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About


 


After rudely being sent reeling backwards through time, I was hit over the head and kidnapped by some other Vikings.


 


Living in a cage really sucks, don’t do it if you can avoid it. These particular guys even adjusted my cage so that it would be extra uncomfortable. I’m not sure what the food is and people throw things at me. I’ve been keeping an eye out for who stole my belt.


 


I’m thinking that I will probably do something soon to get out of this cage but my jailer is pretty sexy, so captivity really might not be so bad…


 


Viking Vixens
 is a spicy time-traveling harem adventure series featuring many hot women showing a young stud named Justin how to give it to them the way they deserve!
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Preview


 


While I processed the new information about me eating rat meat with a silent scream in my head, the Hersir unhooked an axe from his belt and held it up in front of my face. He held it with one hand, but it was large enough to use with with two. It was expertly smithed, lovingly polished to a mirror finish with a nice leather grip.



“Bjornolfr told me that you called this Flint’s Rod, so now it’s Flint’s Axe!” Fjalar cackled and gloated.



It took me a minute to realize what he was showing me. It was the rod Professor Flint gave me, except now it had been expertly beaten into the shape of an axe. But for some reason, what bothered me more was the fact that Fjalar was wearing my shirt.



“Give me my shirt back, you bastard!” I tried to reach out to him but couldn’t really move enough to do anything effective from my cage. I gave up and asked him, “Why do you hate me so much?”



“But I like it, it’s so soft!” Fjalar jeered. “I heard about you, you’re not a real god so I brought you to my village. I put you in a cage and you were powerless to stop me. You’re just some jerk, pretending. I will gut you with your own steel!”



I had the wherewithal to argue but it was a bit funny to see him stretching it out it underneath the leathers, straps and amulets he wore, since my black shirt had
 I’m Not Arguing, I’m Just Explaining Why I’m Right
 written across the front. I suddenly hoped that the people from the other village were okay, because it dawned on me that Fjalar would have taken the shirt and metal rod away from Ottar and Chief Björn at some point.



 

 

 


Viking Spitfire


 


I had a headache. I was vaguely aware of being carried and when I woke up I was inside a cage. It wasn’t a very nice cage either, the only thing I could do was sit and it got uncomfortable quickly. My belt was missing, which annoyed me too.



People kept taking my stuff. Last I knew, Chieftain Björnolfr had Professor Flint’s rod, Ottar had my shirt and it didn’t take me long to figure out that a terrifying woman named Seidr had taken my belt.



The belt that I would use to hold my pants up, Seidr wore instead. She hung a mean-looking bludgeon on it, which had a few shapes on it that explained a few of the dents in my skull. She also carried quite a few different throwing weapons conveniently strapped to her arms and legs. I watched from behind the bars of my cage jealously, wondering if Seidr actually needed to pass by my cage every single day or if she went out of her way to do so.



A single chain dangled my cage from a simple, immovable wooden frame which didn’t move no matter much I tried to throw my weight around. My dangling legs were just barely unable to reach the ground and one might be able to sit comfortably, if only the top of the squarish cage were a few inches higher.



But it wasn’t, so I was forced to sit at an uncomfortable angle and watch everybody. They didn’t like me watching them, so the one assigned to be my jailer had some guys hang my cage behind a tent where they didn’t have to look at me anymore.



I tried to talk to my ridiculously sexy guard, but she only gave me short and curt answers at first. Soon, I managed to learn her name while she brought me something to eat.



She looked like she didn’t want to tell me at first, but a coy smile eventually spread onto one side of her face.



“My name is Yrsa,” she said as she gave me a piece of bread with a hard wedge of some sort of cured meat forcefully jammed right through it. “Just eat this and I’ll let you out for a short time later.”



“Ur-sah,” I sounded it out with a smile. “I’m Justin, it’s nice to meet you.”



Her hair was very red and cropped short in a choppy-looking bob cut. She had a cute smile and light brown eyes that caught the light in striking ways. Yrsa wore shorts which showed off her stunning figure. They were made of blackened leather instead of the brown stuff the other village wore.



She mostly just went about her day. I slouched there and ate my pitiful meals, but she came back to check on me every so often. It’s not like I could move anyway, but I tried to talk to her every time she came back.



One guy in particular kept visiting me, stopping by to laugh at me and chuck rocks at my cage. Through Yrsa, I learned that he was the leader of this particular town. His name was Fjalar, and they called him a
 hersir,
 a title he proclaimed for himself when he took charge of this town not too long ago.



“What did he eat?” Fjalar seemed upset that Yrsa had fed me at all.



“Just some bread and rat,” Yrsa said and raised her chin to Fjalar in defiance.



“Well, don’t use the good rat,” Fjalar grumbled as he turned his attention to me. “You, I came here to show you this!”



While I processed this new information about me eating rat meat with a silent scream in my head, the Hersir unhooked an axe from his belt and held it up in front of my face. He held it with one hand, but it was large enough to use with with two. It was expertly smithed, to a mirror finish with a nice leather grip.



“Bjornolfr told me that you called this Flint’s Rod, so now it’s Flint’s Axe!” Fjalar cackled and gloated.



It took me a minute to realize what he was showing me. It was the rod Professor Flint gave me, except now it had been expertly beaten into the shape of an axe. But for some reason, what bothered me more was the fact that Fjalar was wearing my shirt.



“Give me my shirt back, you bastard!” I tried to reach out to him but couldn’t really move enough to do anything effective. I gave up and asked him, “Why do you hate me so much?”



“But I like it, it’s so soft!” Fjalar jeered. “I heard about you, you’re not a real god so I brought you to my village. I put you in a cage and you were powerless to stop me. You’re just some asshole, pretending. I will gut you with your own steel!”



I had the time and wherewithal to argue but it was a bit funny to see him stretching it out it underneath the leathers, straps and amulets he wore, since my black shirt had
 I’m Not Arguing, I’m Just Explaining Why I’m Right
 written across the front. I suddenly hoped that the people from the other village were okay, because it dawned on me that Fjalar would have taken the shirt and metal rod away from Ottar and Chief Björn at some point.



Yrsa made good on her promise to let me out of the cage to relieve myself and stretch twice a day. I took care of business but then, it was right back into the cage. I thought about running for it, but I kept recalling how good Thyra was at using her bow. Yrsa always carried two long, vicious-looking daggers on her sexy hips and I wasn’t sure if I wanted to find out what she was able to do with them.



I was a captive for at least a couple of days when I was allowed out unexpectedly and Yrsa herded me to over to a lake with a staff. Feeling a bit like cattle, I had to hold my pants up from falling down while I marched and I wondered if I was about to be killed. Considering the state my neck was in from sitting in that cramped cage, perhaps being murdered didn’t sound quite so bad.



I was downwind of her, so I noticed that she smelled especially good as we arrived at the end of a small dock.



“Yrsa,” I said. “You smell nice.”



That was the first time I ever heard her laugh, it was like music. But when I turned around to look at her, she gave my shoulder a hard shove and I fell into the lake.



“I do,” she laughed. “But you don’t!”



I splashed around madly as I recovered, spitting water and scrambling to my feet. Yrsa laughed and after I was able to stand up in the water I couldn’t help but smile at her. She was truly a gorgeous woman and seeing her happy like that made it impossible for me to be mad at her.



“Why don’t you come in?” I teased. “The water is nice.”



Yrsa threw a hard brick of something at me, which hit me kind of hard but I pretended it didn’t hurt. Instead, I focused on finding it in the water and was relieved that it floated. It was a waxy and slippery brick that smelled good. It didn’t lather up quite as much as I expected but it was definitely some kind of soap.



“You want me in there with you, Vanlandi?” she said, cocking her hip to one side with her hands on her hips. She gave me a sweet smile. “I don’t know if I should, I don’t know what I will do to you if I come over there.”



Hearing this gave me a thrill and I raised my hands in a waiting gesture. I stretched my neck and watched her, curious to know what she really would do if she did come over here.



With a cute smile, after a moment’s deliberation, she launched herself over my head and splashed into the water behind me. After a couple seconds, she popped back up and started sending arcs of water at my face by cutting her palms across the top of the water. She was good at it too, so while I tried my best to splash her back… she definitely won.



We laughed and she moved closer to me in the water. She took the soap from me and helped me wash myself up.



“Yrsa,” I wondered. “What does Vanlandi mean?”



She was so beautiful, all soapy and looking at me for a moment before answering.



“Man from the land of the Vanir,” she explained as she turned me and scrubbed my back. “It means… you are from Vanahelmr. You Vanir are gods associated with fertility, wisdom and prophecy.”



My brain worked as I processed this. “Where is Vanahelmr?”



“Only you know that,” she said and shook her head.



“Right. Why are you helping me?” I wondered aloud, shaking my head.



“Our Hersir is an idiot,” Yrsa spat. “He has kept everyone on edge for months with his constant raids, We lose our fighters in many pointless battles and now we won’t put up with him anymore. Especially now, since he’s openly defying the gods. Your arrival heralded our rebellion.”



My entire body felt hollow as I tried to make sense of everything, but none of it helped me find out how to get home.



“I’m letting you go, Justin. I believe in you,” Yrsa said, looking into my eyes. “But I wanted to ask for your blessing, please.”



“I don’t know what you mean,” I said and shook my head slowly.



“I want a baby, please. Bless me with your seed, Vanir…” she breathed as she pulled me towards her and kissed me.



I considered if I should stop people from calling me Vanlandi, but kissing her felt so good that I didn’t think about it for very long. Yrsa pressed her hips against mine under the water and her breasts pushed against my chest. I couldn’t help but hold her close as we kissed.



Our tongues slid over each other as we stood there in the water. The water was cool, but my cock hardened quickly.



“Ursa…” I gasped as Yrsa’s hand grasped me through my pants.



She kissed my neck as I slid my hand up her side to her breast. Her nipple was hard and I thumbed it gently.



Yrsa leaned on me for balance, so I held her hand in the water as she stepped out of her pants. Yrsa took her clothes and hurled them onto the dock where my pants were.



She came to me again in an embrace, trembling slightly as we kissed. She took hold of my cock under the water and pulled me close to her, rubbing the end of my cock right up against her pussy lips.



It felt great, her warm pussy in the cool water sliding easily over me. I let her do it, enjoying her attention and feeling her waist and hips under my hands. She squeezed my cock between her thighs and moaned.



She was such a tease, I just needed to be inside of her. I thrust my hips and the tip of my cock slipped past Yrsa’s pussy lips.



She gasped and pulled back slightly, then she pushed down on me and my cock slid further into her. She was so tight, I wasn’t sure if all of me was going to be able to fit inside her.



Yrsa was determined, so she pushed down again as I thrust my hips. She worked herself down my shaft until I had no more length to give her. When my whole cock was inside her, then she looked me in the eyes and smiled.



“Oh fuck, Yrsa…” I groaned.



She wiggled on my cock, moaning and kissing me. I thrust my hips slowly, falling into a rhythm with her. Yrsa moaned loudly, her cheeks pink as she cried out to the sky.



“Your pussy feels so good,” I said as I held her tightly around the waist.



Water soaked our naked bodies as we fucked. As I pumped into her, she slowly sped up the pace. She moaned and hungrily pushed my cock into herself over and over while she began to breathe harder. I thrust into her and sucked on her nipples.



“You’re so beautiful, Yrsa…”



I watched her tight body riding my shaft in fascination and her breasts bounced tantalizingly. Like a bad dream, the water prevented me from pounding into her as hard as I wanted to.



I kept thrusting, but I took her lead as we slowly inched towards the shore. Then she slid off of my cock and splashed through the water to a shallow spot and fell to her knees.



“Come and pound me hard, Vanir.”



She bent down and presented her beautiful ass to me. She reached back and pulled one of her ass cheeks aside, showing me her tight, wet pussy.



On her hands and knees in the water, she laughed as I collided with her plump ass cheeks in my hurry to get my dick back inside of her.



Gripping her soft hips, I guided my cock to her warm pussy lips with my other hand. I slid easily into her, but she was so tight.



Her pussy was amazing, so wet and hot on my cock. I fucked her, groaning as I slapped her ass cheek.



Yrsa squealed happily and I reached forward to take a handful of her hair.



“Yes…” Yrsa moaned.



I stared in wonder at her pussy lips. They slid up my shaft while I pulled out of her, tightly gripping my cock as if it didn’t want me to leave.



She cried out as I pounded her hard, just like she asked me to. Letting go of her hair, I held her by the waist as my thighs slapped against her ass cheeks.



“I want to see your perfect tits,” I breathed. I pulling out and had Yrsa turn over.



She lay back on the shore and I looked deep into her brown eyes as I lined my cock up with her pussy again.



“You’re so beautiful,” I breathed and Yrsa giggled.



My arms held me up on either side of her head. I plunged into her and Yrsa moaned, a sound I was quickly learning to love. Her mouth was open and her eyes closed, while I kissed her soft lips and thrust my cock into her, hoping to hear her cry out for me again.



“You’re such a good girl,” I groaned. “You’re so beautiful on my cock.”



I passively wondered if I sounded stupid and where I thought up such a filthy thing to say. I was a virgin yesterday, now I’m dirty talking a hot viking babe? I began pounding into her in earnest, falling to my elbows and humping her in the most primal fashion as Yrsa gasped and moaned.



“Oh god,” she moaned. “You feel so good, please give me your seed…”



I looked up and jumped with a start. Thyra was there, with an arrow notched loosely.



“You will bless her, too?” she asked.



Yrsa looked up suddenly and my cock slid out of her as she jumped to her feet. She ran to grab her weapons and quickly took a swing at Thyra.



“No!” I shouted.



Thyra swung her bow, knocking aside Yrsa’s dagger.



I ran over and separated them. I pushed them apart, Yrsa and I completely naked.



They both glared at me angrily as I tried to speak.



“Look, can’t we just get along?” I pleaded. “Nobody has to get hurt.”



Thyra nodded at Yrsa. “What is your name?”



“I’m Yrsa,” she replied, nodding back adjusting her grip on her daggers.



“I’m Thyra. You believe he is Vanir?”



“Yes,” Yrsa said. “I just freed him from the cage Hersir Fjalar had him put in.”



“I came here to help him escape. So, we both want to help him,” Thyra said thoughtfully and put away her arrow. She looked down at my crotch. “I’m sorry that I interrupted you two.”



She put down her weapons and equipment, wading through the water towards me. She knelt down in front of me, stroking my thighs and began kissing my cock.



“Let me help you,” she said to me. “Come, Yrsa.”



My cock had softened a little after being surprised by Thyra, but her hot tongue quickly hardened me again. I put my hand on her head, stroking her hair as Yrsa tossed her daggers gently on the shore and slowly walked towards us.



Yrsa put her arms around me and closed her eyes. She stroked my face and kissed my lips tenderly while my cock hardened in Thyra’s wet mouth. It felt like I had never been this hard before, feeling both women pleasure me at once.



Thyra gestured to Yrsa, instructing her lay down and pushed me towards her. I lined myself up with her pussy and eagerly plunged into her. It felt strange to have Thyra right there watching as my cock thrust into Yrsa.



“Ah,” Yrsa cried. “I love your big cock!”



Thyra stroked my body while I slipped into Yrsa’s slick pussy repeatedly.



“Look at my breasts,” Thyra said and she unfastened her top so that it slid down around her waist. Her plump breasts bounced out and I was reminded of the time I had sex with her outside Ottar’s home. “Aren’t Yrsa’s breasts beautiful? Look how they bounce.”



As she took my cock inside her, Yrsa’s plump breasts bounced and jiggled while she writhed about on her back. Thyra stroked Yrsa’s stomach and my back at the same time, while Yrsa made sexy noises.



Yrsa’s pussy squeezed me and she tensed up. Her legs shook, then her body spasmed a few times and she cried out.



“Oh yes!”



She went a bit limp as I kept fucking her and her eyelids fluttered. Her gaze lazily drifted over to look at Thyra.



“You must feel this,” Yrsa breathed. “His cock is amazing!”



Thyra looked like she wanted to.



“But you’re the one who needs his seed,” Thyra said shyly. “I… am already carrying some of his.”



“I will take his seed,” Yrsa replied. “But I just want to see you take him inside of you too…”



Thyra didn’t need much convincing and she assumed a position on her hands and knees, just as beautiful as the other day.



“Take me too, Vanlandi…” Thyra begged me. “I want to feel you again…”



I glanced over at Yrsa as I caressed Thyra’s ass cheeks and hips.



Yrsa lay on the shore watching me, biting one of her fingernails while she rubbed her pussy. She stared at my cock with a cute smile.



I pulled her leathers aside and I slid my cock into Thyra, her pussy already wet and all for me. Yrsa touched herself, moaning along with Thyra and giving her sweet kisses.



Thyra’s pussy was tight and I was already so worked up that I couldn’t fuck her slowly.



I picked up speed, lustfully slapping against her. I slapped her ass cheek, remembering that she liked it. Thyra held onto the ground, reaching back for me and pulling on my hip.



She gasped, pushing her hips towards me. I spanked her again and then I had Thyra turn over, so I could watch her breasts while I fucked her on my knees. She removed her leathers, tossing them over her head onto the shore.



Yrsa leaned over, kissing Thyra fully on the lips. They kissed for while as Thyra took my cock inside her. I kept thrusting and her face flushed pink, her body trembled as I slammed into her with short, quick strokes.



Yrsa touched my stomach and kept rubbing her clit while she moved behind me where I couldn’t see her.



Soon, I felt her stroking my balls and fondling my shaft as I slid it into Thyra’s pussy.



“It’s beautiful,” Yrsa said. “Your cock fills her right up perfectly.”



“It’s a nice big one,” Thyra piped up as she took deep breaths. “He feels so good… ah!”



“Oh fuck me…” I groaned.



Filling her up felt so good, I slid myself into her pussy and indulged in her wetness. Yrsa gently fondled my cock and Thyra’s pussy while I clapped against Thyra’s thighs.



Thyra was so tight, then her pussy squeezed me. I fucked her harder as her spine arched and she cried out. Her legs clamped against my thighs and I struggled to keep pounding into her tight pussy as her body was wracked by her orgasm.



Her body jerked and shuddered erratically until she settled again. I kissed her, then settled into a slower pace, savoring her tight, trembling wetness.



“Please, Vanir. Give me your seed,” Yrsa said and I got goosebumps as she ran her hands across my back. She begged as she put her arms around me again. “Fuck me now…”



Thyra got up on wobbly legs and came closer while Yrsa laid down on the shore. She pulled me with her and Thyra stroked my back.



Thyra kissed me while Yrsa grabbed my cock, sliding it inside her. I thrust my hips and she was so wet I just plunged deep into her.



I leaned back as I slowly worked up a pace thrusting into Yrsa’s tight body. I took her large breasts in my hands, squeezing them and jiggling them while her ass bounced against my thighs.



Thyra let me suck on her tits as Yrsa spread her legs wide for me. I pushed my hands against her knees, raising her up. She moaned as I plunged into her.



Thyra encouraged us and I lifted Yrsa’s leg up higher. Yrsa voluntarily raised the other one, allowing me to slap against her and fuck her deeply. Thyra was soon helping support Yrsa while I thrust my hard cock into her.



I bounced against her, hugging her legs and watching her face as she gazed back at me. Her eyes unfocused and she moaned as her body tensed up, her pussy pulsating as she took my cock deep.



I felt like I was going to lose it inside of her, when her body lurched. She cried out and my cock slipped out of her as her body spasmed. So I thrust my hips again, plunging back into her. She cried out and I thrust into her three more times before she spasmed again.



“Yes!” she cried.



I grunted and thrust myself into her again, pounding into her a dozen more times before I was squeezed out of her again by her next spasm.



“Oh shit,” I said as I tensed up. “Your pussy is so tight!”



I groaned, then stubbornly used my hand to put my cock back inside Yrsa. Thyra then helped, gently holding my cock at the right angle for Yrsa’s pussy to slide onto it. I fucked her hard for another thirty seconds or so before I was squeezed out again by a final spasm.



Her body shivered and trembled as I slipped my cock into her again. She moaned and I was so hard. I felt a strong sense of fullness inside of me as my shaft slipped in and out of her.



As soon as I was about to lose it, Thyra gave my cock a squeeze. She held me tight as my cock stiffened and my body jerked hard as I came. I spasmed again, grunting and holding Yrsa’s legs against my body. On my third spasm, Thyra loosened her grip and Yrsa gasped as my full load shot deep inside her.



“Oh Yrsa,” I cried out as my tension was suddenly released. “Fuck…”



Yrsa cried out and I groaned as my hot stream of cum shot into her. I came really hard and I kissed her smooth calves, my body jerking suddenly as I kept slamming my cock into her. Thyra kissed me and I felt many long, hard pulses as I filled Yrsa with the seed she desired.



“Oh yes!” she cried.



“Yrsa…” I moaned.



I shivered as my orgasm slowly faded, spasms interrupting my thrusting rhythm as my body jerked. Yrsa would sporadically make me shudder as she wiggled her hips on my pulsating cock.



Thyra knelt down, stroking my balls as my cock softened and fell out of Yrsa.



Yrsa sighed happily, stroking her pussy. Then she sat up and scooted aside to let Thyra take my cock in her mouth.



My head swam as she ran her lower lip up my shaft and over the tip. Sometimes she used her tongue, making my body twitch involuntarily as Yrsa came over and joined her on her knees.



The two of them hand their hands all over my cock and balls. The two of them slowly worshiped my cock back to hardness again, brushing me with their fingers. They licked my shaft, kissing the end of my cock and rubbing their lips on it.



Soon Yrsa was bobbing her head on my cock and I just stood there, groaning. She used both of her hands to stroke my shaft, following her wet tongue in a fluid motion up and down across the head of my dick. Thyra watched her suck on my cock with a big smile on her face, looking up at me when she took her turn and the two women soon made me cum again.



I shot a new load across both of them in spurts, groaning as the two women grabbed me to prevent me from falling down. They massaged my shaft and played with my cum together while they milked my cock completely dry.



I heaved a contented sigh, suddenly very tired. Yrsa popped up and skipped over to where her clothes were thrown earlier.



Yrsa laughed, waving me over with my pants in her hand. I saw a shiny black rectangle fall and I had a strange sense of déjà vu wash over me as I recognized the shape. My phone.



It was soaked in water, but otherwise unharmed and it skittered for a few feet until it came to a stop. I had turned it off earlier since I was worrying about the battery dying.



“What’s that?” Thyra asked as she kissed and caressed my cheek.



“That’s my phone,” I croaked.



“You need it?” Yrsa asked.



Yrsa ran to scoop it up off the pebbled shore of the lake then I watched in horror as she made a motion like she was about to throw my phone to me.



“No, don’t get it wet!” I said, wading out of the water with Thyra in tow. “Just hold it, don’t throw it this way.”



“But, it’s wet already!” she retorted.



“Well, can we put it in some rice?” I suggested hopefully.



Thyra fastened her clothes on and looked at the phone together with Yrsa, both with perplexed expressions on their faces.



“It’s food?” Thyra asked and tried to bite it.



“No, don’t eat it!” I cried. “It got wet, so now it doesn’t work. It just needs to be dry first.”



“In rice?” Yrsa asked as she shook it beside her ear.



They both nodded slowly, looking confused but cooperative as they dressed. They carefully passed my phone back and forth to each other like it were a sacred relic. I thought it was funny, until people from the village saw them doing it.



Some people from the village had wandered over to the lakeshore, rubbernecking and trying to see what was so special about my phone. I wondered if anyone had seen us having sex.



“Hey!” a guard wearing metal plates shouted over at us. “What’s that?”



It didn’t take long before the two girls had convinced everyone that I was a fertility god come to Earth and by the end of the night, somehow they already had my phone all polished up and neatly held in a sort of philatory. They then stored it inside a shiny, ornate display filled with dried rice.



The two warring villages stopped fighting and formed a joint city in my name, which I accidentally named Milfton when someone didn’t understand my joke about hot moms.



I had actually been naked for while, when finally Thyra helped me find some pants to wear and eventually I got a shirt and even a nice jacket lined with fur. I found it so strange that everyone just accepted that I didn’t have any clothes on for so long. Yrsa would just pretend that she didn’t know where my pants were, no matter how many times I asked her to give them back.



At one point later on I tried to turn my phone on, but everyone became very excited when the screen lit up. I was relieved to see it showed some logos and startup screens, but the whole complicated, mirrored shrine reflected the light in dazzling ways so I decided to stop. I figured that I would try to get to my phone when no one was looking.



Beautiful women came to the village just to visit me. Over the course of a few days, Thyra and Yrsa found and introduced the most beautiful women I had ever seen in my life to me. They encouraged me to and sometimes helped me have sex with all of them. Of course, I always had a special affection for Thyra and Yrsa and I would frequently have sex with both of them too.



Fjalar stayed mad after I united the tribes under his nose with my phone and my fertility god status. He never agreed with everyone about me and even his wife tried to convince him to follow me.



Soon I made the mistake of having sex with Fjalar’s wife. She came to me because she wanted a baby, her pussy was incredible and she really liked to talk dirty. She said such filthy things to me that I can’t even repeat them here.



So one day Fjalar decided to find me and challenge me. He showed up at my home with his wife trying to stop him.



“He appeared out of nowhere with strange artifacts and he shows an exceptional ability to bear children,” his wife tried to explain to him, then she eyed me up and down lustfully. Stroking her belly protectively, she added “He certainly helped us…”



It made perfect sense and the women begged me for my seed, but somehow it didn’t register with me before hearing this that Thyra was probably pregnant and Yrsa was not far behind. It was much too soon to really know if anyone was pregnant, but if everyone I had sex with got pregnant then there’s going to be at least ten babies here in about nine months.



If the butterfly effect turned out to be a real problem, I may have completely changed the course of history this week.



Fjalar fumed, becoming even more upset that his wife wanted a piece of me again.



“You’re not a god! You’re just tricking people,” the ex-leader shouted and stepped angrily towards me. He had Flint’s Axe hanging from a ring on his belt and it looked sharper than ever. “How did you get out of your cage, anyway?”



Thyra and Yrsa quickly unsheathed their weapons and locked on to Fjalar. Yrsa especially, they appeared to be focused hungrily on his throat, no doubt thinking about murder.



“Look,” I said. “Nobody needs to get hurt. I think I’m from the future. My teacher,
 Professor Sheri Flint
 sent me here.”



He responded by drawing his axe from the ring on his belt.



“And I have their steel!” Fjalar shouted and swung Flint’s Axe angrily at the air, as if he were already hacking people to pieces with it. “I will just kill you and take your place,
 Vanlandi!
 ”



He stressed the name as if it were distasteful to him and spit, so I figured that he didn’t like the way I took over his village. I really didn’t mean to, it just happened. Unfortunately, Fjalar’s reaction was to become leader again the same way he had done in the past.



He grabbed a spear and threw it, missing but scaring the shit out of me. It slammed into a wooden chair and both things skittered together across the floor behind me.



“Hey!” I shouted, but Fjalar was already breaking into a run.



Somebody tried to grab him, but he just kept running and pulled them right off their feet. He ran, raising Flint’s Axe up over his head while quickly grabbing a round shield that was leaned against a wall nearby.



Yrsa shouted and ran towards him, with Thyra notching an arrow. Fjalar shoved Yrsa to one side as Thyra’s arrow thudded into his shield. Yrsa managed to stab Fjalar in the side as she got knocked down.



Thyra deftly dodged backwards as she notched another arrow. I looked around quickly, taking a few steps back and grabbing a shield that lay on a cluttered table. I only had time to get a proper grip on the big, heavy, wooden shield before Fjalar smashed into it with his own shield.



I fell back and in spite of his bloody injury, he skillfully swung his axe. Last thing I saw was Yrsa’s angry face, she ran towards him as Fjalar accurately swung his weapon at my neck.



Except as Flint’s Axe touched my skin, instead of dying and bleeding to death, everything became nothing again. For the briefest moment of time, the universe was gone but I could somehow still see myself.



But an eternity seemed to go by, during that brief moment. It was like I waited and yelled for a thousand years, but nothing was there. I wasn’t able to move, so I just waited and watched nothing happen in a darkness that wasn’t even dark. It wasn’t light either, because it was just nothing and I only existed in a single point on a line. It was like it took forever, but also like time didn’t exist. It’s hard to describe.



During the ages that passed, I slowly became aware of a single point, which didn’t exist. It was just a dot at first but then it grew quickly and suddenly I was back in the classroom at my university with Professor Flint talking to me in an animated fashion. It was so weird to be back there again and the air felt stuffy.



Professor Flint removed her safety glasses as she talked and shook her hair out. The air was moving about strangely, but settled down quickly while sheets of paper fluttered to the floor.



“- -second,” she said out of nowhere, as she finished a sentence that I did not know the beginning of. “It’s perfectly safe.”



Then my neck started bleeding.


 


* * *


 


Uh oh, that’s probably not good.



Find out Justin’s fate in the next book!


 


Sign up for my newsletter at Bogwood Press:




https://www.bogwoodpress.com/newsletter
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* * *


 


VIKING TEMPTRESS


 


[image:  ]



 



GET YOUR COPY



 


So I went to class one day and my professor tried an experiment on me. I had a crush on her so I went along with her crazy idea. I definitely did not expect to be sent a millennium back through time. I wanted a latte. I was going to class early, trying to learn from my professors and get good grades.


 


Instead I was launched into a different timeline, arriving in a Viking town where the people love to take my stuff. I’ll have to get my stuff back later, because the women there were insanely beautiful and all interested in one thing: Making babies with me.


 


Every time-traveling story warns us not to change the past, but when Thyra the beautiful Viking woman kisses me I feel like I don’t have a choice!



 

 

 


Axel Rivers


 


I write about hot, experienced older women teaching younger men how a lady should be treated. If you like that idea as much I do, check out more books on my website!




 



https://www.bogwoodpress.com/
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