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I shivered as I leaned over the side of the
ship, my stomach roiling as the waves rocked us from side to side.
The ocean spray coming off of the waves only made me that much
colder, but after learning what would happen to me if I lost my
stomach again on the deck of the ship, the ice cold water was the
lesser of two evils.

We had been four ships when we left the rocky
shores of my homeland. But as we set out across the sea, the boats
had separated, each taking their own route back to where they came.
Now we were alone, with the longship cutting through the rough seas
like the serpent that adorned the bow.

The ship pitched again as a wave slammed into
the bow. Men cheered as the hull dipped into the ocean, wetting the
deck with the freezing water. And as the sea raged around us, I
knew the Lochlannach around me were enjoying the near constant
threat of death as we drifted in the stormy waters. But while they
laughed, I threw up once more, with my sickness disappearing almost
immediately in the tossing waters.

Before I could push myself back to sitting,
strong hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me backwards. My body
tensed and my heart set to pounding, but when I heard the familiar
voice of Thoric, I settled.

"You cannot show weakness like this," he said
as he rubbed my shoulders gently. "The men have already taken
notice."

"The sea does not sit well with me," I
replied weakly. "Know that I do not enjoy this sickness any more
than you."

I turned around under Thoric's arms so I
could look on the only kind face I'd seen in days. And when I did,
my stomach went to roiling again, but this time for very different,
and confusing, reasons. I'd only known the man I called master for
a few days, but in that time, I'd grown to enjoy his face.

Golden hair spilled to his shoulders in
ringlets while ice blue eyes seemed to look at me, and beyond me at
the same time. A thick beard of gold hugged his cheeks, expect
where a scarred strip of skin cut down from his ear to his chin. No
hair would grow where a blade had kissed him. But it was the
warming smile that Thoric wore whenever we looked upon each other
that made my feelings towards the man so confusing.

He was my captor. He was the leader of men
who destroyed my home before taking me prisoner. He was a killer.
But he was also my protector. He alone stood for me when the rest
of the raiders wished me dead. And in return for his protection, I
promised to serve him without question. A promise that so far, had
been easy to keep.

I leaned forward, dropping my forehead to
Thoric's chest. He held me tightly as soon as I did, and I relished
in the warmth of his body pressed up against mine. With my clothing
soaked by the sea mist, his touch was welcome. "How many more
days?" I asked without looking up. "Please tell me we are almost
finished."

Thoric laughed and squeezed me tighter. "A
week more at least Segan. But know that when we reach home, you
will never have to set foot on a ship again."

The thought comforted me little. We weren't
sailing to my home. My home, my island, was far behind us now; with
my village nothing but ashes and blood underneath the shadow of
hills. And the same strong arms I took shelter in now were the
cause of my village's destruction. But I couldn't hate him for it.
If it hadn't been for Thoric, my blood would have wet the earth
like so many of the other villagers.

I turned in his arms, pressing my back
against his chest before pulling his hands to my stomach. Sitting
there, on the deck as he held me tight, I didn't feel as sick as
before. My head leaned back against his shoulder as my hands ran up
and down his uncovered arms. I didn't understand how the
Lochlannach could stand the chilly sea air, but none of the other
men aboard shivered like I did and I was wrapped in heavy linen
skirts, with sleeves that came to my wrists. I hated the dress and
everything it meant, but without it I would have frozen.

But while I was the only man dressed as a
woman aboard the ship, I wasn't the only one huddled next to
another for warmth. All across the deck I saw warriors sitting
close, sometimes with arms wrapped around one another, but
sometimes with only their backs pressed to each other as they rode
out the rough seas. Though I doubted any of the other men on board
was having my particular issue at the moment. Because hidden
beneath my embarrassing clothing was something that shamed me even
more than the dress itself. Sitting here in Thoric's arms made me
excited in a way that a man should only ever feel about a
woman.

Even as I tried to fight against the strange
feelings I had towards my captor, I found myself running my fingers
across his bare arms, tracing old scars with my fingers. One in
particular caught my attention as we sat close together. Running
from the back of his hand and down to his elbow, the faded scar
made me curious. "How did you come by this on Thoric?"

His hand fell atop mine, sending tingles of
warmth coursing through my body before his fingers tangled with my
own. "Every scar tells a story." Thoric curled my hand in his own
until only a single one of my fingers stuck out from his grip. He
ran it down his skin, following along with the jagged scar. "This
was not from a battle. At least not one where I stood against
another man."

Thoric's breath tickled my ear as his head
dropped closer to my own. My heart beat a little faster. "I was
younger than you now, many years ago. With my brother and another
boy we hunted, staying in the forest for days. We felled a deer.
Big, lots of meat. But as we approached, something else was waiting
for us." Thoric's voice dropped and I felt the large man shudder
behind me. Was he scared?

"What was waiting?" I asked.

"A bear. Shaggy and wild. The deer had fallen
right next to the monster and when we approached, the beast
attacked." Thoric pulled my hand away from his arm. "Killed the boy
from our village. I can still see his face, but I cannot remember
his name. He died from a single blow from the beast. But my
brother, he was not as fortunate."

Ohh no. "What happened?"

"A claw caught him across the stomach. We had
not come to fight a bear. We had daggers and bows. No spears. Erik,
my brother, he fell against a tree and the bear reared again to
attack. I don't remember much after that. I remember pulling my
knife from my belt, then pain in my arm. Then I was by my brother's
side, trying to press his stomach back into his body as he
screamed."

"Did he..."

Thoric's arms closed around my body, holding
me closer as his head dropped to my shoulder. His cheek pressed the
collar against my neck, sending a chill through my body from the
cold iron. "I stayed with him. Another hunting party found us
before nightfall. A deer with an arrow in its side, a bear with my
knife in its neck, and three dead boys in the shade of a tree. At
least, that's what the men thought until a boot nudged me awake.
I'd passed out as I bled into the dirt, holding Erik well after his
eyes closed for the last time."

I felt horrible. The pain of watching my
father die in front of me only days before was still fresh in my
mind. Now I'd revived memories of the same in the man who'd sworn
to protect me. "I am so sorry Thoric. I... I didn't know."

Thoric squeezed me again. "Do not be sorry. I
haven't thought of Erik in many years. It is nice to be reminded."
He took my hand in his again and pulled my fingers towards a
different scar on the same arm. "This one was from his hand. We
were digging a stump when I got too close and caught a shovel for
my carelessness. He laughed like a fool after."

Thoric squeezed me. "And what of you Segan?
What stories do your scars hold?" His hands slipped to my wrists,
with fingers digging under the sleeves of the dress, his touch
tickling my small arms. His touch was so simple, and so gentle. No
one else had ever touched me like he did. And when his hands
continued up my arms, searching for stories, I let my eyes close
and my body relax.

"I do not have many scars. I was never strong
enough for field work, nor the sword or axe. Father used to..."
Images of my fallen father flashed through my head at my mention of
his voice. He'd died trying to protect me. To try and stop the
raiders from turning me into what I'd willingly become. I fought
back the tears I could feel forming at the corners of my eyes. I
will not show weakness.

It was too late. Thoric could sense my
discomfort. The warrior hugged me again, pulling me even closer to
his body as he did. "We do not need to speak of your father if it
upsets you Segan. Those wounds are still fresh in your mind."

I shook my head, lifting my chin from my
chest. I pushed Thoric's arms away from me quickly, but before he
could protest, I spun towards him, facing the warrior with a glare
that made him pull back slightly. "I do not need your pity. Do not
forget I fought by his side, or that a man hides under this dress
you forced onto me."

Thoric's hands shot out, gripping onto my
wrists as he pulled me back in close, his face only a hand span
from my own. His blue eyes sparkled as he stared into mine, and
when he spoke, his words were soft but there was no denying the
power behind them. "No man on this ship forgets how you fought, or
who died by your hand. Now calm yourself before the others notice.
Do not forget your place here Segan."

"How could I forget," I said as I shook my
head, "with such a necklace as to remind me. I am a slave. A thrall
to the mighty Thoric!"

"Calm yourself!" He pulled me closer still,
with his hand dropping to the back of my head as he held me to his
shoulder. "Why now Segan? We were smiling only a moment ago."

I had no answer for him. Even as I spoke, I
knew the anger I directed at the man who held me now was false.
Thoric was the only thing left to me that brought me happiness. But
it was that very happiness that made me act out. It shouldn't be
this way! I am not his woman! Yet my body craved him in a way
that I wished I was.

The tears were coming again, this time borne
of frustration. "I am sorry Thoric. I..."

Thoric's hand ran through my hair before
whispering softly in my ear. "You have nothing to apologize for
Segan. But you have to be careful. I cannot protect you if you the
men do not think I can control you. Many still wish you killed for
what you did to Olaf."

Olaf. The beast who took my father's head as
I watched. The giant who took me so violently after I was captured.
And the same who earned a knife in the neck for my pain. I smiled
at the thought of the monster in agony. If only he had
died.

"I will obey," I said as I lifted my head.
Thoric looked pleased by my words, but I wanted more from him. I
wanted him to feel as confused as I did. I wanted his heart to beat
faster when he looked at me. And I wanted his touch. "I have a scar
to show you."

I shifted in place, pulling the hem of my
skirt up, exposing my leg to Thoric as he watched curiously. And
when the linen slid past my knees, I grabbed for Thoric's hand,
guiding his fingers towards the scar on my upper thigh in the same
way that he slid my fingers over his arm earlier. "Do you feel
that?" I asked as I watched his face, looking for some change in
him. Some sign that he was feeling the same way I was at this
moment.

His face gave away nothing. When he opened
his mouth to speak, his voice was steady as well. "I feel the
scars. Jagged, rough. An animal made these?"

Before I could answer, a wave rocked the ship
violently, sending me tumbling into Thoric as he fell back against
the deck. That's when I felt him, hard as stone under his trousers
as his hand rested on my thigh. And with my ear to his chest, the
sound of his quickened heart was unmistakable. My own cock swelled
as I lifted my head with a smile on my face.

"I was just a boy. One of father's dogs bit
me. He was half blind and older than I was. I pulled his tail and
he turned on me. Father pulled him off of me and that's the last
time I ever saw the animal." My fingers reached out, touching
Thoric's cheek as we look at each other, his hand still on my leg
and moving slowly upwards. The sound of thunder in the distance was
drowned out by the sound of my own beating heart.

My fingers found the scar on his cheek. "Tell
me another story Thoric."

Thoric pressed his cheek against my hand. "My
first raid. More bravery than sense. I was to stay back for the
main charge, but I rushed forward, eager for battle. Instead, I
caught a spear."

My thumb ran against the raised scar. "Did
you kill the man?"

Thoric laughed and pulled my hand from his
face. "I fell to the ground and wept like a child as the rest of
the men to my back ran past me. One of them killed the man who cut
me." Thoric lifted his tunic, exposing his hardened stomach to me.
Another scar waited there, starting from his belly button and
running down beneath his trousers. He pulled my hand towards the
old wound. "I wish I could say that my first taste of battle made
me a legend. But when I fell from the spear, I landed on my
axe."

The scar on his stomach? I tried to
stop the smile from spreading. And when I failed at that, I tried
to keep the laughter welling inside from spilling out. Here I
failed too. "You gutted yourself! And father said I was
hopeless!"

Thoric laughed with me as he pulled my hand
lower still, with my fingertips pressing against the trousers he
wore. "The wound was not deep." My fingers drifted lower,
disappearing from view under the lip of his trousers. "But scars
speak of pain. And right now, pain is far from my mind."

My chest nearly seized as my fingers found
him. Thoric's manhood throbbed under my touch, and a small sigh
escaped from him as our eyes met. His grin widened before his arms
circled my small waist. And with my hand enclosed around his cock,
Thoric rolled us both until my back was against the wet wooden deck
of the ship.

While Thoric's blue eyes looked upon me with
warmth, the sky above us lit up. Lightning snaked through the
clouds that blocked out the sun. Thunder deafened us all. And as
Thoric's head dipped towards mine, the first of many fat raindrops
splashed against the deck. It was as if the heavens themselves
wanted us apart.

"The storm found us," I said as I squeezed
Thoric's cock. The sea grew even rougher, rocking the ship from
side to side as water sprayed across the deck. But Thoric didn't
move from atop me, and I had no desire to leave my position under
his body. Not now.

"Let the Gods watch," he said as he moved his
hips against me. Thunder hit my ears once more, making me flinch in
fear. But Thoric smiled at the sound. "And let them applaud us."
Our lips touched as the clouds above us burst.

The rain fell with such ferocity that it was
like a curtain had been pulled around us. The world stopped where
the water began, with only the deck below me and the small, dry
space between our bodies left to us both. And that was enough.
Nothing mattered now except for Thoric's touch which he was more
than willing to give.

As I slid my hand up and down his shaft,
Thoric worked at his trousers with haste. And when his cock was
finally free, his attention turned back to me, with his hands
drifting over every part of my body before finding home in my hair.
His head dipped again, with his lips pressing against mine roughly.
His whiskers tickled my cheeks and nose, but the warmth of his
mouth on mine made navigating his golden beard worth the
effort.

It was enough for me to simply please Thoric.
To have his lips on mine. To feel the beat of his heart increase
with each breath we took. I expected nothing more from him. But
when his hands left my hair, sliding down my shoulders, then my
sides, then finally to my hips where he pulled at the soaked linen
skirt hiding my own stiff cock, my breath caught in my throat. And
as the dress slid up my legs, my heart hammered. Then his own hand
closed around my manhood, matching me stroke by stroke as his
tongue danced with my own. Waves of bliss spread through me as I
moaned.

"Thoric," I sighed between kisses, "That
feels-"

The warrior cut me off with a simple smile
before kissing me again. My hand fell away from Thoric, with my
fingers failing me as my own pleasure built quickly. The warmth of
his body, the look in his eyes, the taste of his lips; they were
too much for me. But as soon as my touch left his cock, Thoric
pulled back, looking at me curiously.

His hand on my manhood slowed to a stop as
well. "What is wrong Segan? Why did you stop?"

Through half closed eyes, I smiled weakly up
at him, my mind a fog. I couldn't think. I couldn't speak. I just
wanted him to continue touching me, in any way the warrior wanted.
And when I could finally whisper a few words, all I managed to say
was, "Don't stop."

Thoric's hand left my cock. For a moment I
thought I'd ruined it all, but when his hands landed on my knees
instead, my heart skipped. And as he pushed my legs open wide, a
lump caught in my throat. Thoric had taken me once already, as had
the monster Olaf, but the thought of it all still made my body
shake. Would his cock within me feel as good as our last time
together, or would I cry out in pain as I had with Olaf?

I didn't try to stop him though. Instead, my
arms wrapped around his waist as I pulled him in closer to me. As
much as I feared what Thoric would feel like within me, the thought
of him sliding away from me, unfulfilled and resentful, made me
worry more.

"No time to find the oil," he said as he
kissed my cheek. "This may hurt at first."

I braced myself for the pain as Thoric's cock
lined up with my clenched asshole. But as he pressed his hips
forward, I realized I had no reason to worry. We didn't need the
oil when the sky poured water down in a flood. And as the pressure
from his entry increased, my body relaxed, inviting Thoric's thick
cock into me with ease. When his hips hit my ass, strong waves of
pleasure sped through my body. His cock was pressing into something
deep within me. Something wonderful.

My moaning made Thoric pause. "Are you in
pain?" he asked with worry.

I answered him with my body as much as my
words. My legs wrapped around the warrior between my thighs,
holding him in place. My hands pulled him down on top of me,
pressing our chests against one another, heads cheek to cheek as
the rain poured down on us. And as I ground my hips against him, I
whispered into his ear the same words I'd said to him once already.
"Don't stop."

Thoric took my words to heart. His hips
picked up speed as his hands held me down. His brow furrowed as his
cock plunged into me again and again, with each stroke of his shaft
sending chills up my spine and pleasure to my belly. My cock
throbbed, begging to be paid attention. And it was attention that I
happily gave, grasping my own manhood while Thoric's cock hid deep
within my body.

The ship rocked beneath us, with the waves,
the very sea, adding to Thoric's mighty thrusts. Colors exploded in
front of my eyes, and the pleasure my master gave me now was more
than I could handle. With little warning, my cock swelled in my
hand before I spilled over, coating my fist, and Thoric's tunic, in
my seed.

Thoric wasn't finished. My sighs of pleasure
only seemed to drive the warrior on. His pace increased, with his
hands leaving my sides and taking place on my thighs instead. My
legs spread wide as he pushed them into the air. And when he
pressed forward again, with his cock digging deep and his hips
hitting against my ass, Thoric made sure to position me as he saw
fit. Before his hips reversed again, he moved my legs so that my
knees were against his shoulder blades, and my heels bounced
against his back, with the cold rain pounding against my legs.

I found out quickly that the new position did
more than to give Thoric a better mount. When his hips shot forward
again, his cock seemed to touch me in a completely new way. And
even though I had already spilt my seed, my manhood stiffened
again, harder even than before. But I didn't grab hold of myself
this time. Instead, I kept hold of Thoric, urging him on.

Each beat of my heart brought another thrust
from my master. And with each thrust, another wave of pleasure sped
through me. And all around us, the storm was growing stronger, as
if Thoric's thrusts were giving power to the weather around us. The
boat lurched violently now, but he was determined, and nothing was
going to stop my warrior from completing what he'd started.

My breath caught in my chest as my fingers
dug into Thoric's back. Even without my touch, Thoric brought me
bliss a second time. My moans drifted out into the air as I held
onto my master. Guilt mixed with the erotic energies coursing
through me as I struggled to hold onto to my own pleasure. I was
the slave, the thrall. I was supposed to serve my master. But here
on the deck, it was Thoric who was serving me. Now it was my time
to please him.

My body was humming as I pushed my hips down,
forcing myself onto Thoric's cock as he continued thrusting. "I
want to please you Thoric," I said as I stared into his eyes. "I
want to obey. I want to be yours. I want you to use me Thoric!" I
pressed myself down again, taking his cock as deep into my own body
as I could. Pleasure filled me, and for the first time since Thoric
slid inside, I heard him grunt in satisfaction.

His thrusts slowed as his cock pulsed within
me. I knew then that my master had his pleasure as well. I knew
that as I laid under him, with his cock in my ass, that his own
seed was spilling into me. And as I counted each swell of his
manhood, I was grateful that I wasn't truly a woman. Had I been, I
was sure that a child would have come from our fun on deck.

Even after Thoric was spent, he didn't pull
himself out from within me. Instead, he leaned in close, running
his hand across my cheek before kissing me lightly. And when he
pulled back, he smiled down at me. "Whether you are a gift from the
Gods Segan, or a curse from the same, I do not yet know. But I am
quickly growing fond of the feeling of us together." He kissed me
again, then slid out but didn't let me go.

And I didn't want him to. I was his slave,
but he was my protector. He alone brought me comfort since his
raiders had destroyed my home. He alone kept me safe when everyone
else wished me harm. And he alone made me feel so good, and in a
way that I thought only a woman could make me feel, if a woman
would ever have me for a husband. I pressed myself against his body
as we shared the deck. "I never thought I would want this Thoric.
But I do. I want to be yours."

Thoric began to speak, but his words were
lost on the wind as another sound, altogether more urgent met our
ears. At once, Thoric was on his feet, and pulling me up with him.
The yelling of the rest of the Lochannach was growing louder, and a
moment later, Thoric was yelling back in his own language, leaving
me confused as men scrambled all around us on the deck.

"What's going on Thoric?" I asked in a panic.
"What are they saying?"

Anger, joy, determination; I'd seen them all
in Thoric's eyes before. But as he looked at me now, with his hand
squeezing my own as his other pointed to the distance, I saw
something there that I thought I would never see. I saw fear. And
Thoric's look alone was enough to send my body shaking. But when he
spoke, any happiness I'd been feeling died in an instant.

"A wave Segan," he said as he pointed out to
sea. "An evil wave. And if we do not turn the ship..." Thoric
pulled me towards the mast before pushing me to the deck. "Hold on
Segan. Hold on and pray."

 


*****

 


There was no time to pray. A wave with the
look and size of a hill was rushing towards us. The Lochlanaach
were scrambling to check ropes and rigging while the oarsman tried
desperately to turn the ship in the rough waters. Thoric was moving
between the men, speaking rapidly in his own language before moving
on, a calming force in the chaos. And all I could do as certain
doom rushed towards us was watch with wide eyes.

It wasn't enough to hold myself tightly to
the mast when the sea stuck us. The oarsman managed to turn enough
that the wave didn't simply consume us in an instant, but now we
were riding up the wall of water at an angle, with the ship listing
dangerously to one side as every soul on board held their breath as
one.

Even over the sound of the storm around us,
we could hear the creaking of wood and the sound of splintering.
Then it was the loud voice of the oarsman as he cried out. The
steering paddle was gone, broken to pieces under the strain. We
were at the sea's mercy now. Lightning lit up the sky.

The ship climbed higher still up the side of
the wave. Ropes began to snap under the weight of heavy chests.
Cargo shifted and slid, threatening anyone between the chests and
their slide towards the sea. I watched in horror as one such chest
caught a raider. His screams were cut short as he hit the water.
Thunder sounded, deafening us all.

The ship still climbed, with the carved
serpent on the bow leading the charge. Then suddenly, we were atop
the wave, riding the rolling hill of water. And for a moment, it
seemed like the worst was behind us. Men began to stand, others
simply collapsed against the deck with a sigh. But when I stood to
join Thoric, he turned on me quickly. He was screaming as he
dropped to the deck."Back down! Get back down!"

Before I dropped back to the deck, with hands
gripped to the mast, I saw the danger ahead. The ship had made it
to the top of the wave, but our journey was only half done. I shut
my eyes and prayed as the ship tipped forward to start our slide
towards the valley behind our hill in the sea. Three more men
disappeared into the surf as the boat dropped away.

Our descent was far faster than the climb.
The wind ripped at me as I held on and my stomach turned as we
fell. I found myself coughing up bile. My whole body shivered in
fear as I braced for death. And when I felt something touch my
hand, pulling my grip from the ropes around the mast, I nearly
screamed out. But when I opened my eyes to fight off the demon that
had hold of me, I saw Thoric instead. He had crawled the length of
the ship to be with me in our final moments.

His eyes met mine, lending me the courage
that I lacked. He squeezed my hand tightly.

The bow hit the sea with force, slowing our
descent and ripping Thoric's hand from my own as I slammed against
the mast. And as the wind left my lungs, I watched as he slid away
across the deck. Then I saw the carved bow disappear into the sea,
with more and more of the ship following the serpent's submersion.
The waters were swallowing the ship whole!

"Thoric!" I screamed as my breath returned.
"Answer me!"

 

But before he had the chance, the ship began
to lurch once more. I saw the serpent rise from the waves before
the rest of the ship popped to the surface like a cork. And as the
ship returned to its rightful place atop the water, the deck turned
dangerous to everyone still alive. Oars flew, chests slid, ropes
snapped, and men screamed.

I thought the mast would keep me safe, but I
was wrong. Something struck me with force and pain exploded across
my side. I fell back, with my head meeting the deck below me. Then
there was only blackness as the rain beat down on me from above,
numbing me with its cold kiss.

 


*****

 


"Segan. Get up Segan!"

My head was throbbing in pain as I struggled
to open my eyes.

"I need you on your feet Segan. Now!"

"Thoric?" I said as I tried to sit up. But
when I did, a wave of nausea ran through me. And when I opened my
eyes, the light of the day burned into me. The storm was behind us
now. I threw a hand over my face as my vision swam back into focus.
"Thoric?"

Thoric grabbed my hand and pulled me to my
feet, sliding an arm around my waist when my legs threatened to
drop me back to the deck. "I need you to listen Segan. I need you
to stay behind me."

Stay behind him? I lifted my head,
trying to ignore the pain of my stiff body as I did. And when I
looked out across the debris covered deck, I saw the reason for
Thoric's concern. Some of the others still aboard the storm ravaged
ship were armed and looking none too pleased.

"What is happening?" I asked with a whisper.
"Are we in danger?"

Thoric stepped in front of me, positioning
himself between the armed warriors and my body. "The men have lost
faith Segan. Many did not survive the storm. The rest think we are
to die out here on the water. And they blame you for our
misfortune."

What?! "How am I at fault? I did not
conjure the storms or the wave!"

Thoric took another step back, keeping me
behind him. "The men think you are Loki's servant, sent here to
confuse and curse us all."

One of the armed warriors called out to us in
the language of the Lochlannach. I knew him as Orm, but past his
name I had no knowledge of the man. From what I could see now
though, he was the one leading the revolt against Thoric. When Orm
raised his axe high in the air, the men around him howled and
stomped their feet against the deck. And when his arm fell, with
the head of his axe pointing towards Thoric and I, the others
gathered behind him readied weapons as well.

"What are we going to do?" I looked around
for something to defend myself with, but there was no weapon within
reach. "Thoric?"

"I promised protection," Thoric said as he
watched the men advance. "But if I fall here Segan, it is better
that the men do not take you. I would choose the sea before the
crowd." He stepped forward and for the first time since I'd opened
my eyes I saw that he was armed as well, though his weapon of
choice left much to be desired. Half a dozen men stood against
Thoric, armed with sword, spear, and axe. But my protector only had
a single dagger, held in a way that hid it from the other men.

I couldn't believe what was happening. Not
after all I'd already lived through in the past days. From simple
shepherd to thrall of a might warrior. I'd watched my father die.
I'd fought a giant. Captured in an iron collar and dragged from my
home, I'd survived a storm sent by the Lord himself. And now, the
only man I found comfort in was about to fight to save my life. A
life that belonged to him. A life that he had saved once
already.

I couldn't let Thoric fight for me. Not when
the only outcome was the death of us both. Strength flooded though
me as my hands shot out, catching Thoric by the shoulders before
pulling him back towards me. He pivoted as he stumbled backwards,
turning his body so that he could look at me while keeping his back
from the rest of the men. Something fierce burned behind his eyes,
and when his gaze turned towards me, I felt my courage falter for a
moment. But when his look softened, my strength returned.

"You cannot do this Thoric," I said quickly.
"Let them have me."

Thoric shook his head and turned back towards
the men. "I knew when I took you as thrall that I would anger some.
I swore to you that I would give protection. I will make good on my
word."

I had no choice left to me. I bent down
slowly, picking up a shaft of wood from an oar that had snapped in
the storm. But the wood in my hand wasn't for fighting, it was to
stop the bloodshed before it began.

"I'm sorry Thoric," I said as I swung for his
knees. And when the makeshift cudgel dropped him to the deck, I
dropped the wooden weapon and ran towards Orm and the others.

Thoric tried to grab me as I ran past.
"Segan! No!"

I ignored Thoric's cries as I rushed the
waiting men, and from their faces, I could see they were as
surprised as Thoric. Weapons wavered in their hands as eyes grew
wide, with none looking more surprised than Orm when I stopped just
short of them all. I fell to my knees, dropping my head to the deck
as fast as I could. I braced myself for the strike of an axe and
prayed that my death would be quick.

But the blow didn't come. Instead, I heard
Orm's voice above me , calling out to Thoric as men moved past me
to seize my master. Then a hand fell to my hair and pulled, leaving
me to struggle to my feet as my scalp burned in agony. And when I
was standing tall, Orm looked upon me with a smile, ugly and cruel,
before slamming his fist into my stomach and twisting me around.
The wind left my body as I doubled over, but Orm wouldn't let me
fall back to he deck. His hand found my hair again, pulling me back
up before his other arm wrapped around my throat. He shook me
roughly as he pointed in front of us to where Thoric kneeled on the
deck, arms held behind him by two angry men.

I've killed us both. Thoric couldn't even
fight back. Tears slipped down my face as I looked into the
betrayed eyes of my master. What have I done?

Orm was speaking again, but I could not
understand any of his words. And when Thoric answered back in the
same language, all I could do was stand helplessly as Orm's hand
drifted down my side. Orm barked again, his voice ringing in my
ears.

But this time, Thoric spoke in my language.
His words were for me. "The men don't wish you dead Segan. Not
yet." His eyes dropped to the deck, but as soon as they did, one of
the men holding him grabbed his hair and pulled his head back
harshly. Thoric grunted but didn't resist. I could see the anger
burning behind his eyes. "They want you for pleasure before they
kill you Segan. And they want me to watch."

"No..." Thoric's words hit me with more force
than Orm's fist only moments ago. My chest seized as I looked at
the gathered men on the deck. Many had been taken by the sea but
there was still many left on the ship. Some were smiling, while
others looked at me with murder in their eyes. Not again. I am
not theirs! "No!" I threw my head backwards and felt bone hit
bone. Orm screamed in pain from behind me and his grip loosened
enough that I managed to slip my head out from beneath his arm.

But before I could tear myself away from the
warrior, a boot caught me in the knee and I fell to the deck. And
before I could recover, hands were back in my hair, with a dagger
pressed to my throat under my iron collar. The sharp blade dug into
my skin, and I knew a quick twitch of the hand holding it would end
my life. But Orm clearly didn't know that I meant to die before
another man touched me. Just lean forward and pray that it's
quick.

I took a breath. My body was not for
them.

"Segan!" Thoric was trying to rise to his
feet, fighting against the men that held him in place. "Segan! Do
not move!"

How could he know?

"I will protect you Segan!" The warriors
holding Thoric pushed him back down the deck, with one of them
dropping a knee into his back as he hit the floor. Thoric quit
fighting, but he called out to me once more. "Do not resist Segan!
Give them all that they want. And I promise you, none who touch you
will live to see home again."

"I can't do this," I called back. Memories of
Olaf's hands on my body drifted through my mind. I shuddered as I
thought of the giant. "Not again!"

Thoric's voice came back, with power behind
his words. "I order you Segan! As my thrall, you will not
resist!"

Orm pulled the knife from my neck before I
could drag myself across the blade. I had no intention of obeying
Thoric, but my only escape was gone now. And as I stood on the deck
with Orm at my back, I felt his hand close around the iron collar.
He leaned in, his breath hot against my cheek as he whispered a
single word into my ear. "Thrall..."

 


*****

 


Orm pushed me towards the waiting men on deck
and before I could catch myself, hands were all over my body,
tearing at my dress. I knocked hands away when I could, but my
struggles were only delaying the men from ripping the dress apart
around me.

The men seemed to enjoy my disobedience. The
gathered warriors around me were laughing as hands ripped seams
apart and daggers split linen. And after one unsteady hand managed
to take flesh from my shoulder as well as the linen he meant to
cut, I quit moving. Burning pain radiated out from the gash on my
arm but it was the last cut I suffered as the men undressed me.

Orm's voice called out and men stepped away,
making an opening in the circle of bodies around me. I shivered and
wrapped my hands around myself as I looked down at the deck where
the shredded remains of my emerald dress lay. For days I'd begged
to be free of the woman's clothing I'd been forced into, but now I
wanted nothing more than to feel the hem of the long skirts brush
up against my ankles.

Orm stepped forward and ran a hand through
his dark beard. His eyes drifted up and down my body, pausing for a
moment on my manhood. His eyebrow rose as he looked at my cock,
then a chuckle slipped from his mouth. He stepped in closer and ran
a hand across my chest, his fingers sliding up towards my neck
where the only item of dress left to me sat, heavy on my
shoulders.

His thick fingers wrapped around the iron
collar before pulling down and forcing me back to my knees in front
of him. He nodded towards the others who spread out around us while
making sure that no man stood between Thoric and my spot on the
deck. Whatever was about to happen, the men wanted their leader to
see it all.

Thoric's eyes met mine as Orm unlaced his
trousers. And as Orm slipped his bottoms down to the deck, Thoric
was shaking his head from side to side as he mouthed the same
phrase over and over. "Do not resist."

Orm grabbed my hair and turned my head back
towards his crotch. There in front of my eyes, I saw his cock, half
hidden in a forest of dark hair. His hand closed around his half
erect shaft before he started to pump, making his manhood grow in
front of my eyes. And when he was as large as he was going to get,
Orm pulled my head back so I could look at his face. He made his
mouth a circle as he touched my lips with his cock, then said the
only word we both knew once more. "Thrall."

Thoric was watching as I opened my mouth,
letting Orm in. The salty taste of his tip made me gag and the musk
of his body didn't help. But I didn't try to stop the man either. I
closed my eyes as his cock slid further, dragging across my tongue
and lips until the tip of his spear touched the back of my throat.
Orm was laughing again as his balls slapped against my chin. He
called out to his men, but the only words I understood was,
"thrall."

This is all I am to them. A slave to be used.
Thoric is no different.

Orm pulled back, his cock slipping from
between my lips as he pulled on my hair. Then his hips shifted once
more, driving his shaft forward. All I could do was kneel in front
of the man with my mouth open and my tongue laid flat in my mouth
as his thick hairs tickled my skin with each thrust.

Orm didn't last long. Without warning, I felt
his cock grow between my lips. Thick ropes of his seed hit my
tongue. The taste was awful, with his juices seemingly burning my
tongue where ever it touched. And as he pulsed again, he held my
head in place, refusing o let me pull back until every last drop of
his seed sat like pearls in my mouth.

Bile burned at my throat as I gagged again
and again. And when Orm finally pulled away from me, with his cock
slipping out of my mouth and his hands leaving my body, my hands
hit the deck as I coughed and spit. I'd swallowed some of him, but
his milk did not stay in my stomach for long. Yesterday I feared
being sick on the deck, but now I had no such worry.

The men around us laughed at my humiliation.
Some were pretending to be sick themselves as they pointed at me,
while others were loosening their trousers for a turn on their own.
But they would have to wait. Orm wasn't done with me yet.

His hand fell around my collar once more. He
pulled me away from my puddle of vomit, making me walk the deck on
my hands and knees like an animal before positioning me in front of
Thoric, who was still being held down on deck, half a deck away.
and when Orm was happy with my place in the crowd, the man kicked
my legs open a little wider before dropping to his knees behind
me.

His hand never left my collar as he pressed
his cock into me. And with only my drying spittle on his shaft to
ease his entry, pain rocked my body. My stomach pitched again, but
there was no more sickness in me. Just the burn of bile as Orm
thrust again and again. And each time his hips slammed against my
ass, the warrior would pull on my collar, choking me with each
stroke.

My humiliation wasn't complete. Orm called
out to the men as he thrust. A shadow fell across my body as
another man stepped in front of me. I saw his trousers slip to the
deck before he knelt in front of me and ran a hand across my cheek.
I had no name to give the golden haired man in front of me, but his
smile and soft touch made taking his cock into my mouth that much
worse.

I couldn't see Thoric any longer, but that
was almost comforting. I had no wish to see the look in his eyes as
two men slipped cocks into me. My ass burned as Orm picked up
speed, while the man in front took it slow, pumping his long shaft
with his hand, leaving only his tip and a bit of his cock between
my lips. To my shame, I found myself licking at the curve of his
cock as he kneeled in front of me. And when he came, the taste of
his seed wasn't as awful as Orm's. I still spit him to the deck
when he pulled himself from me, but I didn't throw up this
time.

Orm's thrusting stopped before his cock
swelled again, this time while buried deep in my ass. My face
burned with shame as he grunted and pulled on my collar, choking me
with the heavy iron necklace as he filled me with his seed. And
when he finally pulled out of me, I thought the worst was finally
over. But I was wrong again.

Orm flashed a dagger in front of my eyes
before pulling it back out of view. For a moment I thought I was
about to feel the cold metal slide across my neck, and I welcomed
it with my head held high. But when the blade bit into my back,
with its sharp edge carving a neat line across my shoulder, I
screamed out in pain.

"Segan!" yelled Thoric from out of view.
"Segan! Answer me! What has happened?"

Orm walked in front of me before kneeling
down to show me the dagger, red with my own blood. He smiled before
driving the tip of the knife into the wooden deck, just outside of
my own reach. And before I could scramble across the deck to pull
the weapon from the wood, I felt a new hand on my collar, tugging
me into place as my legs were pushed apart. Orm was finished with
me, but he was just one of the many men gathered on deck.

The next man used oil, which left me confused
as he pushed into me. Orm was out to cause pain, to punish me for
crimes he thought I'd committed. But whoever was behind me now was
out for him own pleasure. His cock slid in and out of me with a
measured pace that made my cock stiffen under me with each thrust.
In front of ever man on deck, my body betrayed me. Men took turns
leaning down to touch me, pulling on my cock in much the same way
I'd seen others milk a goat. And when the pleasure of their touch,
combined with the confused feeling of the man in my ass became too
much, my own seed spilled from me, hitting against the deck with an
audible sound that sent the men roaring.

With no man at my mouth, Thoric saw it all.
He watched as a man took me from behind while another stroked my
cock. He watched as I bit my lip, trying to contain sighs of
pleasure. He watched as my back stiffened and my eyes rolled before
shutting tightly. And he watched as I was milked like an animal.
But when I opened my eyes after my pleasure had passed, Thoric
wasn't watching any longer. His chin was pressed to his chest as he
stared at the deck.

The man behind me finished. His cock swelled.
His seed spilled. Then he was gone from behind me, disappearing
back into the crowd before I could ever look upon his face. But Orm
was not one to let me forget. He stepped back in front of me,
leaning down again t make sure that I saw him pulling the dagger
back out from the wooden deck. Then pain blossomed across my back
once more as he carved a new line across my shoulder.

I didn't cry out the second time. Or the
third. Or the fourth. Or the fifth. Blood ran from my back from
each new cut, dripping onto the deck below me. And with each new
mark that Orm made across my shoulder, I smiled inside, knowing
that sooner or later I would run out of blood. I only hoped that
the moment came before I ran out of men willing to take me in my
ass.

Time lost all meaning as men rotated around
me. Some wanted my mouth. Others my ass. Some wanted both. I'd quit
caring. My body was numb and my mouth was dry. I was simply waiting
for it all to end. And as Orm marked me for the sixth time, I
breathed in slowly, letting the fire spread across my back as my
arms shook.

But before a new man could take his place
between my spread legs, a voice, angry and loud, rose from the
crowd that I hadn't heard since the first cut. The voice spoke no
words, at least none that I could understand, but the meaning
wasn't lost on anyone. And as my head rose to track the sound, I
saw Thoric, standing above the two men that had held him in place
this whole time, with both either dead of unconscious on the
deck.

Our eyes met for the briefest of moments, but
it was enough to tell me that Thoric was fighting for me, not for
himself. Then he was gone, lost in a wave of men as they rushed
him. And I was left on the deck, forgotten by them all.

 


*****

 


Had I not seen it, I would not have believed
it possible. A dozen men rushed forward with weapons raised and
murder in their eyes as Thoric stood tall with no weapon or shield.
But as the first man reached my master, armed with a spear and
intent on using it, Thoric stepped forward, meeting the man's
thrust.

I wasn't sure how he'd managed it. Thoric
grabbed the shaft of the spear as his body turned away from the
blow, then his hand shot out and caught the man in the throat.
Thoric tore the weapon from the man's grasp as he fell to the deck,
clutching his crushed windpipe as he struggled for air.

Thoric stepped back, dodging another blow
from an axe wielding man who stood half a head taller than my
warrior. He struck back, sending the butt shaft of the spear into
the man's eye. Then the spear flipped, with its deadly iron tip
pointing towards the advancing crowd, far more wary now than they
were a moment ago.

Thoric smiled and spoke quickly before
pointing at Orm. The dark haired man answered before charging, with
three men at his back. But two of the men never reached Thoric. The
crowd turned suddenly, grabbing at the charging warriors before
they could reach Thoric.

Orm and one other stepped within range of
Thoric's spear. And with two on one, it was clear the fight was
mismatched. My gaze darted between Thoric dancing nimbly between
heavy blows from Orm and his man and the crowd who'd caught the two
men willing to fight against my master. The crowd was ripping the
clothes off of the two they'd caught while Thoric seemed to take
pleasure in watching Orm strike again and again without ever coming
close to landing a blow.

Orm shouted something to Thoric, and then it
was over. Thoric took the man to Orm's side in the gut with the
spear, breaking the shaft in half and leaving the spear point
buried in his body. And when Orm stepped in with his axe held high,
ready to strike Thoric across the shoulder's as he spun back
around, Thoric anticipated him. A quick duck and the axe sailed
high, missing Thoric by a hand or more. And then he was in too
close for Orm to use his axe. Thoric slammed his elbow again and
again into Orm, until the other man fell to the deck.

Men were cheering as they parted to let
Thoric through. The same men that only a short time ago were
laughing at my bloodied form on the deck. But for now, it looked
like the danger was passed. And when Thoric stepped in close,
holding his arms out wide, I didn't hesitate to throw myself
against him.

"I am so sorry Segan," he said as he held me
gently. "I wish I could have moved sooner."

I let Thoric lead me to the back of the boat,
where he sat me down atop a loose chest before letting me go. "Let
me have a look at you," he said as he stepped behind me and checked
on my bloodied back. His fingers touched one of the cuts and I
spasmed under his touch.

"How bad?" I asked as he continued
probing.

Thoric stepped back in front of me before
calling out to one of his men. A warrior came running over with a
dagger in hand. Thoric took it from him before waving him away. "I
should have never let this happen," he said again as he looked at
me, his blue eyes full of sorrow. "And I cannot make up for your
pain Segan, but I can make some of it my own."

As I watched, Thoric drove the edge of the
blade against his chest, cutting a deep line into his skin before I
could stop him.

"What are you doing?" I asked as I grabbed at
his wrist. "How does this help anyone?"

Thoric broke my grip on his arm easily, then
pushed me back down to my seat on the chest. The blade bit into his
flesh again. "You would have killed yourself if not for my order to
obey. And for that obedience, you earned your marks. Now I earn
mine for my cowardice."

A third cut appeared where the blade ran
across his chest. "What cowardice?" I asked in confusion. "You
saved me today Thoric. I would have died. Why do you stand against
your own men for me?"

He cut himself again before answering. "The
same feeling that drives me to fight for you is what makes me a
coward Segan. You wanted to die today, honorably before Orm could
corrupt you. But the thought of losing you..." Thoric drove the
knife against skin again, leaving a much deeper wound than the
first four. "I couldn't let you go Segan. You are more than a
thrall to me and the men knew it to be so. I let them hurt you so
that I could keep you."

"But you saved me Thoric! You don't need to
do this!"

Thoric smiled at me as he passed the blade
across his chest for the final time. And when he was done, he
pulled my palm to his wounds. He winced as I touched the marks he'd
made, but kept my hand pressed to him. "Scars tell stories Segan.
Painful stories that sometimes are better to forget. But know that
as long as I live, I will remember the story of these scars, and I
will remember your bravery when my own courage left me."

Tears formed as I threw myself at Thoric,
burying my head against his unmarred shoulder as he rubbed my back.
I saw no courage in what I'd done today, but the man who held me
now saw worth where I saw none. And knowing he would fight to keep
me close made everything that happened today, no matter how
painful, worth it.

"How many more times will you have to fight
for me Thoric?" I asked quietly.

He pulled away from me, smiling down as he
did. "As many more times as it takes to keep you safe. With hope
that we never need to find out the true answer."

"What about Orm and his men? He challenged
your rule. What if he does it again?"

He laughed and turned so I could see the far
end of the ship. Thoric whistled once, and six men fell over the
side, disappearing into the waters. "I promised that they would not
see the end of this voyage. Orm and the others are the sea's
concern now."

Thoric kissed my forehead then stepped away.
"Now let us clean those wounds and get you clothed again. And I
think that this time, we will find clothes to fit the man I've come
to enjoy."
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