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I was up early as I always was, walking along
the worn dirt path that led to Liam's house. His woman had given
birth to twins but her tiny breasts could not even handle one. How
such a sickly looking woman even survived childbirth was beyond
me.

And as I pondered Liam and his flat chested
woman, I heard a sound from the edge of the forest. A twig broke
and the early autumn leaves rustled in the winds. But when I turned
towards the sound, I saw nothing there but the long shadows of the
spindly trees, hidden in the thick morning mists that rolled in off
of the seas.

The animals wake with me, I thought as
I walked.

But then I heard a cough. It was quiet, and
the owner of the noise did his best to mask the sound but the deep
rumble met my ears and I froze in place. The sound hadn't come from
the village to my right, but from the tree line to my left. And
when I turned my head, I saw them. A dozen sets of eyes, half
hidden behind helms of iron and leather. And every single one of
them were staring at me.

I stared back just long enough to see one of
the men in the bushes pull something off his back as he rose to a
crouch. The mist seemed to hug the man's body as he knocked an
arrow and pulled the bowstring back to his cheek.

I didn't see him release the arrow. I was
running as fast as my legs would carry me, with my milk laden
breasts bouncing wildly under my tunic as I screamed as loud as I
could. "Wake up! It's a raid!"

I only made it a few steps before I felt the
bite of the arrow in the back of my leg. With a gasp, I fell hard,
crashing into the ground with enough force to knock the breath from
my body as the mists engulfed me.

Darkness curled at edges of my vision as
voices shouted all around me. The heavy fog hid me from view, but
hid the others as well. I could hear the shouting and the singing
of sword against sword, but I couldn't see the men as they fought.
I didn't know if my warning was in time, but it didn't matter now.
All I knew was that I had to hide. Because if I didn't, then the
Vikings would claim me for their own.

I crawled through the mud and grass with my
head held low until I reached the far side of town. The sounds of
battle were behind me and distant, with the cries the villagers
coming less often now. I cried as I pulled myself along with only
my arms. My leg burned with every movement I made but I knew if I
stopped that I would be found.

But the invaders didn't find me. I managed to
make it out of the village proper under the cover of the morning
mists. And when I crawled under the fence of Liam's pasture, I
thought I was safe. Huddled in the corner of a thatched shed, I
caught my breath and prayed that no one would find me here. Safe
for the moment, I let my tired eyes shut, just for a moment.

But I must have fallen asleep for a time. The
mist was burning away in the morning sun and as the soft rays of
light filtered through the doorway, I saw that I wasn't alone in
the shed. Three large milch cows shared the space with me. And when
I saw the beasts, my heart held fast in my chest.

They will come for the animals. And when they
do they will find me!

I tried to stand. I tried to run. But when I
put pressure down on my wounded leg, I collapsed back to the
ground. There was no way I was getting anywhere. Not with an arrow
still lodged in my thigh.

"God's grace be upon me," I murmured as I
wrapped my hand around the wooden shaft. "Give me the strength to
stay quiet." I held my breath and pushed. Pain exploded in my leg
and I fainted again.

But when I woke up this time, the broad head
of the arrow was peeking out of my flesh. With shaking hands, I
pushed the shaft deeper through my leg before breaking the arrow in
two. And with one more quick, painful yank, I slid the wooden shaft
out of my leg.

Blood poured from the wound and no matter how
hard I pressed my hands against the jagged hole in my thigh, the
warm, red liquid wouldn't stop seeping through my fingers. I'm
going to die, I thought as I looked around for something,
anything, which I could use to stop the flow. But the room was
empty save for the cows.

My clothes! In a panic I pulled at my
woolen shift, trying to rip off a piece of cloth to cover the
weeping wound in my lg. But when my fingers failed at the task, I
simply pulled off my entire tunic and wrapped it around my leg as
tightly as I could. I wasn't sure if my bandage would work, but
right now it was the only chance I had.

Naked and shivering, I pulled myself towards
the cows and pressed myself against the wall. The great beasts
didn't mind my presence, and their bodies gave off enough heat to
keep me warm as I drifted in and out of dreamless sleep.

Maybe they won't notice the hut, I
thought as my eyes closed again. My head lolled to one side and I
slipped off the wall. Crumpled in a heap on the ground beneath one
of the cows, I thought about pushing myself back up, but my arms
wouldn't bend to my commands.

I wasn't sure how long I remained on the
ground, but when I woke again I heard voices drifting through the
door. I'd missed my chance to escape. And as the large shadow of a
man appeared on the floor across from me, I held my breath and
tried to push myself farther into the shadows. There was no running
anymore. If the man in the doorway found me, my life was
forfeit.

 


*****

 


"I count three. One for each of us," called
out the man in the doorway. He stepped farther into the hut and now
I could see his boots. "Healthy and fat. Olaf, Wulf, come help me
with the cattle."

There was nothing I could do. I curled up as
best as I could in the deepest shadow of the L shaped hut, but it
was in God's hand now. I muttered another prayer, begging for
protection.

Two more pairs of boots appeared in front of
me. One of the men was covered in red. I wondered which of my
neighbors he bled on his way to me. Had he killed them? Was I to
meet the same fate?

The cattle were led out into the sunlight one
by one, with the boots of the first man being the last to leave. I
watched as he stepped up to the remaining animal and I saw the rope
drag across the ground as he tied a guide around the thick neck of
the cow. I held my breath as the feet turned back to the door and
the man started to walk away.

He didn't see me. No one saw me. Thank the
Lord!

But my celebration was short lived. The first
man was speaking again. "Wait here," he said before stepping back
into the room. And that's when I saw him. All of him. And the
armored man was looking right at me, with eyes as blue as the river
and hair the same color as the summer wheat.

He smiled at me and for a moment I thought I
saw kindness behind his eyes, but when he reached into a pack slung
low from his side and pulled out a thick iron loop, my heart
seized. The yellow haired man stepped towards me with the circ
opened wide.

"Naked, dirty, and on the ground like an
animal. I wonder if I should chain you or milk you like the cows
you hide behind," he joked as he bent down and sealed my fate. The
heavy iron ring pressed against my neck. I didn't try to fight him.
Even if I had the energy, it would have been no use. Not with two
more armed men outside.

The man attached a rope to the collar and
tugged it roughly. "Stand up woman. I claim you as my thrall. Now
look upon the face of Erik, Son of Orm, and know your Master."

Master. I'd woken this morning a free woman.
But I was free no longer. I tilted my head up to look at the man
who owned me now. "I cannot walk. I am with injury." I pointed
towards the blood soaked wrapping on my leg. "Please, help
me..."

His eyes widened for a moment, but the look
of shock passed quickly. I had no idea why the Viking looked
surprised to find me wounded. I could see the blood on his tunic
and his face showed old scars. He was not new to death.

"Olaf. Come to me," called Erik. "We have
business to discuss."

Another man entered the room and I had to
hold my hand over my mouth to stop the scream trying to escape. The
Viking was huge, standing three heads higher than Erik. He had to
duck just to keep his head from hitting against the roof. His arms
were larger than my legs were wide, and his legs could be confused
as tree trunks in the darkness.

I wished I could say that I'd never seen a
man like him, but when my eyes fell upon his face, with his eyes
half hidden behind the helm of leather and iron, I knew I'd seen
this man before. And by the widening grin on the giant's face, I
realized he knew me as well. Olaf, the mountain of muscle standing
next to Erik, was the same man that had loosed the arrow that lay
broken in two on the ground.

The large man bent down and picked up the
bloodied arrow head from the dirt. "I told you she still lived
Erik. Now what is this business about? I assume it is to do with
her?"

The smaller man nodded and pushed the rope
attached to my collar against Olaf's chest. "You bled her. She is
yours by right." Erik glanced down at me with pity. "She cannot
stand. See her out and back to the town. And I would clean her
wound before it festers." With one last look back at me, Erik
stepped from the hut, leaving me with Olaf and his murderous
grin.

"Your voice killed many men today harpy," he
said as he dropped to his knees and pulled back the makeshift
bandage from my leg. "You'll live though. One of the few since you
called the village out to fight."

His words pulled at me. My shout this morning
had led my neighbors outside and right into the path of the
invaders from the mist. I had to warn them. "You killed
them, not I," I said in a small voice.

Olaf chuckled and ran his hand across my
back. As I cringed under his touch, he yanked on the rope roughly,
driving the iron collar into my neck and causing me to choke. "I
did kill many of them. And between us and the Gods, I am glad you
called them out to fight. Erik likes to take you for thralls, but I
would rather bloody my sword and bury the bodies than deal with the
whimpering of an unbroken slave."

His fingers walked along the bumps of my
spine while making a path towards my ass. And as his large hand ran
over the swell of my backside, the Viking met my eyes. "But then
again, there may be value in a kunta with a beating heart." His
fingers slipped down the crack of my ass before running along the
lips of my uncovered sex. My breath hung in my throat as his
fingers pressed into me.

"For having the hips of a woman, your puss is
still as tight as any maid." His fingers slipped back out and his
hands travelled up my sides instead. And when his touch ran across
my breasts, I couldn't help but shake. I was so engorged that even
his light touch sent waves of pain through me. "And a pair of
breasts that fit in my hands. There are not many women that can
claim the same." Olaf squeezed me roughly.

Pain shot through my body before I felt the
sweet release of milk from my overfull breasts. Something between a
sigh of pleasure and a gasp of pain slipped from between my lips as
Olaf squeezed me again before pulling his hands away from my
body.

The Viking looked down at his palms and
smiled. His hand pressed to his face before his tongue lashed out,
catching a bead of my own milk in the air before it could fall into
the dirt. And when he dropped his hand back to my body, I could see
his whiskers wet with my own milk.

"A sweeter taste I've never had." Olaf
squeezed by breasts again, wetting his palm so that he could lick
away my milk. His eyes rolled back as he drank me up. "Freyja
smiles upon me this day, to gift me such a woman!"

Before I knew what was happening, Olaf
flipped me like I weighed nothing. His large hands pressed into my
shoulders while his mouth dropped to my teat. His whiskers tickled
my naked skin as he drank from me with long, strong pulls that sent
tingles through my body. I lay silently while he drank, but I
wasn't still. Not completely.

My hand slid slowly across the ground,
growing ever closer to the hilt of Olaf's dagger. It hung low on
his belt, with the handle nearly pressing into the dirt. And as his
mouth switched sides, with one of his hands covering my unsucked
teat, my fingers closed around the worn hilt of his knife.

Olaf squeezed my breasts hard, sending small
streams of milk flying through the air, some of which were caught
in his open mouth as he laughed. I shuddered under his touch but he
ignored my pain. He was acting as if drunk. I couldn't have asked
for a better time to strike.

My hand moved in a blur, pulling the dagger
from its sheathe with ease. And as soon as I cleared the wooden
guard, I drove the wicked point of Olaf's knife upwards, aiming for
the giant's stomach. My face was a mask of fury. But as the dagger
point sought flesh, Olaf rolled away with a quickness that such a
large man shouldn't possess. And before I could adjust, the giant
grabbed my wrist in one of his massive hands, twisting me roughly.
I felt bones snap and tendons pop under his hand. My fingers opened
out of reflex and the knife dropped to the dirt as my screams
bounced off of the walls.

Olaf was laughing again as he picked up the
knife from the dirt. My eyes followed along with the sharpened
steel as he twirled the dagger between his fingers. "Naked, wild,
and milking like the cattle you hide with. Erik was right to give
you a necklace of iron. You are not the human that your form
suggests."

Olaf dropped the dagger’s tip to my belly
button and dragged the point across my skin, leaving a raised
scratch in its wake. My heart hammered in my chest as the knife
slid upwards, passing between the two mounds on my chest and
continuing up towards my slender neck. And once there, the Viking
tapped the dagger against my iron collar, laughing as he struck
again and again, with each call of metal on metal reminding me of
what I was now.

"I wonder if I gained a thrall today, or if I
have added yet another milch cow to my herd." Olaf's hand fell to
my hair, long and dark, with his fingers curling in the silky
strands. With no gentleness in his touch, he pulled me to my knees.
My body screamed in protest as my broken wrist touched the dirt and
my wounded leg tried to support me. Tears slipped across my cheek
as Olaf yanked my hair again, pulling every last lock skyward
before his knife bit through each strand with a quickness.

The burning pain across my scalp disappeared
as my remaining hair fell back against my head. Where once I had
locks that drifted to mid back, now I had hair that barely covered
my ears. The Viking had shorn me like sheep.

Olaf dangled my cut hair in front of my face.
"Now you look the part of a thrall, but we both know you are less
than that. You are an animal in my eyes. Fit only to be put to
pasture and milked when full." Olaf stood up and walked behind me.
I heard the sound of his buckle and the rustle of ringmail. And
when he stepped back in front of me, the giant was naked save for
the half helm still perched atop his head. His dirty hand ran
through his beard. "Maybe I will have you make cheese for me,
pressed from your own stock."

The Viking dropped to his knees in front of
me and I turned my head away. But no sooner than I had did his hand
grab my chin and turn me back. He smiled as his cock bobbed in
front of me, framed by a tangled mass of wild hair and a cock as
long and thick as a child's arm. Olaf was blessed by whatever Gods
he prayed but I wanted nothing to do with his gift.

"Do you know the story of Ymir?" He asked me
as he grabbed his horn and stroked himself in front of my eyes. I
shook my head, afraid to open my mouth.

"He was the first of the giants. His body
became the world. And to feed him came Audhumla out of the frost, a
cow with teats that flowed like rivers. She nourished herself by
licking the rocks and tasting their salt." Olaf grinned wickedly as
he tilted my head up so my eyes met his. "I am a giant among men,
and you are cattle like Audhumla, with teats so sweet that I would
latch until Ragnarok if I could."

His hand left my chin and grabbed my collar
instead. With a force I couldn't resist, Olaf pulled me towards his
bobbing cock, pressing my closed lips against the smooth head of
his spear. "And now it's time for my Audhumla to lick the salt from
the rock at her lips. Show me why I should let you live to see
another sunrise."

I resisted his command, but that only made
Olaf grow angry. He shook me by the collar, putting pressure on my
wounds. I gasped in pain before opening wide and closing my
eyes.

Olaf sighed as she pressed his thick cock
between my soft lips. I looked up at him as best I could from my
spot on the floor, noting when he smiled as I slid my tongue across
his silky spear tip. I was learning quickly that Olaf was not one
that I wanted to anger. I had to please him now if I had any hope
of a future, even if that future was one where I was slave to a mad
giant.

And please him I did. As my head bobbed and
Olaf's wild mane tickled my nose, his hands fell from my collar,
finding my full breasts instead. He pinched my nipples as I worked
his shaft, and before long, I found myself enjoying his rough touch
on my breasts. So much so that I found myself sighing softly as he
twisted my teats between his massive fingers. And to my own shock,
I felt myself grow wet.

I felt guilty as I thought about what it
might feel like to have Olaf behind me, burying his horn between my
legs. It had been so long since I'd had a man between my thighs
that my body was craving the sudden attention. With my husband and
my son both buried a season ago, there was nothing left for me in
the village, even before the attack. I was a widow scorned;
destined for the nunnery once my milk had ceased to flow.

But now I was thrall to a Viking who clearly
desired me. Even now I watched as he dipped his fingers, wet with
my milk, into his mouth before returning them to my breasts. I was
torn. I'd only known pain since first setting eyes on the giant.
Pain he inflicted with his own hand. But now those hands were
giving me a brief glimpse of pleasure. And I knew his manhood in my
mouth would give me more if I could just get him behind me.

But before I could voice my desire, Olaf
squeezed my nipples hard and drove his hips forward, slamming the
apple on his branch into my throat. My eyes went wide with fear and
my muted choking was drowned out by the sound of his deep grunts.
His salty load, sticky and hot, filled my mouth as his cock swelled
again and again.

I could do nothing but swallow. And as Olaf
pulled himself from my mouth, my tongue dragged along his shaft,
catching any rogue droplet of his salty gift before his horn
slipped back out from between my lips.

Olaf popped free of my mouth and fell back
against the wall behind him, smiling at me with half lidded eyes.
And as we stared at each other, he reached up and pulled the half
helm from atop his head, letting rows upon rows of braided hair the
color of gold fall to his shoulders. Now he was as naked as I was,
and the vision of the man sent confusing thoughts coursing through
my body. I grew wetter as I stared at my conqueror, with his hair
down and his cock up.

He truly was more man than I had ever known.
Large veins popped out from beneath his muscled arms and chest. His
neck was thick, his shoulders large. His chest was as if carved
from stone, with a fine dusting of hair that reached down to his
muscled stomach. I felt my nipples stiffen as I stared
longingly.

And his body bore the signs of his battles.
Scars crisscrossed his arms and legs, some small and barely
noticed, while others ran deep, leaving pale lines of mismatched
skin behind where a blade bit him once before. Olaf was clearly no
stranger to battle and I wondered if he could handle the spear
sticking out between his legs as well as he could the axe that
leaned against the wall behind me.

As if the giant could read my mind, his
eyebrow lifted and he looked at me with curiosity. "Why does my
Audhumla look at me so? Do I amuse you?"

I shook my head and dropped my eyes to his
cock. My jaw still hurt from having to open so wide, and now I
craved the feeling of what his cock might feel like stuffed
somewhere else.

He saw my stare and smiled. "Wounded and
bloody and you still want to fuck. You are truly an animal my
Audhumla." Olaf pushed himself to his knees, leaning in close to me
before standing up. "Never let it be said that Olaf, Son of Wulf,
did not rise to the challenge."

The Viking disappeared behind me again and I
could do nothing but continue to stare ahead as he kicked my knees
apart. My wounded leg screamed in protest but it was too late to
stop it now. With added pressure on both my injured wrist and my
leg, the pain was maddening.

And when Olaf's hands dropped to my hips,
pulling my body close to his, the pain only worsened. I let out a
short shriek as he moved me.

"It's okay to scream. You wouldn't be the
first kunta that Olaf has fucked to tears." His hips pressed
forward and I screamed again as his thick shafted pierced my wet
slit. I'd wanted to know what it would feel like to have such a
beast inside of me and now I regretted ever having the thought. He
was just too big!

 

One of his hands left my hip and found the
collar around my neck instead. With a tug, he pulled me backwards,
taking pressure off of my aching wrist but putting more on my
wounded leg in turn. And while the pain of my wounds shifted, the
Viking's cock buried itself deeper into my body. I felt as if I
would rip in two as he plunged farther into my sore slit. His tip
pressed into the back of my wet hole and Olaf still wasn't all the
way in. I bit my cheeks bloody before his hips finally touched my
ass.

"It is okay to scream Audhumla. I enjoy the
noise." Olaf pulled himself backwards, relieving the pressure that
was building inside of me. But as he withdrew, the pain of his
entry shifted, becoming something pleasurable. And when his hips
drove forward again, with his cock hammering against my insides, my
body shook in pleasure, not agony.

That was not to say that his overlarge cock
did not cause me pain. Between the throbbing fire in my leg, my
stiff wrist, and the constant striking of his spear tip against the
back of my hole, pain was plentiful. But when Olaf's large hand
found my teat and gave it a twist while he pressed himself into me,
the pain was manageable. And with each thrust of himself into my
stretched sex, I felt the stirrings of something borne of bliss,
not pain.

It only took a minute of his rapid pace to
bring my heart to stop. Olaf's fingers on my breasts, and his cock
within my weeping slit were enough to bring me over the edge. My
body went limp as an orgasm rolled through me, temporarily chasing
away the pain that had claimed me. My muscles seized and a choked
gasp slipped from my lips as my neck pressed into my collar,
cutting off my air. I was in heaven as Olaf continued to pump into
me, sliding in and out faster now that I was moaning in his
powerful arms. And as my pleasure began to wane, Olaf swelled
within me, filling me for a second time with his salty seed.

As soon as Olaf let go of my collar I slumped
to the ground. Pain replaced pleasure once more and every movement
hurt now. Behind me, Olaf was busy redressing. I closed my eyes as
he pulled his tunic and mail back on, but when he was finished a
tug on the rope leash shook me awake.

 


*****

 


"Up now Audhumla. It is time to group with
the others." Olaf tugged on the rope again.

Painfully, I staggered to my hands and knees,
but when I tried to stand I fell back to the dirt. I still couldn't
walk. "I cannot stand. Please, you could carry me. I would weigh
nothing to you."

The Viking chuckled and slipped his helm back
over his hair. "I am not a beast to be ridden by a woman in iron.
You stand on all fours like the cow you pretend to be my Audhumla.
Now walk like one as well."

"Please!" I begged. But my words fell on deaf
ears. Olaf turned from me and pulled the rope taut, dragging me
behind his long strides and out into the sunlight of the midday. It
was all I could do, limping behind him like a lame animal, with one
hand up and crawling along on my knees.

By the time we reached the village proper, my
entire body protested with each step. My knees bled from a thousand
tiny cuts and every muscle in my body was sore. I'd fallen a dozen
times on the way as well. If I lived to see another morning, I knew
I would be covered in bruises from head to toe.

Olaf shouted to the gathered men in the
square as he pulled me towards the waiting Vikings. Surprise showed
on some of the men's faces, but most seemed to look right through
me as I was walked on my leash towards the other side of the square
where a large cage had been constructed. Inside, I could see half a
dozen faces that I knew, including Liam's flat chested wife. An
iron band circled her small neck the same as mine, but unlike me,
none of the captives in the cage were naked or leashed like an
animal. My face burned with shame as we neared my former
neighbors.

But as Olaf waited for the cage guard to open
the door to my new home, he looked down at me and smiled. "Never
mind with that Skald. This one doesn't belong with the others." For
a moment I felt hopeful, but when Olaf turned us towards the animal
pens the men had hastily erected, my hope died. My Viking master
was about to make good on his promise of making me part of his
herd.

Olaf pulled open the gate to the cow pen and
dragged me inside by the leash. He stayed outside of the fence
line, further confirming my station in his eyes as he led me around
with the rope held high in the air. And once he'd pulled me over to
stand with the rest of the milch cows, he tied my rope lead to a
fence post and smiled.

"Stay put my Audhumla. If I have to chase you
back down, my next arrow won't miss your heart. And don't look so
sad. You are with your like kind now!" Olaf walked off with his
hands across his stomach, laughing so loud that my bones shook.

The sun dipped down and shadows grew longer
as I huddled with the cows in the empty space. But every so often,
one of the Viking men would break off from the group and find
business close by the pens so they could steal a glance at me. Some
shook their heads at the sight of me, while others came up close to
the fence to study the odd girl who thought she was cattle.

And when my thirst became too much to ignore,
a crowd gathered to watch me drink from a small brook that cut
through the pens. I tried to use cupped hands at first, but my
broken wrist wouldn't allow it. And when I tried to use my good
hand to scoop water to my mouth I fell forward, unable to support
myself on my bad arm. When I finally bowed my head low and dipped
my face into the stream, sucking up water greedily like the animal
they all saw me as, a round of laughter rolled over me. The Viking
men were all laughing, but what was worse was that I heard female
voices in the distance. The others in the cage were cackling along
with their captors as I was brought low.

After my humiliation, I simply laid down and
shut my eyes, curling myself into a ball in an attempt to keep
warm. My wrist throbbed in agony and my leg felt like fire so sleep
wouldn't come. But I laid there all the same, wishing for
something, or someone, to come along and save me from Olaf and the
others.

I had to wait until the sun dipped under the
tree line before that someone finally came. I hadn't noticed his
absence when I was first brought into town, but as I watched Erik,
Son of Orm, march into the square with two other heavily armed men
behind him, I felt as if something was about to happen.

I wasn't wrong. As I struggled to push myself
up onto my hands and knees, Erik's head turned in my direction. And
when he saw me, I could see the fire burn brightly behind his eyes
even from the distance between us. My heart swelled as I saw the
smaller Viking approach Olaf and grab him by the neck of his ringed
mail. Though Olaf could have picked Erik up and broken him over his
knee, the larger man seemed to bend to Erik's will. And soon
enough, both of the men were standing in front of me.

"Explain yourself!" yelled Erik as he pointed
down at me while staring up at Olaf.

Olaf may have followed the smaller Viking
over to my pen, but he didn't seem to care about any of this now
that he was standing in front of me. "You disapprove Erik? She is
my thrall, not yours. She is more animal than woman and she milks
more than half my herdstock." Olaf looked down at me and smiled.
"And such sweet milk too. If you show some respect Erik, maybe I
will let you sample the cheese I am going to have her make."

"And the wounds? When I left her she was
arrow struck. Now she looks half dead and lame. Have you even
tended her wounds?"

Olaf shrugged. "The woman tried to stick me
with my own blade. She was taught a lesson afterwards. Now my
Audhumla knows her place, here with the rest of the cattle."

"This is not how you treat your servants
Olaf!"

The larger man turned back to Erik and
dropped one of his large fingers to the smaller Viking's chest.
"No. This is not how Erik treats his servants. Olaf likes his
Audhumla right where she is. And my little kunta will stay with the
rest of the cows until we sail back for home."

For a moment I thought blood would be drawn
between the two men. Olaf's hand reached for the handle of his axe
while Erik dropped his to his sword. But before the two men drew,
Erik stepped back and his fingers fell from his hilt.

"I will buy her from you then. My cow for
your woman if that is all you see her as."

Olaf shook his head again. "I've grown fond
of my thrall. Go braid the hair of one of the other women and leave
mine alone."

"My cow and half of my spoils then. She'll
die before we reach home if you keep treating her this way. Take my
payment and let her to me."

The giant looked down at me, then back at
Erik. His hand raised to his beard which he tugged lightly, lost in
thought. "You would pay bride price for a bed slave?"

"I would pay a fair price to see her
suffering at an end," replied Erik.

Olaf shrugged his huge shoulders and turned
away. "Take her then. As you said, she probably won't survive the
trip. The fever has already taken hold by the looks of her."

"Help me carry her inside Olaf, and fetch me
clean water."

But the large Viking didn't stop. "As I told
her once, I am not a beast to be ridden. She is your thrall now.
You carry her."

In a language I didn't understand, Erik
mumbled under his breath. But by the tone and the look in the
Viking's eyes, I had an idea that whatever he said wasn't to be
taken as a compliment.

Erik hopped the fence and bent a knee next to
me, looking over my wounds while I shook beneath his touch. I
didn't know how to behave in his presence. Was I still an animal in
Erik's eyes? And what did the Viking have planned for me now that I
was his?

But the only thing I managed to say to my new
Master was to whisper my thanks before I collapsed back into the
dirt. MY eyes shut again but this time there was no pain. Only a
dreamless sleep.

 


*****

 


When I awoke again I was no longer outside.
There was a roof over my head and a mattress of stuffed straw under
my back. Sheets covered me up to my neck and for a moment I thought
everything that had happened to me this day was nothing but a
dream.

But my reality returned to me when I tried to
sit up. The heavy iron collar made even the simple movement more
than I could bear in my weakened state and when my wrist touched
the mattress, I noticed the heavy linen wrapping around it, keeping
my wrist and fingers immobile. I grunted in pain as I slumped back
to the mattress.

My sounds woke Erik, asleep in a chair across
the room. He was on his feet instantly, and in the pale moonlight
that filtered in from outside, I watched as he lit a candle,
bathing the room in the soft orange glow of the fire.

"How do you feel?" He asked as he moved in
close and dropped a hand to my head.

I shook my head as I moaned again.

"At least the fever has broken." Erik pulled
the sheets off of me and ran his hand down my naked body. I lifted
my head enough to see him checking on a tightly wrapped bandage
around my thigh. But even that simple act was too much for my
weakened body. I slumped back and stared at the ceiling as he
pulled the sheets back over me.

From the table next to the bed, Erik uncorked
a bottle of dark liquid and pressed it to my lips. "Drink. I am not
a healer but this should help with the pain."

I drank the tart liquid down until he pulled
the bottle away from me. Whatever it was burned the entire trip to
my stomach, where it sat like a rock in my gut. But soon enough,
the fire spread outwards, filling my body with a calming warmth. I
smiled up at Erik and he looked back on me kindly. I still didn't
know what he wanted with me but I felt safe here with him. My eyes
shut slowly and sleep came again.

But my slumber didn't last. The room was even
darker when I woke up again, this time with a new pain shooting
through my body. Erik was by my bedside with a look of concern on
his face as I clutched my hands across my chest.

"What is it?" He asked as he pushed his palm
against my forehead again.

How could I tell him? After everything that
had happened to me today, and with all of the cuts, bruises, breaks
and tightly wrapped wounds, how could I tell the golden haired
protector above me that the reason I was crying now wasn't because
of any of that, but because I was engorged. My breasts throbbed in
pain as I clawed at myself.

Erik pulled the covers from off of my body
and saw at once why I was going wild. There was no hiding the twin
streams of milk that were leaking from me and pooling on my skin. I
tried to say something, to apologize for waking the Viking, but
Erik just placed a finger to my lips and leaned in close, wrapping
his lips around my leaking teat.

When he began to pull the milk from my
engorged breast, it was all I could do not to cry out in pleasure.
But when Erik calmed one of my aching breasts while ignoring the
other, I found strength in me that I wasn't sure how I possessed.
My hand flew up and grabbed onto his golden hair, tugging him from
my teat roughly. I saw the look of surprise in his blue eyes but
only for a moment. I pressed his head back down to my other breast
before he could mount a complaint.

And to his credit, Erik didn't fight me.
Instead, his lips latched to my teat and he suckled softly, with
one of his hands cupping the breast he was drinking from while his
other hand roamed my body. And in the dark of the night, with my
head fuzzy with fever and sleep, I felt the urge for a man between
my legs rising once more.

Erik shared my desires. I watched with baited
breath as my handsome Viking climbed upon my bed, positioning
himself between my thighs as he continued to suck on my swollen
breasts. And the only time he lifted his mouth from my teats was to
pull the emerald tunic from over his head, leaving him naked from
the waist up.

Soon enough, his breeches joined the tunic on
the floor. His body poured heat into my own as he pressed himself
against me. And whatever potion Erik had given me earlier was still
working its magic. My pain was barely noticeable, leaving me to
concentrate on the growing desire I felt for my new Master.

My Master. It was easy to forget, with Erik's
head pressed against my breast, that I was the one collared. But
after saving me today I didn't care. I owed him my life and it was
a debt that so far, I was glad to repay. And as Erik's hands
pressed my thighs apart, with his fingers slipping over the wetness
hidden in-between, I wondered for a moment if I couldn't give my
Viking more than just my life.

"I want you Erik. Please, I want you inside
of me. I want you to love me like a man loves a woman."

His head left my breasts just long enough to
reply, with his voice deep and smooth. "Anything for my Audhumla."
Erik's shaft slipped into me with ease.

"Ohh God Erik!" I moaned as he plunged deep
between my slick lips He wasn't as wide as Olaf, and I prayed he
wasn't as long, but his cock within me felt amazing. Where pain
followed with each of Olaf's mighty thrusts, there was nothing but
bliss with each stroke of Erik within me. And while his hips rocked
over my own, his lips were still locked around my breasts. One of
his hands hid under my rear, helping to guide my body along with
his own while his other hand massaged my puffy nipple under his
rough palm.

I wasn't sure when his lips finally left my
breasts. With my eyes closed and my mind concentrating on the
pleasure down below, it took me far longer than it should have to
notice that Erik's head now hung above my own. And when my eyes
finally did open, I saw him smile down on me before he dropped his
lips to mine.

I could taste my own sweet milk on his tongue
as our mouths met in the dark. And as we kissed, I forgot about the
collar around my neck. Where Olaf took pleasure in reminding me of
what I was now, Erik seemed only to want to pleasure me.

And that is exactly what he did. His hips
picked up speed, driving into my own again and again, with every
repetition forcing his body to rub against my tiny button and
driving my bliss to new heights. Our kisses turned sloppy as I
sighed softly with each of his thrusts. And with what little energy
I had, I slid my hips in time with his until I came.

Wave after wave of pleasure spilled over me
as Erik continued to press himself into me. His hand ran through my
shortened hair and across my cheeks. He touched my bruised arms and
sore sides. Kisses landed softly on every inch of skin that his
lips could reach, and by the time I heard Erik let loose with his
own sigh, I'd come again from his tender touch.

“I've never had a woman such as you," he said
as he thrust slowly in and out, already having split his seed deep
within me. "Not a lover, nor a slave. You were worth the coin spent
buying you from Olaf."

I didn't know how to respond. Erik looked
down at me with such kindness, and his touch was in such contrast
with Olaf. I was a thrall to both, but the men could not have been
any more different. And as I stared up into the blue eyes of my
Master I realized I was happier now, with a collar around my neck
and in the hands of a man that owned me, than I was yesterday, a
free woman in a town that only tolerated me while I was still
useful.

"Thank you Erik. For everything." And I meant
it. Not just for his help or his touch. But for the collar around
my neck and even my short time with Olaf.

My Viking finally slipped back out from
between my legs and stepped from the bed. He pulled the sheets back
up and kissed me gently before dressing again. And before he walked
out of the door and into the night, he looked back at me one last
time. "Sleep now and heal quickly. When you are fit to travel, we
sail for home. And under my roof, you will be treated kindly and
with respect as long as you follow my commands. Of this I can
promise."

And then he was gone, leaving me in the dark
room with nothing but my thoughts and the memory of how wonderful
Erik felt inside of me. Sleep came quickly, with my dreams invaded
by my Viking Master and my new life new ahead of me.

 


*****

 


Two days later and I was on the deck of
Erik's boat, heading for his home across the water. Sea spray
kicked off of the bow and coated my short hair with tiny droplets.
I wasn't sure what was waiting for me across the sea, but I knew
there was nothing left for me in the village we were leaving.

The iron collar still rested around my neck
and the undyed wool tunic I'd been given marked my station now, but
I didn't care. Erik was my Master and I his thrall. I would do what
he asked of me and he would treat me fairly. And day or night, I
knew I could count on him to take my breasts in hand and drink
deeply from me until there was nothing left in my swollen breasts.
I couldn't ask for much more.

My Viking stepped up behind me and wrapped
his arms around my waist, squeezing me gently and steadying me on
the rocking longboat. His head dropped to my shoulder and his
breath tickled my ear as he whispered to me, his voice barely heard
over the sound of the sea.

"I feel ashamed I have not asked sooner, but
I did not think to question the name that Olaf gave you. Now tell
me true, if you are not Audhumla, what should I call you?"

Safe and warm in my Master's arms, I bent my
head back and kissed him lightly on the cheek before answering. "My
name is Caitlin if it pleases you. Caitlin, thrall of Erik, Son of
Orm."

He returned my kiss, with his beard wet upon
my chin and cheek. "Your name pleases me greatly, as do you
Caitlin. And I hope you continue to please."

I looked out on the ever expanding horizon
and smiled, relaxing into Erik's strong arms. "Whatever my Master
wishes of me. I am here at your pleasure."

Slave. Thrall. Lover. I didn't care what I
was called. Not as long as Erik was the one doing the calling.
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