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            Ivar watched as Ælla was forced to the ground, his body trembling with fear and pain. He could hear the man's labored breathing, his desperate pleas for mercy, but there was no mercy to be had. The Saxon king had sealed his fate when he had condemned Ragnar to death, when he had cast his own honor aside for the sake of his kingdom. Now, it was Ælla's turn to suffer, and Ivar would not allow his father's death to go unpunished.
The ritual began. Ivar's eyes never left Ælla, even as the executioners prepared their knives. He could hear the grim sound of flesh being torn, the sickening crack of bone, but he did not look away. There was a part of him that wished he could. But he had come too far. Ragnar had died in the most dishonorable way imaginable, and Ivar would see to it that Ælla would die in an equally brutal manner.
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​Chapter 1:
Curse of Aslaug
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The night was heavy with a storm, the wind howling outside as the great halls of Ragnar Lothbrok’s stronghold seemed to hold their breath. Aslaug, the seeress, lay on her bed of fur, her face pale with the weight of what was to come. She had known this moment would arrive—had felt it in the depths of her spirit, as clear as the visions that had come before. Her body trembled not from fear but from the deep connection to something far beyond herself. She was about to bring life into the world. But this life—this child—would carry a heavy weight, one that even she could not predict.

Ragnar’s return had been long-awaited, his absence stretching through the seasons like a cruel, aching wound. His scent—the salt of the sea, the blood of battles won and lost—still clung to his skin as he entered their chamber. He was a towering figure, his muscles rippling under the thick tunic, his eyes burning with the fire of a warrior, a king, a man who had just returned from conquest. His presence filled the room, and Aslaug’s heart beat faster in his proximity. The long nights without him had built an urgency, a fire that could no longer be denied.

She had warned him, had told him to wait. Three nights, she had pleaded. But Ragnar, ever driven by the passions of his body, had not listened. The bond between them had been too powerful, too eager to be reunited after months apart. The curse, Aslaug knew, would be the consequence of this moment—yet in the heat of their reunion, there had been no stopping it.

Now, as Aslaug’s breathing grew heavier and the first pangs of labor surged through her body, her mind raced with the implications of the prophecy. Her eyes, filled with an otherworldly knowledge, darted to Ragnar as he knelt beside her. His hands, trembling in his excitement, cupped her face, his forehead pressing against hers as he murmured words of reassurance, words she barely heard over the rising storm inside her own body. She could feel the child within her, its movements slow, deliberate—too slow for a newborn.

Aslaug had seen this in her dreams. She had felt the weight of this moment since before the child had even grown in her womb. The curse, she knew, would come to pass.

The child, her son, would be born with weak bones—bones that would not hold him, would not allow him to stand. He would be broken from the very moment he entered the world, marked by the gods for the sin of his father’s impatience. The prophecy was clear: the child would be cursed by the timing of his birth, the result of a union that had disregarded the warning of the seeress. Ragnar’s desire had led them both here, to this moment, and to a fate that neither of them could undo.

Pain tore through Aslaug’s body, and she cried out, her vision momentarily swimming as her body twisted under the weight of labor. But even in her agony, she saw it—her son, his form twisting as if in agony before his first breath. She could feel his weakness, his frailty, and with that knowledge came the quiet heartbreak that drowned her soul.

Ragnar’s voice, full of confidence and pride, called her name. “Aslaug, breathe with me. You are stronger than this.” But even in his words, there was an edge—a faint tinge of fear, though he would never admit it.

“I warned you,” Aslaug whispered, her voice hoarse. “I warned you that this would be the consequence.”

The room fell silent as she pushed through the pain, the moments stretching into eternity. And then, with a final, shuddering cry, the child was born.

Aslaug barely had time to take a breath before the world seemed to freeze. The child, small and fragile, was placed into her trembling arms. She felt his weight, and yet it was light—too light for a newborn. And then her gaze fell to his body. His legs, weak and lifeless, were bent at unnatural angles, and the pale skin seemed to shimmer under the torchlight. He was not like other children; he was broken from the start.

Ragnar, who had been pacing beside her, froze as his eyes fell upon the child. His face, so often hardened by the weight of battle, softened with a mixture of disbelief and horror. His breath caught in his throat, his chest rising with the weight of regret that rushed in like a tidal wave.

“No,” he whispered, shaking his head. “No, this cannot be.”

Aslaug’s eyes met his. She had known the moment she had felt the child move that the prophecy had been fulfilled. And yet, seeing it before her eyes made it all the more real, all the more tragic. Her heart broke, not just for the boy in her arms, but for the father who, in his pride, had condemned him. Ragnar, once the mighty warrior, was now forced to reckon with the reality of what he had caused. His pride had not only betrayed Aslaug’s wisdom but had doomed their son to a life of weakness, a life that would never be whole.

“He is ours,” Aslaug said softly, her voice a mixture of sorrow and acceptance. “He will still live. But it will be a different life.”

Ragnar, unable to tear his eyes away from his son, nodded slowly. “I will not let this defeat him,” he promised, though his words felt empty in the face of the reality before him. His hands, trembling now, reached out to touch the child, but even as he held his son, the weight of his own failure pressed down on him. He could see the fracture in his son’s bones, and it was a reflection of the fracture in his own pride, his own heart.

Aslaug looked at her son, her firstborn, and despite the heartbreak, she felt a strange sense of determination. The gods had cursed him, yes, but she would not allow him to be broken. Her son would prove them wrong. She would make sure of it.

The baby stirred in her arms, and for a moment, there was a flicker of hope. The child, this boy who had been born into a world of curses, would not be defined by them. He would rise. And in time, he would become a force that even the gods would have to reckon with. But the path would not be easy. It never was for those touched by fate.

Ragnar stepped back, still grappling with the weight of what he had caused. His son was not the warrior he had imagined, the one who would stand at his side in battle, the one who would carry on his name with pride. Instead, the boy who lay in Aslaug’s arms was fragile and broken, his destiny already in question. And yet, even in his regret, Ragnar could not help but feel a flicker of the same fire that had driven him to conquer kingdoms, to build an empire. This son, this broken child, would still have his place in the world. Ragnar swore to himself that he would see to it that the boy, despite everything, would stand tall.

But for now, as Aslaug cradled Ivar in her arms, the weight of the curse hung heavily in the air. She knew their son’s journey would be one of hardship, of struggle, and of proving his worth in a world that did not easily accept weakness. She only hoped that the gods—who had marked him from birth—would show him the path to strength, even if it was not the one Ragnar had envisioned for him.
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​Chapter 2:
Sons of Ragnar
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The great halls of Ragnar Lothbrok were filled with the sounds of warriors, the scent of sweat, and the clinking of weapons as his sons trained, sparred, and prepared for the raids that would soon take them across the seas. The household was a place of both glory and tension, a space where the blood of legends ran thick through the veins of those who called it home. Ragnar’s sons,Björn Ironside, Sigurd Snake-in-the-Eye, Halfdan (known around the longhouse by his nickname of Hvitserk), and Ragnvald, were all shaped by the fierce traditions of Viking warrior culture. Each one was destined for greatness, each one was gifted in ways that made them natural heirs to Ragnar’s kingdom. But there was one among them who was different: Ivar the Boneless, whose very name became a source of both mockery and, in time, reverence.

Ivar was born with a curse that marked him from the moment he entered the world. His brothers—tall, strong, and fiercely competitive—were everything that the Viking world valued: powerful, capable, and warriors by every definition of the word. Björn, the eldest, was everything that Ragnar had envisioned for his sons. Strong, ambitious, and relentless, Björn was already on his way to becoming a legendary leader in his own right. Sigurd, with his serpent’s-eye mark, had a quick wit and sharp instincts that made him a formidable force in battle. Halvdan, the quiet one, possessed an inner strength that allowed him to endure and survive even the most difficult of situations. And Ragnvald, the youngest, had the raw determination to prove himself worthy of his father’s name.

But where did Ivar fit into this world of warriors? How could a boy who could not even walk, who was born with weak bones, stand shoulder to shoulder with brothers who were already proving their worth on the battlefield? From the very beginning, Ivar’s place in the family was complicated. His disability made him an outsider—while the others sparred, fought, and trained to be the future of their father’s kingdom, Ivar was left to observe, relegated to the sidelines in the physical world of Viking warfare.

Yet, even as a child, Ivar’s mind was his greatest weapon. Though his brothers grew stronger with each passing year, it was Ivar who learned to outthink them, to plan, to calculate. He observed their every move, learning the tactics and strategies that would one day make him a master of war. While Björn, Sigurd, Halvdan, and Ragnvald honed their combat skills, Ivar honed his mind. He read the movements of the other boys, watched their weaknesses, and slowly began to piece together his own path—one that did not rely on physical strength but on intelligence and cunning.

There were times, in the early days, when Ivar would challenge his brothers—not to fight them physically, but to best them in ways they could not anticipate. One such incident occurred when the brothers were practicing their swordsmanship in the yard, each one determined to prove himself superior. Ivar, sitting on the sidelines, watched them carefully. His eyes darted over the forms of the boys, Björn, who was always eager to lead the charge; Sigurd, who could never resist a good challenge; Halvdan, who fought with quiet, almost invisible ferocity; and Ragnvald, whose youthful energy sometimes caused him to lose focus. The tension between the brothers was palpable, each one striving to be seen as the strongest, the bravest, the one most like their father.

Ivar, using his cunning, devised a plan to test their mettle. He called out to them from his seat, his voice carrying an air of challenge. "You fight as if strength alone will win you glory," he said, his tone deliberate, mocking them. "But no battle is won by strength alone."

Björn sneered, the sweat glistening on his brow. "You speak as if you know something we don’t, Ivar. But you sit there, weak, while we fight."

"I do not fight as you do," Ivar replied, his voice cool, almost indifferent. "But that does not mean I cannot see the faults in your methods."

He then devised a series of challenges—not for physical strength, but for strategy. He had the brothers draw straws to determine their roles, then positioned them in a mock battle, each one thinking they would outmaneuver the others. Ivar, observing the placement of each brother, had already seen their weaknesses and knew how to exploit them. He directed the fight from the sidelines, calling out commands, misdirecting them, and ultimately making them fall into his traps. His brothers were baffled, frustrated by their inability to outwit him in a way they had never anticipated.

When the dust settled, Björn, who had always prided himself on his combat ability, found himself in a compromising position. Sigurd, who was sharp-witted but overconfident, had fallen for one of Ivar’s clever feints. Halvdan, who rarely spoke but always acted with precision, had been led astray by Ivar’s tactics. Ragnvald, eager but naive, had been trapped in a false attack. The brothers looked at Ivar, who, despite his physical frailty, stood with quiet satisfaction.

"You fought well, but it was not strength that won me the day," Ivar said, his voice soft yet filled with an authority none of them had expected. "It was foresight, and foresight is the true mark of a leader."

It was a moment of revelation. Ivar had, for the first time, proven to his brothers that strength alone would not make them the men they were destined to be. His mind was his strength, and in that moment, he commanded their respect in a way that physical prowess alone could not have done.

The tension between Ivar and his brothers, however, was never truly gone. Ragnar, their father, watched all of this from the shadows, a mix of pride and guilt in his heart. He was proud of his sons, each of them remarkable in their own right, yet he could not help but feel the weight of Ivar’s curse. Ragnar had not heeded Aslaug’s warning, and now, his son was born into a world where his worth was defined by something that had little to do with strength. Ragnar loved all his sons, but he was burdened by the belief that Ivar’s destiny had been shaped by his own disregard for Aslaug’s vision. There were moments, late at night, when Ragnar would sit alone, looking at Ivar, who was often quiet and distant, lost in his thoughts. Ragnar would wonder if his son was truly cursed or if it was merely the world around him that was too rigid to accept someone like Ivar—someone who had so much more to offer than his body allowed.

But even Ragnar could not deny that Ivar was beginning to carve his own path. It was not the path Ragnar had imagined for his sons, and perhaps it was not the path he had hoped for Ivar, but it was Ivar’s own path. As the years passed, Ivar’s brilliance began to shine more brightly than the swordsmanship of his brothers, and slowly but surely, he earned his place among them, not by virtue of strength, but by virtue of his mind. His name, once whispered with mockery, would soon be spoken with awe and respect, for Ivar was not just the son of Ragnar Lothbrok—he was a force in his own right.

The tension within the family continued, as each brother vied for their place in Ragnar’s legacy, but Ivar, despite being born with broken bones, was beginning to break free from the constraints of his condition. His family would learn that the true power of a Viking was not in the strength of his arm, but in the brilliance of his mind—and it was this lesson that would set Ivar apart as one of the most feared and respected figures of his time.
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​Chapter 3:
The Völva's Vision
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Aslaug stood before the flickering hearth, her face cast in shadows, her eyes distant and lost in thought. The crackle of the flames did little to warm her, for she was chilled with a sense of dread that had not left her since the night Ivar was born. Her hands, worn with the weight of wisdom and prophecy, trembled slightly as she brushed a lock of her long, dark hair from her face. She had seen so many things in her life—visions of battles, of kings and queens, of gods and men—but this... this was different.

Aslaug was a völva, a seeress of great power, revered and feared by those around her. She had the gift—or the curse, depending on how one looked at it—of seeing the threads of fate that bound all things. She could read the signs in the world, the omens in nature, and the visions sent by the gods. Yet, for all her wisdom, there were still moments when the weight of her gifts seemed unbearable. And this moment—the moment of Ivar’s birth—was one of those times.

She had seen it in the stars, in the winds, in the tides of the ocean. She had warned Ragnar. She had begged him to wait, to heed the signs. But Ragnar, always driven by passion, had ignored her. He had returned from his raiding, his body hardened from battle, his heart hungry for reunion. Aslaug’s wisdom and her knowledge of the fates had not been enough to hold back the passion that had consumed him. It had led to Ivar’s birth, and the curse that would forever change their lives.

In the solitude of the night, as the rest of the household slept, Aslaug would often find herself staring at the empty cradle, where her son lay. He was asleep now, his breath shallow, his body frail, but even in sleep, there was something powerful about him. Something fierce, something that spoke of a mind far sharper than any of his brothers. But there was also something deeply tragic about him, something that reflected the curse placed upon him the moment of his conception.

Aslaug’s gaze turned to the window, where the faint light of the moon cast its pale glow upon the earth. She had felt his destiny—his burden—since before he was born. Her heart ached with guilt, and she could not help but think of the prophecy she had failed to obey. The visions had come to her in the stillness of the night, when the moon hung low in the sky and the air was thick with the weight of fate. She had seen what would come if Ragnar did not wait, had felt the repercussions of his impatience in the very marrow of her bones. But in the heat of their reunion, when Ragnar had claimed her so fiercely, she had given in, ignoring her own foresight. The curse had taken shape in her son’s bones, in his frailty, and now it would be something he would carry for the rest of his life.

“I should have listened,” Aslaug whispered, her voice thick with regret. “I should have held him longer. I should have kept him safe from this.”

Her words echoed in the silence of the room, and she felt a tightness in her chest, a grief that was more than sorrow—it was a deep, gnawing guilt. She had caused this. She had known, and yet she had ignored it, and now her son would bear the weight of her disobedience. The curse, in the form of Ivar’s frailty, had taken root in his bones. Aslaug had seen it before, in visions too dark to ignore, and now it was unfolding before her very eyes. Ivar, born with a body too weak to stand, would face a world that would judge him for his disability. But more than that, he would be marked as the son of a woman who had failed to heed the will of the gods.

In the next room, Ivar stirred in his sleep, his small body twitching as if he was already battling against the world. Even at this young age, there was something in him that defied the weakness of his body. Aslaug felt a strange pull, an inexplicable connection to him, as though her soul and his were bound by the same thread of fate. She had always believed in the gods’ will, had trusted in her own visions, but now she questioned it all. Was Ivar’s destiny truly cursed, or had the gods given him this challenge for a reason? Could it be that her son, despite his frailty, had a greater purpose in the world?

Her thoughts were interrupted by the sound of footsteps behind her. Ragnar entered the room quietly, his eyes dark with the weight of his own guilt. He had seen the look on Aslaug’s face more times than he could count—the look of a woman torn between love for her son and the knowledge of the price he had paid for that love. Ragnar had never fully understood the depths of Aslaug’s visions, had never quite grasped the weight of her wisdom. But now, standing in the shadows of their son’s curse, he saw the toll it had taken on her.

“How is he?” Ragnar asked softly, his voice low, as if afraid to disturb the fragile peace that seemed to cling to their son’s slumber.

“Asleep,” Aslaug replied, her voice a whisper. “But I cannot help but wonder if he will ever truly sleep without fear of what he is destined to become.”

Ragnar moved closer, his large hand resting on Aslaug’s shoulder. “This is not your fault,” he said, his voice heavy with regret. “I did not listen to you, Aslaug. I was too eager. I was too selfish.”

“You were not the one who failed to listen,” Aslaug said, her voice thick with emotion. “It was me. I knew the consequences. I knew what would happen if I allowed you to act on your desires, and I let it happen anyway. I cursed him.”

Ragnar shook his head, a pained expression crossing his face. “You gave him life. And in that, you have given him everything.”

Aslaug met Ragnar’s gaze, her eyes filled with sorrow. “But I gave him a curse as well.”

The tension between them hung in the air like a storm, the weight of their words unspoken but felt in the deepest corners of their souls. Ragnar’s regret, his love for his sons, and his internal struggle with the myth of Ivar’s bones were all too much to bear. He loved Ivar, but he feared what his life would become, just as Aslaug feared it too.

In the silence that followed, Ivar’s small, fragile body shifted in his sleep. Even in his earliest moments, he was already seeking solace in the world around him, despite his limitations. His heart was strong, his mind sharper than any of the others, and Aslaug couldn’t help but wonder if that was where his true strength lay. Ivar would never be like the others. He would never wield a sword as they did, never ride into battle. But his mind—his mind could conquer worlds.

Ivar’s sharpness began to show itself even in his earliest years. While his brothers
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