once more, the day would be theirs.

      The battle was savage and bloody. Wave upon wave of invaders had stormed the field, while the queen’s forces dwindled before her eyes.

      The last sight she remembered of the day was of Peer, her most trusted adviser and consort, vanishing within the fray.

      

      The sickening, violent pain of her skull smashing against a rock when she was dragged from her mount, ended the battle and her reign.

      

      After that, only fragments of memories remained.

      Glimpses of chains, dungeons, and the blood-stained executioner’s block were all she could summon up.

      

      The one image, which would forever elude her, was of being welcomed to the Halls of Valhalla, to the Feast of Odin.
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      Sela awoke to a black maw of blankness which hung above her.

      No matter how hard she tried to glean even a single flicker of a star, none were to be seen.

      There was no horizon.

      Her only visible landmark was an endless road, which originated out of nothing, became clearer as it bypassed her rock, then disappeared again.

      With supreme effort, she managed to look at her body. She was stripped of any covering — save the chains which bound her to the rock and stretched her arms and legs taut, leaving her spread-eagled.

      Even through the endless torture Sela was about to suffer, the heavy iron links would maintain their integrity with no sign of weakening.

      Originally, she had believed her doom was to be a sacrifice to the deity of the warrior clan who had conquered her.

      When she discovered, all too painfully, why she was here and for what perverse purpose — that fate would have been preferable.

      One by one, they began to shuffle past her. The shapes, tangled and hideous, traveled down the road in a ponderous procession.

      Their destination — Sela had no doubt — the Ninth World of Hel… Niflheim.

      Her people believed it to be a cold, dark, dank, and misty realm, retribution for the evil which once prowled the fields of the world.

      The way she was abused only strengthened her belief.

      
        
        Sometimes, she saw a mere handful.

        Sometimes, she lay alone and useless for an eternity.

        Sometimes, they wandered along in their thousands.

        Most continued on their way oblivious of her, but not all…

      

      

      There were those who stopped and climbed upon the rock to debauch her. Creatures so twisted in pain and anger, they were beyond a sane description.

      Her nostrils filled with the stench of their pure evil. The sickening scent of decaying flesh mingled with the vile odor of urine and faeces. Her stomach roiled in disgust. Her soft, pale skin was drenched and stained with blood and bile as they straddled her, one after the other.

      They treated her as little more than a respite along the dark, lonely road, defiling her body, opening her with the same sickening pain as the day she lost her maidenhood to the marauders who had laid waste to her village when she was just a teen.

      What wicked malediction caused her to be virginal with each new mounting?

      As much as she willed herself to stare into the desolation beyond the vile parade, this was Hell. As much as she screamed for them to stop, to free her; inevitably, the corruption of Hell impelled her to succumb to the punishing violation of her body.

      Sela became the very definition of the village whore; a designation she despised. Time and again, her body betrayed itself, delivering her to the lecherous lust these Hellish demons demanded. Her pleas to be saved became little more than a guttural petition for more.

      Just when her body hovered on the pinnacle of ecstasy, the succubus spent itself and moved back into line. Her screams of anguish and despair seemed to spur the masses along.

      Only after the last of those creatures finally disappeared into the void which devoured the road, did the darkness unleash itself, sending torrents of icy water to bathe her battered body.

      The fires of her sexually charged frustration grew to welcome this quenching finale, though she knew it would never last.

      This had been Sela’s existence since that day.

      How many eternities ago? her mind queried with numbed frequency. Or was it this morning?

      Who could tell?

      
      She lay on the stone pondering the reasons behind her exile to this forsaken road and when or if the gods might see fit to release her.

      Sela doubted her freedom would be granted, or that a solution to this unending misery might be forthcoming.

      Nonetheless, it provided a way to pass her existence until the dust on the road was kicked up once more.

      Whatever represented time in the darkness, was also the breeder of immeasurable fear. The silence stretched out until Sela longed for company, even that of the fetid masses.

      She strained her eyes attempting to scan the distance for any hint of their return.

      That was when she noticed the gray desolation apparently bending into the shape of a single form.

      At first, the identity of the enormous apparition remained elusive, her gaze captured by the rhythmic, glowing flutter which danced in front of it.

      As its steps trod the road, at a measured pace, the shape coalesced into a man and the glint of flickering light, she had become fascinated with, revealed itself.

      Shards of ice snaked through her and, although desperate to look away, appalled recognition froze her in place.

      It was a coin.

      Nay, not just any coin, it was the coin.

      The coin she had found in the wreckage of her village when, eventually, she escaped her captors — who, once drunk, grew tired of abusing her.

      The coin she had kept in her possession as a constant reminder that no man would ever have control of her again.

      The same coin she had used to buy her kingdom.

      She knew the current owner of the coin.

      For the hand, tossing it so nonchalantly, was the one familiar with every curve of her body, able to reduce her to a quivering heap with a single touch.

      Even now, what light the darkness gifted her, seemed to draw about him.

      No, Sela corrected herself silently, the illusion cannot be him.

      But it was... it was Peer.

      Here was the man who had not only helped plan her conquests in battle, but also conquered her in the private confines of her chambers.

      The man who had promised to give her a kingdom and riches beyond the realms of anything she desired… asking Sela for a single thing in return… her greatest treasure.

      Her coin.

      A battered, hand-forged piece of burnished gold, bearing a simple design. Three feet running in a perpetual circle — no beginning or end.

      She remembered studying the coin when she found it, the imprint foreign to her and, to this day… night… whenever… she was clueless as to how it had journeyed into her lands.

      Sela had allowed it to define her very life and soul.

      Yet, she never thought of refusing Peer’s request, which appeared as genuine as his pledge to stay by her side. He had held to his bargain, time and again, proving he was true to his name.

      Peer was her lover. Her rock.

      The irony of reality broadsided Sela. He had never intended to be her rock. From the outset, Peer’s goal had been to lead her to this forsaken rock. He had played her for a fool right to the moment of her abandonment and capture. Anger welled within her.

      Even as she willed herself to despise him, to lash out and wreak her vengeance, she longed to touch him, to have him touch her… like he used to.

      For a moment, Sela was mesmerized by his obsidian eyes, then tore her gaze from his, knowing, if she did not, she would never be able to.

      She screamed at him in a dialect she had not used since finding herself bound and helpless.

      “Peer, as your queen I demand…”

      Sela’s blood ran cold at Peer’s scornful bark of laughter, and the rest of her edict stuck in her throat. The black orbs of what she once considered the most beautiful and enchanting eyes she had ever beheld, now skewered her, to the depths of her soul.

      “Free you, my Queen? Who are you to give me orders? Do you think you ever held dominance over me?” Peer taunted. “Come now, Sela, do not persist in disappointing me and, for the sake of the tired, old deity you believed in, stop using that barbaric tongue. You have no idea how maddening it is to listen to.”

      No sooner had Peer finished his admonishment than he waved his hand in her general direction, extorting a strangled cough to spill from Sela’s mouth.

      Satisfied his spell had taken hold, his attention left his prey and wandered down the road, observing it vanishing into the darkness.

      “Not even worthy of Hell, itself,” Peer chided absently. “Your existence was such a reckless waste of potential.”

      “Why…” Sela started, then stopped, startled to realize she was speaking in a language she had never uttered before, yet knew it as though it was her native tongue.

      While intrigued at this strange development, knowing what magic he had inflicted upon her could wait. Right at this moment, his answer to the question uppermost in her mind was more important.

      “Why would you do this to me? I loved you… I trusted you…” Sela’s words trailed off as tears stung her eyes. She averted her gaze, refusing to give Peer the pleasure of seeing her sorrow.

      Paying no heed to her misery, he sniped callously, “Love? The true interpretation is too powerful for mere mortals to comprehend.

      “Your kind paint masterpieces honoring it, sing interminable operas extolling its virtues, and produce flowery line upon line of verse trying to capture its essence.

      “In the end, you all are willing to declare your devotion to your fellow man in order to stab him in the back just to get that next piece of gold.

      “Love? Bah!”

      His fingers curled around her chin, impelling her to make eye contact.

      The handsome features, she had once thanked the gods for gifting Peer with, were now distorted in contempt. “As for trust, you should be thanking me instead of weeping like a child. I gave you exactly what you desired — immortality.”

      Peer paused to allow the weight of that single word to crush Sela’s soul. With a pleased smile, he continued, “Why even now, children sing of you.”

      The dark chasm echoed with youthful voices. To Sela, it sounded like a choir of every child ever born. The mocking chorus filled her ears.

      
        
        See the Queen all dressed in red.

        See the axe fall on her head.

        To stare will fill your heart with dread.

        Dance instead for she is dead.

      

      

      Peer chuckled. “No one remembers who you are or what you did, but the story of the cursed queen will be recounted forever. While this may not be the immortality you dreamed of, like a cheap gift, it's the thought that counts?”

      He flipped her coin

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/a-flip-of-the-coin-selas-sigil-copy.jpg






OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/selas-saga-ebook-covers.jpg
THE C.H\I 3
The Sela Helsdatter Saga Book One ‘ ‘ \

G 4 ; :
/ : /f : = W \

R-[;;ihﬂleu
-~ Rosie Chapel -~ %






OEBPS/images/a-flip-of-the-coin---full-page-image.jpg
A TFLIP OF THE COIN

The Sela Helsdatter Sa%a
Book One

Rori Bleu
Rosie Chapel





OEBPS/images/a-flip-of-the-coin-separators1.jpg






OEBPS/images/a-flip-of-the-coin-selas-sigil-copy-2.jpg






