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Forward 

Readers often ask where the ideas for my stories come from. Some of them just pop into my 

head. Or maybe that should be out of my head like Zeus and Athena? But others take snippets of 

real-life as their source. Such is the case with this story, which has been one of my most popular.  

This story was stirred by a brief encounter that I had with a sea captain. A Dom who in the space 

of an afternoon took a piece of my heart. This is a VERY fictionalized account of that story, 

especially as he was just one man and not three. But there are pieces of him in each of the 

brothers, as there are pieces of other people I have known and just pure imagination. 

Like Kirsty and Svein, we met on a BDSM social media site and messaged for months. But his 

ship made dock so rarely and never when my daughter was with her dad. All of those feelings 

that Kirsty had on the train, I had too - and I had a hell of a lot more sexual experience than she 

did. Yes, we had coffee. Yes, we laughed. And yes, he took me back to his ship…which was 

much larger than a fishing boat. 

Yes, he took me below deck. Honestly, even with all my experience, his intensity scared me. 

Unlike Kirsty, we discussed limits. He was the first Dom that ever wanted to play without them - 

no safe words, no rules. Something else that scared me. In the end, I won that negotiation and 

lost my panties as surely as she did. And I will never regret it. 

He is totally and completely Svein when it comes to rope. I had almost no experience with it up 

until that point. And though I have since played with a few more ropers/riggers, none have ever 

compared to him. That first scene of them together when he laces her legs comes straight from 

that afternoon. And I was not lying; he did it in less than two minutes. 

It was not tentative. No hesitation. Rope was not art with this man. It was as much a part of him, 

of his nature, as the seas which he had sailed for almost thirty years. It was an extension of his 

Dominance. His eyes rarely left mine the whole time he positioned and tied. That is something I 

have never had again. I won’t tell you the other thing that he did with the rope that day because 

that would be a spoiler. 

Unlike Svein and Kirsty, we kissed briefly and said our good-byes before I got back on that train. 

Our lives are on different paths. I knew this rugged seaman, who did not want children, could 

never be the Rex Ranger (Night Walker’s Woman) that my Angel needed.  

But the train ride from Tilbury to London takes the better part of two hours. And my fertile 

imagination suddenly realized just how vulnerable I had been. (Though, unlike Kirsty, someone 

always knew where I was and with whom. Remember that, girls). How easily he could have kept 

me tied to his bed and set sail with me as his captive. 

And if our paths had been a bit more converging than diverging, I believe that I would have very 

much wanted to be his willing captive. But Fate had other plans for me.  
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So yes, I do think that you can fall for someone as quickly as Kirsty does for Svein…and 

Bjorn…and Mikael. I did for Micke that rainy Friday afternoon in Tilbury. Though I am happily 

married to another man now, I still think of him.  

We enjoyed a couple of other bittersweet adventures. He became the one Dom that I could trust 

and turn to when my world fell apart. Well, until I met Alan, that is. And yes, those other 

experiences were every bit as incredible as our first.  

In fact, I might never have met Alan and know the happiness that I do know had it not been for 

Micke. I was at one of my lowest points, circling the drain of depression. I turned to him for 

friendship, compassion, and pain. It was enough to reset my sub brain. And to open my mind and 

heart to other possibilities. Possibilities that led me to Alan.  

As happy as we are, the writer in me sometimes wonders about that path not taken. A part of me 

will always belong to that stalwart Viking sea captain that I met in Tilbury. This is our alternate 

universe - the happily ever after that was not meant to be for us. 
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Chapter 1 

Kirsty Dickens threw her oversized purse on the bed. Little Miss curled about her leg, begging 

and pleading for attention. That was the last thing she wanted after another ninety-minute work-

out session at the local gym. She was too tired to deal with a needy pussy, even her own. The 

creature was a reminder of her destiny as that crazy cat woman in the basement flat.  

At twenty-six, it was not the most pleasant of thoughts. She had wasted six years of her life, 

practically her whole adulthood, on a virtually sexless relationship. It had all blown up three 

months ago when her ex-boyfriend gave in to family pressure and entered an ‘arranged’ marriage 

with a second cousin from India. Kirsty took it as a sign and decided to make drastic changes to 

her life. 

Well, probably not drastic to most people. She had no plans to change her career. Her work as an 

Occupational Therapist for children with autism was emotionally rewarding and financially 

stable. She was not going to move from her relatively well-to-do neighborhood in north London, 

either. This flat that she had shared with two acquaintances since she completed university was 

perfect.  

She had not even made drastic changes to her physical appearance. At five foot ten in bare feet, 

she would have stood out in a crowd, even without the flaming red hair that fell halfway down 

her back or the freckles that covered almost every single inch of her body.  

But the break-up had motivated her to join the gym, and just three months later, her curvy figure 

was beginning to see some dramatic changes. She might not make Vogue, but maybe she could 

do well moonlighting as a plus-size model.  

No, most people would consider the changes she made rather sedate. But they were radical to 

someone who had spent the whole of her life in the same area of the city, who had the same few 

‘friends’ since primary school, and who wanted nothing more than to please her doctor parents in 

her choice of careers and men.  

While they might have been a tad disappointed that their only child had chosen not to follow in 

their footsteps by becoming consultants, her role as a therapist fell within the realm of 

‘respectable’ for their upper-middle-class friends. And Raj, the up and coming young 

pediatrician, had more than met their standards.  

They had been more hurt by the betrayal than Kirsty. She had been almost relieved at the turn of 

events. Her feelings for the man had long since cooled to professional respect and friendship, but 

she did not have the will to end their comfortable arrangement. It was not like she and Raj had 

ever really shared a great passion, certainly not like the attractions that she read about in her 

multitude of racy erotic romances on the tablet that had been his final gift to her for Valentine's 

Day.  
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Of course, Kirsty had never really experienced that type of passion or even witnessed it 

firsthand. Her parents, their friends, and even her own were all in relationships based upon 

shared values, interests, and companionship. Certainly not the wild and tumultuous sexual 

attractions portrayed in her books about ménages, reverse harems, and BDSM. The very idea of 

that level of need and surrender was both intensely attractive and petrifying to Kirsty.  

Still, over the past couple of months since her split with Raj, her repressed desires had 

increasingly overtaken her sensible side. She found herself spending hundreds of pounds each 

month on her erotic romances, devouring them at the pace of two a day sometimes. On the 

weekends, she could easily read ten or more. The worst, of course, was Raquel Graffen’s Captive 

Brides, tales of women captured and ‘married’ to not one man, but two…three…or more.  

If her mother, the esteemed consultant Nancy Dickens, knew the content of her only child’s 

tablet, she would have her sectioned. She could almost hear her mother’s voice in her head. 

‘Women are stronger than men, more intelligent. If it were not for centuries of religious 

subjugation, we would rule the world, and it would be a better place too.’  

She knew that her naturally submissive tendencies would be just another disappointment to the 

woman. A daughter that was never thin enough, smart enough, or ambitious enough.  

She sighed, what was the use of such thoughts. She had spent a lifetime trying to be everything 

the woman wanted and always falling short. Tonight, once more, she would put all that aside and 

escape into fantasy. It was barely seven and summer nights in London stretched out endlessly, so 

she had plenty of time.  

A quick shower to clean the sweat of her workout from her full-figure, another salad for dinner, 

then she could look forward to indulging her dark imagination in the latest of Graffen’s too 

naughty tales, My Brother’s Keeper. She was just getting to the juiciest bits. Ménage. Definitely 

a cold shower, she thought as she succumbed and rubbed her hand slowly down her pussy from 

the top of her head to her tail.  

Who knew maybe she would even stroke her own before falling asleep? She chuckled at the 

thought of the Woody Allen quote. “Don't knock masturbation. It's sex with someone you love.” 

That was more than she could say for those rare, lukewarm, and awkward encounters that she 

and Raj had endured.  

No, sex was highly overrated. Well, sex with men anyway. Although with only two lovers in her 

vast repertoire, she might not be the best judge. Still, nothing had compared to what she read in 

books or even the orgasms that she gave herself. She sighed, if only it were half as good as the 

shit she read in Raquel Graffen’s erotic novels.  

Who knew maybe it was if you were not a full-figured ginger with freckles and cellulite? But she 

was, and no amount of time in the gym or tasteless salads would ever get her any smaller than a 
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size twelve or fourteen. Her current size sixteen or eighteen certainly would never attract the 

attention of those types of men.  

‘Enough,’ she chided herself. Her life was not that bad. She loved her job and the autistic 

children she worked with. She had a safe, quiet, and relatively lovely place to live. Food to eat 

and some money in savings. That was far, far more than many people had. But still, she craved 

something more…excitement, wild sex…love most of all.  

She shook her head as she pulled the scrunchie from her long red tresses and shook it free. She 

would not cry. Not again. She would be happy. Okay, maybe content was a better choice of 

words, but she would be. She promised herself as she headed down the hall to the shower. 

*** 

Kirsty savored the final bite of her Keema Naan bread with its spicy minced lamb filling. She 

was saving the Peshwari for later with vanilla ice cream. A dessert of sorts. After her shower, she 

had spent ten minutes with the door open, staring into her refrigerator. The bag of lifeless green 

leaves did not seem appealing after killing herself on the treadmill, the Stairmaster, a stationary 

bike, and even a whole ten minutes on the elliptical trainer. Her body wanted food, real food, and 

not rabbit shit either.  

In the end, she had given in to temptation and pulled up the app on her tablet that promised quick 

and tasty relief. Indian had been her first choice; it always was, though Turkish was a close 

second. Hmmm, Turkish? Maybe she should consider dating a Turkish guy next?  

She shook her head; she was not likely to find one that would meet her mother’s approval. First 

of all, there were few Turkish doctors in their circle, and her mother had long since decided that 

if her only progeny would not become a physician herself, then she must marry one. Besides, her 

mother would stringently object to the culture’s more traditional views on the roles of women. 

She sighed as she cleaned up the leftovers of her dinner and prepared to store them away in her 

section of the shared fridge. She would take them to work with her for lunch tomorrow, who 

knew maybe even manage to stretch them out to dinner as well.  

“Darn it,” was as close to cursing as she got. She had forgotten that this Sunday would be her 

monthly brunch with her parents at the upscale tea room in Chelsea. She could almost hear her 

mother now, “Have you put on weight, dear?” That would soon lead to the inevitable questions 

about her love life. Was she dating again? Then her mother would offer to set her up with one of 

the young consultants at the hospital where she worked or perhaps the son of a friend.  

Kirsty was still not ready to date, though. The whole idea turned her off. The only part of it that 

appealed to her at all was the idea of having a baby. And with her mother, that meant she needed 

a husband, an acceptable one from a distinguished gene pool, the right schools, and the best 

families. That held no appeal for her.  
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She stacked the boxes of food next to her bed and reached for her tablet on the nightstand. No, 

just once she wanted to taste, even a small sample of the passion that she read about in her books 

— the tingles and anticipation of being dominated by a strong, protective man.  

As always, her body began to respond to just the idea of rough, masculine hands laced through 

her lengthy hair, jerking her head back, forcing her to look deep into his eyes for a long moment 

before his mouth captured hers. Not some timid, wet, and sloppy kiss, but taking, demanding 

even forcing her compliance.  

She bit her lower lip as she typed her passcode into the tablet. She frowned as she tried to decide. 

Read My Brother’s Keeper or check out the top blog posts on the too-naughty social networking 

site devoted to BDSM and alternative lifestyle like polyamory? She had discovered the site in the 

acknowledgments of Raquel Graffen’s books.  

In the end, the decision was not all that hard, website, then book. She never spent more than 

fifteen minutes or so on it anyway. After two months as a member, she had four friends. Exactly 

four. All other female submissives. Mostly other young newbies, except for the one older lady 

who had messaged last week because she too enjoyed Graffen’s books.  

She might have one or maybe two messages from them and probably another three or four from 

rude Dom types, demanding her instant submission, a blow job, and that she become his cum slut 

for life. Those were easy; block and delete.  

Then she would have a quick look over the front page to see if there were any new and titillating 

stories or poems out. While she had learned so much in the past couple of months about BDSM 

from reading the top journal entries, she never liked looking at that page for long. Too many 

selfies of tiny perfect bodies nude or semi-clad. For a big girl, curvy woman, or whatever was the 

politically correct word for fat chick these days, it was enough to send you spiraling into a 

depression that could only a tub of Ben & Jerry’s ice cream would solve.  

Get that all over with and out of the way, then she could spend a few hours with the sexy Viking 

brothers and their young Welsh captive. Bronwyn had already been taken by the eldest brother 

Eirik, who was the leader of their small band of raiders. But it was his youngest brother, Balder, 

who had captured her heart. It was Einar though that Kirsty was pulling for. The man lived up to 

his name as ‘one who fights alone.’  

Dark, broody, and dominant, all a girl could want in her bed after a long day at work. When she 

finally grew tired of reading, and her libido grew too strong to be denied, she was confident that 

she would conjure up his rustic visage with long blonde hair, thick beard that fell past his neck, 

and piercing blue eyes. Kirsty sighed as she opened the web browser. You knew you were 

pathetic when the only man in your life was on the cover of an erotic romance. Why was Little 

Miss never around when she needed comforting?  
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She smiled as she noticed that she had six messages in her inbox. The first two she did not even 

bother opening when she saw that both avatars were photographs of their cocks. She shuddered 

in disgust, some things a girl wanted to unwrap herself, slowly like that big package on 

Christmas morning. To know that hundreds or thousands of other women and even men had seen 

it on a website was an instant turn-off.  

The other one was a giddy one from another newbie sub, who had started messaging this guy a 

couple of days ago. Kirsty was a bit worried about her. Things just seemed to be moving too fast. 

The guy had her friend naked on cam that first night. This one was even more alarming; her 

friend was meeting him - tomorrow. Three days? Was this girl crazy?  

Kirsty sent off a quick message, trying to discourage the other woman from doing anything 

foolish, but even as she typed, she recognized that it was probably futile. Who was she, after all, 

to tell the girl anything? What did she know about anything? Three months since the break-up 

and not a single date. 

Her smile widened at the next message. It was the older, experienced sub, the woman, who loved 

Raquel Graffen’s books as much as she did…well, almost. She gave her a quick rundown of how 

far she had gotten in the book and how she was hoping that Bronwyn would finally give in to her 

attraction to Einar.  

Kirsty was tempted to quiz the woman a bit about what being a sub was really like. After all, her 

profile did say that she had lived the lifestyle 24/7 for over forty years. Kirsty could not even 

imagine such a thing, but she still did not know the woman enough to ask such personal 

questions.  

Could she do such a thing? Probably not. Hell, she was still not confident she was submissive at 

all. Just because words on a screen got you all hot and bothered did not mean that you wanted 

those things, right? After all, many women had rape fantasies, but that did not mean they wanted 

to be raped. She bit her lower lip as she remembered the intense scene in chapter three when 

Eirik took Bronwyn.  

It was a fine line between ‘taking’ and rape, was it not? Those types of scenes in her books got 

her worked up faster than anything. Maybe some part of her even liked the idea of being ‘taken,’ 

not the violence and fear of death associated with rape, but just rough sex, being given no real 

choice, coerced, but within some limits.  

She shook her head as she looked at the last two messages. One was a bulk one of some sort. She 

caught her breath when she opened it and saw some of the most beautiful looking floggers she 

could imagine. Dark wood handles, intricately carved with all different kinds of fells, some 

looked soft and wide, others stiff, thin, and way too dangerous to even think about.  
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What would even one of those feel like against her virgin skin? She thought about the couple of 

videos she had watched on the site of Doms flogging their subs. She had been so envious. 

Honestly, those video clips got her worked up almost as much as her books did. She forced 

herself to close the message.  

What was the point? She had quickly discovered that unless she was willing, as her new friend 

seemed to be, to jump at any offer, any cock-pic Dom who sent her a naughty message, then 

chances were all this was destined to remain an unfulfilled fantasy. She sighed as she opened the 

final note.  

His eyes jumped out at her. She could not tell the color, just the intensity. The man was Dom. All 

Dom and despite the sprinkling of grey that she noticed at his temples, which proclaimed him a 

bit old for her taste, she was captivated. She could not say what it was, some ethereal quality that 

spoke of confidence, power, and leadership.  

Age aside, the man belonged on the cover of one of Raquel Graffen’s books. Kirsty tried to 

imagine him stripped to the waist in tight leather pants. Heck, she even checked his profile to see 

if he might not have such a pic there. This was the only one, which was a bit disappointing. 

Though she was grateful that there were no cock pics. At least, that gave her an excuse to open 

his message before using the block and delete option as usual. 

But when she did open the message, she was surprised. For a man, who oozed Dom from every 

pixel, the message was refreshingly gentlemanly.  

I enjoy reading your profile. You have put much thought into what you like and want. I like this. 

We share many of the same fetishes, especially rope.  

I am a fisherman and work with rope as part of my job, but still, I love the feel of it best rough 

against the soft skin of a sub. I do not pretend to the same art of this Shibari you like, but I can 

more than tie a sub into any positions I want. After all, I have been tying knots since almost 

before I walk and do it every day.  

I am sorry if my English is not so good. It is not my first language. As it says on my profile, I am 

from Norway. The Lofoten Islands, which you not heard of probably. It is beautiful but rough 

life. I have two younger brothers who also fish with me and my mother and uncle here too.  

I would like to know more of you. Be friends. Maybe?  

Yours, 

Svein 

Kirsty's eyes were drawn again to the profile picture. Yes, she could see this man as a fisherman 

— someone rough, who worked with his hands and his muscle. Damn, for the first time, she 
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wished a man actually had a naked photo on his profile. Not a cock one, but she would love to 

see what was hidden beneath that dark blue jumper.  

She realized then that for the first time since joining the site two months ago, she was 

contemplating responding to a message from a Dom. It was not just how incredibly hot this guy 

looked either. It was how polite he had been. No demands for instant submission. No foul 

language. No ribald jokes. Not even a comment on how sexy her profile pics were.  

Damn it. The man must not have seen those. Of course, that was it. No guy this hot would ever 

message a girl like her. Even though she had done her best to accentuate the positives with the 

cropped photographs of her tits in a low cut jumper and her legs and bum in a mini-skirt, it was 

still painfully obvious that she was a ‘big’ girl. Though he was older, his profile said thirty-nine, 

almost a decade older than the men she would typically date; this guy was still way out of her 

league hot.  

She shook her head and tried to put the whole thing out of her mind as she did a quick check of 

the front page. Nothing was exciting in the journal though there were a couple of beautiful 

Shibari photographs. That just got her thinking about him again. Besides, all those pics had 

skinny girls in them. She would probably look like a pig dressed for a banquet tied up with a gag 

ball in her mouth instead of a red apple.  

She sighed heavily as she closed the browser and opened her e-book app. Instantly the screen 

came alive exactly where she left off at lunchtime.  

Bronwyn observed Einar as he sat slightly off to the side, away from the others, even his 

brothers. That seemed to exemplify the man, what little she knew of him anyway.  

Almost two weeks on the road from her village that these men had pillaged and burned. They 

moved fast in their small boats along the rivers and streams that wound through Cymru and 

Northern Angland. They seemed to know their way, though there had been no incursions this far 

inland by the Vikings. At least until now. 

Bronwyn wished she could feel something, more empathy for the people, who had been killed or 

had their livelihoods and lands destroyed, but she could not. She had never been a part of that 

community, an outcast, the ‘devil’s child,’ the bastard daughter of the village healer. Though 

who fathered remained a mystery.  

In some odd way, she owed these men her life, or at least a chance at a new one. Whereas the 

villagers had seen her dark beauty as another sign of Satan’s curse, a Jezebel, it had attracted 

her the attention of Eirik, the leader, and Jarl whatever that was.  

Bronwyn had to admit their first encounter was less than spectacular. No matter what the 

villagers thought, she was no light skirt to roll in the hay with the first man to pay her attention. 
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She had been a maiden. Had been until that night. Surprisingly, for a race known for its 

savagery, once he discovered her untried state, Eirik had been a reasonably considerate lover.  

Not that in her time as an apprentice to her mother as healer and midwife, she had not had 

ample opportunity to acquaint herself with the basics of the act. Still knowing how something 

was done, watching a stallion cover a mare, or even the occasional glimpse of a drunken 

customer and barmaid had not adequately prepared her for all that being a ‘wife’ meant.  

Especially since she learned that she was not merely Eirik’s wife but his brothers’ as well. The 

girl who had thought perhaps to die a maiden had not one barbarian husband, but three. She 

smiled as she saw the youngest brother Balder stand and walk towards her. They had become 

more than merely lovers, husband, and wife. They had become friends, almost.  

He was the only one that spoke even a bit of her language, though she caught wisps of the Saxon 

tongue from his brothers. She was not sure if they realized she spoke it as well as her own.  

He was stunning. Much taller than the men of her village. His muscles bulged in ways that she 

had never imagined other than on a horse. It was his long blond hair, so different than her own 

that spun its web about her heart. More than one night, she had spent with his head between her 

bosoms as she ran her fingers through it after they made love.  

He smiled as he knelt next to her, handing her a bowl of the stew, it was the same most nights. 

She had dared not ask what was in it. Greasy and heavy, but food was food, especially after a 

hard day's travel. She took a bite with her fingers and forced it down though she knew it would 

sit upon her stomach like a stone until morning.  

Balder brushed her hair back from her face as he sat upon the cold, hard ground beside her, 

“Eirik has decided that this night it shall be Einar who shares your favors.” 

The way that he seemed to force the words out made her feel as if he was no more pleased than 

she was at this sudden turn of events.  

“Why?” she asked as she stopped with the next bite poised at her lips.  

He shrugged, “Does it matter? Eirik says, we all do.” He sighed as he avoided making eye 

contact, “That includes you especially, dear wife.” 

Bronwyn was not sure what to say. Her position as the new wife of the Jarl might be vastly above 

her old as the bastard and Devil’s own. One thing she had learned in her limited time upon this 

earth - a woman’s fate was never her own. Be she high or base borne; her path was set by men 

from the moment of her birth until her death. Hers was simply to endure.  

She nodded in answer and expected him to walk back and join his brothers, but still, he lingered 

as if there was more. After a long silence, he stood up and was about to walk away when he 

turned, and his eyes met hers, “Einar is not an easy man, Bronwyn.” 
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She swallowed back a twinge of apprehension at his warning as she fought to keep the food 

down. She would not be beaten. This was as good a chance as any she had ever hoped for a new 

life. And while it might not be her childhood dream of the lordling father come to claim his long 

lost daughter, it was more than she had dared wish for.  

Her gentleness and keen mind had won over Balder easily. She even saw chinks in Eirik’s cold 

demeanor. She would find a way with this brother too. Discover what it took to melt this 

Norseman’s heart of ice as she was his brothers. She would make a way for herself, a new life, a 

better one, as much as any woman could. So ‘fights alone’ had better beware. He was about to 

meet the ‘pure breasted’ one…and she was playing for keeps. 

Despite her earlier resolve, Kirsty found herself reading and re-reading the same passage. She 

could not concentrate. Those piercing eyes seemed to be almost reaching across thousands of 

miles for her. Damn it; she did not need or want this complication. Or did she? Had she not 

thought earlier about wanting even a small taste of passion? Maybe this man was her answer. He 

was certainly far enough away to be no real threat to her safe little existence.  

She debated it all for several long minutes before dashing off a short response that thanked Svein 

for his message and opened the door, just a crack, for further communication. It was barely dusk, 

but she was tired, tomorrow was another day at work, and honestly, she was horny. Far more so 

than usual. She powered off her tablet and laid it back on the nightstand as Little Miss curled up 

at the foot of her bed. 

Kirsty felt the sexual energy strumming along nerve endings, dancing from one erogenous zone 

to another as if her body was on fire. She often got aroused when reading her books. Heck, she 

had masturbated more in the past two months than her whole life up to that point. But this was a 

new level of need.  

As she lay back against the pillow and closed her eyes, Kirsty allowed her hands to slip beneath 

her oversized t-shirt. They kneaded and squeezed her decent-sized tits for several minutes until 

her breath was coming in short gasps. Still, it was not enough. Her fingers began to pinch and 

twist her nipples that were throbbing and begging for attention. She stifled a moan as she felt the 

electric shock straight down her less than flat tummy to pool between her thighs.  

They fell open as one hand followed the path of those tingles under the elastic waistband of her 

knickers. They are not as bad as the ones favored by Bridgette in that movie, but they are not far 

off. Boy shorts was the popular term, but since no one would be seeing them, she might as well 

dress for comfort rather than sex appeal.  

Her fingers brushed through the pubic hairs that proclaimed her a true redhead until they found 

her clitoris. It is already engorged and pulsing with need as she began to massage her outer lips, 

the indirect stimulation designed to prolong her pleasure. She fought the urge for a couple of 

minutes to take things further, to rub against the nub itself.  



 

- 15 - 
 

Edging - it was something she had learned at that site, that oh so naughty site. Her breath caught 

as her nipple puckered even tighter. One thought led inevitably to another. His face. Those 

intense fucking eyes, she bet they were blue. Norway. Her Vikings. His presence was much too 

overpowering to be sweet and considerate Balder. Was he Eirik, the one born to rule and lead? 

Or Einar, the one who fought alone? 

Something about the man said that he was destined to rule. What would it feel like to be on the 

receiving end of that stare? Would her knees tremble as her fingers were now? She came closer 

and closer to her swollen love button. Would she be able to catch her breath even? No, no way, 

she could not do that even now, just thinking about the man. 

Her whole body arched off the bed as she cried out. Her orgasm had taken her so suddenly. By 

such surprise, without any warning that she had not even been able to stifle the scream. It was, 

without a doubt, the most powerful one of her whole life. Her whole body was still tingling, alive 

with desire, and needier than she could ever remember being.  

“Kirsty, are you okay?” came the sound of her flatmate. She did not sound close, perhaps at the 

top of the landing.  

Thinking quickly, she yelled out, “I’m fine. Little Miss just sank her claws into me is all. I’m 

sorry if we bothered you.” 

“As long as you are fine, don’t worry about it. The cat can sleep up here with us if she is 

bothering you. You know we adore her too,” called Becca, a woman she had known since 

university, her flatmate for six years, and someone she still would consider more of an 

acquaintance than a friend.  

“Thanks, but we’re good now,” Kirsty could only hope the woman did not insist on coming 

down to make sure for herself.  

She was relieved when Becca replied, “Well, good night, then.”  

Kirsty waited to hear the soft footfall that confirmed she was indeed going back up the stairs to 

the room that she shared with their other flatmate, Lauren. A couple of months back, the two 

women had confirmed what she had suspected for some time, that they were a couple. Not that it 

bothered Kirsty, she had no problem with them being lesbians. It was just a reminder of her 

loneliness, feeling like a third wheel even at home. 

Maybe she should think about looking for a new flat. But where would she find anything as 

decent, safe, and close to the hospital? Especially for the rent, she was paying here. So, like other 

things in her life, Kirsty just let it slide.  

She really should have caught on to this submissive thing sooner, considering how much she 

hated and deplored confrontation. Whenever any of her friends asked where she wanted to go, 



 

- 16 - 
 

what she wanted to do, she always found a way to avoid even that simple a question. Unless it 

was work, she just did not like making decisions.  

Even one as simple as whether she should get up and take another cold shower or roll over and 

try to go to sleep. She pondered the dilemma for a couple of minutes, but that only made things 

worse as she realized how horny, there was no more polite word for it than that, how horny she 

was. Worse than she could ever remember being, and she had not even read one of the naughtier 

bits of the book tonight.  

The explanation was obvious…him. Her blue-eyed, she was convinced they were blue, Viking 

fisherman. The more she lay in bed and thought about him, the worse it got, until with a 

“Darnation,” she pulled herself from her comfortable bed, put away the leftovers, and stood for 

several long minutes underneath the shower as cold as she could take it.  

Why did it not help? When she finally got out, her nipples were harder from the almost freezing 

water pounding on them, and the rough terry cloth of the towel made her want to scream. She 

dared only pat down there. She knew if she rubbed herself dry, it would lead to more rubbing of 

another kind, and she had already disturbed her flatmates once this night. 

Besides, since when had she ever? Twice in one day? She really must stop the edging. That had 

to be it. Yes, she would stop the edging, maybe even cut back on her reading, she decided as she 

went back to her room and climbed in bed. She tossed and turned uncomfortably for quite a 

while.  

Even when she did finally fall asleep, it was dream-filled and restless. She had had these erotic 

dreams before, but never like this. Blue eyes pierced her soul, demanding things she did not 

think she was capable of giving — things she wanted to taste and feel so very badly, though.  

The hardest part was her dream Dom finally had a face, but it was not one of the hard-bodied 

male models from the cover of her raunchy e-books. It was his. Her rough fisherman. Svein.  
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Chapter 2 

Do NOT get off that train until Tilbury Town.  

The message could not be any clearer. Kirsty stared at her mobile phone for several long 

moments. At this time of day, even Barking station was virtually empty. The display board said 

it was just two minutes until her train arrived. What then? 

She fidgeted with her bag. What was she doing? Traveling over an hour outside of London to 

meet a stranger, whom she had been messaging for months, was so unlike the sedate young 

professional.  

Kirsty watched the train approach the platform. She should turn and run straight back up those 

stairs, cross over to the other platform and go back…home? To what? Another weekend of 

eating chocolate ice cream and reading about sex and domination that was so far beyond her 

scant experience. Unspectacular vanilla sex a couple of times with a boy in university and then 

Raj. Six years and if she tried, she could probably actually count the numbers of times they had 

sex. Heck, she got more turned on by this stranger’s messages than the man she had once thought 

to marry.  

The train came to a full stop, and the doors slid open. She sighed, and her fingers trembled as her 

phone once more vibrated.  

Get on the damned train, Kirsty. 

She frowned and looked around the platform, almost expecting to see him. But the only other 

people were a young mother struggling to load her heavy buggy onto the next car over and the 

little grey-haired lady next to her that kept staring.  

“Aren’t you getting on, dear?” 

Kirsty was not sure what to answer. She knew the answer that he expected. But typing the words, 

‘Yes, Sir,’ was so much easier when the man was nothing more than a fuzzy photograph on the 

computer screen.  

It was bad enough that she had created a profile on one of the fetish sites listed in the 

acknowledgments of Graffen’s books. Of course, she had not been so stupid as to post 

recognizable pictures of herself.  

She had merely cropped some to highlight her best features. One was her long legs in the mini-

skirt that her friends had convinced her to wear for her one clubbing excursion with them after 

the breakup. The other was the swell of her D-cup breasts spilling out of her favorite jumper as 

she leaned over to speak with someone. She had gotten dozens of private messages and friends' 

requests, but most had been so blatantly offensive that she had not bothered to respond. 
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Svein was different. Though he made no bones about being a Dom or even his desire to dominate 

her, he was both respectful and friendly. Their hundreds of emails had ranged from lengthy 

tomes about the nature of Domination and submission to some rather racy descriptions of the 

things he would do to her that left her breathless and bothered.  

Of course, things had ratcheted up when she foolishly asked how she could know if she was 

submissive. He had suggested that they play a bit online. His first assignment had been hard 

enough - not wearing any knickers when she did her weekly shopping. Sure, she usually favored 

long flowing skirts that her mother called ‘hippie’ clothes. But she had been mortified the whole 

time, worried that a stiff wind might suddenly come up. On a sunny hot London afternoon? 

The shopping trip to Covent Garden and the sex shop to purchase the corset last weekend had 

been even worse. But she had to admit, as frightened as she was with each new challenge, she 

was more thrilled. And her tummy did bizarre things every time that she typed those words. The 

words she was sure he was waiting to read at that moment.  

The truth was, if she did not get on this train, she would never know. She managed to make it, 

pulling her oversized bag through the doors just as they closed. Not that she would not mind her 

tablet being crushed at that moment. But she would probably rush right out and spend money on 

another…and more of those stupid books that had gotten her into this mess, to begin with. 

She found a seat just a couple of rows behind the older lady. She typed and re-typed the message 

into her phone. In the end, she kept it simple. ‘On the train now. 25 minutes.’ She knew that he 

would be disappointed that she had not said, ‘Sir,’ but that was not as easy. Not when she was 

going to be meeting this man…face-to-face. It was something that she had never actually 

considered. If she had, would she have ever used those words? Done the things that he asked? 

Commanded?  

Twenty-five minutes. Thirty or forty long kilometers. Four stops. Three Opportunities to change 

her mind. To come to her senses. But she knew she would not. This man had gotten under her 

skin. This rough Nordic fisherman, who would most definitely not meet her mother’s exacting 

approval. She was not even sure how it had happened.  

Oh, she knew why she answered that first message. After dozens, a hundred or more, one line 

messages about her breasts or her legs or demanding that she kneel and…well, it did not bear 

thinking about now. Svein’s message had been so refreshingly, honest, and straightforward. He 

had introduced himself and even pointed to specific interests that they shared in common. It was 

evident from that first message that this man had even bothered to read her profile.  

At first, it had just been the daily messages at the site. But by the end of that first week, she had 

found herself looking forward to getting home from work so that she could read the latest and 

answer it.  
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Even when he was busy, he always found time for one line updates about his latest travels. While 

her parents had taken annual excursions to exotic locales around the globe, their summer 

holidays were always the same, two weeks at an all-inclusive family resort on Spain's Costa del 

Sol. Places like St. Petersburg, Lubek, Germany, and his homeland in the Lofoten Islands 

intrigued her as much as his deep blue eyes had enthralled her from the moment she saw the 

picture on his profile.  

No, there was no denying that this man fascinated and excited her in a way that Kirsty had never 

experienced. Something about his eyes and the polite, tersely worded emails belied something 

deeper, something as wild as the Arctic seas that he fished and the rugged land which he called 

home. Svein had become her personal fantasy, every Dom she had ever read about rolled into 

one luscious package of deep blue eyes, shortly cropped dark blond hair, broad shoulders, and 

towering strength.  

And she needed to get the man out of her system. Every night for months, it had been his face 

that haunted her dreams. His large, calloused hands that had tormented her body with soft 

caresses and sharp blows to her bare bottom. His soft, full lips that crushed hers, stole her very 

breath, and moved slowly and enticingly along every single inch of her body.  

"Stop it, Kirsty," she reminded herself as the very proper automated recording called her station, 

and she readied herself to disembark. She tugged at the hem of the mini-skirt in that picture. This 

was only the second time she had worn it, but this time she had donned a pair of thick, warm 

winter tights against the biting winds that she knew would blow off the English Channel. She 

wiggled into her thick winter coat, thankful that it would cover the generous amount of tits that 

popped out of her jumper. Also, the one in those photographs, because she did not have that 

many 'sexy' things. 

But it was too late to consider that or any of the dozens other questions that had plagued her for 

the past two hours as she dressed and then this torturously long train ride that suddenly did not 

seem long enough. If she were honest, the past two days, since agreeing to this crazy meet, had 

been a roller coaster ride with her changing her mind every five minutes it seemed.  

She inhaled deeply and stood slowly. She forced each foot in front of the other, watching her 

knee-high leather boots move across the worn floor of the train, willing her knees not to give out 

now.  

A brief coffee with this mystery man, who had captured her imagination, was all this was. Then 

she would be able to put him out of her mind, move on with her life, find another suitable 

boyfriend to please her parents. Even if Dr. Perfect never made her pulse race the way it was 

now, the way it always did when she saw another of Svein’s emails in her inbox.  

It was just her overactive imagination, too many erotic books, and too long without even the 

sedate love makings of a man. There was nothing special about this one. Certainly, nothing that 
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would warrant this type of reaction. She had merely built him up in her mind, something larger 

than life.  

That was why this date, if you could call it that, was so important. She was confident that the 

reality of a rough and weathered fisherman would dispel all her childish fantasies, she assured 

herself as she filed with the rest of the people out of the car of the train. She squared her 

shoulders and ran through the speech that she had rehearsed for this moment as she fed her ticket 

through the automated turnstile.  

The moment Kirsty looked up, her breath froze in her lungs. Her heart threatened to pound out of 

her tight chest. Those knees that had been wobbly, to begin with, would have given way. If not 

for the substantial hand that reached across the stile, Svein gripped her elbow and drew her 

through the mechanism.  

"Kirsten," his deep, heavily accented voice caressed her face as he bent over to brush a chaste 

kiss on her cheek. Few men needed to bend to kiss her, but this one did. "These are for you," he 

said as he handed her a bouquet of colorful flowers.  

"Kirsty," she stammered at a loss for her rehearsed introduction. Just the sound of his voice was 

seduction itself — that accent. Forget French and Italian. His was much sexier, more guttural, 

manly.  

His lips turned up at the corners, but she could not exactly call it a smile. More like that look, her 

cat, Little Miss, gave her when she was trying to manipulate her into giving her another treat. 

"No, Kirsten is your name in my language. That is what I shall call you." 

She brought the flowers to her face and inhaled the exotic but subtle aroma. She could see that 

they were not your typical flower shop selection. "Thank you," she finally managed to whisper. 

He nodded, "You are welcome. They are from my mother's greenhouse. She thought you might 

like some token of our homeland. Arctic wildflowers have always been her passion. She says 

they kept her sane while dealing with my father, uncles, and my brothers."  

This was the most that Svein had revealed about his family in all their months of 

correspondence. It should have been reassuring, made the man more human, but it only deepened 

his mystery.  

Her heart stuttered for a moment, and she considered turning back around, trying to catch the 

train back to London before it left the station. It would take far more than a cup of coffee to get 

this man out of her blood. She was in over her head, and she knew it.  

Those icy blue eyes stared into hers, and she could not find the strength to say a single word. Let 

alone pull her arm from his firm grip, turn, and walk back through the station. Run back would 

be a better plan, as he drew her against him and wrapped his arm about her shoulder.  
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"Coffee, ja?"  

She nodded as he led her out of the station and onto the High Street. Tilbury was like many other 

small ports along the Channel, non-descript. Dead almost, but after the hustle and bustle of 

London, it held a quaint appeal all its own. They walked in silence for a couple of minutes until 

they came to a chip shop. Svein stepped back, holding open the door for her. "I am sorry. There 

is not much here." 

Kirsty smiled weakly and nodded at his words. She turned and looked back at the station, drawn 

to something. As if something warned her to run, run now. But she dismissed it. The man might 

not look exactly like his photograph, but he appeared normal enough. She was paranoid; that was 

all. 

Her mind kept drifting back to all of those messages. The long ones about literature, philosophy, 

and history. The ones where he seemed content merely to listen to her ramble on about her work. 

Even the short two-liners about their travels.  

But especially the naughty ones. The things that she had revealed to this man, secret fantasies 

that she was much too shy to post to even an anonymous profile. Worst of all were the 

‘challenges.’ The small tests of her submission that he had given her almost daily for the past 

month. The black satin corset hidden in her bag was the least of them.  

Despite all of that, the next hour went quickly. Two cups of coffee, decent conversation, and 

more laughter than she could ever remember on a first date. Not that this was an actual date, 

more like old friends meeting for drinks she supposed.  

Except you did not spend the whole time sneaking glances at your friends, wondering what they 

would look like naked, what they would be like in bed. No, even though Svein had been 

surprisingly easy to talk to, she was still intensely nervous. Even more aware of him as a man.   

"I suppose I should let you get back to work, Svein. Catch the next train back to London," she 

stammered as she looked for a convenient excuse. Studying her hands around the ugly white 

coffee mug, "It has been nice meeting you, though," she lied.  

If getting this man out of her head had been the goal of this little expedition, it had failed badly. 

She was more fascinated. More attracted to him now than she had been. She was on dangerous 

territory, and she knew it.  

He frowned, the move sent deep creases into his striking face. He was not handsome in the 

traditional pretty boy model sense. At almost forty, his skin was weathered by his job, small 

pathways of wrinkles about his mouth and across his forehead. His hair was curlier than she had 

thought, its gentle blond swirls almost touched the collar of his coat. His lips that she could not 

stop watching as he spoke were full. She wondered if they would be as soft as they looked.  
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But it was those eyes still that Kirsty could not forget. Not just the intense shade of blue or the 

twinkle when he laughed, which she got the feeling he did not do nearly enough, but there was 

something more. Intelligence, certainly. Authority, for sure. But something else too. Pain, 

perhaps.  

She needed to stop thinking about this man, needed to go home, find some decent chap, and 

settle down as her mother said — not mysterious men, who reminded her of his Viking 

ancestors. Rough fishermen, who brought her exotic arctic wildflowers. Men like Svein had no 

place in her ordered life. No matter how much her body ached to feel his touch. To have him do 

even one of the naughty things they had discussed in those emails.  

"Nei," the single word was spoken in a low, calm voice, but one that demanded obedience. “No,” 

he said in English this time. "I will show you the ship." 

Kirsty knew that she should argue. Knew she should make her escape now. But the truth was that 

this man still enthralled her. Perhaps seeing him in his natural setting would offer her some 

closure, some of the answers to this mystery that drew her like a child to a cookie jar. Looking 

into the depths of those intense eyes, this man was a flame, a scorching flame, and I am going to 

get burnt.  

Still, she found herself nodding her agreement. He held her coat while she worked her arms into 

it. His hand brushed briefly against the side of her breast, and she exhaled. It came out a pathetic, 

needy little whimper. She dropped her eyes in embarrassment. When she finally found the 

courage to look up at him, Svein was smiling, but not just any smile, a smile that made her want 

to dash for that station. 'Come in,' said the spider to the fly, she imagined.  

The walk to the harbor took them only moments. The town was tiny, smaller it seemed than the 

port. Svein spoke in quiet tones with the security guard before placing his hand once more under 

her elbow and guiding her towards a ship. It was smaller than most of the others around it. But 

much more substantial than anything she had ever been upon.  

She watched from the pier as two other men wound rope and worked upon nets on the deck. 

They looked strangely familiar. Both men looked up as they approached. Svein spoke to them in 

another language, Norwegian, she assumed, but it was guttural and harsh, like the men 

themselves. The two men studied her for a moment, then both nodded and smiled. Svein smiled 

tightly as he gripped her elbow, helping her aboard the vessel. "My brothers, Mikael and Bjⱷrn."  

The younger man, who looked to be about her age, spoke in near-perfect English, though his 

accent was not British; Canadian or American perhaps. "Welcome to Njörður's Captive."  

Kirsty frowned at the words until she saw the name painted on the end of the boat. She turned to 

ask Svein about the odd name, but he was busy speaking with his brothers.  
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It gave her a chance to observe him, them. That was what this was about, right? Seeing him in 

his natural setting was supposed to provide her with the answers she sought, that closure. It was 

not working. She frowned as she honestly looked at the other two men for the first time. 

The younger one smiled at her when he caught her looking at them. If Svein was attractive, this 

man was stunning. He was that classical male beauty that graced the pages of magazines and 

won Hollywood fame. His hair was almost white blond, Norwegian blond like the country from 

which they came. But his eyes were not the intense blue of his brother’s but deep, pure green. If 

his older brother was a big man, this one was a bear, a true Viking’s son.  

Everything about this man made her feel dumpy, insecure, and out of place. Of course, looking 

was all someone like her could ever do with someone like him. Well, drooling was more 

accurate, but she would not embarrass herself by doing that now. She would save it for late when 

she got home.  

Maybe she could even escape into her darkest fantasies, the one that those horrid books of 

Raquel Graffen had exposed. The woman either had one sick mind or a hell of a wild sex life, 

Kirsty was not sure which. But polyandry. It actually had a name, she learned. One woman with 

more than one man. And that woman’s naughty tales of the generations of women captured 

and…  

She inhaled the salty sea air and forced her mind back from futile fantasies. There would be 

plenty of time for that sort of thing later. Alone in her bedroom this weekend. She blushed at 

another of his challenges…the little gold bullet that he had her purchase on the Internet.  

Even though it arrived in a plain brown box with a nondescript label, she had still been 

embarrassed when her flatmate had brought it to her room that evening. She had lingered, made 

more small talk than they would typically share in a whole month, then gone away disappointed 

that Kirsty had not ripped the package open in front of her. Perhaps she would stop at some shop 

on the way home, purchase more batteries. These brothers could fuel some very sexy Raquel 

Graffen type fantasies.  

She turned her attention to the other brother, but he seemed determined to keep his back to her. 

He continued his work, though she thought that he looked up at her a couple of times when she 

was not looking. The only glimpse she caught of the man was his broad back and the beard that 

covered most of the lower part of his face. She was not sure why but she got the feeling that this 

man was like that…always hiding more than he revealed.  

She shook her head, trying to get those thoughts out of her shockingly, dirty mind as she looked 

out at sea as far as it stretched. On the other side of its choppy waters lay the wild and mysterious 

land that had borne these men. It might seem odd to think of Norway in those terms, but 

remembering the Vikings from British history, their Norse gods, and surrounded by these men, 

the place seemed anything but civilized.  
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She turned when Svein took her elbow once more. She forced a smile and nodded at the other 

two men, “It was nice to meet you both,” her mother would be proud of her aloof politeness as 

he guided her up a series of steep stairways.  

At the top of the last one sat a thoroughly modern command center. There were decks of 

computers, radar, and GPS; those were just the equipment that she recognized. There was also a 

wheel that looked much like the ones she had seen in pirate movies, except that it was made of 

shiny metal rather than weathered wood. He nodded, "My world."  

She frowned, expecting him to elaborate, instead, he walked over to a bank of computers, 

working at them for a couple of minutes. Then he turned to her with that smile that reminded her 

once more of a spider, "I will show you my cabin." 

He took her by the elbow again and led her down the stairs. This time he went before her, 

steadied her step when she might have fallen. Rather than stop on the deck, they turned and went 

lower, deep into the belly of the ship. It was another couple of flights before he guided her down 

a small hallway. He pointed out a kitchen that he called the galley and the bathroom. There was 

another room that he said belonged to his brothers. At the end of the hallway stood another 

doorway, he opened it and stepped to the side.  

"Come in," he said with that smile. Kirsty's heart raced as she envisioned that spider, except this 

time she could see herself as a fly, her wings wrapped in the beautiful silken bounds of this man's 

web.  

She shivered as he ran those large hands up and down her arms. Even through her thickest winter 

coat and jumper, she could feel his heat. "I am sorry. I have forgotten how cold the sea can be 

this time of year." 

It was the most intimate he had been with her. Kirsty swallowed hard. This was not a good idea, 

some sane part of her protested. But looking up into those blue depths, she stepped inside the 

dark-paneled cabin. She heard the click of the door closing behind her and turned in panic. His 

large frame blocked the doorway. Her heart raced wildly in her chest. But he made no move 

towards her, merely standing there studying her.  

"We should probably head back to the station now," she stammered. Her heart was hammering 

so loudly in her chest that she was sure he must hear it even across the room.  

"Later," he said, closing the distance to stand in front of her.  

"Take off your coat," the words might have the trappings of polite conversation, but the tone was 

a pure command.  

Looking up into those eyes, her brain considered arguing. But it was too late, weeks and weeks 

of obedience to typed words on her laptop, tablet, or phone was nothing compared to that voice. 
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Her fingers were already trembling as they obeyed. When the last button sprung free, his hands 

at her shoulders brushed it away. The coat fell to the floor at her feet.  

Those lips that had fascinated her as he spoke captured hers. There was no other word for it: 

captured, conquered, claimed. There was nothing either tentative or polite about this kiss. It was 

as wild and untamed as the man himself. And unlike anything that Kirsty had ever experienced. 

It went on and on. At times, she felt as if he were sucking the very breath from her body and the 

will from her soul.  

When he finally drew back, she was hanging helplessly against him. Her body plastered against 

his much larger, much harder one. "Take off your clothes." 

Panic rose in her once more. She started to shake her head, but his hands were already beneath 

her jumper. Calloused fingers caressed the soft skin of her abdomen. She bit her lip to keep from 

moaning at the intoxicating feel of his caress. "I think I should go now," she whispered. 

"I told you to take off the clothes," his words were spoken against her ear as he bent down.  

When she would have taken a step back, his teeth sank deep into the lobe, pinning her, holding 

her in place. His hands covered her breasts, working the soft flesh, kneading it as one might 

dough. His thumbs brushed back and forth across the throbbing tips, and she moaned as he bit 

down harder on her ear.  

One hand abandoned her breast; she whimpered at its loss. It traversed back down across the 

suddenly sensitive skin of her stomach, but this time went lower. He found the button of her jean 

skirt; it melted away along with the zipper. His hand worked its way inside her tights until his 

fingers were brushing against her mound.  

"Open," he growled into her ear as he continued to bite and pull at her tender lobe.  

She shook her head even as her legs spread open at his command. What was this man doing to 

her? For the first time, she sensed how grave the danger was. She had been so careful that no one 

discovers her little fetish that she had not told a single soul where she was going. "Oh god," she 

whispered as the revelation hit her, and his fingers slipped inside her wet depths.  

But the thought could not manage to break through the intense pleasure he was forcing upon her 

helpless body. His fingers plunged impossibly deep inside of her, his other hand pinched and 

pulled at her taut nipple through her lace bra, and his teeth scored the rim of her ear as he 

whispered, "If you do not take them off, I will." 

She shook her head at his bold words, tried to bring her hands up to push at his chest, but her 

entire upper body was captive in the close confines of her jumper as he jerked it over her head. 

She realized then that sometime during their kiss, he must have unsnapped her bra because it 

dangled limply from her arm several inches from her chest. She reached up to cover her bare 
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breasts, but he tugged her bra down until it was wrapped securely around one wrist. He drew 

both her arms behind her back and tied them there using the transparent material. This position 

forced her chest out, offered her breasts up to him. But he had moved on. 

His fingers laced through her hair, tugging on it, pulling her head back, forcing her to look up at 

him. "Min kvinne," he spat. Those eyes were glazed, had darkened to an almost blue-black. She 

shivered and was about to ask him what they meant.  

But he pulled harder on her hair, forced her backward, her feet moving tentatively. Then she felt 

something solid at the back of her thighs. Kirsty opened her mouth once more to speak, but he 

covered it instantly, another of those scorching kisses that seemed to go on and on, stealing her 

every thought. Except for this time, she was falling, actually falling. Then a cloud came up to 

cushion her fall, surrounded her in its softness while it trapped her against his hardness. She 

moaned into his mouth as his tongue plunged down her throat.  

She felt his hands about her waist, realized that he was battling with her skirt and tights. She 

lifted her hips, tried to dislodge his weight, but the movement only aided his task as he pushed 

the layers of material over her hips and down her thighs. Then he gave her the release she sought. 

He drew back; his fingers pulled her clothes down to her ankles. Her boots stopped him, but only 

for a moment.  

Then she was naked. Totally naked in this stranger's bed. With her arms trapped behind her back, 

she could not move enough to sit up. He smiled down at her as he reached behind him. "You like 

ropes?" 

It was a rhetorical question. Kirsty was fascinated with bondage. Shibari, the ancient Japanese art 

of knots, in particular, was her favorite new fetish. He claimed that the forum on it was where he 

first noticed her.  

Of course, she would never work up the courage to do more than look at the photographs of 

women, usually naked, contorted, and bound. Then she felt those strong, rough hands about her 

ankles. He positioned her so that her thighs were spread open, her calves crossed over one 

another, as he tied them together securely, preventing her from closing her legs.  

"I don't think," she began. 

"Flink. Do. Not. Think." He growled as he tied off the last knot. She looked down at the intricate 

latticework of rope and knots on her legs. How had he managed such sophisticated beauty in the 

space of just a couple of moments?  

He smiled again as if reading her thoughts. "I have been working ropes, learning knots almost 

before I could walk," he reminded her. 
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She nodded, but the knot that worried her most was the one growing in her stomach. When he 

bent over her, kissing her lips softly this time, it loosened, but just a bit. His hands snaked under 

her, and a moment later, she found her hands free once more. She sighed with relief. 

But it was short-lived as he brought another rope from somewhere beneath him. It was cinched 

already. He had only to slip it over her wrists then secure it above her head to a hook on the wall. 

How had she not noticed that sooner? 

"No," she cried out, thrashing about on the bed as he secured her left arm over her head.  

His golden brows arched as he smiled down at her. He reached for her one free limb. She 

thrashed about, trying to dislodge his weight, reach her other hand, and free herself. Somehow. 

Panic and bile rose in her throat as the degree of her vulnerability dawned upon her.  

"Stop," his command was quiet but compelling. "Do not hurt yourself." 

"Let me go," she pleaded. 

"You do not want this?" His smile broadened as his hands ran down her upper arm, her neck, and 

shoulders.  

His hand tenderly cupped her breast as he stared directly into her eyes. "Then why are your 

nipples hard?" To emphasize his point, he ran his thumbs back and forth across both of them 

until a soft moan was torn from her throat. "If you do not wish to be bound by me, then your 

little pussy will be tight and dry, will it not?"  

Kirsty's blush deepened at his bold words. Or perhaps the blush had more to do with what she 

knew he would find. She closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. She swore that she could feel the 

crisp sea air caress the wetness of her folds, wetter than she could ever remember being, so wet 

that she feared it would drip down the crease of her ass onto the bed. "Please." 

"Oh, Kristen, min kvinne, I will most definitely please," his mouth covered hers to inhale the 

sharp cry from her lips as she felt her other hand captured and quickly bound above her head. 

Her heart pounded so fast within her ribs that she feared it would explode from her chest.  

His mouth, lips, tongue, and teeth began a leisurely exploration of her bound and naked body. 

From the depths of her throat, down along her firm jaw lower still to the pulse that strummed in 

her neck. He bit at the veins in its side as he slipped his hand between her legs.  

His fingers found her slick folds, the rough pad of his thumb danced against the hard nub at its 

apex until she arched her body up against his. His thick middle finger slipped into her quivering 

channel, finding a spot that she had only heard about. As his fingers pressed deeper and harder 

against it, she cried out, feeling a gush of fluid, unlike anything she had ever imagined. 
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He laughed aloud at her predicament. "Most definitely as dry as a desert," he licked across her 

collar bone as he asked, "Would you like to reassess your claim not to want this, Miss Dickens?" 

When she arched this time, it was not to seek out his touch but to dislodge him. "Bastard," she 

spat. 

His teeth bit hard into the tender swell of her breast. She feared that they would break the skin, 

leave marks for days to come. She screamed in shock and pain. The hand between her thighs 

pushed harder and deeper into her. It drove her over the edge once more as she felt the wetness 

spread on the bed beneath her. His other hand wrapped through her hair, pulling her head back 

hard against the pillow, tugging so sharply that tears sprang to her eyes.  

And still, his teeth held their perch upon her breast. The pain and pleasure melded together, one 

augmenting the other as sensations crested over her like a tidal wave. Her throat was growing dry 

from screams, but it did not move him. He continued to torment and tease her. 

She felt her world lurch; then, he was sliding slowly up her body. Her breast ached where he had 

bitten into her. Her eyes blurred as he suddenly loomed over her. She realized then that his hand 

was no longer between her thighs that were spread open mercilessly by his bonds. She felt that 

hand, still wet with her juices, as it bit into the soft flesh of her ass, tilting it upward, holding her 

in place. Then he was filling her. Her eyes went wider, still in fear.  

"No," came out a throaty whisper, an unheard plea. "Please, no," she pleaded again. She felt her 

body stretching slowly, burning as he pushed deeper and harder inside of her. She was thankful 

for the orgasms he had given her earlier; their wetness cushioned his thrusts. He was 

considerably larger than Raj. And not at all the tentative, gentle lover that her ex had been.  

Then why was her body betraying her? Why was it opening for him? Drawing him deeper? 

Spasming around this invader. She had to stop this. Had to reason with the man before this went 

any further. Before, it was too late. "Please, Svein. Please, there are condoms in my purse. 

Please," she whimpered.  

"Nei," he growled into her ear as his teeth found the same tender spot on her lobe, biting down 

once more. "Nei," he repeated as he pounded harder and faster inside of her. "Min kvinne, 

babyen min." 

She shook her head, uncertain what he had said, but somehow knowing it was not the answer she 

had hoped for. She fought against the bonds once more, knowing that it was too late, that she 

was powerless to stop this man from doing whatever he wanted with her — and hating herself 

for the choices that brought her to this point.  

But no matter how much her mind might fight him, her body was surrendering to every touch, 

every bite, and every thrust. Her body was tightening, straining, reaching once more for the 
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powerful release that she had never felt before. It was so close, so incredibly close, she could 

almost touch it, but not quite. 

Then his fingers pulled her hair hard once more, his teeth pulled her ear away from her head, and 

his cock thrust deeper inside her than anything ever had been. "Nå," he roared, "nå, min kvinne, 

nå!"  

She felt him swell inside of her. Knew that it was too late for reason, too late for more pleadings. 

Too late for her.  

But not for her body, she arched upwards as she crested the peak once more. Her orgasm 

matched his own, going on and on. She might hat this man, but her body had other ideas. She felt 

torn. Fragmented into pieces so small that she could never find them all, let alone reconnect 

them.  

This battle between logic and need was more than she could manage. Her brain disconnected 

from her traitor's body. Until nothing mattered anymore. Only the intense need and power that 

was thrumming inside her. Everything inside of her burst outwards in a million bright lights that 

went higher and higher, soaring, reaching towards the stars. Then it all went black. 
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Chapter 3 

Svein bent to kiss Kirsten. His fingers found her pulse, and he smiled. " God natt og drøm søtt. 

We talk seinere."  

For now, he had things he must see to. Even if his body protested, demanded that he join his 

mate in slumber. If they were to sail, he was needed on deck. Besides, they had much to discuss, 

he and his brothers. It was not every day that they took a captive. A captive bride. Their bride as 

ancient custom commanded. 

Svein dressed quickly. It was easy since he had never fully undressed during their lovemaking. 

This first time was about the capture. And quick though it had been, it left him hungry to taste all 

of her rich flavors. The woman had been even more submissive than he imagined.  

All those possibilities would have to wait. Now that she was securely onboard the boat, they still 

needed to make their escape — harbormasters and customs officers to deal with. And the high 

tide was fast approaching. They could not afford to tarry another day. It would give her a chance 

to escape.   

The whole time he dressed, he was careful to avoid looking at his bed where she remained bound 

and so fucking helpless that his cock hardened just at the thought of it. He was not naïve enough 

to think that this was going to be easy. He knew better. Modernity was invading upon even their 

meager existence.  

Mikael had even tried its way, but that had proven disastrous. No, despite the impediments that 

they had thought so carefully through, worked so hard, and spent good money to overcome, the 

ancient way was the only way. So, after over four decades, Njörður's Captive welcomed a new 

bride for her masters. 

Once he was fully dressed right down to his boots and coat, Svein found the packet containing 

the forged documents they would need. The marriage license and passport that, along with his lie 

to his old friend, the harbormaster, should hopefully ease their departure. He glanced at the 

woman sleeping in his bed. In slumber, she seemed so much younger than she was.  

Some tiny morsel of guilt perhaps caused him to loosen the bonds. He was not stupid enough to 

untie her. Not yet. Once they were safely at sea, there would be time for that. Until then, he 

would make her as comfortable as possible and make sure that her circulation was intact. She 

was his responsibility now — their responsibility. And the sooner, he and his brothers talked 

about that the better. 

He found Bjⱷrn down the hall in the galley. "What are you doing?" he demanded.  

There were too many things still to be done before they could sail for his baby brother to be 

snacking. But the only thing bigger than his brother's appetite was his sense of humor. The kid 



 

- 31 - 
 

could always break the tension, make him and Mikael laugh when only a moment before they 

were ready to kill one another.  

His brother looked down at the tray sheepishly and blushed, "I thought maybe she would like 

something to eat." 

Svein nodded, leave it to Bjⱷrn to think of the things that he forgot. "She is asleep for now. And 

we need to get the hell out of here if this is going to work. Is everything done?" 

His brother nodded his lighter blond head and motioned towards the deck, "Mikael was 

requesting final permission when I left." 

Leave it to Mikael to get the job done. His brother was just as able a seaman and captain as he 

was. Only an accident of birth had given him the authority that his brother craved. Perhaps that 

need to be the one in charge was what had motivated Mikael to break with tradition. To grab for 

something that was utterly his own.  

Maybe if he had chosen more wisely…with his head and not his heart? But the truth was that 

Greta was a poor choice from the beginning. A spoilt city girl used to having her way in 

everything could never adjust to their quiet and isolated way of life. But that was behind them all 

now. Well, most of it anyway. After three years of mourning and pining for a wife that was never 

coming back, their mother had finally convinced Mikael to give the old ways a chance.  

She had had to work almost as hard to convince Svein. He was more than happy to let his 

brothers do the marrying, in the new way even. As far as he was concerned, he was already 

married - to Njörður’s Captive and the sea was his mistress. Other than that what he wanted from 

a woman, he could charm from the occasional submissive that he met online or in the clubs, or 

even pay for it when absolutely necessary. 

So, why then had she gotten under his skin so much over the past three months? Her innocence 

and completely open curiosity did things to him that his more experienced partners never had. 

The idea of training her, just for his taste - their tastes, was intriguing.  

But all of that would be for nothing, and he and his brothers could be in genuine and big trouble 

if they did not get the ship out of here damned soon. A thousand years ago, Vikings stealing 

brides from the Brits via their longboats might have been commonplace, but Svein knew that 

twenty-first-century laws called it kidnapping and imposed rather long prison sentences for it. 

And he had no desire to waste years of his life in jail, let alone allow his brothers to.  

"Leave the food. When we are out to sea, you may take it to her." Perhaps Bjⱷrn's youth and 

mirth might be a better way of waking sleeping beauty. After all, she would be as much his wife 

and his responsibility as she was his or Mikael's.  
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All of this was after all his baby brother’s idea, Bjⱷrn's and Petrine’s. He only hoped that they 

were right about this one and that she was not another spoilt city girl. 

That sharing was the beauty of this tradition, how it had come about. Or so legend said. No one 

was sure exactly when or how, but it had always been the tradition for brothers to take care of the 

widows and children of any lost at sea. The story was told of one woman who had been captured 

from a warring tribe centuries ago.  

She had gone through five brothers. When she saw the last one come home alone from the sea, 

she had fallen to the ground weeping. "Why? Now I must marry you as well. Why do you not 

have done with it and merely have me marry you all from the beginning? Perhaps that would 

have been kinder to my heart than coming to love each of you only to lose you in turn."  

When it came time for her sons to marry, she had insisted that was what they do. Capture just 

one bride. They were gone to sea for much of the year anyway. And since a woman’s needs were 

often so much more complicated than men, the arrangement often worked out quite well. When a 

wife would get mad at one of them, it was sometimes possible for others to smooth the waters.  

Svein laughed, "Definitely Bjⱷrn's job. I have no patience for such things, and Mikael is not even 

certain he wants any part of this whole thing." 

"What, brother? You called me," Mikael answered as Svein stepped onto the deck. 

He shook his head, "It is nothing. Do not concern yourself with it." He saw his brother bristle at 

his words. He wondered, as he often did, how he would have handled it if the roles were 

reversed. Would he have been able to follow his brother's orders as efficiently as Mikael did?  

It had not been an issue when they had first taken to sea. As teens and young men, working 

alongside their fathers, they had been almost equals, though both had known that eventually the 

primary responsibility would fall to him.  

That had seemed so far away then. Until one by one, their fathers had become old men. The 

lucky one retiring to land and years of love, laughter, and warmth alongside their mother that 

they had been denied for a lifetime. Though most had met a different Fate — death at the hands 

of Njörður and his blood-thirsty daughter Rán. Only Uncle Olav remained to keep their mother 

company and occasionally offer his son and nephews what wisdom he had gained over a lifetime 

of rough and difficult seas. 

He could use some of that wisdom now. "Has the harbormaster cleared us?" he asked Mikael.  

His brother shook his dark head. "He said he wanted to speak with you himself first."  

Mikael looked worried, but then again, it was all too common a thing for him these past few 

years. Svein missed the care-free if a bit quarrelsome man that his brother had been before that 

woman came and ripped his heart out.  
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He frowned; let that be a warning for all of them, not to let this woman get too close. Not much 

chance of that with Mikael. He was not sure that his brother's heart would ever heal from the 

other bitch's cold and callous rejection not only of him but of their child as well. As for him, 

well, he was too practical to allow any little slip of a woman to get to him.  

But he would have to keep a close eye upon Bjⱷrn. He and the girl were closer in age, and with 

his brother's winsome temperament, it would only be natural for a deeper bond to form. Of 

course, that might not be such a bad thing. It would bind their woman to them. On the other 

hand, he did not want to see Bjⱷrn hurt as Mikael had been.  

Was this polyandrous marriage still the best solution for their complicated way of living? But he 

did not have time to ponder it further as the bulky form of his friend, the harbormaster, stepped 

onto the deck.  

Svein held out his hand and greeted the man with a smile, "Welcome, my friend." 

The man shook his hand firmly and smiled widely. "So, did you get the little lady settled, old 

friend? I got to tell you I never thought an ugly old mug like you could capture a woman like that 

one. Mind you; I did not get a good look at her earlier. You were in quite a hurry, but from what 

I saw of her, who can blame you? Besides with a woman that pretty she might get better offers." 

Svein smiled and shook his friend's hand. He tried not to react to how accurate the man's 

description of the situation was. Especially the word…capture. If his friend knew the truth, he 

would be obligated to betray him. Svein kept up the polite conversation for a couple of moments 

as he handed the man all of their documents, including her forged passport.  

"Where has the little lady gone off to?" asked the older man with a bit of a leer.  

So, that was what it was all about. His friend wanted a closer look at his 'new bride.' It was the 

last thing that Svein could allow. If, or more likely when, her disappearance made the news, he 

wanted as few connections to them as possible.  

Svein was almost sure that the girl had not told anyone about him or their meeting. And while 

there was a cyber-trail of their conversations, thanks to baby brother's interest in computers, all 

of it had been routed through servers around the world. The profile he gave and the information 

in that email would lead nowhere.  

Thanks to the bitter British autumn and layers of clothes she wore, he was confident that neither 

the surveillance cameras at the harbor nor this man had gotten a really good look at her. Other 

than tall, with long legs and red hair, he doubted that his friend could provide any description of 

the woman. And he wanted to keep it that way. 

"She is settling in below. Big day and all," Svein could see that the man was not satisfied as he 

stretched and stared at the stairway that led below. 
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"I really should see for myself. Check her against the passport and all you know," the man 

cleared his throat. 

This was not going as smoothly as Svein had hoped. Perhaps a half-lie would serve him well 

now; he moved closer to his friend. Shoulder to shoulder as he lowered his voice a bit, 

"Honestly, I left her sleeping," he added a conspiratorial wink for good measure. 

His friend cleared his throat and slapped him on the shoulder, "Good job then. Don't suppose I 

have to see the new bride…if she is indisposed. We've known each other since you were just a 

lad, so I guess I can take your word for it.”  

“Besides, I caught enough of a look at the girl to see that she was not drugged and went with you 

willingly and all. I know it sounds awful, but the whole custom's people are overly concerned 

about this human trafficking thing.” 

This was why the laws and sentences had become so stiff for what was, for their family, a 

tradition for centuries. And why getting this man off the boat and them out to sea as soon as 

possible was so important.  

Bjⱷrn's smiling face appeared out of the lower decks. He carried a tray of homemade cookies 

that looked to still be warm from the oven. Their mother often did things like freeze the dough 

for them. Of course, she had taught them all to cook, clean, sew, and fend for themselves.  

Bjⱷrn especially had taken to the kitchen. When at sea, he was generally their cook. He held out 

the tray for the man, "Take a few. I made a fresh batch for her." 

"Don't mind if I do," said the man. "So, you met your brother's wife already? I'd figure he'd want 

to keep the little lady as far away from your pretty face as he could," the harbormaster chuckled. 

Bjⱷrn blushed, "I have not spent much time with her, no, but he introduced her earlier." 

"I was just telling him what a pretty little thing she was or what little I could see of her. But with 

legs like those, I suppose it doesn't matter much if her face is butt ugly," he joked around a full 

mouth of cookie. 

Bjⱷrn smiled and nodded as he held out the tray to their friend again. The man took three more 

of the sweets and wrapped them in a napkin as he gave a final look around the deck of the small 

ship. After a curt nod, he held out his hand to both men, taking the younger man's first and 

shaking it briefly.  

Then he turned to Svein, "All seems in order, my friend. See you in another three months or so. 

Until then, try to get some work done. Forget that. Leave it all to these two young chaps and 

enjoy your new bride." 
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Svein nodded and shook the man's hand. They would not be returning for some time, but he did 

not tell his friend that. He doubted that the man would give it more than a casual thought when 

they did not. After all, the life of fishermen were uncertain, and in the current economy, many of 

his kind were disappearing. He was sure that in a year or so, the man would assume that they too 

had become victims of either the sea or financial troubles.  

No, it would be some time before Njörður's Captive returned to these shores, and even then, 

perhaps it would be best to select another port. He watched as the man disappeared down the 

docks. With a huge sigh, he turned to his brother. "Tell Mikael we leave immediately." Bjⱷrn 

nodded and turned towards the back of the ship.  

 

Svein climbed the stairs to the control room. He checked the latest weather and tide updates as he 

watched his brothers untether the ship and lift anchor. Within five minutes, they had pushed back 

from the docks. He was thankful that their boat was not large enough that it required a tug into 

deeper waters. He would not want to waste precious time waiting.  

In very little time, they had cleared the harbor and were out to the open sea. It would be days 

before they were home, but at least the sea would embrace them in her ample bosom, give them 

some time and space to get to the safety of their home with their captive bride.  

Now, he could breathe a bit easier. The girl had no place to run. The matter was settled. Or it 

would be soon.  

As soon as the sea was deep enough and calm enough, he set the autopilot and went to seek out 

his brothers. He found Bjⱷrn first. The youngest was smiling as always. He tried to think of a 

time when the man was not, but only the strongest gale or the death of one of their fathers could 

countenance such a thing.  

"Take your cookies to her," he said. "Make small talk. Hell, you can even untie her. But do not 

tell her anything until Mikael and I join you. Is that understood?" 

The younger man nodded, but he seemed reluctant to go. At last, he spoke, "What is she like?" 

Of course, this had been a joint decision, of sorts anyway. All of them had worked together, 

trolling the fetish websites looking for the right candidate, even their mother had helped.  

They had written most of the emails together, though Svein had to admit that Bjⱷrn did most of 

the work. His contributions were mostly terse notes about the places they visited. He had never 

been very good at talking, even with his brothers. And writing, especially his mother’s English, 

even less so. Which was why he did not know what to say to Bjⱷrn now. 

"See for yourself. She is easy to talk with," Svein shrugged. It was the best response he could 

give.  
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He suspected that Bjⱷrn and Kirsten would hit it off immediately. Who could not love his little 

brother? Between his handsome face and his almost naively sweet personality, the boy had been 

a ladies' man even before he had known what to do with them.  

Svein smiled as he remembered his baby brother's first voyage. The ship had docked in 

Nederland, and his fathers and the three of them had taken to the bars. Even though he was 

barely fourteen, Bjⱷrn had come with them.  

Already he was over six feet tall, and unlike either Svein or Mikael, who had been lanky well 

into their early twenties, Bjⱷrn was already board shouldered. He looked almost as old as 

Mikael, who was seven years his elder. Even now, Svein wanted to laugh just thinking about all 

the women, some of them nearly as mature as their mother, who had thrown themselves at the 

boy.  

No, Bjⱷrn would do fine with the woman. It was his other brother that he was worried about. He 

needed to talk to Mikael. Now.  

"Go on, boy. Use that charm. We old men are counting on you to calm the seas for us." He 

forced a smile to reassure the younger man, but he once more urged caution. "But do not give her 

any details. Until we join you, we'll be as quick as we can. The sooner we speak with the woman, 

the sooner she can begin to come to terms with her destiny as Mother would call it. But right 

now, I need to talk to Mikael. Alone." 

His younger brother nodded, and for a split second, that smile was gone. Svein realized then that 

it was more than Mikael that the woman's betrayal had hurt.  

His brother's failed marriage had touched them all in one way or another. And right now, he had 

to ensure that the three of them genuinely were united in this endeavor. He slapped Bjⱷrn on the 

shoulder, practically pushing him towards the stairwell. He continued towards the keel where he 

was almost sure Mikael was trying to hide from him, from the situation - from their new bride. 

 

  



 

- 37 - 
 

Chapter 4 

Mikael stared into the dark murkiness of the water as it churned from beneath the ship. It 

reminded him of his life. Or what was left of it after she left. In his kinder moments, he told 

himself that he had been young, that he had thought that he loved the woman, and more 

importantly, he thought she loved him too. But what did you know at twenty-six?  

"Fuck, twenty-six," he spat into the wind and waves.  

The woman was twenty-six. How had he let that one escape him? Would it have made any 

difference?  

None of his other objections had. And he had plenty. But he supposed he would have found 

something wrong with anyone that his brothers choose. The simple truth was that he did not want 

a wife. He had had one - and look how that turned out. 

But the truth was that he was the very reason that their mother was pushing this so hard. Well, 

not him, but his little girl Monica.  

She was almost five now. Still, she did not speak. Not a single word. She would not even look at 

you. She drew away from touch, though, at times, she would cling tightly to her grandmother's 

leg or his father’s. Sometimes even Svein. Bjⱷrn was her favorite though, laughing and tossing 

her about. They seemed not to need words to understand one another. Him…his daughter wanted 

nothing to do with.  

Maybe in her tiny mind, she blamed him for the loss of her mother? She had barely been two 

when Greta left. Packed her bag and demanded that he take her back to Germany, back home. He 

had begged and pleaded, sworn that he would give up fishing, get a 'normal' job, and stay home. 

He had promised that they would move to the city. Anything if she would just stay. She had 

refused all his entreaties.  

As he had picked up their daughter, the enormity of it all came to a head. Greta had asked him 

what he was doing. When he replied that he was taking them back, like she asked, his wife had 

informed him that she wanted to go home - alone. She wanted no part of him, no reminder of 

their life together, not even their child.  

Mikael was not sure whether he was elated that at least he was not losing his child or angry at a 

woman who could so callously turn her back on her own flesh and blood. He had decided to go 

with both. Despite all the difficulties, he loved his daughter, dearly.  

His daughter? Maybe that was his problem with this whole thing? After a lifetime of sharing 

everything, every meager thing they had, Mikael had always longed to step out of Svein's 

shadow. To have something all his own. He thought he had that when he met Greta. Though he 
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knew he was breaking with hundreds of years of tradition, he was confident that the old ways 

were dead. Wrong even.  

After all, how barbaric was it - kidnapping a woman, sharing her among all the brothers, never 

even being absolutely positively sure if a child was yours or a nephew? They had always known 

that their way of life was an anathema to the modern cities that they visited. But it went deeper 

than that. From the time that they set foot outside of the Holding, their little world, and went into 

town to shop with their mother, the boys had known that they were different.  

Mikael had not wanted to be different. He had wanted his own ship. His own wife. His own 

home. His own child. He shook his light brown head as the late autumn darkness enveloped him. 

Maybe he should have found the strength to leave long ago.  

He might not be a computer genius like Bjⱷrn. The sea might be all that he knew, like his fathers 

and Svein. He might not even be captain, but he had the skills necessary to find work on any 

ship. Perhaps one of the shipping lines that they birthed alongside in the ports was looking for a 

first mate.  

But he was tired of being just a first mate - second best. It was what he had been all his life. 

What he was with his wife and even his child.  

"I have been looking for you," came the voice from behind him. 

"I figured you would be," he replied flatly.  

This was the moment he had wanted to avoid. Had honestly hoped would never come. He 

reminded himself that Svein was not the enemy. That he had no more choice in the life, they 

shared than he did. It had merely been a spin of Fortuna's wheel that had dealt them the cards 

that determined their fates. Svein's as elder brother shouldered the full weight of their collective 

futures alone. And his as…first mate, second best. 

"I sent Bjⱷrn to feed the woman," Svein said stiffly. His brother was not a man for whom words 

came readily. He had never been. He was a man who simply did whatever was necessary…for 

the good of everyone else. 

"She has a name. Kirsty," Mikael was uncertain why he was defending the woman.  

He wanted no part in this tradition, this marriage, if you could call it that. It certainly never 

would be by the world in which they lived. They were freaks, and any children born of the union 

were doomed to be freaks too…just as they had been from the time they were little.  

Perhaps it was the very fact that some part of him still clung to the hope that he could convince 

them all to abandon this foolish idea? And what? To admit to themselves that the world was 

changing around them? That their very way of life was over? That was hard enough for him to 

accept. Let alone Svein…or his mother and father.  
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Only Bjⱷrn had a real chance at a 'normal' life. If they would concede and allow his youngest 

brother to go to college, study computers that he loved so much. But the kid lacked the will to 

break with traditions, so he clung to the ancient ways, and found his joy where he could in 

designing the games he loved so much — staying up late into the night in the bunk beneath 

Mikael’s.  

Who knew maybe it was his fault? If his marriage had succeeded? If he had shown the way? 

That the old way was not the only one? That they could be men in their own rights, not just sons 

of the sea as their fathers before them, and their fathers' fathers back through time to the ancient 

Vikings that had spawned them. But he had not. He had failed. And he was failing now too.  

"I told him not to give her any details until we joined them," his brother gripped the rail next to 

him until his knuckles shone as white as the moon that kept peeking between the clouds.  

Mikael nodded, "I'll go up and steer for a bit. You join Bjⱷrn. The two of you don't need me," he 

said aloud the words that he had been practicing all day, perhaps for a lifetime. 

Svein spun to face him. His brother’s face contorted in rage, "You know it is not like that. This 

has always been an all or nothing thing. You agreed. You gave mother your word. Does that 

mean nothing to you anymore?" 

Mikael felt anger and shame dueling inside of his chest, making it tight until he swore that he 

could not breathe. But his brother was far from finished with him. That was the thing about 

Svein; he was like the depths of the sea that they fished. He might appear glassy calm at times, 

but deep beneath were currents that pulled you under with unexpected strength.  

And when the storms of life stirred those waters, when they reached deep beneath those waters to 

the bottom of that sea, flotsam and jetsam, which were never meant to see the light of the sun, 

were tossed recklessly upon the shores. Cleaning it up was never a pleasant task. Mikael steeled 

himself for the storm that was to come. Who knew perhaps he deserved all that his brother would 

throw at him? 

"Mother has slaved for three years to raise your child, Mikael. She is not a young woman. You 

know how her bones ache, how her joints swell more each winter. Yet, she runs after a small 

child. Don't get me wrong; we all know that she does not mind. None of us do. But that does not 

make it easy," he paused for a moment, whether to take a breath or allow his words to sink in, 

Mikael did not know.  

"Do you have any idea how hard these past few years have been for her? It is not just losing our 

fathers one by one. That is the inevitable passage of time that we all must learn to deal with — 

but watching us grow into men, seeing the struggles that each of us faces between the old and the 

new? Do you think that is easy for her? Did your father ever tell you her story?"  
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Mikael shook his head. He preferred to lock away the few memories he had beyond Petrine, the 

rock, as she had chosen to call herself.  

The woman, who had loved four men the same but differently, giving to each what he needed 

and taking from him that which he was able to give in return. She had patched together a loving 

family that had provided their three sons with stability that most modern nuclear families could 

not…love and discipline in the measure that each needed. That was all he needed to know of the 

woman that gave birth to him.  

Or so he thought as Svein continued, "You know that she is American. She was a flower child of 

the sixties, hitchhiking across Europe in the early seventies when she met our fathers. Anders fell 

instantly under her spell. You can still see shades of the beauty that she once was. I remember it 

well, and trust me, she could have given that blonde lingerie supermodel a run for her money." 

Mikael nodded as both of them relaxed and leaned against the railing once more. When his 

brother finally got to talking, it was never a short conversation, "The thing about Mama is that 

she is that rarest of treasures: a woman who is more beautiful on the inside than the out.”  

“Anders saw that. And while she spouted dreams of sexual liberation and equality of that time, 

she also longed for the meadows and fields of the commune where she had once lived in 

California. He said he always knew that with time and love, this woman could be the One." 

'The One,' it was the term that was always used to describe her…the bride. Mikael had grown up 

hearing stories of the valor of his forefathers who had gone to sea and war to maintain their way 

of life. But he had heard just as many tales of the women, who had fought alongside these men to 

keep hearth and home. The Ones were rare, but then again, that was at it was meant to be. Each 

generation had only to find one woman. One woman capable of loving them and of bearing and 

raising the sons that would continue it all.  

Oh, there were the occasional daughters, like his Monica. They were treasured and loved, spoiled 

almost by fathers and uncles, as well as their mothers. In ages gone by, they trained and traded, 

sometimes with others who practiced the ancient ways. But that no longer held. To their 

knowledge, their family alone held to the old ways. What would become of Monica was very 

much undecided, partly because of her differences… 

"But his brothers were not so sure. She was brash, loud, and very opinionated," his brother 

chuckled.  

The tension seeped a bit further away. "Maybe Mama has not changed so much after all. Anders 

recognized that was what they needed, someone strong enough to stand up to the winds of time 

that were blowing everything they knew away. One by one, he introduced them to her. Rachel, 

she was called then. And slowly, they began to see it too." 
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He sighed, "But it was not easy, not in the beginning anyway. When it was time for them to 

return to the sea, they took her with them. Yes, took. Kidnapped…captured just as tradition 

dictated. Mama always said that if Anders had asked, she might well have gone of her own free 

will. But that was not their way. And when they told her of their ways…" 

Svein’s laughter joined with the crashing waves and howling wind to create a symphony as 

beautiful as the woman they spoke of. "Well, you have seen Mama's temper. You can imagine 

what happened then.”  

“Four brothers and one wife. She wanted no part of such barbaric ways, and she told them so. In 

very colorful ways and in all the languages that she knew. You know that gash above the door in 

my cabin?" 

Mikael nodded, entranced by his brother's talent for storytelling. No wonder it was he who 

Monica wanted to tuck her when they were home. "Mama did that. She threw one of the hooks 

that Lars was repairing at them. Almost took Lars's eye out,” he said. “But she always said it was 

Anders she was aiming for, for getting her into the mess." 

Mikael could almost picture it. Their mother with one of the long hooks that they used for 

moving and separating the fish in her hand, using it like a javelin or spear to defend herself. It 

was so much like her.  

Yet, over the years, it was them and their fathers, their way of life that she had come to defend. 

He frowned as he tried to imagine that transformation. How the hippie feminist that his brother 

was describing became the earth mother whose love was the glue that held them all together? 

Their rock as she was called now. 

His brother smiled, "Yes, I can see it. You are wondering too. How did Mama come to accept 

her fate? To love our fathers and us. To fight with every breath inside of her to save our way of 

life that the world would say is wrong. Ask her yourself, Mikael. That part of the story is not 

mine to tell. I told you this much only so you would understand how important this is to her." 

Svein sucked in a great lung full of air, so profoundly that the sound of it rose above the waves 

and wind. "Do you think this is what I want?" He shook his head and waved his hand towards the 

sea, "Njörður's Captive is my wife. And Rán, my mistress. They are all I have ever wanted."  

His brother sighed heavily, releasing more than just air in that final whoosh as the truth of their 

situation dawned on both men.  

"But Mama is right. What we want and what we need is not always the same thing. I wanted 

your marriage to work, maybe even more than you did. Then none of this would have fallen to 

me. Your sons and Bjⱷrn's could have taken over in a few years when we are too old for this 

shit." 
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His brother shook his head, "But we cannot change the past, neither of us. And maybe Mama is 

right; maybe this life is too tough for any of us. Maybe it truly does take more than one man to 

give a woman enough love to bear all of the pain that comes with life and enough courage and 

strength to love in return." 

Mikael nodded as he thought about his brother's words, about his mother's as well. Was that 

where he had gone wrong with Greta? Had she needed more than he alone could give her? 

Would Bjⱷrn's laughter have smoothed the way to wedded bliss as he bet even know his little 

brother was doing below deck? Would Svein's quiet wisdom have lit the pathway when he had 

no idea which direction to turn? 

He doubted it. Greta had never possessed his mother's strength nor her selfless capacity for love. 

She was not 'the One' and never could have been. She could not have adapted any better to three 

simple fishermen husbands than she could to one.  

Could this one? Could Kirsty do any better? Did she have the strength of spirit that had sustained 

their mother through the loss of three men that she loved, each very differently but all with equal 

ferocity? Could she give up the chaos of the big city for the quiet, almost lonely solitude that 

forced one to examine the deeper side of life…and themselves? Could she embrace that and find 

the beauty in it as their mother had with her wildflowers? And her equally wild sons.  

That was the question that weighed deepest upon Mikael. More importantly, did this woman 

possess enough of their mother's seemingly endless capacity to love for her to embrace the wild 

and all too quiet little girl that was all he truly cared about?  

His brother was right, and Svein’s words reminded him of others that their mother had whispered 

into his ear as they set sail, "Mikael, I will not always be here for Monica. Your little girl needs 

more than an old woman can give. As much as I love that little girl, and you know I do, she 

needs a mother."  

She had drawn back with a soft kiss to his bearded cheek and a firm slap in the same spot, "You 

know what you must do."  

She had thumped his chest with a smile before turning back to look at the tiny package wrapped 

in her thickest winter coat and lifted high in his father’s arms. "You know in here. I taught you 

well. We showed you the way. But you alone can find your way back to it…back to us." 

He shook his head and cursed that wheel of Fate once more, but he knew that what they spoke 

was true…both of them. Right now, he had to face his Fate. And stand shoulder to shoulder with 

his brothers to embrace a tradition almost as old as their way of life. 

 He only hoped that together, they had used more wisdom to choose 'the One' than he had shown 

when he picked Greta. But that too was supposedly one of the benefits of this way; sometimes 

three heads were better than one. Or he sure hoped so. 
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He sighed as he stepped back from the rail. With a final glance at the moon as she peeked her 

face once more behind a cloud, he gave the only answer that he could, "Alright, let's go. I know 

he is better looking than we are and probably smarter too, but we can't foist this whole thing off 

on the poor kid. He is, after all, just one man."  

Because after all his mother said, he knew the truth when he saw it, and deep inside, he knew this 

felt right as his brother laughed into the wind and waves, and wrapped his arm about his 

shoulder. Together the two men turned to face the fate that neither of them fully wanted, but both 

of them needed to the depths of their dark souls.  
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Chapter 5 

Bjⱷrn piddled around the galley. The cookies should be done baking soon. What would he do to 

delay the inevitable then?  

Why did he want to? This had, after all, been his idea. He had been the one to bring it up, first 

with mother. Then after her help was assured, together, they began to work on Svein and Mikael. 

That had not been easy. It had taken the better part of a year to convince Svein, and even now 

Bjⱷrn feared his eldest brother was only half convinced. And Mikael was even more reluctant, 

though he of all of them understood exactly why. In the end, even with their mother’s support, it 

had been nothing but grudgingly agree that Bjⱷrn could at least look, see what might be out 

there.  

But she was here now. Kirsty was onboard Njörður’s Captive. He should be ecstatic, and he was.   

No, this was his plan. The youngest. But he could always see what his brothers could not. The 

bigger picture, while they struggled through the forest one tree at a time. Not that he was 

unhappy with his place. He was not. He loved being the baby. It had afforded him more time 

with their mother, a better education, and freedom from the heavy weight of responsibility that 

his older brothers battled for. While he was content to simply - live.  

But he knew that it was not that simple. Their way of life was under attack from all sides. 

Fishing was becoming more difficult as fewer fish inhabited their artic waters due to pollution 

and overfishing. Today they competed not just with other family fishing vessels but with large 

corporate ones and with farms. Fisheries, where fish were grown like their mother grew her 'wild' 

flowers.  

It was not just that, though. The harbormaster’s visit had reminded him of all they stood to lose if 

this plan went wrong. Their very freedom. He and his brothers could spend several years in 

prison for what had been a way of life for as long as anyone could remember. But modern 

society would not see it that way - kidnapping. They would be gone so long that the business 

would inevitably fail. Monica would be grown, and their mother and Uncle Olav gone.  

He swallowed hard at the thought. Just as he always did. But it was a reality that he had to face. 

One that he had forced himself to meet over a year ago. And one for which the solution was 

crystal clear, at least to him. They must find their 'One.'  

It was strange that the modernity that threatened to bring an end to their way of life had provided 

the key to finding her. The Internet that Bjⱷrn had been the first to learn had offered them the 

means to search the world over for that One unique 'wildflower' as Mama called her. A flower 

that could grow and bloom its sweetest petals in the cold, rocky soil of their homeland - and the 

battered hearts of three rough brothers. 
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He had been reluctant at first to allow their mother to assist him. While he did post a couple of 

profiles at traditional dating sites, it was the ones that catered to his and his brothers' ‘darker 

side’ to which he gave the most effort.  

He chuckled at the memory of one of his mother's favorite Christmas presents. He had been a 

little boy, and they had gotten a VCR for Christmas that year. Each of the boys had received 

videos that might be of interest to them. So, too had their mother.  

He would never forget the light in her eyes or the sound of her abundant laughter as she opened 

her gift. He knew that their mother still watched that video sometimes, especially when she 

began to miss the men whom she had loved for so long. Except now, the Kerry green eyes that 

he had inherited from her were filled with tears by the end of Seven Brides for Seven Brothers.  

No, when he had protested, their mother had reminded him any woman that could accept and 

love four men could manage a touch of kink as she pushed him aside and viewed the profile he 

had created in Svein's name at the BDSM site. She had merely chuckled and murmured 

something about nuts never falling far from trees and began to point out things that he had 

missed that would appeal to the type of woman they sought.  

So, their mother had begun to help him search through the thousands of profiles on the site in the 

half dozen cities and ports where they called regularly. It had been a long and, at times, very 

depressing process. This one was too submissive. That one too bratty. That one too uptight to 

manage polyandry. They had explicitly decided not to announce that part of their lifestyle in the 

adverts.  

It had taken them three months to identify a handful of women who might – might - be possible 

candidates. He had with his brothers and their mother began communicating with them all. Then 

one by one, they had fallen away as the women either found Doms closer to them or showed 

flaws that would make them incompatible with what the brothers needed.  

In the end, only two women remained — a Russian woman who was slightly older than Bjⱷrn 

with a young child of her own and Kirsty. Svein and even Mikael had favored the Russian 

because, as a mother herself, she would perhaps take more quickly to Monica. But that had 

ended disastrously when Svein returned from meeting the woman enraged over the abusive way 

she treated her son.  

They had redoubled their efforts with Kirsty. She had been their last chance, at least for this trip. 

And perhaps forever. Bjⱷrn was not confident he and Mama could keep Svein and Mikael 

interested in this 'project.' He feared that his brothers would continue to drift further apart - until 

Svein had returned with her today.  
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He glanced at that closed door once more; she offered Bjⱷrn and Petrine hope. A chance at least 

that they could salvage their way of life - at least for one more generation. Bjⱷrn had enjoyed the 

messages that they exchanged with the woman.  

With Kirsty. She was intelligent. She cared passionately about her job. And it did not hurt that 

she was stunning. But what had drawn him to her went deeper. Like him, she knew something 

was missing - something that she craved to find in life. 

His gaze drifted longingly to the laptop on the table. He knew what he wanted — a chance to do 

more with computer programming, which was merely a hobby between fishing trips. The thing 

was that he loved fishing too. Mikael and Mama might think that he longed to break free…to do 

his own thing as Mikael had. But he did not. All he wanted was a chance to combine his loves 

more fully. If he could turn the tides of modernity in their favor instead of trying to sail against 

her all too strong winds, then perhaps it was another step closer to their dreams. 

Sure, Njörður's Captive had over the past few years adopted several modern technologies such as 

sonar to help them locate the schools of fish they sought. Still, there was so much more they 

could do with technology to make the business more profitable. The Internet could connect them 

with buyers who would pay much more than they were getting in the various markets. Top-end 

restaurants could get the fish directly from them, ensuring that it was fresher and higher quality. 

And they could cut out the middle man, make more money.  

It made perfect sense to Bjⱷrn, but convincing Svein was another matter. To his eldest brother, 

he was Loki, comedic god — a jester. What Svein never realized was that the jokes were his tool 

for being noticed. As the youngest, it would have been easy for him to get lost in a houseful of 

men. His father, his uncles, two older brothers. He had only his quick mind, his smile, and the 

ability to make Mama laugh.  

While he might have made a place for himself in Mama's heart and their family, Svein was 

especially challenging. By the time that Bjⱷrn had been born, his eldest had taken to the sea with 

their fathers. He was practically a man full grown. Even Mikael was gone within a couple of 

years. He alone remained with Mama as she taught him all that he needed to know of the world.  

But his path diverged from his brothers the day that Stig brought a computer home from one of 

their trips. Not that he could access the Internet, not back then anyway. But they had loaded the 

thing with all kinds of programs that would help his mother teach him. Bjⱷrn had gone from a 

mediocre student to a boy genius overnight thanks to the magical machine. 

When he had joined them at sea, or more importantly on their trips where he could spend hours 

exploring the World Wide Web in Internet cafes along their route, he was forever hooked. 

Knowledge beyond his wildest imagination was at his fingertips. He could learn anything he 

wanted, any time he wanted. And he did.  
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Unfortunately, as he drifted deeper and deeper into the world of knowledge, he drifted further 

and further from the brothers he loved and wanted nothing more than to emulate. His learning set 

him apart, somehow, made him different. When he began to talk about anything beyond the sea 

and fish that they knew, they merely laughed and tuned him out.  

His mother had been his only sounding board. Her mind was as active as it had been all those 

years ago when the wanderlust as she called it drew her to distant shores. That had been the only 

way to see new places, learn new things then…was to go. Now she had taken to the computer as 

fervently as he had. Together they explored ideas and spoke long into the night of ancient 

philosophers, modern psychology, and especially of ways that they could save the life they 

loved. A life that both felt slipping through their fingers every day.  

But their mother was getting older. She would not be around forever. Even now Bjⱷrn felt her 

withdraw further from them as she said her final farewells to each of the men she had loved 

through a lifetime. When his father had died seven years ago, it was only Uncle Olav that kept 

his mother from drifting away in a depth of despair from which none of them could draw her 

back.  

This woman who loved her men, her sons, and their way of life was growing older. And if, 

when, Uncle Olav was gone? It was the question that forced Bjⱷrn to face reality when Svein 

thought only of bottom line profits and how to keep Ägir's Captive afloat when so many small 

family fishing vessels like theirs were going out of business. And Mikael was too busy feeling 

sorry for himself since that woman came into their lives.  

Bjⱷrn shook his head in disgust. He hated Greta. For how easily she had abandoned her daughter 

certainly. But the reasons went much deeper than that. It was a secret that he hid from his 

brothers, even his mother. The woman had tried to seduce him. When he rejected her advances, 

she had merely laughed and asked why he was acting so high and mighty; brides were to be 

shared between them anyway. He had shoved her way, pointing out that cheating behind 

Mikael's back was not sharing. Still, she had only laughed - and left. 

Of course, that woman could never understand. He was not sure that even his brothers 

understood just how vital finding 'the One' was. But he did. He knew, just knew, deep inside his 

gut. If they did not find her, the one that could bind them all together with the tightest of bonds 

that would weather whatever storms this modernity was sure to throw at them, then all of Svein's 

hard work to salvage the business would be lost. And what would become of little Monica when 

Mama joined their fathers on the other side?  

But perhaps what scared Bjⱷrn most was what would become of them. Three brothers born of 

different fathers, tied together by the sea, and a mother. They could easily drift apart. Go their 

separate ways. The rivalry between Svein and Mikael grew with each passing day. Mikael's 

failure to etch out some space, something all his own, only made the chasm wider. 
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And Svein was so damned busy trying to manage schedules and markets that sometimes it 

seemed he forgot; they were his brothers, not merely crewmen. Oh, he knew that his eldest 

brother did his best. He felt the weight of their combined destinies on his broad shoulders. But he 

forgot - they were in this together. All of them. Or they should be anyway. 

Which is where she came in, or where Bjⱷrn hoped like hell she did. He looked down the 

hallway to the closed door to his brother's room. As he heard the ding of the timer on the oven, 

he knew that he could not delay this much longer. He needed to meet her - face to face. This 

woman on whom he and his mother had pinned their hopes for saving the dream that they both 

held so dear.  

He shook his blond head. Could she do it? This woman. He was not sure. Like Greta, she was a 

city girl. To make matters worse, a career woman. And an only child. All three seemed strikes 

against her.  

They needed someone capable of spending long months alone. Someone who saw her job as 

keeping the Holding, as they called the farm that had been in their family for as long as time 

itself; their children; and them together. Someone whose heart was big enough to love them all 

for the men they were, faults and all. And that was a damned big order to fill; their mother's 

shoes were huge.  

Was it even possible in this modern world to find such a creature? Strong yet loving. Intelligent 

yet submissive. Loyal and kind. Someone who could see into their souls and give to each what 

he needed and take from each what he could spare without complaint.  

When he thought about it that way, Bjⱷrn's respect for his mother deepened even more. Not that 

her youngest son had not always been the one closest to her. From his Kerry green eyes, as she 

called them, to his quick mind, to his keen insight into the hearts and minds of others, Bjⱷrn 

carried the most of Rachel inside of him. And the determination of Petrine to save the life that he 

genuinely loved. 

But they needed an ally in that battle, that endless war against time itself. And he hoped like hell 

they had chosen well because, after Greta's games, they got only one more shot to salvage all 

they held dear - family.  

It was time he found out. Time he saw this creature upon whom they had pinned so many hopes 

and dreams for himself. Time he met his bride for real. 

He picked up the plate and arranged the cookies on it. He would be lucky if they did not end up 

thrown at him. Then again, his mother had warned him to expect nothing less. After all, like the 

sea herself, where was the joy in fishing still waters?  

Time to pay the piper as his Mama would say, Bjⱷrn smiled as he carried the plate down the hall. 

He opened the door to his brother's cabin.  
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His breath caught in his chest when he first saw her. She was so much more beautiful than in 

those photographs. Of course, she did not know that they had seen her face. The ones on that 

kink site did not reveal it. But he was a hacker. A damned good one, too. It had taken him only 

moments to follow the trail to her ‘real’ social media accounts. Even there, there were only a 

handful of ‘selfies.’ None of which did her justice.  

Her face contorted as dreams, or perhaps nightmares, assailed her sleeping mind. He could easily 

picture her laughing at one of his jokes. At that moment, he made it his mission in this marriage 

to see that she laughed regularly. She would need lots of laughter to balance the tears that came 

with loving them all and the heavy burden of holding them all together.  

But the knot in his gut loosened just a bit. Something told him that she could do it. That they 

truly had chosen well. That they had found 'their One.' The only woman capable of such a 

monumental task in a world gone mad with greed and hubris. This woman would, as their mother 

had, find a path to love and nurture them all through the storms of life. 

Bjⱷrn knelt beside the berth and watched her sleep. Though her eyes were closed, he 

remembered from one picture that they were a deep, dark blue unlike Svein's paler ones or 

Mikael's almost cold grey ones, and nothing like his green ones.  

His fingers picked up a strand of her thick, burnished red curls that fanned out around her against 

the stark white pillows. It was as soft as it looked, and he imagined his fingers threaded through 

it as he tugged and guided her head while her sweet lips curled around his hard cock.  

He frowned. Would it be Svein or Mikael that fucked her while she sucked his cock? It was a 

strange thought to imagine sharing her with them. It was something they had never done, 

although they had had plenty of offers. Three brothers with the blond glory of their Viking 

forefathers and that same air of confidence. Oh, they had that offer regularly.  

But that was a level of intimacy that was meant to be shared with just one woman - their woman. 

Their wife. While none of them were innocent virgins, this would be as new to them in some 

ways as it was to her.  

Would he be jealous? Probably. His mother had explained that such things were only natural. 

But that overcoming them was the very core of forming the bonds that would bind them together. 

She had told him how his father and Uncle Anders had come to blows more than once over her. 

When he had asked why, she had merely smiled and replied that different men showed their love 

in different ways and that coming to accept that was part of the process.  

She rolled onto her side, facing him, and the thick duvet fell away. He saw the dark red and 

purple bruise that was forming on the swell of her breast, and he had the first real taste of his 

mother's wisdom. The idea that Svein had first tasted the pleasures of her body tormented him. 
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Though he knew that tradition dictated that the eldest had the final say and was the first to claim 

their bride. It did not sit well with him.  

He chuckled; was that what had bothered Uncle Anders? That it was his father, who had first 

loved the woman that Anders had chosen for them. Was this Loki's humor that now he was the 

one feeling that bite of the green demon? Perhaps. But did it matter? He must overcome it just as 

his father and uncles had.  

His brother might fancy those lush tits, but it was the soft sway of her hips that had captivated 

him as she followed Svein onto the deck of their boat, and into their lives. If she now bore the 

marks of his brother's teeth upon her sweet tits, she would soon wear the red print of his hand on 

her ass. His cock hardened at the thought. Hmmm, maybe it should be one of his brother's whose 

cock she sucked as he pounded her from behind and spanked that sweet ass?  

But his fantasy was put on hold when those blue eyes sprang open and stared right at him. "Who 

are you?" she almost whispered. Then she seemed to remember where she was and perhaps even 

who he was.  

She realized something else, too - that she was naked beneath the blankets and tried to reach for 

the coverage. Her hands were still tied, and she could not do so. Bjⱷrn drew it almost to her chin.  

"Where am I?" Her voice was a bit stronger, but he could hear that she was still groggy and 

confused. 

Bjⱷrn smiled; he hoped reassuringly. "You are on board Njörður's Captive."  

He decided that the truth was the best way forward. Of course, as his brother said, a little at a 

time. From the way that she suddenly began to thrash and pull at the ropes which bound her to 

the bed and the way that her face, neck, and chest reddened to almost match her hair, he knew 

that a northern gale was forming in this sea. When she turned those eyes that had deepened until 

they were nearly as dark as the night sky upon him, he knew that they were in for a ride.  

He smiled; nothing he loved more than rough seas. It was when he faced their dark dangers, 

stared down Rán and death herself that he felt most alive. And from the look on her face now, he 

and his brothers were in for a nice long storm.  

What he loved almost as much as the power of the wind and waves of those storms was the calm, 

fresh dawning of the new day afterward. Nothing ever felt as clean, pure, or right as the morning 

after the storm.  

That was what he wanted with this woman. With Kirsty. He wanted that tomorrow. For himself. 

But also for Svein and Mikael. For little Monica. And for their mother, their rock to know that 

she could safely put her ship to port for a final time, knowing that she had a fine captain to 

replace her.  
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If that stare was any indication, this one was most definitely a match for their mother's strength 

and beauty. Now they had only to guide this vessel through the seas of life until they found more 

tranquil waters.  

He chuckled and reached behind him to the plate of cookies. He found one and held it out to her, 

"Welcome aboard, Kirsty. Care for a cookie? Mama and I made them." 
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Chapter 6 

Kirsty stared at the man in front of her, and the ridiculous biscuit that he held out. As if 

sweetbreads could make kidnapping and rape alright somehow. She was not sure whether she 

should laugh or scream down the whole damned place. She went with the logical choice as her 

cries rent the crisp air of the tiny cabin. 

She tossed and tugged at the bonds which held her hands above her head. While they were looser 

than she remembered, they were still secure. There was no way she could get out of them 

without help. She turned back to the young man with the 'cookie.' She tried very hard to 

remember which he was, Mikael or Bjⱷrn. Then again, did it matter?  

All that really mattered was getting off this fucking ship as quickly as possible. While she knew 

that she should go directly to the police and report him for kidnap and rape, honestly, she was not 

sure that had the strength to face that whole ordeal. For her parents and friends to find out the 

truth about her little fantasies? She swallowed back self-loathing that had brought her to this 

point. That had blinded her to the dangers she was taking. 

But she would deal with guilt later. Right now, she needed to get the fuck off this boat - before it 

sailed. Oh my god, it could not be? She had only been on the riverboats that took tourists up and 

down the Thames once or twice. But the to and fro sway of the ship seemed more pronounced 

than it had been before she… Well, when she first came on board. But that would mean? And her 

screams did not seem to bother the man. Was that because he knew that no one could hear them? 

The man nodded as he looked at her, still holding that damned biscuit like it was some supreme 

peace offering. "Yes, we are headed home now, Kirsty. Njörður's Captive is far enough out to 

sea now that no one can hear your screams." He stretched and reached above her to untie her 

hands, "And there is nowhere that you can run." 

Kirsty stared at the young man as she tried to assimilate his words. He was the youngest of the 

three. And honestly, the best looking though he lacked that brooding darkness that was so 

enticing in Svein. This one smiled easily, perhaps too quickly. As if the smile could hide the 

tears, she shook her head, wondering where that idea had come from.  

She had always been able to read people. Almost know what they were thinking and feeling 

before they knew themselves. It was a valuable tool when you worked all day with autistic 

children, many of whom were still non-verbal.  

So, why had she not known with Svein? She frowned, or maybe she had, as she thought about 

the need to run at the train station and looking back just one last time. But she had ignored her 

gut instincts and look where that got her.  

Where did that get her? Her frown deepened. What did he want with her? He had already - they 

had. Stop being polite, Kirsty, she chided herself. He had already raped her. Although to be fair, 
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had he? She had… She shook herself, okay, girl, admit it - that was the best-damned sex of your 

life. Maybe even better than the shit that you cannot get enough of in those dirty books of yours.  

She snuck another glance at the man crouched next to her. She had to force her brain away from 

memories of her favorite book about Texas oil baron brothers who shared a bride. That was 

fiction; she reminded herself. That sort of thing did not happen in real life. Sure, there were some 

religions where men had more than one wife, and that was crazy enough. But men were way too 

territorial and possessive to share a single woman, even with their brothers.  

But he might know what Svein planned to do with her? If she played her cards right, he might 

even be sympathetic to her. Help her to escape when they finally reached…wherever it was they 

were going. She searched her mind as she tried to remember what Svein had told her about his 

home. But as she rifled through her memory banks, she realized too late that it was precious 

little.  

Even if or when she was discovered missing, there would be very little information for the 

police. She had always prided herself on being intelligent, a good judge of character. So, how the 

hell had she ended up in this position? Kidnapped and…taken? She could live with that word.  

The only way to find out was obvious, "What does your brother want with me?" she could not 

even meet his eyes, which looked almost as green as grass.  

"We will talk about that when Svein and Mikael arrive. Until then, can I get you something to 

drink? The bathroom is over there," he said as he waved his hand towards a small door at the 

foot of the bed. Where Svein had stood as he knotted her legs together as if he had been doing it 

all his life. How many other women had his brother kidnapped? Were these men serial rapist, or 

worse?  

She felt panic begin to rise until she could barely breathe. The room started to spin as images 

sprang to mind of her body lifeless and tossed over the side of the boat - never to be found. Her 

parents would be… She wanted to say devastated, but that was not their way. They would mourn 

the loss of their only child with the same polite reserve with which they lived and worked. Then 

they would move on. Patients to see, papers to write, parties to attend.  

The hard truth, Kirsty was forced to face, was that her life was expendable. Her friends would be 

upset, but they would marry and have children; perhaps one of them would even remember to 

name a daughter after the woman they had once known.  

Her clients at the clinic would miss her. Probably more than anyone else, since forming the types 

of bonds that she had with some of them took years. But she saw them for an hour a week, 

sometimes less. They would get another therapist who would eventually replace her in their 

hearts and minds. The truth was that even if he had not moved onto the arranged marriage with 

his cousin, Raj would have been no better.  
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Kirsty stood and rushed towards the tiny door, throwing it open, and then slamming it shut again 

just as quickly. Space was tight…barely a meter square for a shower, toilet, lavatory, and mirror. 

She stared at the woman in the mirror. The naked woman. Had she ever gotten completely naked 

with Raj in all their years as friends and lovers? She could not remember even once.  

But she had with him. With Svein. Then she had just pranced naked in front of his brother.  

This situation was bizarre. What the hell had she been thinking? The truth was that she was not. 

She had not been thinking in months. She had lost herself in the strange world of feelings. 

Emotions that she had been taught from the cradle to suppress. She had allowed them to overrule 

her mind and her morals. She had followed her heart…and look where it had gotten her.  

There was a soft tap at the door, "I will leave a towel on the bed while I get you something more 

substantial to eat and drink. We can talk more when my brothers get here, but maybe you will 

feel better after a shower?"  

Feel better? No, she seriously doubted she would 'feel' better, but a shower might give her the 

chance to calm down, for her to think and reason her way out of this disastrous situation. She 

turned the water on and waited for a moment until gentle steam filled the tiny cubicle. She 

stepped beneath the pounding spray of the water and just stood there, allowing it to wash over 

her for a long moment. She felt boxed in on all sides. How did he even fit in here?  

Her nipples hardened, and she cursed her own body. Even after everything that had happened, 

the man still made her ache for things she could never have. And having tasted just how sweet 

those things could be only made matters worse - much worse. Her body screamed in pain at the 

bruises and marks from the rope.  

So, why did it feel so damned good? What was wrong with her? Hell, she had even read the 

scientific papers on the subject - a cross-wiring in the brain between the pleasure and pain 

centers. But that did not explain how easily he could manipulate her body and even her mind. 

Seriously, what was wrong with her? 

She would have years to pursue that answer in therapy, but first, she had to figure out a way out 

of this place, off this boat, and back home. As soon as possible. Maybe she could convince them 

to turn the ship around? They could not be that far from shore, right? If she assured them that she 

would not press charges, would not tell anyone what had happened, maybe? 

The knock on the door was more forceful this time. "Come out, woman. You cannot hide in there 

all night. We talk now," the voice was deeper, gruffer. She recognized it immediately.  

She debated what to do. But he was right, every moment she spent hiding in here took her further 

and further from home. Better she faced him now, confronted this situation, and convinced him 

to take her back. She turned off the water and opened the door just a crack. "The towel, please." 
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He filled the doorway. She could not see past the man. His shoulders were so broad that they 

reminded her of the Greek myth of Atlas. Yes, this man carried the weight of the world upon 

those shoulders. That was what was behind the sadness in those icy blue eyes, not coldness but 

the opposite - the burden of love. He felt the weight of those duties every bit as much as Atlas 

had.  

Despite everything, she found herself wanting to reach out, to soothe the worry lines that 

caressed his forehead, wanting to take even a small bit of that weight off those board shoulders. 

Because Kirsty could see the truth - even shoulders that broad could not hold the whole world all 

alone - not forever anyway. 

She shook her head. Stockholm syndrome, she told herself. But her logic argued that it was much 

too soon for her to be empathizing with her captors. And they were her captors; she reminded 

herself firmly. She needed to remember that. 

That smiling face appeared over his brother’s broad shoulders, and once more, she was uncertain 

whether to laugh or cry.  

He pressed a bundle into her hand. In addition to a towel there was a shirt folded on top of it, "It 

may be a bit big, but I thought you would rather wear one of my shirts than just the towel," he 

blushed like a sheepish little boy, and her heart skipped a bit. She would need to keep her guard 

up around this one just as much. Until she got out of here and away from them. 

She nodded her head and whispered polite words of thanks, though that seemed odd given the 

situation. She closed the door and quickly dried off. She was surprised at how large the shirt was 

on her. She was not a little girl; zaftig, curvy, big and beautiful, plus size, whatever the 

politically correct term of the moment was. But this thing swallowed her whole. The soft warmth 

of the flannel material and the crisp, clean smell of man was doing strange things to her.  

"They are the enemy," she reminded herself as she looked in the mirror. What she saw there 

frightened her. Yes, the deep purple of the bruises peeked from the unbuttoned top of the shirt, 

and the red circles about her wrists reminded her that ropes were no longer just a fantasy.  

But it was the soft blush in her cheeks, which made her look alive and almost beautiful even, that 

scared her the most. This creature reminded Kirsty of the tales of mermaids and sirens that called 

to men and entranced them with their sensuality. She shook her head; that could not be right. 

Then who was that woman in the mirror?  

She ran her fingers through her wet hair. It smelled of him, perhaps even more now. His 

shampoo had been all that she could find. She tried to put her hair into some sort of order, but in 

the end, she gave up and plaited it into a single long strand. She had a brush and some clips in 

her purse, she would secure the ends in a bit. For now, the dampness would hold it in place, 

mostly anyway.  
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She sighed as she looked back in the mirror at that creature. Well-loved? Was this what those 

authors meant when they described the disheveled heroine like that? Admittedly, she had 

never…Well, obviously, she had. That was the whole purpose of those books, after all, 

pornography for women. After the break up with Raj, she had read and often taken care of 

herself before bedtime.  

But even her wildest fantasy paled in comparison with what had happened in that cabin earlier. 

Was that why she was so reluctant to go back out there? To face him? Face them all, it seemed. 

She sighed even heavier; she could not delay it forever, though. Her hand tentatively reached for 

the doorknob. She willed herself to turn it and push.  

She stepped into the cabin that burst to overflow with masculinity. Three huge giants that did 

their Viking ancestors proud. All of them different but oddly the same. Shades and shadows of 

the same man, but as unique as their fingerprints…individuals. She shook her head as she tried to 

overcome the odd sensation. 

Safety? Belonging? But that made absolutely no fucking sense. The very fact that Kirsty cursed, 

even in her thoughts, told her how desperate she was becoming. She looked around the small 

cabin, searching perhaps for some magical means of escape. But there was none. 

She was relieved that someone had taken the time to straighten the bed. Its crisp white duvet was 

pulled up to the edge of the over-sized pillows. But what was even stranger was the small table 

that was probably meant more as a desk was laid out with plates, bowls, and silverware. She 

noticed that the beautiful arctic wildflowers that Svein had brought her had even found a home in 

a vase in the center of it. Small folding chairs that she thought she remembered seeing in the 

galley were arranged around the table. 

"I will be back in a moment with the stew," smiled the youngest. She shook her head as she 

stared after his retreating back. She turned to the other two men whose silent facades reminded 

her of storm clouds on the horizon. Dark and brooding. That was undoubtedly Svein. 

And the other man was almost a copy of him. Except this one hid even the simplest of emotions 

behind a thick beard. She noticed that in the light of the cabin, his hair was a darker blonde than 

either of his brothers’, almost brown. His beard was a shade darker even than his hair, and it was 

highlighted with a tinge of ginger. Not as red as her hair, of course, more an auburn. A grizzly 

bear then. Not a polar bear. And one that was hurt and hiding. That would make him more 

dangerous because he would come out fighting, thinking he had nothing to lose.  

Kirsty shook her head. She was never sure where this stuff came from. These silly little voices in 

her head that whispered to her the deepest darkest secrets of man. She had lived with it for a 

lifetime. At first, she had thought that it was something that everyone just knew. But by the time 

she was in secondary school, she had learned never to reveal all that she knew about the minds 

and hearts of others.  
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She walked past Svein. It was impossible not to brush against him in the confined space, and she 

cursed her body that came alive at the memory of this man's touch. But she was determined not 

to let him know that, though the smile that curved upon those firm lips told her perhaps she had 

been a bit tardy with her stiff upper lip. Let him enjoy the small victory; it would be his last. 

The younger man came back into the room carrying a large wooden tray laden with fresh bread, 

butter, cheese, and a stew that smelled more delicious than Kirsty could remember having in a 

very long time.  

"It is not fancy, but I hope you like it," he uttered with a smile as he ladled a big spoonful into 

the bowl in front of her. He broke off a piece of the bread and put it on the small plate. Then he 

held out the tray for her to take butter and cheese.  

She lifted the knife and for a split second thought to perhaps use it to threaten the men. But she 

doubted that she would have the nerve actually to use it. And even if she did manage to escape, 

where would she go? They were out to sea. She had no idea how far from land. Or even which 

direction to swim. In the freezing cold waters of the English Channel? It would be suicide, and as 

bad as the situation might appear, Kirsty was not that kind of drama queen. 

Instead, she cut a couple of slices of what appeared to be creamy cheddar cheese and a bit of 

butter that she spread on her bread. When she finished, the younger man handed the whole tray 

to Svein, who merely smiled at her and replied, "Wise decision, Kirsten," as he began to fill his 

bowl and plate.  

The men passed the food around as if eating dinner in silence with a half-naked woman was an 

everyday occurrence with them. Maybe it was? After all, Kirsty was coming to realize just how 

little she knew about this man. Of course, she had come to that realization a bit too late.  

She took a bite of the stew. It indeed was as delicious as it smelled, but she was not in the mood 

for idle polite conversation, so she was not going to say that. Instead, she ate in silence. She 

might need her strength. As she finished the last bite of her stew, she sat back in the chair and 

looked around the table at the brothers. 

Svein she knew the most about, or she thought she did anyway. How much of those messages 

were the truth was anyone's guess at this point. She should have thought more about that before 

agreeing to this crazy meet for coffee plan.  

She tried with all her might to remember; she thought that the middle brother was Mikael. That 

would make 'Happy' as she had nicknamed the youngest, Bjⱷrn. She supposed she could called 

the middle one 'Grumpy;' it certainly fit his dour expression. Svein defied description, and she 

kept coming back to that image of Atlas with shoulders stooped under the heavy strain of his 

load.  
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But she had had enough of analyzing and empathizing with these men. It was time she found out 

what they wanted with her. And a full frontal assault was as good a method as any. "So, what do 

you plan to do with me?" She asked calmly as she brought a glass of wine to her lips. 

"You are to be our bride," said Svein equally as calmly as he brought another spoon of stew to 

his mouth without so much as even glancing up at her.  

Wine spewed across the small table and caught the man right in the eye as she choked and 

sputtered, trying to catch her breathe. Happy tried patting her on the back though it felt more like 

pounding her to a pulp. And Grumpy just stared at his plate as if he wanted to be anywhere else 

but here at the moment.  

Kirsty was confident that she must have heard them wrong. This had to be a joke, right? She 

must have left her e-reader lying around the flat open at some point. Her roommates? Would 

they take a practical joke this far? But what else could it be?  

They had seen the type of stories that she was reading and perhaps thought to teach her a lesson? 

But that seemed more like something her parents would do. They were always one for 'natural 

consequences' and 'learn your lesson, young lady.'  

It made no sense. When she finally cleared her airway and could breathe again, she looked up at 

Svein, who had wiped his face clean and returned to his meal as if nothing had happened. 

"You're kidding? This is one of those practical joke telly shows, right?" She stared around the 

cabin looking for hidden cameras, "You are all actors, and one of my friends is going to jump out 

and say…got you…any moment, right?" She pleaded, but for the life of her, she could not see 

cameras, and none of her friends appeared. 

Svein just shook his head, "You may choose who sleeps in here with you tonight…if you wish." 

Kirsty’s mouth dropped open. The idea was utterly preposterous. ‘Our bride.’ The words 

ricocheted inside her brain. She looked around the small cabin once more for hidden cameras. 

There were none.  

She had read this scene before, a half dozen times or more. Damn, Raquel Graffen. Though she 

knew that logically she could not blame the writer for her own folly. But this was her life, not a 

chapter in some super hot erotic romance. And in the real world, brothers did not share a wife.  

She rifled through the various scenarios from those books, trying to come up with the best plan 

of action in this situation. She had tried screaming, and that had gotten her nowhere. She was 

definitely not the fainting type. Well, what happened earlier was not really fainting. Was it?  

Fighting? But what were her chances? Three against one? And while she could have held her 

own, or perhaps even won, against a smaller man like Raj, all three of them were considerably 

larger and more robust than she was.  
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She looked around the room for a weapon. But other than the butter knife next to her plate, she 

saw none. She considered throwing the damned thing, but even then, the best she could hope for 

was a minor injury to one of them. That did not seem the best course of action. 

That left reasoning. But she had been trying to be reasonable for the past half an hour. It was not 

going so well with these men. Perhaps she would do better one-on-one. If she could negotiate 

with just one, maybe she could gain an ally. Divide and conquer. It seemed the best plan.  

But which one? Who was the weakest link? She looked from brother to brother.  

Svein was enjoying his tea as if the intimacy they had shared that afternoon was nothing more 

than a casual fuck. As if sharing a woman with his brothers was as commonplace as a pipe after 

dinner for her father. Happy was clearing the table but kept glancing at her with those green eyes 

that seemed to plead with her like a puppy dog; pick me, pick me. And Grumpy was shoving his 

chair back from the table, ready to abandon them all and this lunacy.  

"I pick him then," Kirsty pouted as she pointed to Mikael, or Grumpy as she had so accurately 

nicknamed him. 

Svein nodded to Happy, who at the moment looked anything but, as he slammed dishes onto the 

tray. "Very well, then. Bjⱷrn and I will say god natt, good night. We shall see you in the 

morrow." He practically dragged the younger man out of the room as she turned to face the man 

she had chosen, the man she knew least wanted anything to do with this whole thing.  

But what she saw behind that thick beard was a mouth set in resolve and grey eyes as dark as 

storm clouds that brokered no arguments. Maybe Happy would have been a better choice, she 

thought as she stood up and began to inch towards the bed. 

*** 

Svein watched as Bjⱷrn slammed the tray down on the counter. The dishes clattered, and he 

feared that more than one broke in the tussle. "It was like she knew," he muttered. 

Bjⱷrn spun on him. His cheeks glistened with red anger, "Of course, she fucking knew. She 

knows us all; better probably than we know each other. Better maybe than we know ourselves. 

Don't you get that! That is what it takes to be 'the One.' Damn it," he cursed as he threw a glass 

against the opposite wall. 

Svein watched his youngest brother. Where had that happy little kid gone? The one that made 

them all laugh with his jokes and pranks. He wished that he could do that now for the man before 

him. But he barely knew how to laugh himself. Let alone make another do so. "Do not fret. I 

spoke to him. He will not let us down," he tried to sound more confident than he felt at that 

moment. 
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Bjⱷrn shook his head, "Of course, he won't. Because while you and I might want, might long for 

her, he needs her in a way that neither of us ever will. Monica needs her. And Mikael knows 

that."  

He sighed, and his broad shoulders slumped, his head banged against the cupboard in front of 

him, "But that does not make it any easier. She should have been mine. She is mine."  

Svein could see his brother's fingers curled into the shiny metal of the sink until he feared that he 

would dent it. "Yes, Bjⱷrn. She is yours. Your choice. But she is also mine."  

He turned and looked at the closed door at the end of the hallway, "And she is Mikael's too. Let 

us just hope that he has the courage to see that." He slapped his younger brother on the back. 

It was going to be a long night. A very long night. He just hoped like hell that his brother thought 

to use the damned gag ball in the toy box at the end of the berth. Because the idea of sleeping in 

the crew quarters with an angry Bjⱷrn while he listened to her sweet cries of pain and pleasure 

was not one, he wanted to consider at the moment.  

Not when he could picture in intimate detail what those intense blue eyes looked like as she 

soared to the heavens and gave her body so fucking freely. "Fuck, this was a bad idea," he cursed 

as he stripped his shirt off and tossed it on the floor. He climbed into the bottom bunk and 

brought a pillow over his head to muffle whatever sounds came. 
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Chapter 7 

Mikael stared at the woman. Why the hell did she have to look so fucking beautiful without any 

make-up, her hair in a simple braid, and wearing nothing but Bjⱷrn's shirt?  

This woman was just about the polar opposite of Greta. Although both women were tall, his ex-

wife had been stick thin. Anorexic likely. Even during her pregnancy, the woman had worried 

over every single bite of food she ate. This one had curves, lush ones. He could tell that even 

hidden beneath his baby brother’s shirt.  

"Take off the shirt." If she wore anything this night, it would be his. 

The girl clutched the shirt about her neck tightly and stared at him, "What is it with you guys and 

clothes? Are you naturists or something?"  

He watched as she shuffled about the room. He would have asked ‘why him,’ but he knew. The 

woman had sensed that he was the weak link, that he wanted this the least of them all. And she 

had thought she could use that to manipulate the situation. Manipulate him. But he had had 

enough of women manipulating him to last a lifetime. 

As much as it pained him to admit, Mama was right. He might not want this, but he needed it. 

More even than his baby brother. His child's very future depended upon binding this woman to 

them, to him, and ultimately to Monica. He was not going to fail his daughter - not again. He 

might have been unable to stop her mother from abandoning her, but he would not allow his 

'issues' to destroy this second chance for her.  

She inched towards the closed door. He chuckled, "Where do you think you can go, Kirsty? We 

are on a ship in the middle of the ocean. It is dark and cold out there."  

He stood to his full height of six foot three and used it to tower over her. She would not be used 

to such displays of dominance from men. He would use that to his advantage.  

"And did you forget that my brothers are just down the hall? Do you think they are just going to 

let you walk right past them?"  

He turned and fumbled through the trunk that sat against the wall behind the door to the 

bathroom. It was their toy box. Big boy toys that they used when any of them entertained guests.  

He knew that she preferred rope, and from the looks of marks on her wrists, Svein had given her 

a taste of that. For once, though, he was not going to get into a contest of one-upmanship with his 

brother. He reached for a different set of toys, and the clink of cold metal filled the room. 

When he turned back to her, she had inched closer to the door. But prudence perhaps had kept 

her from testing his theories. He smiled as he lifted his prizes in his hands. "Do you know what 

these are?" 
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Mikael had to admit he enjoyed the surge of power that rushed straight to his cock at the look of 

shock in those expressive eyes.  

"I will not ask if you have tried them. We both know you have not." He shrugged his broad 

shoulders as he stepped closer to her, "And I do not give a damn if you want to or not." 

He stood within inches of her and bent his head so that he could whisper in her ear, "You thought 

you could top from the bottom with me, didn't you?" 

She shook her head so violently that the braid hit the side of his face. But there was no denying 

what they both knew was true.  

"I just thought…" she stammered as she held up her hands. She started to back away like he 

knew she would.  

He had positioned them so that only brought her closer to the bed, where he wanted her. Though 

perhaps not as she thought. Not as his brothers did. But wanted her nonetheless. When the back 

of her legs hit the edge of the bed, when he knew that he had her cornered, precisely as he 

wanted her.  

His hand captured her wrist as it came up to push at his chest. He smiled with satisfaction at the 

clank of metal against metal as the handcuff tightened around her wrist. They were surprisingly 

small for a girl of her size, but he adjusted them until they fit just right. Not too tight, saving him 

the effort of continually checking for circulation. But not loose enough that she could wiggle 

away.  

She was going nowhere this night. She might have thought she had chosen the weakest link, but 

she would soon discover that even then, their resolve was more potent than she was.  

He had to wrestle her other hand from where she had tried to hide it behind her back as the first 

cuff closed around the other wrist. His body brushed against hers, and his cock hardened inside 

of his jeans. He cursed under his breath. At her, but more so at the betrayal of his own body. He 

did not want to want her. He never wanted to want another woman at all - ever.  

But this one was not one of the hookers that he paid in the Red Light district of whatever port 

they called upon. Of course, only when he could no longer deny his physical appetites or satisfy 

them himself. This one he could not simply walk away from without a backward glance by 

tossing a few extra bills upon the bed.  

This one was his wife. Their wife, he corrected himself. His wife had left him. Had hated him so 

much that she did not even want to take their daughter with her because Monica reminded her of 

him.  
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He froze. For a moment, he feared that the woman had been right. That he was so weak that he 

could not go through with this. Could not do what he knew he must to bind her closer to them. 

Closer to him as much as that frightened and disgusted him.  

It was his little girl's face in his mind as he closed his eyes that ultimately gave him that courage. 

Mama was right; she needed a mother. But if what he feared was true, she needed more than that. 

She needed this woman's skills.  

When they had started chatting with this woman, they had researched many facets of her life. 

Google had told them much about the people she called parents. But what it had not told them, 

niggled at the back of his mind. There was not a single mention anywhere of the brilliant 

couple's only child. Their careers most definitely. Their charity work. Their presence in high 

society. But not her. Not Kirsty. This he did not understand.  

But that was not all they had investigated. They had learned more about her work too. He, in 

particular, had spent hours studying what it was that she did with these children. It was this that 

had given him hope. Perhaps if she loved her work so very much and her messages indicated that 

she did, then maybe she could, would come to love Monica.  

The thing was that the more Mikael read and learned of autism…the more he saw his little girl. 

At times, he had had to force himself to keep reading through eyes that clouded with unshed 

tears.  

So, much finally made sense. His daughter's withdrawal, the way that she could never look any 

of them in the eyes, well rarely. Her sometimes almost violent outbursts that seemed to come out 

of nowhere and have no cause. Even the fact that at almost five, she spoke less than a handful of 

words and then only rarely. It suddenly made sense to him. 

And that was why he needed this woman. This woman, above all others, might hold the key for 

reaching his child. And he would do whatever it took to keep her, to bind her to them. To him. 

His daughter was counting on him not to let her down, not this time. 

He opened his eyes and stared into hers as he lowered her to the bed. He re-arranged her long 

legs that he was delighted to see covered with the light brown freckles that ran across her nose. 

Was her whole body? He would discover for himself soon enough.  

He clicked the other handcuff into place around the other wrists and then tugged her hands above 

her head, securing them to the hook above his brother's bed. He was not done yet.  

He stood up and walked back to that trunk. It was not hard to find what he was looking for; it 

was one of the larger items in their treasure chest. He felt the weight of it in his hand as he lifted 

it high into the air. He watched her eyes as the faint light from the overhead bulb caught on the 

metal bar.  
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"I don't need to ask if you know what this is. I can see in those beautiful eyes that you know 

exactly what a spreader bar is used for," he chuckled as he took the single step between the open 

box and the foot of the bed.  

"I don't think this made your fetish list on the site, either," he bent and unbuckled one of the 

straps, slipping it around her ankle even though she fought, tried to keep him from fastening it 

firmly into place.  

"But it makes mine," he replied as he turned his attention to the other ankle. Without the 

momentum of both legs, this one was easier still to capture. He had the restraints secured around 

both ankles in less than two minutes despite her protests and fighting. 

He looked up at her. Stared her down for several long moments without saying or doing 

anything. It was a battle of wills. A game of chicken. Who would look away first? And he was 

determined to win this primitive game of domination that even beasts of the field knew and 

practiced.  

Though she did not see it, he nodded his head in satisfaction when she looked away, staring at 

the wall. "Why me?" she whispered.  

Her simple words froze Mikael and melted something inside of him. He wished he could give 

her an answer, but the one which he had to offer would only make matters worse. It was self-

serving and probably nothing more than a father's desperate attempt to save his only child. 

Instead, he ignored her plea though it ate at his soul.  

He pushed all that aside and focused upon doing what must be done at this moment. He adjusted 

the bar, loosening it until it was almost its full length. The girl did have the most amazing long 

legs. As long as Greta’s, and they drew attention when she strutted the runways. But these were 

not stick thin. This woman’s were soft, smooth, and welcoming. And the spreader bar only 

emphasized that.  

Her pale skin with its light smattering of freckles almost blended with the white duvet. The only 

color was the deep blue of his brother's shirt and the striking red of hair. Neither one of which 

was to his liking at the moment.  

He knelt at the foot of the bed and bent over her. There was barely a foot between their bodies as 

he leaned all of his weight upon one hand near her head. Mikael used his free hand to rip open 

his little brother's damned shirt.  

Was it some perverse reminder from Bjⱷrn that this woman had been his choice? Not that it 

mattered, because, in the end, she was their choice. Their woman. Their wife.  

He smiled as he noticed the freckles that covered her neck and shoulders; they continued down 

her chest. They called to him like stars in the night sky. He wondered if he stared at them long 
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enough, could he find patterns among them as the ancients had in the heavens. Would those 

patterns and stars lead him home as his forefathers had once followed the stars to navigate the 

seas? 

He doubted it. There was no home for him, no peace to be found. His hope had walked out the 

door, out of his life, out of his little girl's life three years ago. It was too late for him. But not for 

his daughter. Not for his brothers.  

So, he would go through the motions. Do what he knew needed to be done to yoke this woman to 

him. To them all. He would not be the weakest link. He would not fail them. Never again.  

"Bjⱷrn will have to find another favorite shirt," he said as he drew the knife from his back 

pocket.  

He had meant only to cut the shirt from her. This game, knife play, was much too advanced for a 

novice. But the look of fear and excitement in those Odin damned eyes did something to his gut, 

his mind, and damn it, that Judas - his cock.  

"Be very still, Kirsty," he whispered as he stared into the depths of those green fields. "Do you 

understand me?" 

The girl only nodded her head against the white pillow. It was a reminder of the other thing that 

he did not like. He rose and shifted the knife to his other hand. He noticed the look of relief as he 

bent back over her. And disappointment?  

He smiled as he used his long fingers to tug and pull her hair free of the braid. Maybe he should 

have been more gentle, but he was in too much of a hurry to see those thick curls spread like a 

hallo of orange tulips around her. It took him just a moment to complete the task and return to his 

earlier one as he shifted the knife back to his other hand. 

He stared directly into those eyes as he brought the point of the blade to her cheek. He told 

himself again that this game, one of his favorites, was much too much advanced for them. It 

required a degree of trust that was built up over time.  

That was just it; he did not have time. They did not have time. Three days at best before they 

reached port. Three days before she had the chance to run. Not that any of them was going to let 

her do that. Not physically, anyway.  

But Mikael knew how easy it would be for her to withdraw from them all. He knew exactly what 

it felt like to live with and sleep next to a stranger. On the small island that they called home, 

with acres and acres of fields and trees, a house that had been added to time and time again as 

their family grew over the centuries, it was easy to find places to hide. He should know, he was 

an expert at it. 
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So, he did what he must; he forced her deeper into a level of trust than perhaps he ought. Deeper 

than either was ready to go as he ran the tip of the blade along the bottom of her prominent 

cheekbone from her ear to the corner of her mouth. The line that the sharp edge left in its wake 

was red and raised, but the skin remained unbroken. That line would disappear quickly, but this 

lesson would stay deep in her submissive brain. 

He hated the way that his cock hardened and throbbed painfully inside the coarse denim of his 

jeans, but he loved the way he could almost hear the rapid beating of her heart in the tiny room. 

He loved the look of surrender in those eyes even more as he bent towards her full lips. Her 

mouth was open, and his blade remained at the corner of it.  

His eyes never left hers as he captured that pouty bottom lip between his teeth and bit into the 

succulent flesh. She held perfectly still no matter how deep his teeth sank into the tender skin 

until he tasted the coppery sweetness of her blood on his tongue.  

"Good girl," he whispered as he released the swollen flesh and straightened a bit.  

He used the knife to cut away the rest of his brother's sign of possession on her body. Until she 

lay completely naked on the bed beneath him. The spreader bar held her legs open almost 

obscenely. He sat back on his heels and began to toy with her. He stared into those eyes as he 

used the knife to draw delicate patterns of raised welts down her neck.  

He paused for a long moment alongside the point where they both knew that her jugular vein and 

carotid artery pumped blood to and from that brilliant brain. He held her very life at the tip of his 

knife, and they both knew it.  

It was a head rush that he had rarely indulged in with any partner. And never with the same 

intimacy that he shared with this woman…for they both knew that it was not just symbolic. They 

indeed did hold her life in their hands - he and his brothers. 

He smiled secretively. Of course, what she did not realize was just how much she held theirs in 

her hands and heart too. And it was better that she did not. He had learned the hard way not to 

give that type of power to any woman…even this one.  

He continued the trail down her neck and across her chest as it heaved up and down. He listened 

as she sucked air into her lungs. Fear and excitement melted together into a potent brew that 

demanded more introspection than he had time to give it at the moment. Perhaps that was for the 

best. Mikael was not sure he truly wanted to know what lay beneath those feelings. 

When he came to her tits, he added his marks to Svein's. He traced the outline of his brother's 

teeth on her pale flesh. The bruises were a deep purple now, so he added the deep lines of his 

knife to accent each one. He knew that the pressure of the blade against the tender flesh would be 

painful, and her quick intake of breath a couple of times when he applied a deeper pressure only 

confirmed that.  
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Then he came to her nipples. They were hard, standing like pinkish-brown summits against the 

white hillocks of her breasts. They reminded him of snowcapped mountains in reverse. They 

captivated him. Breasts always did. This uniquely womanly feature with its ability to nurture life 

and provide comfort.  

Greta had refused to nurse Monica calling breastfeeding disgusting; she would not risk her perky 

tits merely to feed a child. But now was not the time to ruminate upon past mistakes. Now was 

about connecting with the future.  

He trailed the sharp tip of the knife in ever-tightening circles around her areola until the point 

buried into the tender flesh of her nipple. He held her gaze as he sank the tip as deep as he dared.  

A soft whimper escaped her throat, but he could not tell if it was pain or pleasure. He smiled 

triumphantly and bent once more to taste her blood on that swollen lip. His tongue invaded the 

recesses of her mouth and licked at the wound.  

He returned to repeat the game upon her other nipple. These games were more fun than he 

remembered, but he was tired of toying with his prey. The point of the hunt was the kill, of 

course. And he zoomed in for it as he scooted back to the foot of the bed and began to run his 

knife along the soles of her feet.  

He chuckled as he watched her writhe against her bonds. Her teeth bit into her swollen lower lip 

until she gasped out at the pain and that unique torment, unlike all others. "Ticklish, are we? I 

shall remember this," he said as he dragged the point of his knife slowly up the inside of her calf 

towards her thighs.  

Without the impediment of his brother's offensive shirt, she was fully open to him, and he could 

see her cunt glistening in the dim light. He knew that these games were exciting her as much or 

even more than they frightened her. And he was just getting started. Soon…very soon, he would 

see just how sweet she tasted. He would feast on her until he was satisfied.  

It was no accident when his blade sank a little deeper into the sensitive and tender flesh of her 

inner thigh just an inch from her mound. He held her gaze as he allowed the blade to slice 

through her skin, to mark her.  

It was nothing more than a nick.  But the satisfaction it gave him was far more profound. He 

smiled like one of his ancient forefathers as he corned a polar bear and went in for the kill as he 

watched the trail of red blood against creamy white flesh.  

Then he did what he had been waiting to do. He bent his head and tasted her. Tasted her blood 

once more as he lapped the trail away. He placed his mouth directly over the open wound and 

sucked until the warm coppery taste of her life force filled his mouth and ignited something 

utterly primal inside of him. 
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If her shudder was any indication, his little game had not been distasteful. Of course, there was 

one way to tell the difference between fear and excitement. It was a test he was all too willing to 

make.  

Mikael did not need to get far for his answer. The succulent, musky aroma of this woman’s 

arousal assailed his nose and mind. She smelled sweet as the first strawberry of spring from his 

mother’s greenhouse and as salty as the sea itself. The smell called to his other senses to explore 

her depths further. 

His fingers were the next to sample her feminine richness. The dew that coated them as he spread 

her lips apart beckoned. He could see that tiny nub glistening in the warm light. He could almost 

watch it pulse and throb in time with each beat of her heart at filled the silence.  

Or was that his heart? Other parts of his anatomy were most definitely pulsing and throbbing at 

this sensual assault on his shattered mind. There was only one thing left. One sense that had not 

yet been satisfied. The most important one in this case.  

Mikael allowed himself to glory in his actual focus. That morsel of sensitive flesh that was 

peaking between the glistening from folds of her spread pussy lips. He was glad that she was 

freshly shaven.  

Although maybe in the future, they would extend these games a bit. He hardened and thickened 

at the thought of her immobilized like this as he took his straight razor to this most delicate of 

flowers. Oh yes, he looked forward to shaving her cunt one day soon - very soon. 

But for now, this game was about tasting her sweetness and tormenting her. Until she broke for 

him. Just for him as he sank his teeth around the throbbing flesh of her clitoris.  
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Chapter 8 

Kirsty could still feel the slight tingle of the raised pattern of pink welts like some perverse map 

that he had drawn on her body. A map that led to this. Of course, she had read about knife play. 

Admittedly, it had even turned her on. But it had been the final scene in the book, not the first. 

Why then had she been more excited than frightened?  

Of course, logically, the men had told her what they intended to do with her. So, why would one 

of them then wish to carve her up like a Sunday roast? Maybe, they could have lied, but 

something deep in her gut told her they had spoken the truth.  

But it was more than that. And that was what Kirsty did not want to think about. When he stared 

into her eyes, something had happened. She had seen past the confident, even arrogant demeanor 

to the pain. And pain rolled off this man like a tidal wave.  

Maybe she just imagined it all. Perhaps she had read one too many of her stupid books. Maybe, 

more than likely, she had even lost her mind. But when she looked into Mikael’s eyes, it was as 

if she heard him pleading…trust me. Until it made her so uncomfortable, she had had to look 

away. 

Kirsty tasted the coppery sweetness of her own blood as she chewed upon her injured bottom lip 

to keep herself from crying out. It was not the pain of his teeth, imprisoning her clit. Honestly, he 

was not biting that hard. If the whole damned thing were not so fucking uncomfortable, it would 

probably be quite pleasurable.  

But it was uncomfortable. Well, embarrassing mostly. This act was much more intimate than she 

was comfortable with. Hell, she had been with Raj for years, and they had never gone there. Oh, 

sure, a few times, she had licked or sucked his penis a bit to get things started, especially towards 

the end when sex became such a rare commodity and then only when she investigated it. But he 

had never…gone down on her.  

All Kirsty could think about was hygiene. Perhaps it was her medical training. More than likely, 

it was her puritanical upbringing where certain areas of your body were simply not discussed. 

Despite being medical doctors, her parents had dealt with the whole issue of puberty and sex by 

handing her a leaflet. A leaflet that had emphasized cleanliness and purity. Now all she could 

focus on was…had she cleaned herself well enough during the shower? 

She tried pulling and fighting against her bonds, but the metal bit into her flesh more painfully 

than the rope had. As for dislodging him from between her thighs, the spreader bar immobilized 

her too effectively. In the end, her only choice was to use her words. Ironic, considering how 

many times she had encouraged, almost forced her kids to do just that. “Please, please stop,” she 

pleaded. 
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His only answer was a polite shaking of his head, his remarkable blue eyes remained closed, and 

her tender flesh still captured between his teeth. If that was not bad enough, the way that his 

tongue began to flick back and forth across the bud was torture. Torturous pleasure that even her 

embarrassment found hard to overcome. So, she went back to biting her lower lip. 

She tried hard not to let her body betray her with this man. She did not want this. She had not 

wanted to be kidnapped, ripped from her job, her friends, and her family; taken to heaven only 

knew where. She had not wanted to be ‘raped,’ okay, forced by Svein earlier. Despite how her 

body had betrayed her. And she sure as hell did not want to be their wife, shared between the 

three brothers. 

Oh, yeah, some tiny voice in her mind retorted, who are you trying to convince? Why do you 

have to fight off your body’s reaction to this man? And come on, princess, that was the best sex 

of your life earlier, and you know it. It was hotter than all those dirty books you read all the time. 

Oh, and isn’t this whole scenario just like those books? Just what you have been fantasizing 

about for months?  

She whimpered, but she was not sure whether it was from self-loathing at how accurately that 

voice in her head analyzed the situation or the way that the Viking god between her legs had 

intensified the erotic sensation as his fingers joined in the fray, teasing and stretching the opening 

to her vagina. 

Kirsty shut her eyes even tighter. Her vagina? Even in the middle of the most intimate sex act 

she had ever engaged in, the echoes of her parents’ Victorian attitudes still reigned in her mind. 

Vagina? She supposed it could be worse. Who-who. Dirty place. Down there.  

But was now the time to assert her independence? To try and break free of their staid influence? 

Wasn’t that what got her into this position, to begin with? Reading books that she should not, 

simply because no one would ever know what was on her password-protected tablet. Joining 

websites that no ‘decent’ person would. Meeting strangers, rough fishermen that she knew 

nothing about. Hadn’t her little rebellion gotten her into enough trouble? What was to be gained 

by using words like…pussy, cunt, and twat? Honey pot?  

“Oh,” she moaned as he slipped a single finger just inside that very body part. Her nipples 

hardened, but she insisted on blaming the frigid temperature in the cabin. It certainly could not 

be the gentle way that his tongue was lathing her clit as if it was the sweetest, coldest ice cream 

cone on the hottest summer day. Almost as if he could never get enough of it. 

Kirsty felt her body slipping further under the man’s erotic spell as his teeth, tongue, and fingers 

worked in tandem to excite her senses. But she was in no mood to surrender to another of the 

brothers. To have them…what? Force pleasure upon her body? Was that even possible?  
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But it certainly seemed that way as her body spiraled closer and closer to another powerful 

release, despite the mind-blowing ones that Svein had given her just hours before. Damn, she had 

had more orgasms since stepping on board this boat than she had in all her years with Raj. But 

she seemed powerless to stop her body from doing what came naturally to it.  

Just as she felt her toes curl, her whole body tense and arch up automatically to meet this man’s 

caress, he slowed the pace. His tongue gave long, slow laps across the hard nub. Kirsty found 

herself whimpering like a wounded puppy, begging and pleading for what just a moment before 

she would have sworn she did not want. Now she seemed to crave it like a man lost in the desert 

thirsted for cold, refreshing water.  

Kirsty opened her eyes reluctantly. She did not want to see the man, kneeling, full clothed 

between her indecently spread legs. His full lips pursed around her swollen clitoris. She 

especially did not want to see the self-satisfied smile that played at those lips even as he worried 

her tender flesh. And she most definitely did not want to meet the heated silvery gaze of those 

eyes. She was powerless to look away as he played with her like a cat with a mouse it had 

cornered and captured.  

Her mouth opened. Formed a perfect ‘O.’ Njörður’s Captive. The very name of their boat 

suddenly took on a new and more powerful meaning. She was not sure who Njörður was, but she 

knew that she was their captive. In more ways than one. And at the moment, she was 

powerless…even to control her body’s reaction as she felt it once more climbing towards the 

powerful release that it had been denied just a moment before. 

She worried her lower lip again as she fought to control the tiny thrusts that her hips seemed to 

make. Up and into this man's determined lathing. She would not moan. She would not give him 

the satisfaction. She would not come. She would not. 

But the more she fought it, the closer her body came to that same heaven it craved. She loathed 

herself as much as them. None of it made any difference as she soared once more closer to the 

sun. Close enough that she could feel its heat singeing her skin as she reddened from pleasure as 

much as embarrassment. 

Then once more, the man slowed the pace, and she felt the frustration rise like bile in her throat. 

What was his problem? Did he need an anatomy lesson? He had managed to find her damned 

clitoris without a road map, which was more than she could say about Raj. For a doctor, the man 

had been surprisingly stupid about female erogenous zones. This one knew where they were, just 

not how to use them. Perhaps he needed an instruction manual?  

That did not seem quite right, though, as he returned once more to the exact combination of 

teeth, fingers, and those damnable slow circles of his tongue across her love button. Love button? 

She chuckled. She was losing her mind. She had read too many of those damned erotic ebooks. 
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Perhaps this was all just another of her erotic fantasies that she used when she masturbated. 

Damn, but it was the best. 

The Nordic god between her obscenely spread legs was certainly female fantasy material. She 

wondered if he would be as delicious naked as he was with his broad shoulders and arms 

straining the soft material of his shirt that seemed to augment the work of his tongue as his 

fingers caressed the back of her thighs when he lifted her bottom to meet his tongue. And the 

way the man filled out his jeans was indecent.  

Fully clothed? Damn, Svein had remained mostly clothed too. What was it with the brothers? 

They were always commanding her to 'get naked.' But never them? Was that some of the control 

too? Did it matter? 

Kirsty tried to focus upon that thought rather than the pleasurable pressure that was once more 

building in her lower body. She tried to deny it. Maybe if she just thought about something else. 

Hadn't she read somewhere that men with premature ejaculation problems would think about 

other things to prevent orgasming too quickly? Maybe if she did that, she could keep herself 

from responding all together? 

But when he slipped a second finger to join with the first as it slowly massaged and stretched her 

opening, she found she could not stop the tiny whimper of pleasure. But it was only a little one; 

perhaps he would not hear it. The bold and determined way that he increased the pressure of his 

tongue across her clitoris told her that he had heard, though. She reddened as she once more felt 

herself spiraling towards that bright ball of red hot gasses, towards heaven itself. 

This time it was not just her skin that was singed but her very soul as she felt the will to fight 

draining from her. Who was she fighting anyway? Him? Unlike Svein, he was not using her 

body to take his pleasure. Instead, he was giving her pleasure. Forcing it on her? That seemed 

almost more indecent somehow?  

Before she could unravel the mystery, she was once more jerked back from the red hot flames of 

her orgasm as he slowed the pace for the third time. She frowned. Perhaps it was not that the 

man needed an instruction manual. Maybe he was doing this on purpose? Getting her hotter, 

wetter, and more wanton than she had ever been before, pushing her right to the edge, then 

pulling her back? But why?  

She pondered that idea while he went back to more aggressive torture of her tender flesh. She 

toyed the idea that this was some silly game of chicken, seeing how close he could get her 

without actually making her come. Wasn't that what she wanted, though? Not to come for this 

man?  

So, why was her body once more, screaming out for that very thing? She felt all the muscles in 

her body tighten, straining towards the powerful release that she knew would not come. Like a 
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rider on a horse, putting on that last burst of speed as he approached the finish line, but someone 

kept moving the damned finish line. Pushing it back further and further. She felt the frustration 

growing as she shook her head from side to side. 

As he backed off once more, denying her the very thing she did not want, she knew. She knew. 

He was doing this on purpose. But to what purpose? That she was not sure. But whatever the 

reason, she was tired of playing his game. If he was not going to make her come, what was the 

point? If she were the cornered mouse, she would simply stop running. The cat would either tire 

of their game then and go away. Or go in for the kill.  

Kirsty withdrew deeper into her mind. Instead of focusing upon the way that his tongue and 

fingers seemed to work in perfect harmony to torment her, she focused upon why. Why was he 

doing this? What was the point of taking her right to the edge of a powerful orgasm only to pull 

her back from it at the last moment? And each time he seemed to push her further, take her 

closer, pull her back later. Why? 

She tried to hold onto that line of thinking as he slipped his fingers just slightly deeper inside of 

her. She would not be his little mouse to toy with again; she promised herself even as she felt 

more moisture flood her body, easing the way of his thick fingers, making them slip a tiny bit 

deeper. She moaned before she could bite her lip. Damn him. Damn, this man! She would not 

play his game anymore. 

Why? She forced her cloudy brain to think. Orgasm denial. She had seen it listed a fetish on a 

couple of Dominant's profile. But it was so far beyond her comfort zone of rope play and light 

spanking that she had not done much research. She supposed the point was that by denying 

someone something they wanted, you had a higher level of control.  

Well, the joke was on him. Because no matter what that traitor her body thought, she did not 

want to come. Not for him. Not for any of them. So, let him play his little games, he was helping 

her without realizing it.  With this newfound revelation, she felt buoyed and elated. She had 

found some safe corner of her mind into which she could allow herself to slip, confident that he 

posed no real danger.  

As he began to push her body, stimulate her clitoris a bit faster, his fingers starting the slow 

erotic dance of parry and thrusting, sawing in and out of her tight channel, she smiled. She could 

allow herself to simply enjoy the sensation for what they were, knowing that she did not need to 

fight him. Did not need to confront her own body's reaction to him.  

And it was pleasurable. Not unlike all the times that she had had sex with Raj. Even knowing 

that she would almost certainly not reach an orgasm with her boyfriend, she still desired sex. She 

thrilled in the stimulation, enjoyed the game. Then after he had fallen asleep, she would finish 

off what he had started. This was no different.  
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She sighed and did not even try to stop the slow circular motion of her hips that sought to bring 

her closer to his sweet kisses. She moaned and whimpered a bit as she felt those movements 

supplementing the ones of his fingers. She felt his fingers slip deeper, brushing momentarily 

across a bundle of nerves that drew her into the flames, but it was fleeting as if he sensed what 

she was doing and pulled back just far enough to keep her from taking what he did not want her 

to have.  

Kirsty wished her hands were free. Her nipples were painfully hard. Her breasts seemed to pulse 

and throb in tempo with his tongue and fingers. She always played with her tits and nipples when 

she masturbated. Without breast stimulation, she could not come. But that was the point. Not to 

come. It was what he wanted. What she wanted too. Right? Still, she found herself wishing in 

vain that she could softly pinch and pull at the turgid peaks.  

She felt herself rushing through the darkness of space once more, barreling towards the brilliance 

of that sun. She did not care. Why should she? She embraced it. Knowing that he would only 

jerk her back at the last moment. She might as well enjoy the trip.  

She arched off the bed as much as the spreader bar would allow. Once more, his fingers caressed 

that bundle of nerves. She moaned even louder as they played longer on that sweet spot. It was 

not like she had anything to worry about. There was no need to fight her body's responses when 

he was not going to allow her the release it wanted, needed, anyway.  

She undulated her hips like some lewd belly dancer. His teeth clamped down once more on her 

clitoris, capturing it so that his tongue could torture it with firm, sure strokes. He added a third 

finger. She sighed at the increased pressure of being filled. It was almost as satisfying as his 

brother's thick cock had been pounding away at her. A deep moan escaped the back of her throat 

at that thought.  

She knew that she should feel violated, dirty, that it was wrong to want these men. Brothers. It 

was every taboo she could think of. Fucking Svein then just hours later, Mikael eating her out 

like a wild bear feasting upon its first spring meal after a long winter's hibernation. Gorging and 

filling himself upon her flesh. And she loved it all. Her body responded to these men as it never 

had to the clumsy love makings of her gentle Raj.  

Maybe she would have felt guilty or embarrassed, but there was no need. She did not have to 

worry about surrendering to whatever erotic naughtiness grew and darkened her soul. She was 

safe because this man did not want her to enjoy the pleasure of his touch any more than she did. 

So she could just relax and hurtle headlong into the sun. Knowing he would pull her back. His 

fingers slipped deeper, all three of them.  

"Yes," she cried out as she arched higher than she had thought she could. The metal of the 

handcuffs bit into her wrists, but they were no longer cold. Her body had heated them. Or 

perhaps the sun into which she soared was melting them onto her flesh. Her thigh muscles ached 
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from the unnatural way that they were forced to remain open for so long. They began to tremble, 

whether from muscle fatigue or the intense pleasure as she soared closer to that sun than she had 

ever come. 

Then he thrust his fingers deep into her. He arched them upwards against those raw nerve 

endings as his tongue increased the pressure on the other bundle of nerve tissue. And the white-

hot heat of that sun consumed her. She cried out as the orgasm that she thought he would not 

allow her burst like a supernova in its final moments of glory. Her whole body tensed and 

arched, strained at the bonds that held her as the pleasure went on and on...and on.  

She was hoarse, and her voice was barely audible as her body and mind began to coalesce into 

one once more. She opened her eyes though she knew that tears shone in their depths. She stared 

at the man as he began to rise above her. She was sure that, like Svein, he would now use her 

body for his own pleasure. 

Instead, he stood up and walked silently to the table. Picking up a full glass of water that 

remained on the table, he brought it back to her. He lifted her head and bid her, "Drink."  

She obeyed because she felt the burning at the back of her throat and needed to quench it 

somehow. When she had drunk half of it, he turned back towards the table and sat it back down.  

He walked over and pulled the keys to the handcuffs from his shirt pocket. He released her wrists 

and massaged them until she felt the sharp shooting pains of pins and needles as blood returned 

to her fingertips. When she began to clasp and unclasp her fingers, he seemed satisfied that no 

damage had been done and turned instead to the spreader bar between her ankles. He worked just 

as efficiently to unclasp it and massage life back into her legs.  

But it was all so mechanical. As if what had just happened was not even real. Gone was the 

dying man thirsting for his last drink, instead was some cold, calculating machine. Not even a 

logical Mister Spock. More like Data, an android incapable of human feelings. The tin man. But 

he did not seem even to notice he lacked a heart, let alone search one out.  

Kirsty could not stop the single word from escaping her throat any more than she could have 

those final cries of ecstasy. "Why?" 

He shrugged, "Get some sleep." Mikael picked up the cut shirt from the floor and pulled the 

duvet up to cover her nakedness.  

Kirsty wanted to fight it. Fight him. Fight them. Fight sleep. She should be thinking about and 

planning an escape. But she was too tired. It was all too much as the darkness of exhaustion 

overcame her. She slipped into a deep, dreamless slumber.  

*** 
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The sun was barely peeking over the horizon in the east. Over their homeland, perhaps, thought 

Svein. The day should be glorious. One more closer to home. Closer to the safety of their world.  

But still, the echoes of her cries filled his mind. More like cry. He supposed he should be 

thankful that it was just the one. Somehow that made it worse. As if all of the pleasure and pain 

were held back for as long as she could fight it. Fight them. Then released, suddenly as if a dike 

had broken and flooded their whole world. 

Bjⱷrn had heard it too. Felt it more deeply, perhaps. As he tossed in the berth beneath him, he 

had cursed. "That should have been me." 

Svein watched as Mikael emerged up the stairs. For a man that had spent the night in the arms of 

a woman, he looked less than satisfied. Angry. Frustrated. More morose than when they had 

talked even. This was not good. 

He watched his Mikael walked over to where Bjⱷrn worked at the nets, preparing to drop them 

deep into the sea, seeking out their catch for this day. Their livelihood. Their life's blood. He 

threw something at him. It took a moment for Svein to recognize the pattern of Bjⱷrn's favorite 

shirt. The one that she had been wearing when they left his cabin. 

"Sorry. You may need to get another favorite shirt, little brother," Mikael pronounced slowly as 

Bjⱷrn unfurled the shredded piece of material.  

The look of fury on his baby brother’s face had Svein take a step automatically in their direction. 

But Mikael was smart enough to know when retreat was in order and walked towards the back 

deck as if nothing had happened.  

But something had. Something deep and painful. "This was not a good idea," Svein said quietly 

once more as Bjⱷrn rose from where he had crouched.  

He walked to him and threw the shirt at Svein's chest. "She is mine tonight. There will be no 

choice this time. Do you understand me?" 

Svein felt his youngest brother's pain and simply nodded. This had been a very bad idea. 

  



 

- 77 - 
 

Chapter 9 

Bjⱷrn put the finishing touches on the sandwich. Pickles, real dill pickles. They were her 

favorite. He half-smiled as he thought how amazing it was: the stuff that you will tell strangers 

over the Internet. But they were not strangers anymore. They were her husbands. 

Not by her choice, he reminded himself as he placed the piece of bread on top of the corned beef, 

cheese, and pickles. He spread extra mustard and just a touch of mayonnaise. The way she liked 

it. Would she even care? Would it make any difference to how much she hated them?  

Hate and love were twins, the light and the dark; his mother had always told him. If she could 

hate them now, then with the right touch, she could come to love them. Or so his mother had 

promised. After last night not even he was sure anymore.  

He did not know what had happened between her and Mikael, or even between her and Svein. 

He honestly did not want to know. Not the details anyway. But what he did know was that cry 

had woken him from a light sleep. Just as he was beginning to dream that it was him holding her 

in his arms, kissing her lips, rolling her nipples between his fingers… 

Stop it. This was getting him nowhere. None of this was. Why did Svein and especially Mikael 

have to ruin this for him? He had waited his whole life for this…for her. While Svein dreamt of 

fish and making Njörður’s Captive a success, while Mikael dreamt of breaking free from their 

big brother’s long shadow and asserting himself as his own man, he dreamed of one thing - 

coming home to her.  

Of course, he had not known who she was. But ever since he was a teen, his wife, their wife, had 

consumed his dreams. Sure, he was not chaste; what good would that do them? But other women 

had always been more about learning to please her than pleasing himself.  

Then he remembered how wide her eyes had gotten last night when they revealed her Fate. He 

had wanted to be the one to spend the night with her then. To hold her and reassure her that it 

would not be that bad, that despite what society might think, loving three men could be easier 

than one. Or so his mother had told him. He had wanted to cuddle with her and tell her all about 

their mother, about their homeland, about the tradition that she was upholding.  

But she had chosen Mikael instead. He was confident that it was because she could sense his 

brother’s reluctance in this plan. Perhaps she thought to find an ally among them. Maybe 

convince him to help her escape. She had chosen poorly. Even if he had been reluctant about this 

plan, Mikael needed Kirsty, needed her even more than he did. And that was saying something. 

Bjⱷrn admitted, he needed this woman. Not as Mikael did to care for his child, or Svein to 

provide heirs, the next generation of fishermen for Njörður’s Captive. He needed her love. He 

needed someone to hold and be held by. And he wanted so much more from this woman than 

either of his brothers could even imagine. He wanted her soul as well as her body. 
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He steeled himself as he walked down the short corridor. He knocked lightly at the closed door. 

He waited for a welcome, her to tell him to ‘come in.’ He stood there holding the tray with its 

sandwich cut into triangles and a can of her favorite soda. And he stood there. Two minutes. 

Three. Maybe five. Before he realized that the invitation he hoped for was not going to come. He 

sighed heavily; was that prophetic? He hoped not.  

He thought about knocking again. But what would be the point? She had closed the door on 

them. Maybe that was even to be expected. He tried to put himself in her position. Everything 

that she had known, everyone, had been stolen from her. He remembered all his mother’s advice; 

you catch more flies with honey than vinegar. So, why had the woman chosen Mikael’s vinegar 

over his honey last night? 

He turned the knob and pushed open the door, half expecting his way to be blocked: chairs or 

shelves or anything she could find blocking the entrance to the captain’s cabin. But the door 

swung open easily.  

She was sitting in the corner of the bed. Her legs were drawn up almost to her chin as she stared 

out the tiny portal to the waves that almost reached its edges. Her arms were wrapped tightly 

about her knees as if she were hugging herself. Did she not realize that was what he longed to do 

more than anything? Hold her, keep her safe?  

When she finally turned towards him, he saw the moisture glistening in her eyes. For a moment, 

he wished he could turn back time. He regretted all they had done, the way they had captured 

her. Then he remembered the most important of their search perimeters: someone who was not 

happy in the life that they led, that had few intense connections.  

The truth was that while she loved her career, that was all she had in her old life. Her job. And 

between Monica and the babies they would give her, she would have plenty of things to occupy 

her. She had given her heart and her time to another man, tried the traditional relationship, and 

been hurt by it. Saddest of all, her parents and friends were just straw men in her life. She shared 

no deep bond with them. She had admitted time and again how shallow her existence was, how 

alone she felt, how she longed for something simpler, something more.  

Bjⱷrn knew they could offer her all of that. Given a chance, they could make her happy, and in 

return, she could make them happy. That was how this was meant to work; his mother told him. 

Showed him every day of his life. This bond could give Kirsty a sense of belonging that she 

craved. He just knew it. For now, though, all he had to offer was a sandwich — some 

conversation. And perhaps friendship. 

“I made this for you,” he said almost shyly as he held out the tray. “Corned beef with cheese, 

pickles, and mustard. The way you like it.” He knew he was rambling. He probably sounded like 

some lovesick teenager. That was not how he wanted to come off, how he wanted her to see him. 
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She nodded and took the plate off the tray. Bjⱷrn considered turning around and running back to 

the kitchen to hide.  

This was not going the way that he expected. None of it had gone as he hoped and planned for all 

those years. He had been prepared for Svein to be the first. That was as much a part of this 

tradition as kidnapping. But he was confident that after his eldest brother’s ‘vinegar,’ she would 

turn to him for honey. Instead, she had chosen Mikael…and that ate at his gut.  

The woman, Kirsty, he reminded himself. When had she become just the woman? That was how 

Mikael saw her, perhaps even Svein. But to him, she had always been Kirsty, the One. Did he 

doubt that now? 

He watched as she looked the sandwich over. Did she think that he would drug her? Then she 

smiled weakly up at him and muttered, “Thanks.” 

It was as close to an invitation as he was likely to get any time soon. He took it as such and sat 

next to her on the bed. He saw the marks again. The red and purple teeth marks were beginning 

to be tinged with yellow and green this morning. Of course, he had seen them yesterday when 

they were fresh after Svein had taken her. He looked for other marks, new ones, from Mikael, 

but he saw none. That should have been a relief to him. But remembering her cry that had rent 

the night, it was not.  

It was not that bruises or marks bothered him as such. This, too, was part of who they were. 

Dominants. It would always be a part of their dynamic with her. That was why they had chosen 

to look specifically for a submissive on a kink site. They would never force a woman, any 

woman, to do things that were not to her choosing. They were exploring Kirsty’s fantasies as 

well as their own, or so he assured himself.  

No, it was not the marks themselves. It was that they were not his. Not his bruises. He frowned 

as she took another bite of the sandwich. Not that his kinks would leave these types of marks 

upon her alabaster skin. No, he wanted so much more from her than a few bruises here and there. 

He wanted to own her. Own her body and soul. The games he liked were in her head…mind 

fucks. 

Challenges to test the depths and breadth of her submissive nature. Breathe play when he held 

her very life in his hands. Orgasm control where she begged and pleaded for release that he alone 

could give her, or not. And the ultimate: potty training where she must ask his permission even 

to piss. Oh no, his needs from this woman were for so much more than a few simple bruises that 

were already beginning to fade. He wanted her all: her mind, her heart, even her spirit. 

Not to crush as some did. He wanted to set her free. As a child on one of their trips with his 

brothers and their fathers, his mother had taken him to an aviary. He must have been seven, 

maybe eight. But he would never forget watching the falcon show.  
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They had sat on hard wooden benches. He must have asked Petrine two dozen times, ‘when will 

it start?’ Then the air above his head stirred and was rent with a cry, unlike any he had ever 

heard. He watched as a brown smudge circled high above them, occasionally swooping low then 

seeming to soar straight up again. He did not dare move. 

Then a man’s voice joined with the hawk’s cries. He told of the birds, how they were 

endangered, their desire to be free, but how the world in which they lived was encroaching, 

threatening all of that. How this magnificent bird, who flew back to perch upon his gloved hand 

was safer as his captive than she could ever be in the wild.  

That falcon was his Kirsty. Her need to care, to submit to a man, no longer fit this modern world. 

She could not find the fulfillment she sought in traditional relationships, or social media 

‘friendships,’ not even in the career that she loved. No, she needed a depth of connection that 

only he…and his brothers…could provide. Only in that captivity would she indeed be safe to 

take to flight, to soar higher than any of them ever could. And always come back to land safely 

in their arms. 

He smiled and sighed as she finished the last bite of her sandwich. That kind of connection took 

time and trust. It could not be rushed; he reminded himself as he opened the can of soda and 

passed it to her. She took a long swig then wiped her hand across her mouth. He chuckled, it was 

something he would do. Unmindful of polite etiquette or rules, he was who he was, and so was 

she. That was what he loved most about her. And something he never wanted to change.  

When she heard his laughter, her eyes met his, and she belched. Not some polite burb followed 

by an ‘excuse me,’ but a noisy exclamation. “In some cultures that is the highest of praise, I’m 

told,” he smiled at her.  

It was her turn to laugh then. The sound washed over his soul like rain in the desert. “Thank you. 

It was delicious,” she said as her eyes dropped back to the duvet that covered her naked body.  

“You are most welcome,” he replied. “Would you like me to get you another shirt to wear?”  

She might not realize it. He had thought that his brothers would not either, although the violence 

with which Mikael tossed the torn other one, said that he had underestimated them. The truth was 

that his shirts were the beginning of it. The beginning of her training. As his slave. She was 

dependent upon him even for the clothes she wore.  

Ironically, his shirts also covered his brothers’ marks upon her fair skin. They were his mark of 

ownership, and whether he realized or would admit it or not, that was what had honestly 

bothered Mikael. Not that Bjⱷrn had any intention of stopping. 

She nodded her head slowly and whispered, “If you don’t mind, though I cannot promise it won’t 

end up in shreds like the other one. Your brothers seem to have some perverse need to keep me 
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naked. Maybe they think I can’t run away then. Although there is not much chance of that since 

we are in the middle of the channel, is there?” 

He chuckled again. Svein had been right…she was easy to talk with. But then again, he had 

known that from all the emails they had exchanged. Her intelligence appealed to him as much as 

her beauty or her submissive nature. “More than likely, they like seeing your hot body. But no 

need to worry about that. You are mine tonight. And I have no objection to you wearing my 

shirt.” 

She frowned, “But I thought that Svein said I could choose?” 

Bjⱷrn steeled his expression. He would not let her see how much her words hurt him. What was 

her problem? Did she really prefer them to him? Did bites and bruises, rope, and gods only knew 

what else appeal to her more than a pleasant evening of conversation with him? What was wrong 

with him? 

Then it dawned upon him. Perhaps his brothers were easier because, with them, she could be safe 

in her hatred? Maybe what scared her most was that she might come to like him…to love him? 

Perhaps pain and bondage were more comfortable to give than her true submission? But she 

would discover he was a man of patience. He did not want to take…he wanted her to give.  

“He said you could choose who shared the bed - last night. Today is a new dawn. New rules. My 

rules.”  

He watched her brow crinkle in a frown. He saw her sweet mouth that he wanted to kiss, so 

desperately, open as if she wanted to argue. Then it closed again. ‘Let the games begin,’ he 

thought as he rose from the bed.  

“I will get my shirt for you now. Then I must get back up on deck. You may join me if you wish. 

It is not raining this day, so my shirt and your coat should be enough to keep you warm.” She 

just nodded as he gathered the plate and empty soda can on the tray.  

If Mikael thought that a torn shirt would get to him, if she thought running scared would save 

her, they were both wrong. He was playing this game to win. Because the prize, her love and 

submission, was a treasure more valuable than a dozen Njörður’s Captives.  

He would not run. He would not take. He would wait patiently until she gave that which could 

never be forced. And he would win, he would have it in the end. Have all of her, just as she 

would have all of him. It was how things were meant to be…with the One. 

*** 

Kirsty sat on the chair that Bjⱷrn had brought for her. Her tablet lay next to her. Honestly, she 

had tried to get a signal. Perhaps message her parents or connect with a friend on social media, 

but this far out to sea, that was as futile as she had suspected it would be. Instead, all she had to 
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do was read the books on it. The crazy books about ménages and BDSM that had gotten her in 

this fucked up situation, to begin with. 

And think. She had way too much time to think right now. Think about her life up to this point. 

Did anyone even notice she was gone? It was Saturday now. So, work would not realize her 

absence for a couple of days. What would happen when she did not show up Monday morning? 

Of course, they would call her mobile phone and the house? But what happened when she did 

not answer? Would they try her parents, who were listed as her emergency contact? Or after 

taking holiday time on Friday, would they assume she was too hungover even to bother calling 

in?  

It was certain that her parents would not notice her missing if they did not call. She only saw 

them once a month for the perfunctory brunch, usually in Chelsea or Kensington. That had been 

last Sunday, so unless work or her flatmates called them, they would not even notice her absence 

for weeks? Then again, even as a small child, she had more often than not been invisible to her 

busy consultant parents.  

And her flatmates? What of them? She and the two other young professional females that shared 

the fashionable flat just a couple of blocks from the hospital where she worked had never been 

particularly close. Well, the two of them were close, but neither paid her much attention. How 

long before they noticed that she had not come out of her room to cook? Would they bother to 

knock and check up on her? Or would it not be until it was her turn to clean the communal areas 

that they noticed her missing? When was that anyway? Next weekend? The following? 

In a world where she had close to a hundred ‘friends’ on a social media site, no one would miss 

her for days. And by then? Where would she be? Safely ensconced in this mysterious place that 

these guys called home? How long before the police would check out her computer? Would they 

bother?  

She was an adult. She was getting over a devastating breakup. Would everyone assume that she 

had left of her own free will? That she needed some time to get away and think? Would anyone 

care? Besides her kids, they would notice she was gone. It would bother them, starting over with 

a new therapist. But most of them had no voice. How could they tell anyone that Miss Kirsty 

would never leave without saying good-bye? 

It was sad and depressing. The sum total of her existence. She watched the waves lapping at the 

edge of the boat as the men worked together to haul the heavy nets up, sort the fish, throwing 

back the weak and small and pushing the others into the hold below. Was that all she was: a 

vulnerable and small fish that no one could be bothered to care about? That could just disappear 

without anyone noticing? 

Then she thought about him, about his laughter, and those eyes. He would miss her. Something 

told her in the crazy darkness of her mind that none of this mattered, that she should just run and 
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jump into the icy cold waters and end it all. That she did not matter to anyone anyway. 

Something told her that he would risk everything to follow her. To save her.  

But save her from what? And why? That scared her most. Why her? Why had they chosen her? 

Svein had been safe. He wanted to possess her body. To mark her as his. She could handle that. 

Honestly, some warped part of her craved that madness of passion and possession. Mikael, she 

thought she could manipulate. Could work to her advantage, but that had backfired. But even, as 

he tried to control her, she had found her safe place. Used him as much or more than he used her 

body. He could not touch her. 

Bjⱷrn? Something about him…the warmth of his laughter, the softness in his eyes, the gentle 

way that he listened more than he talked. He scared her. Scared the shit out of her. She was not 

safe with him. She never would be.  

Because something inside of her warned, he could break through her walls. Thick walls that she 

had spent a lifetime building. He could knock them all down. Then what? Where would she be? 

Far more naked and vulnerable than she had been with either Svein or Mikael.  

And the soft, warmth of his shirt caressing her skin beneath her coat reminded her of that fact. 

Tonight she would be forced to face that danger. Tonight she would be alone with him. Alone in 

that small cabin. Alone in the bed that was too small for two.  

For a moment, that thought scared her so much that the sea seemed to call to her. The Sirens 

seemed to beckon her to join them. Then a hand gripped her shoulder, and she turned to face 

him, “The sun is going down now. It will get colder soon. You should go back inside. I will join 

you in the cabin after I shower and make us something to eat.” 

His smile was genuine. His eyes were lit with a soft glow from inside. His words were 

comforting and reassuring. She was terrified. She was in big trouble now. Alone with him. The 

night stretched out into eternity. Would she survive?  

She feared not - not unchanged. But she found herself nodding and walking across the deck as it 

swayed gently with each wave. She turned back to see him watching her. His eyes met hers for a 

long moment. Oh, she was in big trouble here.  
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Chapter 10 

Bjⱷrn placed the plates on the tray and tidied up the galley. He turned when he heard someone 

coming below deck — the last person he wanted to see at the moment.  

“Mikael, food is in the oven. It is my night with Kirsty, so unless the boat catches fire, don’t 

bother us.” He saw the contemptuous look on his older brother’s face, “Hell, even if it does, do 

not bother us.” 

His brother shook his head and sneered, “Why? Why did you have to do this? We were fine. We 

did not need this crazy tradition. In the world we live in, it’s dangerous and stupid. We could go 

to prison for a long time if we get caught.” He shook his head, “We don’t want to share a 

woman.” 

Bjⱷrn sighed, “We or you, Mikael? We tried it your way, remember? And honestly, whether you 

want this or not, it is who we are. Modern world or not. So, instead of spending the rest of your 

life trying to break away from traditions, maybe you should ask yourself why?” 

He reached out his hand to put it on his brother’s shoulder, but Mikael shrugged him away. Just 

as he pushed them all away for years. Since that woman left. “Being a part of this family, of this 

way of life, does not have to make you second best. It can offer you the chance to be your very 

best, be who you are.”  

Mikael shook his head and screwed up his face until it was a mask of scorn and disgust. But 

Bjⱷrn was not going to be silent this time, “You know that whole lone wolf thing is highly 

overrated. Without the pack to have their back, they die. Of starvation. From other predators. 

They are miserable without their pack. Sound familiar? Now if you will excuse me, I have better, 

prettier company to keep this evening, brother.” 

He shook his head as he pushed past his brother. He knew that he had been rough upon the man, 

but maybe that was what Mikael needed. He did not care. As he said, right now, he had much 

better things to do than spend any more time trying to convince the man of something they had 

all agreed to, something that was done already.  

No, now, it was about moving forward. Moving forward as a family. And she was the key to 

that. The key to making three brothers who had spent a lifetime squabbling, as siblings always 

did, into a real family, into men.  

She was their anchor. He chuckled at the analogy. How appropriate, but that was what they were 

a ship. A ship that was broken, pulling apart by the storms, hell, hurricanes of modernity. But she 

could be their anchor, could hold them together, and help them ride out the storm.  

He paused outside the doorway. He squared his shoulders, inhaled deeply, and prepared himself 

for whatever awaited on the other side. Because the truth was that while his company was most 
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definitely prettier than either of his brothers, she was no less stubborn. And he needed to gird 

himself for a battle with her too.  

But unlike his Viking forefathers, it would not be axes or shields with which he fought. It would 

be his mind. And he welcomed the challenge as much as they had embraced the battles and the 

blood. “Valhalla could never be half as sweet as winning you will be,” he smiled as he knocked.  

This time he was both shocked and relieved when a feminine voice answered, “Come in.” They 

were making progress, perhaps?  

But when he opened the door to find her standing next to the bed, naked and with every damned 

implement from the toy box laid out on the bed, he stopped short. Without a word, he put the tray 

down on the table.  

He walked over and began picking up the ropes, cuffs, floggers, paddles, and all the rest. His 

hands were full as he turned silently and put them back where they belonged. It took him two 

trips to complete the task. She stared at him the whole time. As he closed the lid, she stamped her 

foot and crossed her arms over her breasts. But he refused to back down. She was the first to 

look away, and Bjⱷrn smiled quickly at the tiny victory.  

He shrugged out of his shirt and tossed it at her, “Put this on.” 

Her head popped up; her hands dropped to plant firmly on her wide hips, she jutted her chest out 

like a banty rooster. Her cheeks and chest flamed a deep scarlet that made her even more 

beautiful if that were possible.  

But the words out of her mouth floored him, “What? The fat girl not to your liking? Svein’s 

choice not up to Thor’s standard.”  

He shook his head as he reached out to grasp her turgid nipples firmly between his thumb and 

forefinger. She dropped her gaze to the floor. He smiled, realizing that Kirsty did not want him to 

see just what he was doing to her, to her body. He rolled them back and forth for a moment until 

they were even harder, though how that was possible Bjⱷrn was not sure. He pinched them then.  

Her gaze shot up instantly to meet his, “What makes you think that you were Svein’s choice? He 

preferred the jaded Russian girl with the kid. Thought she would be easier, more grateful not to 

have to struggle and always worry about keeping a roof over her kid’s head and food on the 

table.”  

He enjoyed the look of shocked surprise then, “He probably was right too. Except for the abusive 

way, she treated the child. That we won’t stand for.”  

He chuckled, “And I suppose I don’t need to tell you that Mikael refused to put forth a candidate, 

said it was up to us to choose. He would go along with whomever we wanted. He did go along 

with the plan last night, did he not? Not the natural ally you expected, was he?” 
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She blushed even deeper at the truth of his insight as his fingers left her nipples, reluctantly. He 

held her gaze, dared her to look away. “You are MY choice. And if I ever hear you use that word 

about yourself again, you won’t be able to sit down for a couple of days.”  

He heard the quick intake of breath at his threat, “Oh, that turns you on, does it? Then I’ll have to 

come up with another option. Punishment is not meant for your pleasure. But never doubt, I will 

find your weakness. That thing you fear most. And I am not afraid to use it. When you deserve 

it.” 

He sighed, “As for the toys? Those are easy, Kirsty. Any Dom can use handcuffs and a paddle. 

Hell, any idiot can, and more than a few do. With a bit of practice, they can even learn rope like 

Svein. And one day, I will introduce you to the pleasures and pain that a flogger can give. In the 

right hands, of course.” 

“All of that is easy. What I want, what I need is so much more than that.” He stepped even 

closer.  

She was not a small woman, but neither was he a small man, and he used his size then to 

intimidate her. He wanted her to feel vulnerable. He wanted her to feel small. He even wanted 

her to taste fear, just a bit. “No, what I demand is so much more than that.”  

The fingers of his hand moved between their bodies until they found the soft, smooth, wet 

surface at the juncture of her thighs. He savored the way her eyes widened as they slipped just 

inside the wet folds, “No, my love, I don’t want any of that…”  

He pulled his fingers out and brought them to his lips, licking the wetness that glistened in the 

light from them as he held her gaze, “Or even this sweetness.”  

He smiled as he used the same fingers that the moment before had been inside of her to tap her 

forehead, “Not until I have what is in here.” He dropped them lower to the hard flat surface 

between those beautiful alabaster tits sprinkled generously with light brown freckles until they 

looked like cupcakes covered in candy particles just waiting to be devoured. “And what is in 

here.” 

He held her gaze until once more her blush deepened, and she dropped her eyes. He bent then 

and picked up his shirt from where it had landed on the bed. He held it out for her. “Now put this 

on as I told you to before. Not because I don’t want to look at that luscious body, but because I 

do not want to be distracted and tempted with thoughts of all the thousands of ways I will use it, 

train it, bring you and me pleasure that you cannot even imagine yet.” 

“You would not go naked on any other first date, would you? Not while we get to know one 

another. Tonight is about getting to know one another more. About talking and eating over a nice 

bottle of wine. About me learning even more about your job and friends.”  
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He met her gaze and smiled wider, “And about learning more about us, our home. I can’t wait 

for you to meet our mother. You are going to love her. Maybe almost as much as she does you. 

So please, put on my shirt while I warm our food back up.” 

He gave the order, even though he crouched it as a request, it was a command nonetheless. He 

picked the tray up, turned, and walked to the door. He did not look back as he opened it and 

stepped outside.  

Only then did he allow himself the massive smile that he had been holding in from the moment 

she dropped her eyes that first time. He was not sure what the score was at this point in the game, 

but he knew one thing…he was winning. That round, at least. 

It was Svein he found in the galley when he went to warm the plates in the microwave. “What 

did you say to Mikael this time?” he demanded. 

Bjⱷrn finished punching the numbers into the microwave before turning to answer his brother’s 

question, “The truth. Nothing he does not need to hear.” 

Svein shook his head as he brought a bite of chicken to his mouth. They were both silent as he 

chewed. He did not speak until he had taken a swig from the open bottle of beer on the table, 

“You know she was supposed to make things better. Bring us together. Not have us at one 

another’s throats. Tear us apart.” 

Bjⱷrn chuckled as the machine dinged and he pulled the plate of food out, placing it back on the 

tray before lifting it, he answered his brother with a smile, “If you listened to Mama’s stories, 

you would know that sometimes you must do one before you can do the other.”  

He smiled at his eldest brother as he walked past him, “Our way is not easy, brother. Just right, 

for us anyway. Now, if you will excuse me as I told Mikael, I have much prettier company this 

evening.”  

*** 

Kirsty tried to stifle a yawn as she chuckled at another of Bjⱷrn’s funny stories about growing up 

on the ‘Holding’ as he called it. She did not know how long they had been talking. The plates sat 

empty on the table, the tray discarded on the floor, as they cuddled together in the bed half-

naked.  

She chuckled again and blushed at the thought, “What?” he asked with a deep rumbly chuckle of 

his own that she felt through her whole body. Her head rested upon his bare shoulder, one hand 

exploring the expanse of his surprisingly bronzed chest.  

She bit her lower lip and moved her hand away. Or tried to anyway until he covered it with his 

own.  
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“Kirsty, look at me,” the command was back in his voice. And it did funny things to her body. 

She struggled to breathe even as she fought not to obey him. But she lost as she lifted her eyes to 

meet his gaze. How could she hope to win when it was herself she was fighting and not this 

man? 

“I asked what you were thinking,” he replied casually, but the way his fingers caressed hers as 

they rested over his heart, the intense dark gaze, was anything but.  

The intimacy beat at her then. Did she dare? Were even her thoughts no longer her own? Then 

she remembered his words earlier, ‘Not until I have what is in here.’ It was frightening how 

easily he had slipped inside her mind. She lifted her head, tried to pull back, but the arm on 

which she rested her head tightened about her, held her there.  

“Don’t run from me. Not now.” He chuckled lightly, “Has it really been all that bad? Our time 

together, our first date?”  

His transparency at that moment broke through walls that she wanted desperately to keep in 

place. How could she deny this man access to her thoughts and feelings when he had revealed so 

much of his own this night?  

Her eyes misted over, and she laid her head back on his shoulder, as much because she did not 

want him to see the tears that glistened in her eyes. After all, she needed the solid comfort of his 

embrace to fortify her.  

“No. That’s the problem,” she whispered.  

His fingers brushed her chin, lifted her face to meet his gaze. “Why is that a problem, my love?” 

She shook her head, “How can you use those words so casually?” she sighed.  

“How can we lay half-naked in bed together, sharing secrets that even my best friends never 

knew? And call it a first date? You and your brothers kidnapped me. You took me from my job, 

my friends, my family, everything I knew. I don’t even know what tomorrow holds.” 

She was losing the battle as she felt the huge tears slid down her cheeks. “And all I can think 

is…does he kiss on the first date? What is wrong with me? How fucked is that?” 

His fingers were infinitely gentle as they brushed the tears away. He brought them to his lips and 

tasted them, just as he had other things earlier. His arm about her loosened just a bit as he turned 

so that they faced one another fully.  

“Answer me one thing, my love, and then I will answer all those questions,” once more she 

fought a losing battle as she found herself nodding her head slowly.  
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“Were you happy then? In that life…our job, your parents, your friends? Did they make you feel 

as happy and as secure as you have in my arms this past couple of hours?” 

Her heart stopped. She could not make her lungs work. She could not breathe. How had he 

known? How had he cut through everything to the one thing that bothered her most? She knew 

that there was no chance she could lie her way of this one. Her reaction to his words alone would 

tell anyone with half a brain the truth.  

And there was nothing halfway about Bjⱷrn’s brain. Not only was the most handsome, hottest, 

the hunkiest guy she had ever known, but he might also well be one of the smartest. He was 

anything but the simple fisherman he claimed to be. He was well-read, some of the classics she 

had not even read, and her parents had not spared any expense upon her education.  

Truth be told, …this man fascinated her. Turned her libido onto high. And made her want to 

believe every damned word he said about his home, his mother, their life…all he could offer her. 

All that sounded like heaven to her. Too good to be true. 

Without waiting for empty words, he smiled. “I thought so. If you believe nothing else, I ever tell 

you, believe this: if I did not honestly believe that I…that we…could make you happy. Happier 

than the job you truly did love. Happier than a traditional relationship that lacked any real 

passion,” he winked as his fingers pinched her nipple through the soft material. “Happier than 

parents, you see once a month or friends that you spend more time with online than face-to-face. 

Then I…we…would have never taken you.” 

He leaned his forehead against hers and smiled like she imagined that little boy would have to 

watch the falcon soar. “Besides, my love, I know your dirty little secret. You forget I’m a 

damned good hacker. I know every book on that tablet over there,” he smiled and nodded to the 

table behind her. “And I know that the idea of being taken…dominated…and yes, loved, by 

brothers is more intriguing to you than it is frightening.” 

She blushed as she shoved playfully at his bare chest, “Hey, that is just fiction. Fantasy. Doesn’t 

a girl have any privacy with you?”  

He rolled her then. His big body covered hers as she stared up into the intensely dark face that 

was all man, all Dom, nothing like the vulnerable little boy he had revealed in his stories that 

night. He bent until everything else in the cabin, the world, blurred into the background. Until he 

was all there was.  

“Your secret is safe with me, sweetheart. Not even my brothers know how much you really are 

our willing captive. But no, between us, there will never be any secrets. Do you understand me?”  

Kirsty nodded her head slowly. She was not sure whether she was more thrilled or frightened by 

his words…his intensity. No author could have ever captured her darkest fantasies as accurately 

as the man who held her now. And that truly was terrifying. 
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He was so close. His breath caressed her skin, mixed with hers. She wanted to taste those lips 

even as they opened again. 

“I have already answered one of your questions. Know this too. I do not use those words 

casually. You are my love. Yes, I know that freaks you the fuck out,” he chuckled and smiled.  

“Yes, I know that you set eyes on me only yesterday. Yes, I know that you thought this was a 

one-off casual thing with Svein and woke up at sea to find yourself married. And make no 

mistake about that, either. You are married to all of us now. You are ours. And we do not easily 

let go of what is ours, my love.” 

“I know that all of that freaks you out. But it also thrills you, makes you feel safer and more 

excited than you ever have, than you ever imagined possible.”  

Those green eyes caressed her face, “I know too that at this moment you feel closer, more 

connected to me than the man you spent six years of your life with. And if that was not just a tiny 

bit freaky and frightening, then I would be worried, then you would not be my Kirsty,” he smiled 

as his fingers caressed her bottom lip. 

“So, do I think you are fucked in the head? No. As out of step with the times, as unique, as 

different as we are, yes. But who is to say that it is not we, who are sane and the world that is 

fucked?”  

“As for what tomorrow holds? None of us know. That is how this crazy tradition began: one 

woman who grew tired of being a victim of Fate. One woman who wanted something different, 

fairer, more controlled for her sons and their mate than the life that she had known.” 

“But one thing I promise you, my love,” her mind screamed out at those words again. Her heart 

skipped several beats at the look in his eyes. She wanted to argue that no one could really love 

someone they just met, but what she saw there said otherwise.  

“The most beautiful thing of all this is that whatever tomorrow holds, you will never ever be 

alone again as you have felt up until now. Because that is what family really is.” 

His laughter washed over her like waves upon the sand, sweeping her away with the tide, “Ours 

might not be perfect family, and if Mikael gets in my face one more time, you may need those 

first aid skills of yours. When push comes to shove as it did when Greta left him and Monica, we 

are always there for one another. And you are a part of that now. The biggest part.” 

His face turned dark and severe once more. It shocked and thrilled her at how easily this man, 

dare she even think it, her man, could go from Happy as she had nicknamed him to profound and 

intense. She could spend years digging his depths. At that moment, she honestly wanted to buy it 

all, the story of happily ever after that he held out to her. Could it really work? 
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“And yes. I kiss on the first date. But my kind of kissing is a bit intense,” he switched back to her 

playful little boy once more. 

It drew forth her own, “Like everything else about you isn’t?” 

His fingers covered her lips that they had only moments before been caressing, “Shhh, my love, 

that is our little secret, just like Captured Brides are,” he said, revealing her favorite erotica 

series.  

“Okay, so I bite, what is so intense about your kisses?” 

“You bite? I thought that was more Svein’s thing. But I won’t deny the idea of your teeth in my 

shoulder as I make you come over and over again on my hard cock has some interesting 

possibilities. It might border a bit on switching, but hell, I’m game to try if you are,” his naughty 

words had her body instantly on overdrive.  

“Your kisses? We were discussing your kisses,” Kirsty hoped her voice did not sound has needy 

to him as it did to her. 

He sighed and pressed the hard ridge of that cock even closer to her core that was bare beneath 

the shirt. His shirt. His cock. His woman, she fought the thought.  

“So my dirty talk turns you on to. Your fetish list is getting longer, my love.” He bent until his 

mouth touched her ear lobe, “Did I notice breathplay on it too?” 

“What? Haven’t you stolen my breath often enough tonight with your words?” she teased. 

His chuckle swept more of her beneath his powerful waves once more, “But I have not had the 

pleasure of sharing it. Of tasting you.” He rose above her once more, that dark intensity bore 

through her, “Your permission, Kirsty. Do I have your consent?” 

“Make no mistake about this. I will hold your life in my hands,” he explained. “My hands about 

your throat will tighten until you cannot breathe on your own. My mouth will cover yours, and I 

will take into my body what little air remains in your lungs. They will burn from lack of oxygen. 

Your head will get light. Everything inside of you will cry out for you to fight me. But I won’t 

allow it.” 

“I will not release you unless you tap out, and only now as I learn your body, your limits will I 

allow that. The day will come when there will be no safe words, no limits between us, when you 

will trust me even for the air you breathe. You will relax into me. You will surrender all those 

fears to me.”  

“Why? Because you know that your life is more valuable to me than it is even to you. Because 

you want and need to give it to me as much as I want and need you to. Then and only then will I 
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breathe my breath back into you. And it will be my breath. Our breaths will be one as much as 

our bodies or souls ever could be.” 

He smiled down at her, “Is that intense enough for you, my love? And most importantly, do you 

trust me enough to share that? Do you really want to ‘kiss’ me?”  

He sighed and brushed her hair softly, “I won’t lie and pretend that I won’t be disappointed if 

you say ‘no.’ I will be. Devastated probably. But I won’t go anywhere. I’ll wrap you in my arms 

and hold you while you sleep.”  

“And tomorrow, I’ll love you just as much as I do right now, as I did from probably that third 

email. Remember the one where you told me…us…about how empty you felt when Raj left, not 

because you loved him so much but because you had wasted so many years with a man you had 

not and could not ever really love.”  

“Because I know you can and will one day…that you will love and trust me. And I can wait for 

that. I don’t want anything less from you ever. Do you hear me?” 

She nodded her head slowly as his words sank into her mind, into her heart, into her body that 

wanted his so damned badly. More than she had ever wanted anything. She nodded and met his 

gaze, “Yes,” she whispered. 

“Yes, what, Kirsty? Yes, you heard me? Or yes, you want me to kiss you?”  

He lowered his head until their lips were almost meeting once more. His eyes seemed to search 

her face. She remembered his words about their breath mingling and becoming one. Wasn’t it 

already? In that fraction of a centimeter between them? What was that little distance anyway? 

Was it even real? Weren’t they already one in it? 

She stared at those lips, so close, so far. “What if I want more than just a kiss, Bjⱷrn?” 

She heard his quick intake of breath. She felt as if he already was sucking the precious oxygen 

and life from her body as he arched closer against hers, as his hard cock rubbed slowly against 

her. She opened her thighs as he sunk even closer.  

One of his hand laced through her hair, tugged hard until her eyes left those lips she craved, until 

they once more were lost in his depths. His other hand went about her throat, but it only rested 

there lightly. “Are you willing to give as much as you get? Are you willing to open more than 

just those sexy legs? Are you willing to let me deeper into your mind and heart than my cock can 

ever get into that sweet pussy it is dying to feel wrapped around it?” 

“Do you understand what I’m asking? Maybe you aren’t as in love with me right now as I am 

with you. I can understand that. But are you willing to open your heart enough to that 

possibility?” 
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 He breathed deeply, “Practically speaking, do I have your word that when we land tomorrow, 

maybe the next day, that you will not run? That you will give this, us, a fair chance? Because 

trust me as badly as my cock wants inside of you right now, those are my terms. And I won’t 

negotiate.” 

He held perfectly still. She could feel the intensity in his body arc back and forth between them 

like electricity, like lightning off of Thor’s hammer. He waited as he had said he would. Patiently 

for her answer.  
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Chapter 11 

Bjⱷrn had not realized that he was holding his breath until she nodded her head slowly once 

more. His head was spinning, whether from lack of oxygen or how fast things were moving. 

Nothing about this night was going as he planned. He had honestly meant to take things slowly. 

To just talk. 

And they had talked. Far longer and later than he had planned. It would be dawn in only a couple 

of hours, and he would need to be back on deck. Now the question was: did he stick to his 

original plan and end this night holding her while they slept, or did he give them both what their 

bodies wanted so damned bad? 

The problem was his responsibility to protect, care for, and look out for her best interest did not 

rest in his little head, but with his big one. He needed to make absolutely sure this was not 

something she would regret later. “Talk to me, Kirsty,” he commanded. “Why?” 

He saw those massive tears gathering in her eyes once more and felt like a real bastard. Why did 

he have to push her? Why couldn’t he just take what she offered? Bury himself deep inside of 

her and let tomorrow bring what it may. Because you love her, idiot…and because you want her 

to love you back one day. And taking advantage of her right now won’t make that any easier.  

He shook his head, “Not tonight,” he whispered as he tried to roll away from her.  

He could not when those long legs wrapped tightly about his waist. How often over the past few 

months had he thought about that very same thing? The only thing between them right now was 

his jeans, and those were painfully tight.  

Her hands clutched his shoulders. He could feel her short nails biting into his skin. He had 

dreamt of that too. But in his dreams, she was coming hard around his cock. Why was he such a 

fool? 

Those big eyes stared up at him, “You told me not to run. Well, who is running now, big guy? 

Do you think I don’t know what I want? You think I will regret this tomorrow? Well, here is 

some news for the big bad Dom: I am a big girl. And if I do that is my right, I’ll deal with it. But 

at this moment, I want to try. I want to believe even if it is all lie; I want to live out a fantasy.”  

She inhaled deeply and lifted her head; her mouth found his shoulder, and her teeth nibbled 

along the ridge of it, “I want you, Bjⱷrn. I want to go dizzy with your hand around my throat as I 

look into your eye, just like I read about in all those stupid books. And I want to feel your hard 

cock inside of me. I need to come.” 

No words could have been more certain to ignite his darkest needs than those. “Come for me? 

Are you willing to surrender those too, my love?” 
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She frowned, “What do you mean?” 

He was the one spiraling out of control then. This training he had meant to withhold for a while. 

He had wanted to be confident that this would work before beginning it. He had never done it 

with a partner but had spent years studying the process.  

He had been deeply touched by a post in the online forum he followed. It was written by a sub, 

who discovered that she could no longer orgasm at all after her Dom left. It had changed how he 

saw this forever.  

Oh, he still craved it, maybe even more. But now he feared it too. If…no, when they went there, 

it was as binding, more binding, on him than her. He could never, would never do that to anyone, 

let alone the woman he loved.  

To begin this now…from their first encounter? It committed him to her, not that he was not 

already. But it committed him to her above all others. Above his brothers, his mother, himself.  

He would have questioned his sanity, except he knew the answer already. He wanted nothing 

halfway with her. “Orgasm control and conditioning, Kirsty. I want to control those too. I want 

all of you.” 

She shook her head, “I still don’t understand. Of course, I want to come with you. For you.” 

“No, sweetheart, more than that. I want total control. You won’t be able to orgasm at all without 

my permission,” he explained. 

She chuckled, “How is that even possible?”  

“Your mind and body will become so cued to my voice, to my words that without my 

permission, you will not be able to. We will have a special trigger, my sweet Freya.”  

Though she did not realize it, he began the process with the words that he had chosen just for 

her. “Those words will be so powerful that your body will react. Even if I am not with you. Just 

those words from me, and I can give you the same pleasure my touch can,” he explained. 

She inhaled, “Now that one seems more fantasy than anything in my books.” 

He shrugged, “But it will happen between us, my love. For tonight, we keep it simple. When you 

feel your body on the edge hold back, ask my permission first. Can you do that? Can you do that 

with my cock pounding way deep inside your wet pussy? Can you wait just long enough for me 

to whisper, come for me, my sweet Freya?” 

He saw the way her eyes widened at his deep tone and erotic words. She might not realize it yet, 

but his beautiful wife would be so fucking easy to train. She seemed to crave the darkest recesses 

of his mind almost as much as she desired his body.  



 

- 96 - 
 

And there had never been any doubt that he craved hers. He decided then. He would take this as 

far as she allowed…and then push her just a bit further. More importantly, he would assume full 

responsibility for it all. She might think that she had the right to her regrets, but even those would 

become his too.  

Honestly, he already had. It was he who had convinced his brothers to capture a bride. It was he 

who choose her. Was she not entirely his responsibility already?  

“Hands above your head, Kirsty. Have you heard of honor bondage? Svein may love his rope. 

Mikael might like those nasty damned cuffs. But I expect more from you. The only thing that 

you will need to bind you is my words. Do you understand me?” 

She nodded her head and stretched her hands as far above her as she could. He bent close until 

his mouth was next to her ear. “You forgot something, sweetheart. ‘Yes, Master,’ say it, Kirsty. 

If you want these little games to continue, if you want my hand around that pretty little neck, my 

cock inside your tight twat, then say, ‘Yes, Master.’” 

Her quick intake of breath told him that he had struck a chord even before her breathy, quivering, 

“Yes, Mas-ter.” 

“Good girl,” he whispered as he bit into her ear lobe. “So that you know, you and Svein aren’t 

the only biters.”  

He leaned back so that they were once more eye to eye, “But I think this all began because 

someone wondered if I kiss on the first date. Let’s start there, shall we? Then see how it goes.”  

He winked, “If you survive one of my kisses, that is.”  

He held her gaze as his hand covered her throat once more. The pressure was gentle, but this 

time, he did not simply rest it there. He needed to gauge her reactions, see if she genuinely could 

manage this level of intensity. “Perfect, my love.” 

He slowly lowered his head. His pressure on her throat increasing with each centimeter of the 

distance he came closer to her lips. He watched her face, studied it intently. He held her gaze, 

checking for the least sign of alarm.  

What made him proudest was that when most women might have been tempted to fight, to 

scratch and claw at his hands, her arms remained above her head as securely as if they were tied 

there.  

Not that they ever would be when they played these games, it was another level of his fail-safe. 

As was holding his breath to get a better feeling of what she was experiencing. And the burn he 

was beginning to experience in his lungs told him it was time. Time to intensify these games. 
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He covered the small distance between them quickly. Her eyes closed in anticipation of the kiss, 

“Not this way, my love, open those eyes. I need to see that you are with me every step of the 

way. Understand me?” 

She nodded her head as her eyes opened to look up into his once more. He captured them as 

surely as they had captured her. His mouth touched hers. Lightly at first, his tongue traced her 

bottom lip, and it opened for him.  

His head was getting lighter now. Was that from the lack of oxygen or from the power she was 

surrendering to him? He wanted more. He wanted to drag this game out longer. But he would 

not. Would not risk it. He would instead pull back too quickly, leave her wanting more than 

frighten her this first time.  

His mouth covered hers, his tongue scraped her teeth as he inhaled deeply, drawing what little 

oxygen remained deep in her alveolar into his own. He held it there for a moment savoring the 

taste of her, the sweetness of her surrender. His eyes moved over hers. Her pupils began to dilate 

a bit as the reality of it all, as fear dawned upon her.  

He breathed back into her. His breath, their breaths mixed together. They were one, and the way 

that all tension flowed out of her body then told him that she had felt it too.  

He slowly released the pressure of his hand about her throat, but he left it resting there as he 

drew back until her whole face and not just those expressive eyes came into focus. “That was 

perfect, my love. You were such a good girl. So trusting, so fucking submissive.” He brushed her 

hair back out of her face as he smiled at her, “Are you okay?” 

She shook her head, and he frowned in alarm until a brilliant smile lit that beatific face from 

within, “Okay, does not begin to cover it. Neither does your intense. That was fucking amazing. 

Do it again,” she pleaded. 

Bjⱷrn chuckled, “Not now, maybe once more later. But one thing too many people don’t do right 

is they don’t allow their partner’s oxygen levels to replenish themselves. They keep doing it over 

and over again. Pushing the envelope, and that is dangerous.”  

“I enjoy walking lines, not stepping over them just to see if I can get away with it this time. 

Remember, I am playing with the most important thing in my world…your life. And big boys 

never want to break their toys.” 

He did not like the pouty look on those luscious lips and said so, “No topping from the bottom. 

You wanted something. You asked politely like a good girl and unlike some Doms, I do not 

consider asking for what you want topping.”  

“But I told you no, and I explained why. Let it go now, or I will punish you. And I would hate to 

end this perfect first date with a punishment, wouldn’t you?” 
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She nodded her head again and blushed, “So, I can ask for what I want? I won’t get in trouble for 

that.” 

He chuckled, “You are more likely to get into trouble for not asking, my love. Afraid that I have 

not perfected the mind-reading thing so open, honest, and transparent communication will have 

to do in this lifetime.” 

Her face became serious, but she did not lower her eyes this time. And that made him even 

prouder than the fact that he could see her fingers above her head moving to keep the blood 

flowing or maybe to remind her to keep them there. She bit her lower lip again. It was a 

fascinating habit, a ‘tell,’ gamblers would call it.  

“I need you inside of me,” her whisper was barely audible. Its low throaty sounds washed over 

him like swells in the worst storm threatening to knock him over and suck him out to sea. Except 

this woman had long ago swept him away. He knew that he did not have the strength then to 

deny either of them what they wanted.  

He reached above her, grasp both of her hands in one of his while he held his weight off her, 

balanced upon the other. He drew her arms down, brought her hands to his lips, rubbing her 

forearms to restore full circulation as he planted kisses in the center of her palms. “Then unzip 

my jeans. Put my cock inside of you.” 

Those expressive eyes gave her away again as they widened, “If you want something bad 

enough, my love, sometimes you have to take it.”  

He lowered his head and trailed feathery kisses along her neck, “Just like I took you,” he lifted 

his head and challenged. “Are you a big enough girl to take what you want? To capture me the 

way I captured you?” 

*** 

Kirsty smiled; this man was full of surprises. She loved that. He fascinated her, made her want to 

learn more. She drew her hands slowly away from those incredible lips; she really did want to 

taste them again. But right now, getting those damned jeans open was more important. That was 

as good a place as any to start learning more about this man.  

The only problem was that she could not seem to make her fingers work. It had nothing to do 

with the tingles that were fading rapidly with each loud pounding beat of her heart. And 

everything to do with him.  

She still found it a bit intimidating that a guy like him would even take a second look at someone 

like her. Honestly, the guy would have made a better casting for the character of Thor than the 

actor that played him in the movies. He was Norse god and all man.  

“Kirsty, what is taking so long? Changed your mind, sweetheart?”  
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She looked up into his handsome face and shook her head as she bit her lower lip. It stung a bit. 

Then she remembered Mikael, and this was a package deal. That too was intimidating, downright 

frightening, and as he said as intriguing as fuck. 

Fuck? If she wanted to fuck this man, then she had better find a way to make her fingers work. 

She lowered her eyes once more and fumbled some more with the button. It seemed to take 

forever to spring free. But she was rewarded for her efforts with a quick intake of breath as his 

large hand covered hers.  

“I think I better handle the zip, sweetheart,” his deep rumble caressed her skin, and she smiled up 

at him. 

“What? Commando in there? Worried about the family jewels?” 

His throaty rumble as he pushed her hand away and made quick work of the zipper was as much 

an answer as the “Yes,” he half chuckled but not as much as the thick, hard cock that instantly 

sprang free. Kirsty knew that ‘beautiful’ was not a word any man wanted to be used for this 

particular body part, but damn it was the only one she could think of. Besides perfect.  

“You keep looking at me like that, and it is going to be over before it begins, sexy,” he teased. 

She could not stop herself; her hand reached out tentatively. She had to touch it, touch him. She 

wanted to feel it in her hand, run her fingers over it. Fuck, she wanted to taste it, and she had 

never been any more into the blowjob thing than she was into the going down thing that Mikael 

had used as torture last night. But for him, his cock, she wanted to worship.  

“Stop it, woman,” he growled as he rolled on top of her a bit more. He brushed her hair back 

with that darkly intense gaze, “Just the way you look at me is killing me.” 

“So, if I asked to taste you?” she whispered. 

He shook his head, “I’d say not right now, my love.”  

He bent lower until once more they were nose to nose, until those intense green eyes were her 

whole world. Well, besides the bare cock that she still held in her hands, slowly stroking. “Put 

me inside you, Kirsty. Now,” she was not sure if it was a plea or a command, but the depths of 

need in those eyes almost matched her own. 

She spread her thighs even more. Lifted her hips just a bit off the bed as her hand that could not 

wrap around him guided his cock slowly towards her wet cunt. She smiled and giggled.  

“What now, woman?” he gave a tortured growl. 

“You are a bad influence, Master. I just thought a dirty word,” she teased. 
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“I can think of more than a few of them. How about, my hard cock wants to bury itself so deep 

inside your wet pussy that we can never get them separate,” he matched his actions to words as 

his hips added momentum to her hands. The thick head of his cock lodged inside of her for the 

first time. It knocked all breath from her body as surely as his ‘kiss’ had.  

“Cunt,” she gasped. 

“Cunt, pussy, oh, so fucking tight twat. Damn it, woman, I’m dying here, and you want a lesson 

in dirty talk?”  

His fingers threaded through her hair as his hips began to move faster and deeper. “Alright, you 

want dirty talk? How’s this? Your ‘cunt’ feels like a vise around my cock; it’s so fucking tight?” 

He arched his back and growled as he buried himself fully inside of her.  

Each of his naughty words registered as solidly as each thrust of his thickness inside of her. She 

planted her feet on the mattress and lifted her hips, “Oh,” she moaned. 

And Bjⱷrn stopped, buried entirely to the hilt inside of her, “You forget something, my sweet 

Freya.” 

Her eyes flew to his face. She struggled to draw air into her oxygen-starved lungs. Her nipples 

hardened so much that she feared they could cut through a diamond. How could those words 

affect her so much? So quickly.  

At that moment she knew, he was right. With him, she would lose control of herself, even 

something as simple as the air she breathed, something as intensely private as her orgasms, he 

would control them all. Worse, she wanted him to.  

“Pl…ease…please…Master,” she found herself begging. 

He smiled at her, “I am not sure whether to be disappointed that I had to remind you, my love. 

Or pleased at how quickly your body responds to mine.” His fingers tugged her hair and tilted 

her head back a bit more. “Never forget again, my sweet Freya.”  

This time it was his forearm that lay across her whole throat. Pressure increasing with each slow, 

deep thrust of that perfect cock inside of her. He lowered his face slowly towards hers as he 

buried himself to the hilt once more. “Come for me, my sweet Freya,” his lips whispered against 

hers. 

The world exploded. The whole fucking universe seemed to repeat the Big Bang in slow motion. 

Her body instantly reacted to his command. Without conscious thought even. Her tits squashed 

against the hard plane of his bronzed chest. Her cunt spasmed around his cock, milking it as his 

mouth sucked the last morsel of the air itself from her body. And she did not give a damn. She 

had never felt so alive. 
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Her fingers clutched at his shoulders as the pleasure she could never imagine flooded all her 

senses. She loved the taste of his tongue against hers. She believed at that moment that he was 

right, her body would never again be separate from his.  

Her vision began to blur, to go dark around the edges. Then once more, he breathed life back into 

her, and she exploded again. Even though her first orgasm had not yet abated, another overtook 

her, lifting her to another stratum. All she could do was cling to those broad shoulders as his hips 

pounded harder and faster against hers.  

She stared in fascination as his handsome face contorted. It seemed that his release too bordered 

on both heaven and hell as she felt him pour himself inside of her, empty himself into her 

welcoming body. And she gloried that she could do that to this man. That she could give him as 

much pleasure as he gave her.  

As he collapsed spent against her, she was glad that his eyes closed. She would not want him to 

see the knowing smile on her lips as she realized that in the end, it was she who was the master, 

and he her slave.  

She wrapped her arms about him and pressed a soft kiss to his lips as the sun began to lighten the 

horizon. “Good night, my love,” she whispered as she snuggled against him, not even mindful of 

his weight crushing her, more comforted by it than discomforted.   

*** 

Bjⱷrn cursed under his breath as he realized that Kirsty still had his shirt on. He would be later 

still getting on deck when he stopped off to get another one. But what the fuck could he 

complain, not after last night. He bent and kissed her. Turning reluctantly, he left her to sleep.  

His brothers had already tossed out the net by the time he got on deck. Mikael just gave him 

another contemptuous look, but Svein smiled as he walked over. “I do not need to ask how last 

night went.” 

Bjⱷrn knew he was blushing, could feel the heat rising around his ears as he shrugged. “Sorry, I 

am late.” 

“Do not be. You had the hard job last night,” his brother chuckled. 

“Since when did you grow a sense of humor?” he kidded. 

His brother shrugged, “I do not know. Recently it would seem.” 

Bjⱷrn smiled. It was a good sign, even if there were none from Mikael. “Will we reach port this 

evening?” 
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His brother shook his head and looked out to sea, “No, the wind and waves have been against 

us.”  

He turned back to Bjⱷrn, “You should go back below. Join her. Get some sleep. You look like 

one of our ancestors after a battle, hyped on the thrill of battle and ready to drop from 

exhaustion.” 

Bjⱷrn shook his head, “I have a job to do. And if we do not reach port this evening, then I have 

watch tonight.” 

“No, I will take it. You stay with the woman,” he offered. 

“The woman is our wife, and she has a name…Kirsty,” he replied. 

“Fine, then stay with Kirsty this evening. You seem able to reach her when neither Mikael nor I 

can.” 

There was nothing in this world that he wanted more than another night in her arms, in her tight 

cunt, in her intelligent mind. But that was not their way. She was not his woman. Not his alone. 

She never would be. He reminded his brother of that then, “You know that is not how it works.” 

Svein shook his head, “Maybe Mikael was right, maybe it should be. Maybe it was just the 

wrong brother, the wrong woman.” 

Bjⱷrn felt it all slipping away, the little headway that he thought he had made with Svein at least. 

And after two nights with almost no sleep, he was in no mood for games, “Really? You want her 

to be your sister-in-law?”  

“Do you want to see her every day that we are home? You want to watch me touch her? Kiss 

her? You want to remember how sweet and wet and welcoming her cunt is? How wide those 

blue eyes get when she comes? You want to remember all that knowing you will never taste her 

sweetness again?” 

He saw Svein’s hands knot into fists at his side, maybe he should stop, but he could not. “Then 

you are the biggest fucking fool on this planet. Because after one night inside of her, one night in 

her arms, I would fight every fucking spirit in Valhalla, all the damned gods, and you two. 

Nothing would make me trade that.” 

He watched his brother, expecting one of those fists to come sailing through the air, he stood 

ready to block it. But it was his brother’s word that landed the deepest punch, “Really? Because 

it seems like that is exactly what you are doing, baby brother.” 

Bjⱷrn sighed as he struggled to find the words to make his brother understand. “You think I want 

to see your teeth marks on her tits? Do you think I like wondering what Mikael did that made her 

scream like that? Do you think I am some masochistic fuck? I am not.” 
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“But monogamy is not our way. It did not work for Mikael, and it would not with her either. I 

know you think you may be doing her a favor, me even. But you aren’t.”  

“The sooner we face the realities of what this ‘marriage’ means, the better we can handle it. Then 

we can all move forward. Together as a family, the way it is supposed to be, the way it always 

has been,” he was not sure what else he could say if that did not reach his brother. 

He waited a long moment until Svein nodded his head slowly. “Fine, have it your way. But she 

decides. She picks Mikael or me. Her choice again.” 

Bjⱷrn was not pleased with Svein’s answer. He might be willing to share her with his eldest 

brother, but at the moment, he did not trust Mikael with her. But it would have to do for now. 

“Fine. But I tell her. I will take her lunch and speak with her then.” 

“And take a damned nap. I don’t want you running the fucking boat onto a rock somewhere.”  

Bjⱷrn just laughed as he headed over to check the nets. He was not looking forward to the 

conversation he must have with his wife in a couple of hours.  

But more than that, he hoped like hell that she choose Svein and not Mikael. He did not think he 

could manage one more night with visions of the sick things his brother might do to the woman 

he loved. He chuckled as if he could hear his mother’s voice, “sometimes they did not agree on 

how they showed their love to me.”  

The problem was he was not sure there was any love left in Mikael. Beyond Monica, that was. 

He supposed that he would have to trust that a father’s love would be enough to protect the 

woman he needed to reach his little girl. It was all that Bjⱷrn had to believe in when it came to 

Mikael. 
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Chapter 12 

Bjⱷrn held a cup steaming cup of tea in one hand, milk no sugar, and black coffee for him in the 

other. He shifted them so that he could open the door. He smiled to see her roll over as he 

entered, “Good afternoon, sexy.” 

She giggled, “And whose fault is that? Keeping me up all night with…” she blushed before 

continuing, “great conversation.” 

“Yes, well, it seems that I might do a tad more on a first date than just kiss,” he joked as he held 

out her cup of tea. She smiled, and the blush reached the corners of those delectable ear lobes as 

she took the cup.  

He considered whether to sit on the bed next to her. He wanted to be as close to her as possible 

when they were together. But considering the topic of conversation, he might be safer on the 

other side of the room. A cup of hot tea might not be as lethal as one of their fishing hooks, but it 

could do severe damage nonetheless. In the end, he could not resist her charms. He just hoped 

that his reflexes would be fast enough if things got heated, and not in a good way like last night. 

“How did you sleep?” he asked as she lowered the cup from those pink lips that had him 

distracted already.  

“Better than you did from the looks of it,” she teased. 

He shrugged, “I’ll survive. I have gone on less sleep than the past couple of nights before. When 

the seas get rough, we all have to be on watch,” he took a sip of his coffee and held her gaze. It 

was the opening he was looking for, “Speaking of which, Svein says that we will not make port 

today. The winds have been against us so far,” he hoped that was not prophetic as he tiptoed into 

these dangerous waters. “That means I have watch tonight.” 

He heard her deep intake of breath as she nodded her head. He knew that her mind was going 

down that pathway anyway, better that he take the lead and quickly. “You may choose again 

tonight, who shares your bed. Svein or Mikael?” 

She nodded without looking up at him as she took another long sip of the light brown liquid. He 

debated whether to say more or wait patiently. When she finally did look up, he saw her blue 

eyes glistened with unshed tears in the bright early afternoon sun.  

“I’m sorry. I guess it is silly. It is just,” she stammered along as she gripped the cup so tightly 

that her knuckles shone white in its light, “I guess I just thought that what we shared, what 

happened last night, I don’t know…” she shook her head and dropped her head. 
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He took her cup and put both of them on the table. When he came back, he gave her no choice as 

he nudged his body into the bed next to her. He kissed the top of her head and wrapped his arms 

around her. He held her for a moment even though he felt the tension in her.  

He knew that she was fighting her own battle in her mind. A considerable part of her wanted to 

push him away, throw something at him, curse him for a liar. But she stayed nestled there, and 

that was a good sign.  

After a long moment, he placed his fingers under her chin and lifted her face to his. The tears had 

spilled over; they ate like acid in his gut. For a moment, he thought about changing his mind. He 

was sure that Svein would still take tonight’s watch.  

But that was not their way. Where would that leave his brothers? Svein would, as he had since he 

first went to sea with their fathers at seven, pour all of himself into Njörður’s Captive. He would 

work too hard, laugh too little, grow old, and die at sea. And Mikael? As angry as he was with 

his brother at the moment, he was the reason that Bjⱷrn had begun this search. He and Monica 

needed what Kirsty could give more even than he did.  

No, as much as he might selfishly want to keep her all to himself, she was their only hope. She 

was their anchor. Their One. He was more certain of that than ever, after last night.  

He sighed, it seemed he was battling them all: Mikael, Svein, even her. None of them could see 

what he saw so clearly. They needed one another. They were stronger together than they ever 

could be apart.  

He brushed her tears aside, “Last night was special. What we have is and always will be special. 

And I know that your mind is battling a lifetime of tradition. I also know that some kinky part of 

you,” he chuckled, “wants more than that. Look at me, my love.” He purposefully used the 

endearment to make his point.  

She looked up and smiled weakly at him. Her throat constricted; he could see that she was still 

fighting back those tears, “Tell me, sweetheart. Look me in the eye and tell me that if it were just 

us, just the two of us, monogamy, you would never look at Svein and remember the feel of his 

ropes around your wrists. That you would never think about whatever the hell, and please don’t 

tell me, it was that Mikael did to you that made you scream like that.” 

He smiled as she turned the deepest scarlet that he could imagine, but she neither confirmed nor 

denied what he said. That told him all he needed to know. “I thought so. Kirsty, know this; 

monogamy is not the only way.”  

“What you share with Svein, or even with Mikael, will not lessen one bit what we have between 

us. And hopefully, over time, that sweet spirit you have can even take a bit off our edges. Be the 

thread that ties us together.” 
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He laced his fingers through hers and brought them to his lips, “You know that rope of my 

brother’s that turns your insides to mush as much as my hand on your throat?”  

“Tonight, when he brings it out, look at it. It is not a single strand. It is not just two strands. It is 

several. All woven together to give it the strength that it needs to do the job.”  

“That is what our lifestyle, our marriage, is all about. Its job is so hard, so difficult that two 

strands do not provide enough strength. It takes all of us. And you, my love, are the one strand 

that can bind us all together. Hold us together when the world, and probably each of us, wants to 

rip us apart.” 

He kissed her nose and noted that the tears were not as bright now in those expressive eyes, “I 

know that sounds like a huge job. And I won’t lie, it is. But I believe,” he shook his head. “No, I 

know in here that you are the woman who can do it. You are our One,” he finished as he 

thumped his chest.  

He waited and watched her face as he saw his words play through her mind. He honestly did not 

know what more he could say if she still had doubts. He wished that Petrine was there; his 

mother would know just what to say to their wife. But she was not, and a great deal rode on this 

night. On Kirsty’s ability to embrace their lifestyle and on his to let her go, which he knew would 

be a lot harder than he let on to her.  

Slowly she nodded her head, “Okay,” she whispered. 

He chuckled, “Okay, what, my love?” 

She shook her head, “Okay, Master?” she offered insecurely. 

“No, not Master in this. I will not force you. And I will not make a choice for you. So I ask 

again: Svein or Mikael?” He watched her chew that bottom lip again. Damn, it was so cute.  

“Svein?” she whispered, looking up at him.  

He wanted to sigh in relief at her choice, but he could not let his desires affect her decision. 

“Was that your answer or a question, Kirsty?” 

She shrugged, “A bit of both, I guess.” 

They both laughed, “Since I will not make your decision for you, now or ever, I will take that as 

your answer,” he smiled.  

She shifted nervously in his arms. He toyed with his next move. His brother might have his head 

for this one or thank him in the morning. He knew he would resent like hell if Svein or Mikael 

interfered in their relationship.  
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On the other hand, he had already decided his first loyalty was to her now. And if he could ease 

the way for her, make this evening more enjoyable. Damn, why did that word taste like shit in 

his mind?  

He sighed as he decided, for right or wrong. “Did you bring it?” 

She scrunched up her forehead, “Bring what? I don’t understand.” 

“The corset?” he asked.  

Her instant blush told him even before the slight nod of her head that she had. He smiled as he 

remembered the message string when they had discussed taste in lingerie.  

Of course, his preference would always be what she wore right now, his shirt. Him. But he had 

spent enough time in clubs with his brothers to know what each of them liked. In women. In 

lingerie. And in kinky fetishes.  

And he knew just what would push his brother’s button. “Wear that tonight then. Do you know 

the submissive pose?” 

She frowned and shook her head, “Then let’s begin there, shall we?”  

He hoped he was not going too far. If he was, it might be his face that got re-arranged and not 

Mikael’s. He slapped her butt, playfully, “Up then, get your cute ass out of bed. Time for some 

lessons on being a good little sub.” 

*** 

Svein shook his head as he reached for the towel. What was he doing taking a shower in the 

bathroom down the hall? But he had turned his cabin over to her.  

Her. It seemed that she ruled everything. Even before she came on board the ship, she had been 

all that they thought about, talked about, argued about for months.  

He ran his hands through his wet hair and banged his head on the wall next to the mirror. It had 

only gotten worse since the moment he brought her on board. Mikael was more withdrawn and 

sullen if that were possible. And Bjⱷrn? His ordinarily jovial baby brother that let nothing get to 

him suddenly was acting more like a bear with a thorn in its paw. Svein had been afraid a couple 

of times that he would have to come between them.  

And him? Fuck, he could not seem to think straight anymore. It was his little head that was doing 

all the talking these days. And that little head wanted nothing more than to bury itself once more 

in the sweet, tight welcome of her body. Damn it; he needed to get her out of his blood. Had to 

get this damned thing under control. 
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He laughed. Bjⱷrn thought that he was trying to protect him and the woman by offering to take 

watch tonight. That was not it at all. He was trying to defend himself. Trying to avoid getting 

caught any deeper in her web.  

He thought about the strands of her red hair spread across his white pillow that first time. It had 

been so delicate, so beautiful, so stark, like the web of a spider. And he was a fly. His brothers 

were flies. “Fuck,” he spat as he pounded his fists against the wall.  

Because no matter how much he might fight it, his body had other ideas. Just the image of her 

lying naked with her hair spread across his pillow had his cock half hard. And now he faced a 

whole night with her.  

“Not going to get any easier standing here, old man,” he said to the aging face in the mirror.  

That had been why he had agreed, why he had gone along with Bjⱷrn and their mother. He was 

getting older. He had spent a lifetime fighting for their way of life. Since seven, when he had 

finally convinced Stig that he could help more than get in their way, Njörður’s Captive and the 

sea had been his all. He was determined that despite the changes, their family’s fishing business 

would survive. Their traditions would continue.  

But that was just it; continue for what? For how long? He was almost forty now. He had what 

another twenty years at sea? Maybe twenty-five? Even Bjⱷrn could only continue it for another 

thirty or so.  

No, the whole point of it was family, something to pass on to the next generation. But there was 

no ‘next’ generation. As much as he loved his niece and he did, he could not see Monica, the 

only child they had produced, a girl, and… Well, with her challenges, managing Njörður’s 

Captive all alone was not viable.  

They needed sons. Strong sons. To fish the seas as they did. As their fathers had. And their 

grandfathers. And their grandfather’s grandfathers. That meant they needed a wife to give them 

those sons.  

That was where his logic failed him. Because when he was with her, hell, when he thought about 

her, it was not so cut and dry. It was not just some fucking biological imperative to reproduce. 

Some need to spread his genes. 

He wanted more than that. So, much more than that with her. His brother had hit a bit too close 

to the truth when he spoke about the way those deep blue eyes of hers dilated and grew so 

fucking big when she came, when she tasted fear. The soft way that she inhaled when he got too 

close, brushed even casually against her. It had his guts and his nuts in a knot. 

Why couldn’t Bjⱷrn have just gone along with his suggestion? Spent this night - and all the 

others with her. But his brother was right there too. They could not go back. He might have had 
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no sexual thoughts about Greta, might have even been repulsed when she tried to seduce him 

behind Mikael’s back. Not that he would ever tell Mikael what she did.  

But Kirsty was different. She was theirs. She had been his first, before Mikael made her scream. 

Before she had put that shit-faced grin on Bjⱷrn’s face, even when he knew that his baby brother 

was about to drop from exhaustion. He had taken her first…as was their way — the right of the 

eldest. And as much as he might want to fight it. Might want to deny it. He wanted to take her 

again. Tonight. Every fucking chance he got. He wanted to spend all of them inside her wet, 

warm cunt.  

He opened the door and ran into the little brother that he wanted to strangle at the moment for 

knowing him better than he knew himself. “I thought you had watch? Changed your mind? Want 

to spend the night with her after all?”  

Why did that thought bother him so much now? It had been his suggestion, after all. 

Bjⱷrn smiled, and Svein wanted to knock the smug look off his face. “No, just saying goodnight 

to our wife before I went back on deck.”  

Svein did not like something about the way his baby brother was smiling. He nodded anyway as 

he tried to shove past him in the narrow hallway. But his brother’s hand on his shoulder stopped 

him as he leaned in a bit. “Dirty talk,” he half-whispered. 

Svein drew back and stared at his brother, “What do you mean? Like slut and whore? That sort 

of stuff?” She had not seemed the type to be into humiliation. It had not made her fetish list.  

Bjⱷrn shook his head, “I don’t know about that stuff. Not my style anyway. But try telling her all 

the things you’re going to do to her. Her cunt, her pussy, even twat, and cock. See what happens, 

big brother.” 

Svein chuckled and shook his head, “I’m not sure whether to hit you or thank you, baby brother.” 

Bjⱷrn’s laughter echoed down the small corridor then, “Yeah, well, that is really going to be the 

question when you open that door, old man.” 

Svein would have asked him what he meant, but his brother was smart enough to make a hasty 

retreat before he could find the words. Staring down the hall to that closed door, he supposed the 

only way to find out was to open it.  

Reluctantly, he walked that short distance. Why did he feel more like a condemned man than one 

going to his marital bed? But when he pushed open the door without knocking, his breath froze 

in his lungs.  
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She knelt on the floor by the bed. Her knees spread apart as wide as possible. Her hands rested 

palm up on them. Her head was down, that sea of red hair fell like a waterfall about her face. 

And she wore nothing but a black corset that hugged every single curve she had.  

Those luscious tits threatened to pop out of the top, and he could see the rainbow-colored outline 

of his teeth marks on the swell of them as clearly as he could see her juices that glistened on her 

bare cunt. 

He was going to have a word with his baby brother for certain. He just was not sure yet what that 

word would be. But he had to admit that Bjⱷrn had nailed it on the head. She was perfection. 

Every sub he had ever trained, every fantasy he had ever had, fell short of the woman that knelt 

on the floor at his feet.  

He crossed the room until he stood just in front of her. He brushed her hair back from her face, 

wrapped it about his fist as he tugged gently, “Look up at me, Kirsten.”  

When she lifted those expressive blue pools, he knew he was lost in their depths. He could see 

the touch of fear, not that he would hurt her, but of the unknown, fear of herself even. He could 

see too her need to please. He had to admit; she was beautifully submissive at heart, perhaps 

more than she realized. He could see desire, also. That was like throwing fuel on the flames with 

him.  

He wanted to throw her on the bed and pummel her. Take everything she offered, push the 

boundaries of her submission. Dominate her, yes, but own her more even than that. But he had 

all night for that; they would begin just a bit slower. He wondered how far his baby brother’s 

training of their wife had gotten as he dropped the towel about his waist. “Suck my cock, 

Kirsten.” 

*** 

Kirsty felt her nipples harden inside of the corset. Even the soft cotton lining seemed painfully 

abrasive against the tender nubs. His words were so naughty, so dirty. Demeaning perhaps? So, 

why the hell were they turning her on so damned much?  

She stared at the cock in front of her. She wanted to giggle, but she knew better. No man would 

appreciate laughter at this point, especially as Bjⱷrn called his brother… an old school Dom. 

And it was not his cock that she found funny. But herself.  

She tentatively reached out her hand, wrapped it around his cock. She weighed it, enjoyed the 

silky-soft feel encasing pure steel. She began to slowly stroke and caress it as she moved her face 

closer. She wanted to taste him, every bit as much as she had wanted to taste Bjⱷrn’s last night.  

And that was what made her want to giggle. In the space of two days, she had doubled the 

number of cocks that she had ever actually touched.  
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She frowned, not quite. She forgot that while Mikael had more than pleasured her body, he had 

revealed nothing of himself that night. But considering how much she had enjoyed exploring his 

brothers’, she admitted she wanted to discover more about Mikael’s as well. Yes, a bit of 

comparing, though not in that way.  

Back to the situation, or cock, at hand. She had to admit that she was more than a bit intimidated, 

insecure about what to do. Sucking Raj’s cock had meant a few jerks on the shaft and a couple of 

quick licks until it was hard enough to fuck. She wanted more with Svein, more with them. But 

she was not sure what more there was. 

As if he sensed something, Svein tugged at her hair, once more forcing her face to look up into 

his. “Did you not hear me? Did you not understand, Kirsten?” he growled. 

She shook her head slowly and blushed. She tried to look down, but his fingers through her hair 

prevented her from lower her head. The coppery taste of blood filled her mouth as she realized 

that she had bitten her lower lip, reopening Mikael’s wound.  

How could she say it? How did she admit that at twenty-six she had no real idea how to please a 

man like that? How to give a blowjob? 

She felt the tears gathering; how was it that all she seemed to do around these guys was cry? She 

hated tears. How many times had her mother, her nannies, her headmistress told her: big girls do 

NOT cry.  

“I don’t know how alright,” she knew that she sounded deviant — feared that it would reap her a 

punishment. Had no idea what that would entail with this man but remembered Bjⱷrn words 

about it not being meant to give her pleasure. 

What she was not expecting was the deep, throaty laugh that seemed to break the ice between 

them, his light blue eyes sparkled when she found the strength to look up into them then. “I am 

glad that baby brother left the old man something to train you in.” 

She chuckled too, “He said you would like the corset.” 

“And I bet he showed you just how to kneel too, did he not?” 

Kirsty was not sure what to say. What was proper protocol, etiquette, as her mother would say? 

How much did you reveal of what you said and did with your other lover, his brothers, in this 

new and unusual situation?  

She thought of what Bjⱷrn had said about there being no secrets between the two of them. But 

did she not owe Svein and even Mikael loyalty as well. In the end, she simply nodded. 

Svein laughed again, and she noticed how it softened the tiny lines on his forehead, about his 

eyes and mouth. When he laughed, he looked years younger. She wished he laughed more often.  
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“He has seen me correct enough subs in the clubs to know my preference. And it is a preference. 

Did he show you other positions as well?” he asked.  

She shook her head ‘no,’ and Svein smiled.  

“Then we shall begin our lessons there. Back to the way you were when I came in.” 

Kirsty was more than a bit disappointed. It was another kind of lesson that she wanted at this 

point, not more kneeling. But Bjⱷrn’s words…old school…rang in her ears. Until she knew 

Svein better, she was not going to test her boundaries, lest she was punished for topping from the 

bottom.  

She shifted her weight once more until her bottom rested upon her heels. She spread her knees as 

wide apart as she could as she dropped her head and brought her hands to rest palm up on her 

knees. 

She heard his intake of breath; then she felt his hand softly caress her cheek. “Baby brother 

trained you well, Kirsten. I cannot remember even an experienced sub who did that better. Did 

he tell you why I like this version?” 

She shook her head again, but this time Svein gripped her chin and lifted her head. His face was 

dark and as stern as any Headmaster.  

“I see my baby brother has been negligent in other lessons too. When I ask you a question, you 

do not shake your head or nod at me. You will answer me. Politely. And you will address me as 

Sir. Is that understood?” 

Kirsty started to nod, but quickly caught herself, “Yes, Sir.” 

He smiled though it did little to soften that sternness. “Good girl, but do not forget again. You 

enjoy pain too much for me to use the cane as punishment. No, for you, I think that you should 

stand in the corner. On your toes, if needed.” 

Kirsty blushed and bit her lower lip again. Did he have any idea how humiliating she had found 

that when she was in school? It was as if she could feel all her classmates looking at her back. It 

was the punishment she had hated the most, besides calling her parents, of course. But she did 

not think that Svein would call her mother to report every little infraction of talking in class.  

“Yes, Sir,” she replied reluctantly. 

“Back to the lesson,” he lowered her head then.  

She could see his bare feet. Since when were men’s feet so fascinating, so sexy? But she was 

careful to follow them only with her eyes, not daring to move her head even when he walked 

behind her. He reached around her and grasped a wrist in each of his large calloused hands. She 
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could feel his body brush against her back as he bent forward; she inhaled quickly at the casual 

touch.  

Bjⱷrn was right. She was as aware of Svein as she was of him. She could feel her body tensing, 

craving his touch though she would have sworn after last night that was not possible.  

She remembered that little voice in her head from the first day, the best sex of her life. But 

which? Both, she was shocked by that same voice. It was like Thai and Turkish. Both different 

flavors. Neither more pleasing than the other.   

But he was talking again, and she feared that his version of a pop quiz might be more stringent 

than the ones from her school days. He brought her arms behind her back. He knelt and carefully 

laced her fingers together. “Some Doms prefer this position,” he said as he walked back around 

to the front. His hands fit inside the tight confines of the corset somehow. He grasped her breasts 

and lifted them out. He rolled the nipple until it was tender.  

“As you can see, the advantage is that this position lifts those magnificent tits into full view. 

Knees together,” he commanded. She obeyed as quickly as possible.  

“For me, I have never seen the advantage of that one…when I am with you, I want my cunt,” his 

emphasis on that word made said organ practically leaking its juices onto the floor. For the first 

time, she was aware of the cold, hard wood beneath her knees.  

“I want my cunt completely open and on view for me.”  

Kirsty tried to breathe as she felt his heat at her back once more. She felt his hand on her head; 

then he was pushing her head towards the floor as well. She panicked for a moment uncertain 

what he was doing, but she quickly corrected herself as she felt her forehead touch the floor.  

He must have been kneeling too because she felt him; his cock brush against her bottom. She 

sucked for air that seemed too thin to breathe. “This position I will want you to assume from 

time to time,” she tried to concentrate on his voice, but his fingers were exploring her 

cunt…pussy. She felt herself leak onto his fingers just at the thought of such naughty words.  

But she was not prepared for what he did next. His fingers moved upwards, spreading the 

wetness around another area. She held her breath and remained utterly still then. “You are a 

virgin here, yes?” 

Kirsty started to nod, but then remembered his warning. “Yes, Sir,” she said, but she was not 

sure if he could even hear her as quiet as it came out. To be sure, she repeated her answer, “Yes, 

Sir.” 

One hand caressed the round curve of her bottom as a single finger, on the other hand, continued 

to swirl her juices around it. She could not even bring herself to think about it.  
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“You will not remain so. I will tell Bjⱷrn and Mikael; your ass is mine alone to train.”  

Just that word alone sent shivers down her spine, let alone what he was saying.  

“Not for some time, but one day, one day, our sweet wife, we will all enjoy your body at once.”  

Kirsty could not stop herself from shivering then, she inhaled loudly at his words. The dark, 

depths of his voice that promised things she had only read about, things she had never imagined 

she would do.  

He must have bent forward because she felt his hot breath caress the curve of her bottom. 

“Imagine it, Kirsten. Your sweet lips wrapped around one cock,” his fingers dived lower, sinking 

inside her wet folds as she cried out her release.  

Her eyes went wide as she could almost hear Bjⱷrn’s voice whispering, “Come for me, my sweet 

Freya.”  

But it was his brother’s fingers that was plunging inside of her body, sending her spiraling to 

such dizzying heights that she feared she would never come down. Then she felt something she 

had never known, a pressure, slow and steady against her ass. Her body shot further into the 

stratosphere as she felt his finger slip inside that hole as well.  

She was mindless as one orgasm blended into the next. So, she was shocked when she felt 

something thicker and longer stretching her cunt open, plunging into its depths. Still, there was 

that strong but steady pressure as his finger invaded her virgin ass.  

She would say that she lost count of her orgasms, but that was not possible when it seemed to be 

nothing but one very long one. Then she felt the heel of his hand resting against her ass cheek as 

he buried that finger inside of her, she cried out, but it was not pain. It was different. A fullness 

she was not used to, especially with his thick cock buried to the hilt inside her pussy as she came 

harder than she could ever remember.  

“That is right, Kirsten. Imagine Bjⱷrn’s cock inside this sweet, tight cunt while I fuck your virgin 

ass.”  

Her eyes flew open; her mouth dropped as she exploded around his cock not only at the 

naughtiest of words but at the very vivid image of that act which she could suddenly picture so 

clearly in her mind.  

His other hand wrapped about her wrists, which had remained laced behind her back. Lifted 

higher into the air by her position, he used the additional leverage to begin pounding into her 

harder and faster. She buried her face in the cold hard floor thrashing her head from side to side 

as the pleasure rolled over her and seemed to consume her like a raging inferno.  
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She heard him roar as she felt his seed flood her, but still, he pounded deeper and deeper within 

her cunt as it leaked down her thighs to pool under her knees until each thrust sent her sliding a 

bit closer to the door. After a couple of moments, his thrusts slowed until they were more 

controlled though no less deep. She could feel his cock each time it brushed her cervix. The 

intensity bordered on pain, the pressure might have been more accurate.  

Then his hand released her wrists; she felt both his finger and his thick cock slip from her body 

with an almost audible pop. She was unable to stop the whimper at the emptiness she felt with 

his withdrawal. “Turn around, Kirsten.” 

Every muscle in her body screamed in protest. They had all turned to the slime that she used in 

sensory play with her children at work. She wanted to seep into the floor, collapse in a mass, and 

spread slowly across it. And he wanted her to turn around? 

But the sharp slap across her still upturned bottom got her attention quick enough. “I said, ‘turn 

around.’ If I have to say it a third time, you will spend half the damned night standing in the 

corner,” he growled.  

She turned around slowly, and he was leaning back. His cock was still at full attention. His face 

dark and unreadable, “Now you learn how to suck my cock,” he said.  
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Chapter 13 

Svein fought hard to keep from laughing at the way those eyes revealed every fucking thought 

this woman had. His woman. Their woman, he reminded himself.  

He enjoyed the play of all her emotions. The shock reminded him of just how inexperienced a 

submissive and lover they had chosen. The curiosity gave him hope that could be overcome in 

time.  

Was it not better to train her to his tastes, their tastes, from the beginning? Rather than try to 

untrain someone else’s? And if she was inexperienced so much the better. She was not 

unresponsive. If they gave her body pleasure that her other lovers had not, then it would bind her 

to them more surely, more quickly, more easily than he had hoped.  

But in this, he could see that she needed a bit of help. He leaned forward just a bit. It brought his 

body closer to hers as she knelt on all fours in front of him. His cock was only a couple of inches 

from her face as he brushed those long strands of hair back from her face. Once more, he 

wrapped its silkiness around his fist. When he touched it, the image emerged once more of the 

spider’s web, and he was merely the fly. As long as she never realized that, everything was okay.  

“Another lesson, my sweet wife. Good girls always clean up their messes.” He felt the gentle 

sway of her head as she began to shake her head. But she stopped herself. That touch of fear was 

there again, and it sent adrenaline rushing through his veins.  

He put his baby brother’s theory to the test with his next words. “And that is your mess, your 

cunt that was so fucking tight it milked the very life out of my cock, is it not?” 

This time she nodded slowly. As quickly she remembered their earlier conversation, she might 

be a virgin in more ways than one, but her intelligence, her curiosity, and that oh so, submissive 

nature would make training her both easy and pleasurable. Oh, so fucking pleasurable as she 

whispered, “Yes, Sir.” 

“And you do want to be a good girl, do you not, Kirsten?” He always used the adulteration of her 

name. It would personalize what they had. She might be Kirsty to everyone else, but she would 

be his Kirsten alone, and one day he hoped she would realize that.  

She nodded; it was a nasty habit that he would enjoy breaking. Then she breathlessly whispered, 

“Yes, Sir,” and he smiled. But punishments could wait for another time. 

“That is my good girl. You like ice cream, no?” he asked. “You enjoy licking them as they melt 

on a hot summer’s day, yes?”  
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He sucked in his breath as he watched his words dawn in that brilliant mind. “Yes, just like that. 

My cock is your ice cream cone tonight, and you must lick off your cunt juice completely before 

it drips down.”  

He knew he was pushing her limits, but that was the point. He wanted, needed to see what they 

were. How far would she go? 

As she crawled forward, his image of her changed from that spider with its web to the sexiest 

damned Tabby cat he could imagine. Not that furries or animal play had ever been his thing, but 

he had seen them in the clubs often enough. Women and men dressed as animals, taking on their 

mannerisms even. It did nothing for him.  

Until he imagined her crawling across the floor like a cat, climbing onto his lap to be stroked and 

petted. That was a different story. She was a different story. That scared him. He wanted to keep 

this simple. Let Bjⱷrn tangle himself in her sexy webs. This was supposed to be about one thing: 

breeding. His son. The next generation for Njörður’s Captive. Pure and simple. But when he 

looked at her, it never was.  

Especially the way that she was looking at him now. Those big eyes were glued right to his cock 

as she reached out her hand slowly.  

“No,” he growled. “Not this time. Your mouth only, Kirsten. Use that pretty little mouth as I told 

you.” 

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered as she licked her bottom lip. He could almost imagine that would be 

how she looked at that ice cream cone on a hot summer’s day. Like she wanted to devour it, but 

at the same time tried to savor it, too. 

He smiled as she leaned her head in. Her tongue felt scalding hot as it made the first contact with 

his shaft. So, she began licking her cones from the bottom and worked towards the top. He was 

pleased. Even in this, they matched. It would be one thing he would not need to correct her on.  

He tugged at those strands wrapped tightly around his fist, lifting her head just slightly. He 

wanted to watch her. He wanted to see those eyes, know her thoughts as they explored this 

uncharted territory together. “Look at me,” he commanded.  

She nodded as much as she could with his hand wrapped so tightly in her hair. “Yes, Sir,” she 

whispered.  

He felt the soft warmth of her breath caress the head of his cock. He automatically tightened his 

grip on that red web. Her eyes never left his as she finally swirled that hot tongue around it. 

“Good girl,” he praised her efforts.  

“But there is more than simply licking, is there not? You are my greedy girl, are you not? You 

sometimes cannot wait, no? You must gobble your ice cream. Gobble my cock, Kirsten. Swallow 
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as much as you can,” he commanded and was pleased to notice that her nipples which still hung 

out of the confines of that corset hardened at his words.  

Baby brother had her number when it came to dirty talk, and that pleased him too. Silent sex was 

never good sex. 

She drew back for just a moment as she studied his cock as if trying to figure out how to do it. 

But he did not allow her to hesitate. His fist in her hair guided her head lower, almost forced it 

down onto his throbbing cock.  

He was tempted to close his eyes and revel in the feel of that warm, wet mouth wrapped around 

his cock. But that would probably diminish his enjoyment. Half of the fun was watching her. 

Watching her discover things she had never known, pleasures she had never tasted.  

Honestly, he had had better blow jobs. Technically, she lacked finesse. But she more than made 

up for what she lacked in technique with the pure joy that she put into it. The other could be 

trained, and he would enjoy that too. But the way she looked at his cock as if she were 

worshipping it. As if all she wanted was to please him - that could never be trained or faked. Oh, 

his wife might need a few lessons, but she was the best kind - natural born cock sucker. 

“Breath deeply through your nose, Kirsten,” he instructed as he began to lift his hips slowly, 

forcing another inch down her throat. She gagged as he knew she would. He softly caressed her 

cheek as he held her gaze, “Relax. Relax your whole body. Trust me.” 

*** 

Did he know the power of those words? Did he understand what he was asking? What they were 

asking? The very idea of doing what she was doing right now, it would have once shocked her. 

Hell, her friends would probably think it was sick. But she had to admit; it was not what she 

expected.  

It was not distasteful as she had imagined. Salty, earthy, natural. Like biting into an apple fresh 

and unwashed from the tree. Musky but sweet after that first taste. Something that she would 

want to taste again…and again. A new addiction, perhaps.  

And those eyes. They hid so much and revealed all at the same time. He was not just 

commanding her, asking her to trust him. No, he needed it. He needed her. He might not know 

that yet, but she did.  

This man, who from the stories that Bjⱷrn had told, had never been a little boy. He was too 

serious. He worried too much. But that was because he cared too much. He carried all of that 

alone.  

How could she not? How could she deny him what he needed? How could she withhold what 

was hers alone to give? She nodded her head, and this time that would have to be good enough 
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because there was no way in hell that she could say, “Yes, Sir,” with half of his cock buried 

down her throat and the other half trying to join it. 

But she willed herself, cued her body to his voice, did as he needed, relaxing until she found 

herself melding into him, his will. She felt another inch of his hard cock slip down her throat 

unchecked this time.  

He smiled just a bit and caressed her cheek again, “Good girl.”Kirsty felt her nipples harden, her 

cunt tighten at his words, those words from him.  

How could words that had once seemed to bind her to a life she did not want, the ‘good girl’ who 

went to the right schools, had the right kind of friends, choose the right job, married the right 

man, singular of course. She had been that ‘good girl,’ and it bound her tighter than his ropes 

ever could. 

But when he said it like that, when Bjⱷrn did, it was like they gave her wings. She could soar. 

They broke the bonds that had held her captive her whole life. They freed her to be who she 

wanted to be. And right now, she wanted to be just that: his good girl. His. And his alone.  

She moved her head forward and once more found herself struggling against her body’s natural 

defenses as she gagged. She felt tears sting her eyes until her vision blurred. Still, she pressed 

forward, trying to get more of his cock, all of it down her throat.  

His laugh was rough, as rough as the man himself, as rough as the callouses on his fingers that 

were so tenderly caressing her cheek. “Enough. You will not learn to deep throat my cock like a 

porn star in one night, Kirsten.”  

He leaned back, and his cock slowly slipped from her mouth. Why did she feel so empty without 

it? Without him? She could not help herself as she leaned in, licked it slowly once more from 

base to tip, savoring the flavor of him, the feel of him.  

He shook his head, that laughter that she knew was as rare and precious as rain upon the desert 

fell around her, and her heart danced in it. “But never fear. You will. You will deep throat my 

cock until your nose is buried against me. Until you wonder where your next breath will come 

from because it fills your throat so full there is no room for even air to pass.”  

“And quit looking at me like you are disappointed. Know this; you have pleased me. You 

exceeded my expectations.”  

Something told her that those words did not come easily from this man. That they were genuine. 

And that she would have to work very hard if she wished to hear them again.  

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered as she gave a final lick to the head of his cock. She frowned, it was 

still as hard as before. Perhaps more so.  
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His next words confused her, “Back on your knees as before. Fingers laced behind your back.” 

Confused or not, she obeyed instantly. Though she kept her head down, she could hear him 

moving about the cabin. Water running in the bathroom. Something creaking as it opened. Was it 

the toy box?  

She did not know how long she waited there on that cold, hard wood. But she knew her knees 

began to ache. She knew that she had to flex her fingers to keep blood flowing freely to them. 

And she knew that she had to will herself to remain as still as possible — her head down as she 

awaited him - his pleasure.  

When he finally came into view, she saw three things. Those sexy feet. She would have to think 

about that one later. She noticed his cock; it was not quite as hard as before, but more than she 

could manage to get in her mouth. She licked her bottom lip as she thought, ‘I would sure like to 

try.’ And she saw the rope, coiled about his fist, just as her hair had been.  

She studied its light tan lengths. Bjⱷrn was right. She tried to count the strands: three plies, 

maybe four. She liked to think it was four anyway.  

When he spoke, there was no room in her mind for his brother’s words — another thing to 

consider later. 

“As sweet as that mouth of yours was, that is not what I want from you.” 

*** 

He bit back the words though they came quickly enough to his mind, his babies, his sons. No, 

while he had enjoyed her almost innocent explorations. Could have easily allowed himself to 

give in to the need. Allowed her to take him over the edge again. But not yet. Not now. Not until 

a baby was growing inside of her.  

His baby. Their baby. He wanted to tell himself that it did not matter. His. Bjⱷrn’s. Even 

Mikael’s. But that would be a lie. His son. That was what he wanted most from her. Some voice 

at the back of his mind called him a liar, but he was not ready to listen. A son - that was what 

mattered. That was what this was about. 

He rubbed the rope against the side of her cheek, just as he had caressed it with his fingers. He 

knew that she did not fear it. That it ignited fires within her. But he wanted more. He wanted it to 

become a part of her. A part of them. Something that would tie them together.  

He felt her shiver. He knew that the night air was crisp this far out to sea. That the floor was cold 

and hard. But before they crawled into his bed beneath the warmth of the duvet, before he 

allowed himself to sink deep inside her warm wet depths, before he enjoyed the slow, easy fuck 

that he had been so looking forward to with this woman. Before he once more allowed himself 

the pleasure of release into her fertile body, and he knew it was.  
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He would never forget that email. When they had agreed to meet, she had been adamant about 

two things…nothing was going to happen. But if it did, she would bring condoms. He had 

assured her that there was no need; that he was clean. His cock had gotten hard when he opened 

her reply, ‘it’s about more than just that. I have not been on the pill since… Well, in months.’ No 

words could have made him want her more.  

But first, he had something else in mind. He stepped behind her. He measured out the rope. Tied 

off the anchor as he wrapped it about her neck. Her quick intake of breath as he cinched it into 

place caused his cock to harden and throb. He began the intricate latticework that would lace up 

her arms, securing them firmly behind her back.  

It did not take him long. As he had told her, he had been working rope and knots since 

practically before he could walk. While she might have been attracted to the beauty of the 

ancient Japanese art of Shibari, that had never been his thing. This was not art…this was 

domination. This was about controlling her. About marking her. This was about binding her to 

him on so many levels.  

He tied off the rope at the base of her wrists in the amount of time that it would have taken most 

ropers to measure off the line and cinch off the anchor around that slim, beautiful neck.  

He wrapped the rest of it around his fist. It was not as soft as her hair, but he had two hands. He 

was sure that the other one would end up tangled back in her spider’s web at some point in the 

next couple of hours as he took her so slowly that it would be torture to them both. After all, he 

was just another fly. He was caught, no matter how hard he fought those silken strands.  

He tugged her to her feet. He took her deep sigh into his very soul as her body brushed slowly 

against his. He held the ends of the rope tightly so that she could not move away, could put no 

distance between them. His other hand brushed that hair back from her face, baring her shoulder. 

He let it trail slowly down her front, lingering over those lush tits, he nestled his cock fully 

between the warm cheeks of that round ass.  

His hand came to rest exactly where he wanted most, over her womb. He prayed to whatever was 

fucking out there, that even now that womb was filled with new life. That he gave her. The first 

time, this night. But soon. Soon.  

He bent his head and sank his teeth deep into the tender flesh of her shoulder. It was easier to 

bite her than bite back words that he was not even ready to think, let alone say. But this woman, 

this woman had him from that first hello. From the moment he reached out and drew her through 

that gate, he had known he could never let this one go.  

Shibari might not make his fetish list, but she did. The truth was that the only shibari that had 

ever caught his fancy was the photograph he saw of the heavily pregnant woman wrapped in a 

body harness. Her nearly bursting womb framed by the brightly colored rope that outlined its 
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fullness - while carefully avoiding constricting the blood flow to the new life within. That was 

what he wanted with her, what he needed.  

Even if that damned voice in his mind told him a baby was as much about binding her to him, 

closer than any rope ever could. More than it was merely about a son to fish the seas long after it 

swallowed him for the last time. He bit harder to fight even the thought. 

*** 

Kirsty yawned as she snuggled deeper into Svein’s arms. His shoulders were not quite as broad 

as Bjⱷrn’s. How did he manage to carry such much upon them? She shifted closer, trying to find 

just the right position.  

His still hard cock was buried inside of her, and the bindings about her arms did not make that 

any easier as they stretched between them behind her back. Then again, in some warped sense 

that comforted her. Made her feel secure, wanted. And very much captured. 

She chuckled softly. That was precisely what she was trying to do: find the right position. With 

Svein. With Bjⱷrn. Even with Mikael. But surprisingly, the person she was finding it most 

difficult to find her place with was herself.  

His ropes about her arms were a reminder of that. They were what had gotten her into this 

position, to begin with, …her curiosity about Shibari.  

And the man had skill. She could not imagine anyone doing this lattice that bound her arms 

together behind her back more securely. Yet, at the same, it was comfortable. She occasionally 

flexed her fingers, of course, to keep them from falling to sleep. But other than the position itself, 

the ropes did not abraid her skin.   

But it was Bjⱷrn’s words that played through her mind as she lay in Svein’s arms. She had done 

as he said when his brother brought out the ropes this time. She had studied them and the man as 

he worked. The way that her whole body had tingled and come alive when he ran the coil of rope 

over her skin was a lesson she would not forget quickly. 

Were any of their lessons? She had immersed herself in those books for months. Read everything 

she could find on the subject of BDSM. She had spent way too many hours on that website and 

its forums. But none of it had prepared her for the past forty-eight hours? Fifty-two? A bit more? 

Nothing had prepared her for them. 

That still scared her. How could someone’s life change so utterly? So quickly? Her mind reeled 

from it all. Sometimes she wanted to kick and scream as she had that first time this man had 

taken her in his arms, bound her with his rope. How could they expect so damned much of her so 

soon?  
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More frightening - how could she just so easily give it? Surrender like this? How could she want 

things that went against everything she had been taught? She refused to think again about how 

disappointed her mother would be. Of course, that was nothing new.  

Bjⱷrn had been right about that too: she had not been happy in that old life. She had spent her 

whole life trying to live up to the standards of the great Nancy Dickens and failing miserably. 

She had not done any better in her relationships. Raj. But even her friendships were lacking. She 

had only one real friend. Even the job that she loved had seemed lacking lately, too mired in 

politics. 

Would she be happy with this new one? Was she even considering it? Could any woman love 

three men? And what of the world in which they lived? How could she, how would they manage 

that? She giggled nervously as she imagined introducing them to her parents. She would make 

sure to do it at the hospital where they worked…just in case. 

She tried very hard to push back the one thought that had plagued her for the last few minutes as 

his hand rested so low over her abdomen. Like every time he rocked gently behind her, his hard 

cock brushed against her cervix.  

It was not something she was not ready to consider. She could not let her mind go there. But that 

did not change the fact that she had unprotected sex…with two different men over the space of a 

couple of days. Svein turned on his side just a bit, once more, his cock thrust a bit deeper, and 

she felt the tiny shiver of need flitter along her spine.  

“Go to sleep, woman. Tomorrow is a big day,” he growled without even opening his eyes as his 

hand rested lightly over her lower abdomen. He tugged the rope in his hand to pull her closer.  

Those fingers caressed her stomach so softly, so unlike the stern lover that he had been earlier. 

Had he considered it? The possibility? A thousand questions plagued her mind. But the rumble in 

his chest was all the warning she needed. 

They fit. In this new position, she fit so tightly against his body. It felt right. Too right. And that 

was what fucking scared her the most, how right they fit together. She fit as easily into this 

man’s strong arms as she had his brother’s last night. And something told her that given time and 

a bit of understanding, she could even fit into Mikael’s.  

Laying here in his arms, this was not fiction. This was not some sex-starved writer’s over-active 

imagination. This was real. As real as it got. She remembered something else too. Tomorrow 

Bjⱷrn and Svein had said they would reach port. Their home. She remembered her promise to 

Bjⱷrn also. Not to run. To give them a chance. As if she could run now. 

But as comfortable as it felt wrapped in his arms, their arms, she could not get her head around it. 

How could one woman love three men? Three brothers? All so very different? All needing 

something different from her? And what if… What if she were pregnant? She shuddered.  
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But as satisfied and exhausted as her body was, it could not stay awake long enough to ponder 

such depths of the human mind and heart. All she knew was that she had found her spot in his 

arms, and sleep would not wait. Maybe tomorrow would answer a few of those questions. She 

hoped so anyway. 
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Chapter 14 

Kirsty stood on the deck, looking out at the shoreline as it came into view. She was fully dressed 

for the first time in three days. In her own clothes: jumper, mini-skirt, and tights as well as boots 

and coat. When she woke, she had discovered them on the table, folded and freshly washed. It 

was another reminder of how big a day this was.  

She watched the faint land in the distance grow closer. It was still too far away for her to tell 

much about it. What would it be like? What did it hold for her? She shivered as much in 

apprehension as the cold winds that whipped about her, lifting a fine spray that caressed her 

cheeks as he had last night. 

The guys were all busy. She had no real idea doing what, but she could tell from their faces that 

now was not a good time to disturb them. Which meant it was the perfect time to observe them. 

Bjⱷrn was doing something with ropes. She chuckled; she usually did not connect the two. 

Ropes meant Svein, who she assumed was busy above deck with other things at the moment.  

She rubbed her wrists slowly; even though you could barely notice anything, she could almost 

still feel them. She had woken alone in his bed, untied. How did the man do that without waking 

her? But he had, and honestly, she wished he hadn’t. When she woke alone, she had felt, well, 

alone. As she had not since… 

Since they took you, kidnapped you. Spirited you away from everything you knew. She would 

not say ‘loved,’ that would be a lie. But it had been her life, damn it. Some part of her still 

screamed that they had no right.  

While the other part, crossed her arms and laughed, whispering ‘like your pathetic existence was 

half as good as falling asleep in their arms for the past three nights.’ She shook her head at that 

voice. The big question was: which could she trust? Her head…or her heart? She wished she 

knew. 

She frowned as Mikael walked over to Bjⱷrn. She could not hear what they were saying; the 

wind and waves were so loud on deck. But she could see from the dark scowls on both their 

faces that it was not good. When Mikael took the rope and began re-doing the work that Bjⱷrn 

had just finished, she feared that they would come to blows. She fought the sudden and irrational 

need to insert herself between the two brothers. After a moment, Bjⱷrn turned his back and 

walked to the stairs that led to the deck where she assumed Svein was.  

She sighed as she watched Mikael wrapping and twining the rope. He worked with such ferocity. 

She could almost feel the anger boiling and churning inside of him, just like the waves that beat 

at the sides of the boat as it sliced through them.  

Bjⱷrn had told her very little, said he felt it best if Mikael told her in his own time. But he had 

shared that his middle brother had been married before: a real marriage, at least the legal, 
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monogamous kind. He told her too that Mikael had a child, a little girl that lived with them. That 

fact, combined with his attitude, told her that things had not ended well with his ex. 

She supposed that she would be meeting his child in a couple of hours along with their uncle and 

mother. This mysterious Petrine, a woman that had adapted to their way of life, had come to love 

four men, lost them one by one. A woman, who had raised three such…  

She sought for adjectives to describe the brothers. Strong for certain…and, not just their physical 

prowess. Each had a depth of intelligence and character that intrigued her, though each was 

unique. Of course, she knew that each of the three claimed different fathers.  

She bit her lower lip again as the thought, which she had been trying to keep at bay, came 

crashing in once more. How did they know? Did they? Really? The coppery taste of blood mixed 

with the smell of seawater as she fought back the tears. Damn them, damn them all. She was 

crying…again.  

Even if she could come to love three men, and the past couple of days, she had begun to believe 

that was more feasible than she would have imagined. The hard truth was that they would never 

be accepted. ‘Be honest,’ said that little voice, ‘The problem is your parents, your friends. You 

cannot imagine explaining any of this to them. Let alone; oh, by the way, I am not sure exactly 

who the father of your grandchild is.’ She shivered against the cold or perhaps against the truth. 

“Cold,” his voice and warm breath caressed her cheek even as his hand on her shoulders rubbed 

them, spreading the warmth. ‘But what kind?’ teased that voice in her head. 

“A bit,” she half-lied. “Where are we? How much longer?”  

Bjⱷrn looked out over the waters. His face was drawn, there were dark circles beneath those 

Kelly green eyes, and while he was still almost breathtakingly beautiful, she was worried about 

him. She knew that he had been up most of last night with the watch. She blushed, part of it was 

how little sleep he had gotten with her the night before that. But still… 

He smiled as he wrapped his arms around her and drew her against his body. “We are just 

entering the island chain, still in the Baltic Sea. Another hour or so, and we shall make Fjorthen. 

It is a small town just a few hundred people, not at all your London. We will dock and unload 

there. Svein spoke to Olav this morning, so I am sure that he and Mama will bring Monica to 

meet us there. They will not be able to wait to meet you.” 

She nodded, uncertain of what to say or even what to think. It was not every day you met your 

‘in-laws.’ What would they think of her? What was this woman like? Kirsty admitted she was 

more than a bit intimidated at the prospects. Except for Mikael, who said very little, she knew 

that both Svein and Bjⱷrn respected and adored the woman. She seemed almost a legend, and 

Kirsty knew those were big shoes to be filled.  
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“And the Holding?” she questioned, sticking to safer grounds. 

That smile seemed to light his handsome face from within, “Not sure how long it will take to 

unload everything. But we will be home for dinner this evening. Mama is counting on that 

already,” he laughed. 

She thought about her mother, tried to remember a single dinner that she had made for her. She 

could not. It was the housekeeper and nanny’s responsibility to see to such things. If not, then it 

had been takeaway or a restaurant. How different this woman sounded from Nancy Dickens.  

She could almost see the tight way that her mother’s face would scrunch up in obvious distaste if 

Kirsty were to introduce her to even one of these rough fishermen, let alone as her 

‘husband’…and ‘husbands’ was more than she could consider. She found herself back where she 

began that morning…what was she doing here? With these men, these strangers?  

“I have something for you,” he said as he turned her in his arms. He opened his thick jacket and 

pulled out her tablet. She had been too caught up this morning in her musings even to miss it. “I 

have connected you to the satellite that we use on the boat and at home. Your 3G won’t cut it.” 

She nodded as she remembered trying to get a signal that first morning so she could alert 

someone to what had happened to her. And now? Bjⱷrn had just handed that power to her.  

“Yes, I know,” he said as if he could read her thoughts. His fingers beneath her chin lifted her 

face until she was staring into those green eyes once more. “You could have us arrested. I know 

that. And right now, Mikael would kill me if he knew what I have just done. Svein would shake 

his head.” 

He caressed her bottom lip, “But you gave me your word that you would not run, that you would 

give us a chance. A few emails right now might make that easier. If you…”  

He leaned slowly down and brushed his lips so softly, so briefly, so sweetly against hers that she 

was reminded of the beating wings of a butterfly. “I trust you to make the right decision. I am 

trusting you with my life. My brothers’ lives. And my niece’s future.” 

Without another word, he released her and turned back to where Mikael was still working. His 

brother did not look any happier to see that Bjⱷrn was back. But he shrugged and handed him 

another length of rope as he continued his earlier task.  

She stared at the tablet in her hand. It suddenly felt as if it had just been pulled hot from the 

blacksmith’s forge. It burned as his words weighed upon her. How could he? How dare he? She 

did not want that kind of responsibility. She had never asked for any of this. 

It was hers, nonetheless. And the very thought of any of them taken away in handcuffs, let alone 

all of them…sat on her stomach like an undercooked Doner kebab after a night of binge drinking 
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in uni. Was it all just some warped Stockholm Syndrome? Identifying with her captors to keep 

herself alive.  

But staying alive was not the issue. She believed what they said: they posed no danger to her life 

anyway. Her life? Staying alive? Had she ever really been alive? Until she stepped through that 

turnstile. Until his hands on her pulled her through was more like it. She had lived more in the 

past three days than she had in twenty-six years.  

It seemed she had some thinking to do.  

She sighed with a final glance at the brothers. She had not seen Svein since she fell asleep in his 

arms last night. That was probably a good thing too. The man was hiding, but as she took the 

stairs down to the cabin that had been hers for three days, the cabin that belonged to the man, she 

could not judge him. She was hiding too.  

She crawled back into the bed; the smell of sex most definitely still lingered. She blushed as her 

Internet browser confirmed Bjⱷrn’s words. She opened her emails. Nothing important: social 

network notices mostly, dumb pics with even dumber sayings, too many drunken pub ones of 

friends from uni, and even more cute kid ones from her friends, who had taken a different path.  

One caught her attention. She refused to open it as tears once more filled her eyes. She hit the 

compose button and began the message to her supervisor. Though Roz was more than just that; 

the woman was perhaps her only real friend. She wrote and re-wrote it half a dozen times. In the 

end, she had settled for simple as she requested a three-month leave of absence for personal 

reasons. Nothing more.  

But that unopened notice to the social media site reminded her that her email would need no 

further explanation. Roz had practically hovered since Raj had come in with the grainy 

photograph. If she were honest, it was his announcement that had convinced her to accept 

Svein’s invitation to coffee.  

Her lip was sore and getting more sore by the moment as she chewed upon it. Her hand went to 

her lower abdomen. Not that she wished that it was she who carried Raj’s child. As she had told 

them, the hardest part of her break-up was realizing that she had wasted so many years on a man 

that she did not and never could love. No, that was not it. Although admittedly, his news had 

taken her aback so quickly after his wedding.  

The mouse hovered over the send button as the fingers of her other hand trembled. Was this the 

right path for her? It seemed so. Phantasmagorical was the only word she could think of in the 

end. Kidnapped. ‘Married?’ To three men. Even possibly pregnant with no way of knowing 

which of her lovers fathered the child. Her mind screamed at the incongruence with everything 

she had ever known. And her heart pushed the send button on the email. 
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That left her two more to write. Her biggest dilemma was her cat. A cat? That was all that tied 

her to the city in which she had lived for a lifetime? She explained to her flatmates that she 

needed a break and had decided to extend her visit to her friend’s indefinitely. She thought about 

asking them to hold her room for her, but the truth was… 

The truth was that no matter what happens, you can never really go back there. She inhaled as 

the heaviness of that life weighed upon her. The tears were flowing now as she asked them 

instead if they could look after Little Miss until she could make other arrangements. But she 

knew that would not be a problem as the cat had long ago become more shared property than the 

larger container of milk that they kept in the fridge instead of purchasing three pint ones.  

Her parents? That was a bit more difficult. She thought about putting it off for a while. Now that 

work knew what had become of her, they would have no reason to inform her parents. She was 

confident that her roommates would not bother to. Her monthly brunch with them had been just 

last Sunday, so she had almost three weeks before they would even notice she was gone. Maybe 

she should just let it go for now?  

But what was the point of delaying it? She knew they would be disappointed in her for ‘acting so 

illogically,’ ‘not considering how this might affect your future,’ and a half dozen other maxims 

including just ‘keeping a stiff upper lip’ about Raj’s impending fatherhood. They would never 

understand. They had never understood her.  

When it came, it was blessedly simple. Terse, her mother would claim. “I have taken a three-

month sabbatical to travel. I will be in touch.” She forced her fingers to hit the send button on 

this one too before she turned off her tablet and set it aside.  

She drew her knees up to her chin and wrapped her arms about herself. The tears became a flood 

as twenty-six years of emptiness, loneliness, shallowness, trying to be what everyone else wanted 

her to be, sprang forth like pus from a pimple when it finally popped.  

She did not know how long she cried like that; she only knew that at some point, she lay down 

on the bed and grabbed the pillow. Holding it against her, she inhaled. She could still smell 

him…them. Three husbands…and she was crying all alone. About par for the course with her 

life…with men. 

*** 

Mikael watched the woman sleep. Kirsty. His wife. The word tasted bitter in his mouth. Though 

he was committed for his daughter’s sake, he did not like any of this. It was the absolute last 

thing he wanted. 

Greta’s hateful words during that final argument haunted him most nights. To know that his 

wife, the woman he had broken with tradition for, had attempted to seduce his brothers. If he had 
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not been able to keep his wife’s love in a monogamous relationship, how the hell would he do so 

in this warped thing that passed for marriage in their family? 

‘You don’t want or need her love,’ shouted that voice in his head. But the throbbing in his jeans 

and the tightness in his chest when he noticed how swollen her eyes were, called that voice a liar.  

He shook his head. Baby brother needed his head examined, and his ass kicked for this one. The 

risks that they were taking. Him most of all…prison, missing his daughter grow up.  

And why? Why would super hunk want to share a wife when he could have any of hundreds of 

women in any of the ports they visited?  It was not like he was damaged goods with baggage that 

no woman would want.  

Mikael knew he should be grateful. This arrangement could provide him what he wanted most: a 

mother for Monica and to be left the fuck alone. Now that she realized she could not manipulate 

him, he was sure that was the last time he would be called to her bed. Didn’t last night prove 

that? Wasn’t Svein her choice? Let his brothers have all the fun. As long as she was good to 

Monica, what did he care? ‘Liar’ that quieter voice accused. He had gotten good at ignoring it. 

He just wished this particular conversation was over with. Explaining his daughter to this woman 

was not something he relished. But Monica’s unusual behaviors would be enough of a shock, 

though he did hope that her work would prepare her for some of that. But to spring his child 

upon her without any warning was too much. 

When Bjⱷrn had said he would go below and warn her that they would be making port shortly, 

Mikael had insisted that he would do it. Bjⱷrn had not been happy with that suggestion. It was as 

if now that she was here; his baby brother wanted to shut him out of this relationship altogether. 

Again that voice demanded, ‘but isn’t that what you want?’ 

He sighed; right now, he wanted out of here. But that was not an option — any more than letting 

this woman go. ‘Would you want to?’ It tormented him with images of her blue eyes wide with 

trepidation and with excitement. He had thrown his worst, his darkest, at her, and she had taken 

it all. And come like a very good girl all over his face. He licked his lips as if he could still taste 

her, though he knew he could not. Despite everything he wanted to…again. 

Damn, this was getting him nowhere, he thought as he reached out and gently shook her 

shoulder, “Time to wake up.” 

She stretched, and it reminded him of his mother’s plump black Tomcat, Noir. But when he saw 

just how red and swollen her eyes were, his need to take Bjⱷrn to the ‘fighting field,’ the place 

where brothers settled differences with fists if necessary. It was far enough from the houses that 

his mother would not hear them until it was too late. Right now, he wanted to pummel his baby 

brother’s face until he was not quite so handsome.  
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What had he been thinking? Kidnapping a woman from her home, her family, her job? He shook 

his head; she was no free-spirited hippie hitchhiking her way across Europe, seeking out 

adventure and free love. And he knew from experience, just how hard ‘city girls’ found the 

isolation and quiet of Fjorthen and especially of the Holding.  

For a couple of heartbeats, he considered finding some way to help her escape, being that weak 

link that she had thought him that first night. But it was too late for that. She was theirs now. 

Theirs to keep - as best they could anyway.  

She rubbed those eyes with the back of her hand as she sat up. “Are we there then?”  

He nodded, “Yes, Bjⱷrn and Svein will be tying up the boat shortly.”  

He knew that he must do this, but all of the words he had practiced while lying awake in his 

bunk last night simply vanished. He could not remember a single one of them. And he was left 

staring at her, thinking how beautiful she looked when she first woke up. He had missed that her 

first night with him, them. 

Though he had lain awake for hours, holding her while she slept and remembering that cry. He 

was not sure that he had ever felt as much a man as he did knowing that he had made this woman 

cry out like that. But it was best if he put all of that behind him, it would not be happening 

anytime soon. ‘It could if you bent a little, stopped pushing her away,’ lied that voice.  

But Mikael ignored that voice, again. He had come here with a purpose, and whether he 

remembered the ‘right’ words that he had practiced so long or not, it still had to be done. His 

mother, father, and daughter were probably waiting on the dock right this moment. “There is 

something I need to talk with you about.” 

She nodded her head as she sat up. He had forgotten that Bjⱷrn said to take the woman tea. He 

could not even remember how his brother said to make it. But he could see that without it, she 

was having trouble waking up. Or maybe she does not want to? Perhaps she kept hoping that this 

is all a nightmare? But there was nothing to be done about it now. They were stuck…both of 

them. 

“My daughter will be there to meet us when we arrive.” There, it was out. Not the pretty words 

that he had practiced, but since when was the truth pretty.  

He was not sure what reaction he had expected, but the shrug of her shoulders and slow nod of 

her head was not it. “Bjⱷrn mentioned you had a child,” was her response when it finally came.  

Mikael flexed his fingers at his side, imagining that they were wrapped tightly around his baby 

brother’s neck. His voice was tight when he finally managed to speak, “He had no right.” 
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She shrugged again, but this time, she reached out her hand towards him. He jerked back before 

she could touch him. Somehow, though it made no sense and was not fair, he felt as betrayed by 

her as he did Bjⱷrn.  

“We were only talking about life on the Holding. I think he was trying to make me feel more 

comfortable.” 

‘Feel more comfortable,’ it was something that had not been his priority during their time 

together. Maybe it should have been. They had just told her what her future held, what their way 

of life was like. She must have been frightened, full of questions.  

And what had he done? Slapped cuffs on her, cut off the only clothes she wore, run his knife all 

over her body, cut her, tasted her blood, and edged her until she went crazy out of her mind 

before he finally gave her the orgasm her body needed.  

And he wondered why his wife had left him? He was a jerk - which was why this would never 

work either. Not between them anyway, not with him, not what he wanted deep inside, what he 

would not even admit to himself. 

He shook himself; there was no use thinking about things that could never be. Better to focus 

upon what was, “What did he tell you?” 

“Nothing much. Just that you had been married before. That you had a little girl that lived with 

you.”  

Those big expressive eyes searched his face, seemed to plead with him, “Honestly, Bjⱷrn meant 

no harm. He said that you would tell me what you wanted me to know when the time was right.” 

Mikael flexed his fingers again, “Yeah, well, he should have listened to his own words and kept 

his damned mouth shut.” 

She came to her knees. Between her height and the raised bed, they were almost eye to eye. Her 

hands fisted on her hips, “Yeah, well, we were just talking. Conversation. Do you know what 

that is? It was not like we did a whole lot of talking when…”  

He loved the way that her cheeks could flame almost as red as her hair. His arm went about her 

waist and drew her against his body. He was hard in an instant. 

“Conversation takes two, sweetheart. I don’t remember you being able to put two syllables 

together at all. If I remember the only words in your vocabulary were ‘no’ and ‘YES.’” His 

emphasis on that final word had those cheeks flaming even more.  

He was not sure what would have happened then had the deep cough from the doorway not 

interrupted them. “Sorry to ‘disturb’ you, but we are docked. Unless you want Mama in this 

cabin that smells of sex, we need to get her on deck.”  
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Mikael wanted to knock the dark scowl off his brother’s face, shove his smug words down his 

throat one at a time. But he knew that his baby brother was right. Their mother would not wait to 

meet this woman, their wife. He sighed; he hoped this went better than the first meeting with 

Greta. He nodded as he released the woman.  

Bjⱷrn reached out to her with a smile and took her hand. Damn, his brother, he even brought it to 

his lips and kissed the back of it, “I can’t wait for you to meet Mama. She is going to love you.” 

Mikael stepped aside as his brother drew the woman off the bed and down the hall. He followed 

slowly. He had no choice. His mother would read too much into his absence if he were not there. 

But his brother’s words ate at him… ‘going to love you.’ Petrine had never really liked Greta. 

Oh, she tried, but he could tell. Maybe that should have said something to him?  

Not that it mattered now. The past was the past. The problem was, as he watched his brother 

beam as he presented his wife to their mother, the future was just as bleak. He was locked on the 

outside, looking in. Pushed to the side with their wife and stuck in the middle…again.  
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Chapter 15 

Kirsty was still fuming as Bjⱷrn led her onto the deck. How dare he? How dare Mikael judge 

Bjⱷrn for trying to put her more at ease when all he had done was…  

She did not have time to finish the thought as the small party that Svein was greeting came into 

full view. She did not know what she expected Petrine to look like. But this was not it.  

This was no frail elderly woman, weathered and beaten by the rough life of farming, fishing, 

raising three boys, and loving four men. Yes, her hair was grey…more silver than anything. But 

it was long, hanging halfway down her back in a feathery, layered style. Though her face showed 

fine lines and wrinkles, it glowed with health and beauty that came from within.  

As they came closer, she saw that the woman’s still svelte figure could have graced a Paris 

runway or the cover of a magazine. Kirsty was tall for a woman, but this one was eye to eye with 

her, perhaps even an inch or two taller. And her shoulders were definitely not stooped. Her high 

cheekbones framed her full mouth as she smiled.  

If Kirsty had been a bit intimidated by the way that her sons spoke of this woman’s strength, 

wisdom, and courage to manage their lifestyle and love them and their fathers, she was even 

more so now that she realized what a beauty their mother was. She dropped her head and bit her 

lower lip as she considered her own full-figured, plus-sized body covered in freckles, and topped 

with a head of wild ginger hair.  

Then there were arms wrapping about her once more. These were not thick and brawny, though. 

But they were strong nonetheless as the woman drew her into an embrace. She rocked her from 

side to side, “Your pictures do not do you justice. You are more beautiful than we thought.” 

Kirsty blushed and struggled a bit in the woman’s arms. She was not used to such displays of 

emotions. The most she had ever gotten from her mother was a limp sideways embrace and a 

quick brush on her cheek that did not even leave stains from her bright red lipstick. This woman 

was full of surprises. But how could Petrine possibly think she was ‘beautiful?’ 

Then she was being handed off to another set of burly arms. She stared up at the man. His face, 

too, was lined and weathered, perhaps quite a bit older than the woman even. But he also was 

still active, full of life and from the lines about his eyes…laughter. Olav was anything, but an 

‘old’ man sat out to pasture, waiting to die. She stared, tried to place those features, remember 

which of the brothers claimed this man.  

Then she remembered Mikael’s words…my father and mother. Yes, yes, she could see the 

resemblance. But so too could she see pieces of this man in Bjⱷrn and even in Svein. Once more, 

she was left to wonder - how did they know? 
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Then she was at the end of the line. A small head with light brown curls greeted her. Monica, she 

remembered the little girl’s name. She reached out to her, but the child jerked back as if she had 

been scalded. Kirsty frowned as she watched Mikael try to draw his daughter into his protective 

embrace. But the child pulled away from him too. And Kirsty saw the pain of that rejection in his 

face.  

She frowned even deeper as the little girl squealed and turned her back on them all, rocking 

slowly back and forth as she reached out to touch the edge of the boat. She shook her head. This 

was all new to the child. Meeting this woman that would be her new ‘mother.’ That was what she 

was to be, was it not? There were still so many unanswered questions. 

And Monica was one of them. She watched as Mikael bent down, tried to talk to his child, but 

again she pulled away from him. It was impossible to hear anything he said. Her frown 

deepened.  

How many single mothers had she worked with over the years? Had she not seen their struggles 

as they fought to give their child all that he needed? Was it any different for this man? Yes, he 

had a family to help, but the responsibility for his daughter’s happiness still rested entirely on his 

shoulders.  

She sighed as she watched them, father and daughter. She thought of her father. He might not 

have been the tenderest of men, but he had done his best. She had always been closer to him than 

to her mother. But then too when she had needed him, to stand up for her when she wanted to try 

acting rather than go to uni, when she had wanted to play football instead of taking piano 

lessons… Well, he had never been any better at standing up to Nancy Dickens than she was.  

“Just give her some time and space,” said the kindly voice. She turned to look up at the man, 

who would be the child’s grandfather.  

She nodded and smiled shyly, “Yes, I work with…I worked with children back home.” She 

caught herself quickly; that life was gone.  

How important could a simple tense of verbs be? Those words had been hard to say. Like hitting 

the send button on emails that would change your whole future. Like drawing a line under one 

chapter of her life before beginning a new. 

He nodded and smiled, “Yes, we know. And we are hoping that you will help us too.” 

She shook her head as she tried to understand what the man was saying, but then that bubbly 

woman was assailing her with more questions and a seemingly endless stream of conversation 

about the trip, her sons, the Holding. Her mind could not comprehend half of it.  

She turned slightly and looked over her shoulder as he knelt there, still trying to speak with the 

child, who just watched her hand run along the smooth wood. Something shifted inside of her. 
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For the first time, she saw this man. Really saw him. Understood the pain. In his own way, he 

was locked inside his world…every bit as much as she was coming to fear that the beautiful little 

girl was in hers.  

Then she shook herself, reminding herself that she was not a doctor, not qualified to diagnose 

anyone. She had spent so many years working with additional needs children, with autism, that 

she probably imagined things. Reading into ‘normal’ behavior for a shy child. Still, that little 

voice whispered loudly… ‘They need you.’ 

*** 

Kirsty felt like screaming. Surrounded by this group, this family. She found herself just sort of 

absorbed into the whole madness as they all seemed to talk at once. Petrine had insisted on 

feeding her boys before they unloaded. So, they had walked into town.  

If it could be called that. If Tilbury had been a sleepy and laidback little town, then Fjorthen 

barely qualified as a village. A couple of dozen wooden framed houses, some on stilts as the 

waters came right under them, a single high street and one shop that was a store, post office and 

café all rolled into one.  

She observed the woman that she supposed was her ‘mother-in-law.’ She still was having trouble 

reconciling this vivacious and stunning woman with the image that she had built in her head. 

From the moment that Petrine had stepped on board Njörður’s Captive, she had taken control. 

Kirsty smiled at the way the woman directed them all like they were an orchestra, and she the 

maestro.  

The shop keeper smiled as they entered. She greeted them in a language that Kirsty tried to 

place…vaguely a mix of the French which she knew well and German of which she knew only a 

few words. It made her uncomfortable that she could not understand anything that they said, but 

the woman seemed to be delighted at whatever Svein told her.  

While Svein and Petrine chatted with the woman, Olav drifted off from the group to greet a 

handful of older men who were playing chess as they drank coffee. They laughed loudly at 

something he said.  

Mikael had his hands full trying to keep Monica from touching every single thing in the shop. 

Kirsty frowned and considered approaching them. But she had no idea where she stood in this 

situation…with him in particular. Would he resent her intrusion?  

“What do you think?” Bjⱷrn’s voice caressed her mind as he laced his fingers through hers. “I 

know that it is nothing like your London, but it is home…to us anyway.”  
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She wanted to laugh at how sheepishly he looked at her. She shook her head, “I guess some part 

of me is surprised that a place like this still exists. It is lovely. Really. Like something you would 

see in a painting.” 

He chuckled, “Don’t be deceived. We all have satellite TV and the Internet. Not even Fjorthen 

can escape the twenty-first century.” He nodded towards his uncle and the older men, “Even if 

some of them still complain about it.” 

Before she could ask anything else, Petrine and Svein joined them. “We should get a table. Thea 

will bring the food shortly.” She smiled once more at Kirsty. “I know it is a bit to take in all at 

once, but we will chat later,” she said before she glided across the room to the men.  

She greeted them with a smile as she placed her arm lightly over Olav’s shoulders. Her laughter 

seemed to rise above all the others at something one of them said. “If you are finished, Old Man, 

the food will be here shortly,” she directed at Olav in English. Kirsty got the feeling it was 

primarily for her benefit.  

The man had a twinkle in his eyes as he slapped her jean-clad behind. Kirsty was more than a bit 

envious; her butt would never look that good in jeans. And this woman was at least sixty. As 

friendly as Petrine had been, she could not help feeling even more inadequate.  

Olav stood and wrapped his arms about her, drawing her tightly into his embrace as he said his 

farewells to his friends. Kirsty frowned as she saw the looks that the couple got once they had 

turned their backs on the group. Lust. Envy. Disgust. It was all there.  

She shook her head and reminded herself that this was a different culture, perhaps as with 

Monica, she was reading things into the situation that were not there. But the stiffness in Svein’s 

body next to hers and the dark scowl upon his face said that perhaps she was not.  

When the couple re-joined them, they were all smiles. Petrine took Kirsty’s hand and pulled 

away from Olav, “We have so much to talk about. I have waited so long for this day. I know I 

must seem incredibly pushy. Blame it on my Americanism; everyone else does,” she smiled as 

she led her to the biggest table at the back of the shop. Kirsty glanced over her shoulder to see all 

of the guys falling into step behind them.  

But it was the looks from those men that froze her blood and set off all too familiar anxieties in 

her. It was not just Petrine and Olav, but now her as well. It made her feel dirty somehow. She 

fought back the tears.  

Then Svein stepped forward, blocking her view of them. His hand went to the small of her back 

as he bent in, whispering in her ear, “Keep walking, Kirsten. Ignore them.” 

She looked up into his face, ready to argue that it was not that easy. But the hard look in his eyes 

dared her to say anything. Then he smiled, though she could tell it was forced, it relieved some 
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of the tension, gave her a bit of courage as he held out a chair for her. He brushed a brief kiss on 

the top of her head as he pushed the chair forwards. She frowned, had he purposefully seated her 

so that her back was to the men?  

Olav and Petrine took seats across from her, leaving the two at the end open for Mikael and 

Monica when they joined them. Kirsty found herself squeezed in between Svein and Bjⱷrn. She 

could not stop Svein’s naughty words from last night flitting through her brain, but that only 

made things worse.  

Maybe something was wrong with her. Perhaps she deserved those stares. She looked down at 

the white table cloth as she felt those tears burning in her eyes again. She tried to hold them 

back, tried to focus upon the conversation going on all around her. When she finally found the 

courage to look up, Petrine smiled at her knowingly. The older woman reached across the table 

and put her hands over hers.  

She would never know what the woman would have said, as the food began to arrive. Mikael 

brought Monica over; the little girl sandwiched between him and his mother. The woman seemed 

to soothe the child though the girl would not eat and kept fidgeting in her seat.  

The meal was peppered with more loud conversation some in English for her benefit and others 

in at least one other language…maybe two; she was not sure. As the meal progressed though it 

became harder and harder for the child to remain quiet. She was not particularly interested in 

food at the moment anyway, so she suggested, “How about I take Monica for a walk?” 

She was confident that they would decline her offer from the dark scowl on Mikael’s face, but 

Petrine spoke first, “That would be lovely, dear. There is a small park behind the school. Mikael 

will show you where it is. We won’t be much longer then we will all join you.” 

It was not the response she wanted. Remembering their time in the cabin that morning, she had 

hoped to avoid being alone with this man for a while. But she supposed it was best. After all, 

Monica did not know her yet, so perhaps it was best if her father joined them.  

She nodded and held out her hand as she stood. “What do you say, Princess? Would you like to 

go to the park with me?” 

The little girl did not answer. Well, no words, not even a nod of her head. She just kept looking 

to the side somewhere. But she was out of her seat in an instant and trying to push past her 

father, who impeded her progress. This seemed to frustrate her, though, and she squealed.  

“Let her go, Mikael. She will be fine. She knows her way to the park,” said Petrine. With a smile 

to Kirsty, she added, “Just keep her in sight, so she does not get distracted and wander off.”  

Kirsty nodded and followed the little girl, who was already heading out the door. She did not 

even look back to see if Mikael was following them. But the woman seemed to be right as the 
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child took a muddy path at the side of the store. It was too small to be called a road, and the 

stones that paved it were loose. It was only fifty yards or so until they came upon another 

building, this one was stone and two stories with a wide cement walkway leading to wooden 

double doors. 

The child went right past the doors and disappeared around a corner. Only then did she notice 

that Mikael had followed them as he overtook her and called out for his daughter. Kirsty raced 

after him, but there was no reason for alarm. Monica had found a swing and was happily rocking 

back and forth in it. She was not able to gain enough momentum actually to swing, but that did 

not seem to matter to the child.  

Mikael slowed as he approached his daughter, speaking to her in that language. Kirsty was not 

sure if he would welcome her intrusion, so she hung back a bit, watching them interact from her 

perch near the small picket fence that surrounded the play area.  

There was not much in the park: a double swing set, a climbing frame, and a slide. The little girl 

seemed to bounce happily from one activity to the other, barely noticing the father that hovered 

and spoke quietly to her on occasion. 

Kirsty frowned; not once did the child look her father in the eyes, nor did she speak other than to 

grunt or squeal once in a while if she did not immediately get what she wanted. She felt pieces of 

an all too familiar puzzle falling into place.  

She shook her head as she reminded herself that she was not a psychologist or a pediatrician. She 

was not qualified to make a diagnosis that required a full history and a battery of exercises to 

evaluate. But she had worked with hundreds of Monicas for almost five years. She could not help 

but see the truth that was staring right at her.  

Other truths were too. It was apparent from the way this man followed after his child that he 

loved her very much. Although she had worked almost exclusively with Mums, many of whom 

were single, Kirsty knew a concerned father when she saw one. The way he pushed her on the 

swing, stood extra close as she climbed on the frame, just in case she fell. He even clapped when 

she came down the slide, headfirst. That made it hard to stay mad at the man, damn him. As 

much as she wanted to, she found herself smiling at them. 

“He loves her very much,” that feminine voice said from behind her.  

She turned to see Petrine and Olav walking up the path. She smiled and nodded in greeting as the 

older woman pushed open the gate that she was standing next to. 

“But my granddaughter needs more than I can give her,” she frowned. “I guess you have noticed; 

she is not a ‘normal’ five-year-old?” 
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Kirsty nodded as the woman continued, “She won’t talk, or maybe she can’t. Oh, she says a few 

words. Mostly ‘no’ at the top of her lungs and our names, sort of anyway. But that is it.”  

Petrine shook her head, and her long silver tresses moved against slightly bronzed skin, “Well, 

honestly, I am hoping that you might know more than we do,” she smiled as she held out her 

hand.  

Kirsty did not want to seem rude, so she took it. This woman seemed so much more touchy, 

feely than she was used to. She looked down at the grass, what little of it survived the mud, “I 

am not a doctor. I can’t diagnose these sorts of things,” she stammered. 

“That is not what I meant, dear. I…we…don't want her tagged with any more labels. But I 

suppose what I am saying is maybe, once you are settled, once you know her better, well, maybe 

you would have some ideas we could use to reach her.”  

Kirsty could hear the way the woman’s voice broke even before she looked up to see tears 

glistening in green eyes that reminded her so much of Bjⱷrn.  

She could not help but nod, “Of course, if I can. If…” She caught herself, uncertain how much 

she should reveal to this woman, their mother. 

“If what, Kirsty?” the woman said, reaching out and lifting her chin. Maybe that was where the 

boys got that from. But when this woman did it, she felt like a schoolgirl again, trying to hide 

something from her mother.  

“If he doesn’t mind, if he won’t get upset for me interfering, I don’t know what he expects or 

wants, where I stand with her, or him?” She had not meant to say anything, yet one stare from 

this one, and all of it came bursting forth. 

Petrine chuckled and drew Kirsty into another of those embraces, “Oh, dearie, you and I need to 

have a long talk,” the way that the woman emphasized ‘long’ made Kirsty want to laugh.  

“But it can wait until we get back to the Holding. Svein and Bjⱷrn have gone with Thea’s sons to 

unload the ship. In addition to the fish, they bring back supplies to stock her store,” she 

explained.  

“Then we will be heading home,” she motioned to Mikael, who collected the reluctant girl. “You 

may ride back with Olav, Monica, and I if you prefer.” 

Mikael frowned as he heard this, “I’ll come with you too.” 

His mother gave him what Kirsty could only describe as a withering look. Not that she was not 

used to such things, it was the norm for her relationships with her own mother. But it just seemed 

so out of odds with what little she had seen of this woman. “Suit yourself, Mikael,” was all she 

said as they turned and walked back through the town.  
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The little girl was fine, skipping along the narrow lane for pedestrians until her father tried to 

take her hand as they crossed the street to the small docks where Njörður’s Captive was berthed 

with a handful of other smaller boats. She squealed and pulled away from her father. She would 

have even run into the street, which admittedly was not as dangerous as it sounded since there 

was little traffic. There was only one car in the distance.  

But Olav reacted quickly for a man his age, holding her back with a firm tug on her shirt collar. 

“Stop, look, and listen, Monica.” 

The child stopped and nodded her head; she even managed to look in the man’s general direction 

for a moment. “Good girl,” said the older man, and an odd tingle shot up Kirsty’s spine.  

“Thanks, Papa,” Kirsty could hear the begrudging tone in Mikael’s voice. 

But the older man ignored it as he guided the child across the road with the back of her shirt, 

“She is learning, Mikael. It will just take you a couple of days to catch up, son,” he smiled. 

Whatever Mikael might have said was lost in the loud whistle and catcall that came from the 

only other large fishing boat in the harbor. Instantly, Olav and Mikael shoved the three females 

behind them. The men almost bristled, their shoulders back, chests out. The oddest image of 

arctic wolves encircling and protecting their pack whispered through Kirsty’s mind.  

Then everything happened so quickly. One of the men called out something in that language. 

Kirsty did not know what, but from the blush on Petrine’s face and the way that Mikael and Olav 

took two steps towards the boat, she knew it could not be good. Out of thin air, Svein and Bjⱷrn 

suddenly stood shoulder to shoulder with them. Svein called back something to the men. 

For a moment that seemed to stretch into eternity, the two groups of warriors stood facing one 

another. Then the man, who had spoken for the group, spat on the wooden planks at their feet, he 

shrugged and turned his back. The other men followed after a moment with backward glances at 

them. Then slowly, the tension drained from their protectors. Petrine said something to Svein, 

but he just shook his head and scowled at his mother.  

It was over as Bjⱷrn stepped forward and brushed the hair back out of her face. “What 

happened? What did that man say?” Kirsty demanded. 

He inhaled deeply and forced a smile, “Nothing. It does not matter. Don’t worry about it. You 

will go with Mama and Olav in the car. Svein and I will bring the boat home up the fjord.” 

She wanted to stay, wanted to argue that she had every right to know what was going on, but 

Petrine stepped forward and took her hand, “Come on, dear.”  
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Chapter 16 

Mikael stared out the window as the familiar countryside passed by. It was swampy. The road 

was windy like the dot-to-dot puzzles that he tried to get Monica to do. It was as bumpy as his 

daughter’s attempts at drawing. The roads here were notoriously dangerous — this one in 

particular.  

It connected small island to small island, broken by the occasional bridge between them. Some 

of the islands were so small that they could not support life; others were populated by only trees 

and birds. Some had a house or two sprinkled on them. None were as large as the Holding.  

But right now, none of that mattered. He was in a foul mood. If their conversation this morning 

had not been bad enough, the way that she just hung back - saying nothing, do nothing - made 

him doubt this whole thing. Perhaps they would have been better off with the Russian woman, at 

least she was a mother herself. Maybe this one had no interest in his daughter because she was 

not one of her patients.  

Then the other. He did not want to even think about it. He should be used to it by now. They all 

should be. But still…sometimes…it just got to you. He gripped the handle of the door. He 

wished his father had let him drive at least, but the old man knew him too well. He could not 

argue; he did not belong behind the wheel with the three females in the car. 

If that was not bad enough, suddenly, Monica grew tired of being strapped into her booster seat. 

She began crying and rocking back and forth, pulling at the strap across her chest. He tried to 

calm her, but the moment he touched her, she let out an ear-piercing scream and drew back, 

arching and fighting to get out of the seat.  

The woman, Kirsty, his wife, looked at the child. He gave her his sternest look; he did not need 

some smart ass comment from her about ‘controlling’ his child right now. Instead, she reached 

into her bag and pulled out something. It took him a moment to realize that it was her damned 

tablet. Fair enough, he supposed her sticking ear phones into her head and listening to music was 

better than that comment he had come to dread. 

But instead of headphones, it was that famous song, the one from the movie that Monica could 

not get enough of. The woman did not offer the tablet to his child. At first, she seemed to ignore 

her completely, focusing all her attention upon the song and video that went with it. Nonetheless, 

it worked. Monica quieted. Not entirely, she still fidgeted in her seat. But her tiny body was no 

longer so tightly strung with tension that he feared she would break, and she was no longer 

screaming. 

Then he noticed that she had tilted the screen so that Monica had a better view of it than she did. 

When the song came to an end, and his daughter began to fidget once more, she hit the replay 

button. “Is it much further?” she asked no one in particular. 
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“About another ten or fifteen minutes,” his father replied from the front. 

She nodded her head, “The seat belt is probably bothering her. Is there someplace where we can 

pull over and let her get out for a bit? Run and play, to burn some of it off.” 

His mother turned in her seat and smiled. Mikael shook his head at the ‘I told you so’ look on his 

mother’s face.   

“Not really, dear. Here is Joey, though,” she replied, handing him back the stuffed kangaroo that 

was his daughter’s favorite. Monica snatched it before he could. And between the stuffed toy and 

the music, Monica seemed satisfied enough to make it the short distance remaining to the 

Holding.  

He was not hopeful, but he relaxed just a bit as he watched the two heads, one deep red and the 

other smaller one light brown bent together over the tablet. Time would tell, only time. But time 

was the one thing he always felt was running out if he was to reach his child. Watching them, he 

wanted to believe that this woman held the key. But hope was not something that came easily to 

him anymore.  

He turned back to stare out the window as a new song, another one from that movie blared from 

the machine. “This is my favorite, sweetie,” said that voice that did funny things to his gut. He 

could not help but listen to words about true love saving them all. But sometimes, love was not 

enough to hold onto what you wanted most. 

*** 

By the time that the older model Land Rover pulled up in front of the red wooden frame house 

that was similar to those she had seen in town, only larger, Kirsty was not sure who was tenser - 

her, Monica, or him. But the tiny space was filled with silent, nervous tension that felt like they 

would all explode at any moment. 

That was pretty much exactly what the little girl did the moment that the car stopped in front of 

the house. She fumbled with the seat belt until Kirsty assisted her, then she was pushing past her 

father and trying to open the door. He smiled at her efforts and opened it. And she was off, like 

the horses out of the gate at Ascot.  

The rest of them piled out of the car. Petrine reached for her once more, taking her hand, “You, 

guys, go and help Svein and Bjⱷrn. Kirsty and I will go after Monica. It will give me a chance to 

show her around a bit.” 

Mikael was scowling again. But his father did not give him a chance to say anything as he put his 

hand on his shoulders and guided him towards the dock that she could see behind the house. 

Petrine turned to her and smiled once more, “Well, that was easier than I thought it would be. 

Walk with me, and we can have that talk. Monica will be in her play area near my greenhouse. It 
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is just over there,” she said as she nodded towards a stand of trees. The undergrowth had been 

cleared out, so Kirsty would not consider it a forest, but the mix of hardwood and conifers stood 

like centurions guarding the gates of this place.  

She found herself following along after the woman, looking around as she went. Quiet, peaceful, 

tranquil…none of them seemed to describe this place adequately. She inhaled deeply, smelling 

the mixture of loam, pine, and the sea. This place, nature, relieved some of the tension inside of 

her.  

When they came out of the trees into a clearing, she could almost imagine it blooming with 

wildflowers in a few months. But now, it was preparing for the winter which lay ahead, the grass 

tall and tan as it blew in the brisk late autumn winds. As the woman had said, the little girl was 

happily swinging on a playset that was larger and much more elaborate than the one at the 

school. What was more, she noticed a pink wooden playhouse, a sandbox, and a tricycle strewn 

about the area. 

“My sons spoil her as you can see,” smiled the woman. She reached out a hand and brushed back 

a strand of hair that the wind had blown into Kirsty’s eyes. Or that was the excuse she was using 

for the tears that burned her eyes at that moment.  

Then she was wrapped in those arms. She had no choice as the woman held her tightly. “Let it 

go, sweetie. Let it all out,” those were the words that Kirsty felt she had waited a lifetime to hear. 

In that sweet maternal way that she had always imagined. She could not fight it. Any more than 

she could fight Bjⱷrn when he looked at her that way. It all came out then. A lifetime of tears 

that ‘good girl’ had held back.  

She did not know how long they stood there like that. Her crying and blubbering over this 

woman, who was a stranger. But when she came to her senses, she tried to pull back. Looked 

down embarrassed at the muddy ground, “I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me,” she 

mumbled. 

The woman laughed, “My sons, I imagine. They can be a bit - overwhelming.” 

Kirsty reluctantly looked up at her with a smile. Somehow as hard as she fought it, she felt 

connected to this woman. It was different, of course, but the feeling was just as strong as she had 

felt that day when she looked up into Svein’s face as he pulled her through the turnstile. And the 

smile, on the woman’s face that still shone with the beauty of her youth even through the lines, 

wrinkles and silver hair, said that she felt it too.  

They stood silently, watching the child play for a couple of minutes. It was odd. Most people 

would be uncomfortable with such things, but this was not like that at all. It was as if the silence 

spoke louder than any words could. It was that silence that finally gave her the courage to ask the 



 

- 145 - 
 

question - one of them anyway - that had been on her mind for the past hour or so. “What did 

that man say?” 

Petrine turned to her and sighed heavily, “My sons would not want me to answer that question.”  

“But I never liked the way that they and their fathers always tried to shield me from such things. 

I don’t get the feeling that you do either. I will tell you this much - it was not pretty. If you 

honestly want to know more, I will tell you,” this time, her smile was tighter as if this weighed as 

heavily upon her as it did upon Kirsty. 

Kirsty looked over to where the child played carelessly upon the swing. She wanted to be like 

that, in her own world, oblivious to it all, not caring what anyone said. But as much as she 

wanted that, she could not overcome the training of a lifetime where what other people thought 

mattered more than what you wanted.  

“I am not sure I want to know, but I need to, don’t I?” she asked, turning back to the older 

woman. 

“As wise as you are beautiful, my boys did well,” this smile reached those dancing green eyes 

that she had gifted to her youngest son.  

Then they clouded over once more, “My understanding of the local dialect is not as good as I’d 

like, so I cannot say word for word. The gist of it was asking if my sons had found another whore 

to service the lot of them and breed another generation of mongrels. That if you wanted to enjoy 

real men, they would ‘entertain’ you for a bit.” 

Kirsty had not known what she expected, but something so vitriolic was beyond even that. She 

felt her knees begin to buckle as her hand flew to her mouth, and tears stung her eyes once more, 

“Oh my god,” was all she could say.  

The woman lifted her, just held her for a long moment. Kirsty trembled as those words played 

through her mind, but there did not seem to be any more tears inside of her. Finally, the woman 

pulled back just enough so that she could stare into her face.  

“It has been over four decades, sweetie, since I visited your home land. But do you know what 

struck me the most when I traveled there?”  

Kirsty shook her head as the woman continued though Kirsty was not sure what any of this had 

to do with what was paramount in her mind.  

“No one smiled. You could walk down the streets of your London. Pass thousands of people, all 

the same, their heads down as they rushed about, and not a single smile from any of them.” 

Petrine turned Kirsty about so that Monica filled her cloudy vision, “Worst of all, I remember the 

children. Tiny little things. All dressed exactly alike in their grey wool skirts and shorts. Starched 
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white shirts buttoned up and matching sweaters. I remember them marching in their lines early in 

the morning to school.”  

She paused and brushed back that hair which once more had blown into Kirsty’s face, “And none 

of them smiled either.” 

“Life comes at a price. It always will, sweetheart. Those sons of mine are the direct descendants 

of the Jarls and Kings that once ruled these islands. Like those strong men, they make their own 

rules.”  

“And like the villagers and warriors that once followed their ancestors, few people dare to call 

them on it. Oh, it happens, like today, but that is rare. I will not lie to you…making your own 

rules come at just as high a price as following everyone else’s.” 

She sighed and studied Kirsty’s face. Kirsty wanted to look away, feared that this woman would 

find her lacking, inferior, not good enough for those kings that she had born and raised to be such 

men, each fine in his way. But as much as she wanted to look away, this woman deserved so 

much more than that. So she met that gaze just as boldly. 

“Kirsty, if that life is what you truly want, then I will personally take you to the mainland. Place 

you on a plane and see you safely back there. I promise you not one of my sons will dare cross 

me on this one.”  

Her hand gently squeezed Kirsty’s, “But like me, I don’t think that is what you want. I believe 

that you are willing to pay the price, and trust me; it is a relatively small one for making your 

own rules,” she finished. 

Her words shook Kirsty’s world like an earthquake. Somehow this woman had looked into her 

soul and hit upon the very dilemma that haunted her. Not just for the past few days, but a 

lifetime.  

The difference was - now she had an option besides merely pushing on with all the others, 

unsmiling and unhappy. The past three days, she had seen that. They had given her that. This 

woman’s sons. But did she have the courage to take it? That was the question. 

“How do you do it?” she whispered. 

The woman’s laughter was rich and as fragrant as this place, like coming home, and that was 

how she felt. For the first time in her life, Kirsty could almost believe this place, this woman, her 

sons; it could be home. If she dared to reach out and take it. 

“Mostly, I ignore it. The other thing is that I make myself indispensable to them. There are not 

too many things that I learned from those few times my grandparents drug my wild ass to their 

strict Pentecostal church. But one was something about kindness heaping burning coals on the 

heads of your enemies. I always liked that image,” she winked. 
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“When I first got here like you, I did not speak Norwegian. English, Spanish, some French, and a 

few words of German were all I had to get me by. But it did not take me long to figure out that 

these people were talking behind my back. It bothered me. But then again I was only in town a 

couple of times a month to shop. So, I was happy to pretend I did not see their stares. I still do 

sometimes.”  

Kirsty realized then that this woman had not been as ignorant of those men in the store as she 

had seemed. 

“When Svein went to school, it all came to a head. He was already reading by then. With his 

fathers at sea, I had long periods alone with my son, and five almost six years before Mikael 

came along. I sent him to school reading and doing basic math, way ahead of the other children.”  

She sighed heavily and stared off, “So, I was not worried too much. But when I picked him up 

that afternoon, he had a split lip and a black eye. The principal, the headmaster I think you would 

call him, met me at the door. There had been a fight. Svein was suspended for three days,” she 

frowned at the memory. 

“Poor kid,” Kirsty frowned, trying even to imagine Svein as a child was beyond her. 

Petrine laughed again, “Poor Svein, my ass. My son might have had a black eye, but the bully 

who was three years older had a broken arm. When I got my son home, lecturing him about not 

fighting mind you, he did not want to tell me what happened.”  

“It was Stig, who finally got it out of him, including the words ‘whore’ and ‘slut.’ That was the 

only day that any of my boys spent in that school. And she won’t either,” the woman said, 

nodding towards the child. 

“Again, I ask, how do you do it?” Kirsty felt weighed down by the isolation this woman must 

have felt, perhaps still did. 

But the smile on her face said she was anything but to be pitied. “I had my boys and their 

fathers.”  

Kirsty blushed as she could well imagine what that secretive smile truly meant.  

“And Stig built me my greenhouse,” she said as she nodded towards the glass building that was 

the size of a small house.  

Kirsty saw shadows across the woman’s face and wondered what she was thinking. Did she 

remember those days? Happiness that was gone? The man who had built it? She tried to imagine 

how she would feel in this woman’s shoes, but it was more than she could manage.  

Tears glistened in the woman’s green eyes when she turned back to her, “And once Bjⱷrn was 

older and took to the sea, well, I found things to keep me busy. I teach in that school now. Not 
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full time mind you, but I instruct the older ones in creative writing and ancient mythology every 

year.” 

“I also work with the local nurse practitioner. We are too small to have a doctor here. But we can 

handle most things. A lot of my plants these days are medicinal, and I dry those and share them 

with those in need. I am even the first one there with a cake when someone dies or a new baby is 

born. I have not worked up the nerve to go to church yet, afraid I might go up in flames with my 

pagan self,” she laughed. 

Petrine looked her in the eye as she continued, “But they take it all, the people in the village. 

Thea Johansen is the worst, biggest gossip of them all. Without my sons picking up stock for her 

on their journeys, that store of hers would be closed down as so many of the other shops have in 

other villages.”  

Kirsty nodded once more, trying to imagine how that made this woman feel - her sons too. 

But Petrine continued her story without pausing, “I feel their eyes on my back when I walk 

away, though. I hear their whispers. And I hold my head high, knowing that none of them have 

been as loved or as happy as I have been for a lifetime. It is not easy, but then again, nothing 

worth having ever is. So, I ask again, do you want me to fight Olav for the keys?”  

“Fight my boys, knowing that I am hurting them more than they already have been? Because I 

will if this is not the life you want. I have had one ‘daughter-in-law’ that could not, or did not 

want this life. And she tore my boys to pieces, opened chasms in them that are still growing 

larger.”  

“If you honestly want your old life back, if you cannot allow yourself to love them, then tell me 

now, and I will. You have my word on that,” her face reminded her of Svein when he got that 

‘look,’ the one that withered her inside, that said he knew everything in her mind.  

Kirsty felt as if this was the single most crucial moment of her life. As if she stood at a 

crossroads and everything rested upon which she took. She weighed what the woman said, …and 

all that she had not. And she shook her head slowly, “No, no, I don’t want to go back.” 

Petrine beamed then. The woman glowed from within, like one of those cheesy movies where 

the angel reveals itself with backlighting. Then once more, Kirsty was absorbed into those arms. 

This embrace was tighter than all the others. As if the woman did not want to let her go, her 

words seemed to confirm that, “I have waited a lifetime for this moment. Wanted a daughter for 

so long. Welcome home, Kirsty. Welcome home.” 

It was the woman who was crying uncontrollably then. And while she tried, Kirsty was not sure 

she did a very good job of comforting her; she did not have much experience with such things. 

Her meager efforts must have worked though because then Petrine was laughing. 
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“Alright then, you need some lessons on how to manage my boys. You need to learn; you are the 

one in control now. And you need to use that control wisely.”  

“Oh, we have so much to talk about,” the years melted away from her face, and in addition to 

being what Kirsty had always imagined a mother should be, Petrine became the girlfriend that 

she had never really had. That best friend with whom you shared everything.  

Maybe she was right…maybe this life would not be so bad after all.  
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