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About


 


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!


 


Viking Vixens
 is a raunchy time-traveling first time 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


 


“Stay there,” she said excitedly, showing me her palms in a dual
 stop
 gesture. Then she quickly shuffled over to her desk, where several knobs, buttons and levers sat waiting for her. “I just need to try something.”



I felt panic twinging at the farthest edge of my brain, seeping in. My eyes moved around Professor Flint’s contraption while I tried my best to figure out what was going to happen.



“How much voltage is running through this thing, Flint?” I said with worry, but it wasn’t clear if she could hear me over the hum of the machines until she answered me.



“I didn’t measure it, but it’s a lot. Hold that up, over your head please. Not too high.” Professor Flint gestured with her hands. “But seriously, don’t actually touch the cage with it.”



“What happens if I touch the cage?” I demanded, panic rising sharply as the noise from the machines suddenly increased. The air moved in inexplicable ways around us, scattering sheets of paper and sweeping pens off the professor’s desk.



“Nothing, don’t worry!” Professor Flint waved her hand dismissively, now shouting to be heard. “Hold that thing up higher. Check this out, I’m going to turn this over and you’ll just be gone for- -”



One second I was afraid to touch the cage, but I was pretty sure I was holding the thing up high enough. I was watching as the professor excitedly manipulated her new machine, her breasts jiggling as she talked and took off her glasses.



The next second, the classroom disappeared and I heard a loud bang like hearing every noise in the universe all in one go. Then all in an instant, I learned how much it sucks to exist and not exist at the same time. Suddenly, everything happened all at once and then later, nothing ever happened again.



 

 

 


Viking Temptress


 


I ran through the hallway, a little late to be in class early. The professor asked for my help with an experiment, so she expected me to be there a little early. Even after being given two days notice, I still managed to be late. The professor wanted to run some tests on something before class began that morning so I rushed to make up time.



I gingerly opened the door, hoping she had not arrived yet. Of course, Professor Sherry Flint was already there, bustling around a complex-looking machine I had never seen before. As I entered the room, she looked up with a brilliant smile and threw her golden curls over her shoulder with a toss of her head. She was as hot as ever. Ever since my friend Trevor told me that she liked younger guys, I’d been sort of getting a little obsessed with her.



“I expected you here earlier, but late is better than not at all!” Professor Flint said cheerily as she handed me an unembellished scepter-shaped rod with a ball affixed to one end. The way Professor Flint offhandedly gave it to me belied how heavy the object actually was and I nearly dropped it, due to my drastic miscalculation of it’s actual weight.



I put my backpack aside and hefted the strange, smooth metal object. It was just a plain cylinder with a sphere on the end, but just feeling it’s weight filled me with a sense of reverence and fear.



“Wait, what is this?” I said, my eyes following the construction of the large machine that filled the area around the professor’s desk. “What exactly are you doing?”



The professor tented her fingers in a few different strange ways. “Well, today
 we
 are demonstrating a method for a temporary shifting of dimensions in a localized area. It’s perfectly safe, don’t worry. I tested it.”



“Tested it with what and in what way could this not be safe?”



“No no no, don’t worry. I mean, the carrot I tried came back a second later just fine. It was only a little cooked.”



“Came back? Where did it go?” I asked, feeling alarm tug at my brain.



Cooked?



“Too many questions!” Flint said, her jovial mood suddenly turning urgent. “No time… Not yet! But you, you come here.”



Her sudden mood change sobered me up quickly and I decided to take my role seriously. Professor Flint was a gorgeous woman, but I have learned over the past few months that upsetting her is a mistake.



Her breasts, the main reason that I did everything she asked me to, brushed against me as she ushered me over to a spot on the floor marked with a large X made out of black tape. Several machines, devices and sensors hummed and beeped around me, all of them focused on the center of a thick metal cage laced with wires.



“Stay there,” she said excitedly, showing me her palms in a dual
 stop
 gesture. Then she quickly shuffled over to her desk, where several knobs, buttons and levers sat waiting for her. “I just need to try something.”



I felt panic twinging at the farthest edge of my brain, seeping in. My eyes moved around Professor Flint’s contraption while I tried my best to figure out what was going to happen.



“How much voltage is running through this thing, Flint?” I said with worry, but it wasn’t clear if she could hear me over the hum of the machines until she answered me.



“I didn’t measure it, but it’s a lot. Hold that up, over your head please. Not too high.” Professor Flint gestured with her hands. “But seriously, don’t actually touch the cage with it.”



“What happens if I touch the cage?” I demanded, panic rising sharply as the noise from the machines suddenly increased. The air moved in inexplicable ways around us, scattering sheets of paper and sweeping pens off the professor’s desk.



“Nothing, don’t worry!” Professor Flint waved her hand dismissively, now shouting to be heard. “Hold that thing up higher. Check this out, I’m going to turn this over and you’ll just be gone for- -”



One second I was afraid to touch the cage, but I was pretty sure I was holding the thing up high enough. I was watching as the professor excitedly manipulated her new machine, her breasts jiggling as she talked and took off her glasses.



The next second, the classroom disappeared and I heard a loud bang like hearing every noise in the universe all in one go. Then all in an instant, I learned how much it sucks to exist and not exist at the same time. Suddenly, everything happened all at once and then later, nothing ever happened again.



Until now happened again, except now didn’t match up with the scene I was expecting. I was also expecting a floor, which was actually still there, but it was about a foot lower than what I would have liked. So, I unexpectedly fell and rolled my ankle on an especially thick tuft of grass.



It hurt and I cried out with a flurry of frustrated noises.



The classroom floor was now a lush, green meadow. Professor Flint was nowhere to be seen and there was no longer anything in my hands. I dropped the scepter, when a crisp, cool breeze caused me to gasp sharply on my hands and knees for a moment, since last thing I knew it was a hot summer day.



What did Flint do?



My whole body trembled and I wanted to puke. I wildly looked around, spinning and jumping unsteadily to my feet when I spotted a man directly behind me. He wore a colorful leather loincloth with nothing else and his face was painted starkly with a strange blue and white pattern.



He looked like he had been knocked on his behind, staring at me with a shocked expression and one raised fist. In his grip was a beaten and bent metal scepter, which he held defensively towards me.



“What!” I screamed. That’s when I noticed that all the grass for a distance of about ten feet was all flattened in a radial pattern around me. The ground appeared scorched black near where my sneakers had first touched down.



“The god arrives with lightning…” the old painted man mumbled as he pulled his elaborate headdress off and let it fall to the ground.



There was a hut made of sticks behind him, which rattled wildly. Items tied to it fluttered and made clinking noises in the windows. I couldn’t make sense of anything and I felt uncontrollably dizzy.



“Vanlandi, Vanir’s Chosen.
 I’m sorry to summon you like this! Please forgive me.” The man groveled. “We need your help.”



Summon? Did I die just now? Where did Flint go?



Questions floated around me while my head swam until I blacked out.



On awakening, I recalled dreams of angels singing to me and caressing my face with touches of light.



I woke up slowly, gradually realizing that the singing I heard was real. The room I was in slowly blurred into sight and the source of the beautiful voice was a kind blob with blonde hair that steadily paced back and forth, concentrating on something.



As my vision sharpened, I was able to focus on the blob until it eventually resolved into the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I slowly sat up, enraptured by her voice. The words she sang didn’t make any sense to me, but her passionate delivery of them brought tears to my eyes. I had never heard music before that moved me more than the song that came out of her right then.



I felt her singing deep inside of me and I just sat on the edge of my cot with tears streaming down my face.



There was a leather garment covering her ample breasts, but I could still see a glorious portion of them from the side. She wore a brown leather loincloth which bared her long legs and smooth thighs to the world. There were quite a few necklaces around her neck and she wore several circlets around her upper arms. She also wore leather bracers around her forearms.



She was singing and pacing, while crushing something in a stone mortar. When she saw me staring at her, she stopped her singing and turned to shout at the doorway.



“Ottar!” she yelled. “He’s okay!”



Not even a second had passed when Ottar’s painted face burst through the cloth door of the hut and he marched right up to where I was sitting. I recognized my t-shirt and the scepter that Professor Flint had handed to me clasped in one of his hands. He used his other hand to jostle me, pulling at my arms, poking at my legs and checking me over until he was satisfied.



It was then I realized I wasn’t wearing a shirt.



“He doesn’t seem to be evil,” he huffed. I wished his evil breath smelled better. “Good. I’m going to get over to the village and talk to the chieftain.”



He pointed at the sexy woman with the mortar.



“You, Thyra. Don’t let him leave. No matter what.”



She nodded dutifully. “Yes, shaman.”



Then it was my turn to be strongly pointed at, his unappealing finger a mere half-inch away from my face.



“You, Chosen One. Don’t die again.”



“Again?” my voice cracked.



“I shall return,” Ottar said, inspecting my t-shirt closely while he stomped out the hut. I tried to reach out and stop him from leaving, instead he left behind nothing but memories and a cloud of dust that slowly settled to the floor.



I turned to the beautiful Thyra. “Where is Professor Flint?” I asked.



“Flint?” Thyra slowly put down her mortar on a table and cast a glance to one side with a confused expression.



“Yeah, Professor Sherry Flint. Where are we?” I threw my hands up uselessly.



“Shaman Ottar summoned you, has your journey made you forget?” Thyra looked concernedly at me, touching my face as she handed me a rock. “You must be from Vanaheim, surely Freyja sent you to us.”



She ran her fingers through my hair, carefully checking my head for injuries while I looked at the rock in my hand. It was flat with quite sharp edges and had a smooth, waxy texture. Right then, I realized that I would not be getting any straight answers from anyone soon. Nothing made any sense, I cast the rock aside and Thyra looked upset about it. I immediately felt guilty about throwing away her rock as she rushed to find it under the table.



I ran out the door, yelping in pain when I rediscovered my sprained ankle. I was looking for any way I could use to escape. I hopped and I could see a column of smoke rising from a primitive village not too far away but every other direction was filled with evening sky, grass and trees.



Professor Flint was gone. The university was gone. Everything was gone. I felt like I was losing it.



What did that crazy professor do to me?



I found the flattened circle of grass where I landed. There was a blackened area in the center of it where you could clearly see the shape of where I fell.



I felt a pair of arms encircle my waist and I got goosebumps as I felt Thyra’s warm breath in my ear.



“Be still and relax,” she purred. “You are safe now, Mighty One. Your journey must have been difficult.”



I spun around in her embrace, turning to face her.



“Thyra, I don’t belong here.”



Her breasts pushed up against me, I settled my hands on her hips. Feeling her body in my hands gave me a thrill, as I was suddenly very aware of how close and beautiful Thyra was.



She had such a sweet face and before then, I had no idea that anyone could be as beautiful as her. Her green eyes pierced right through mine, like she was looking directly inside of me.



“What is your name, Vanir?” she whispered as she looked up at me.



“Justin,” I said, barely remembering my own name. “It’s nice to meet you, Thyra.”



“Justin,” Thyra repeated. “I give myself to you Vanlandi, please take me.”



I didn’t know what
 Vanlandi
 meant, but Thyra planted a kiss on my lips and I was immediately turned on. She unfastened something between her breasts and her coverings came free, exposing her magnificent breasts to me.



Oh my god.



I had never had sex before, so I couldn’t believe that this was happening now. I panicked again.



“I don’t… know how,” I blurted out to Thyra as she stepped close to me. Her gorgeous breasts were all I could see. My face burned with embarrassment.



Should have kept my mouth shut.



She stared at me for a moment, in silence. I was expecting ridicule, but she spoke softly.



“Please, then let me show you,” Thyra said as she took me by the hand and pulled me down to sit on the ground with her.



Thyra scooted closer to me until she was leaning on me. She turned, pressing her plump, naked breasts against me and stroked my bare chest. She was throwing herself at me before, but now she just patiently and sweetly kissed me.



Her lips were so soft and she smelled so good. I leaned into the kiss, my hand gingerly reaching for her breast. Thyra’s hand traveled down to my crotch, where my hard cock strained to get out. She fiddled fruitlessly with my belt for a while, before breaking away from our kiss to look closely and inspect my belt.



She pulled at it, not getting anywhere until I unfastened it for her. She looked relieved that I helped her get past that hurdle and slid her hand under my clothes with a smile. Her hand closed around my shaft as she kissed me again, my body twitching in surprise at the new feeling of it.



“See, Vanir? Your body desires mine.” Thyra gave my cock a squeeze. “It’s so hard…”



She took my useless hand and pressed it against her supple breast, so I fondled it while she massaged my cock. I was kissing her with more passion as I became more excited, then Thyra began pulling at my pants.



“Take these off, I need you inside me. Please…”



I swallowed a nervous lump in my throat and shimmied out of my remaining clothes. Thyra giggled and slipped out of her loincloth, tossing it aside onto the grass. Her body was so perfect, so smooth and tight in all the right places. Her ample, plump bosom was only matched by her incredible hips and ass.



Thyra wasted no time, lunging towards me and grabbing my stiff cock. She straddled me, my hard shaft standing up between us. Then she massaged it with her fingers, pressing her forehead against mine and staring into my eyes.



My cock felt harder than it ever had before and I watched her breasts jiggle as she gently jerked me off. Thyra smiled and rubbed her clit at the same time, gyrating her hips and moaning. I kissed her and stroked her nipples, my cock hard in her hand.



She scooted down my legs a bit, her warm lips kissing the head of my cock. I loved it, leaning back on one arm and stroking her hair away from her face as it blew in the wind. I watched her amazed as she massaged my shaft with both hands.



She ran her tongue up my shaft, watching my face closely as I stared at her. Her mouth parted, the tip of my cock slipping past her lips. She smiled at me with her beautiful green eyes while her hot mouth covered my cock in her saliva.



She began bobbing her head and I thought I was just going to lose it. My cock surged harder as her lips slid up and down my shaft.



This somehow went on for a few minutes, her smiling at me and running her mouth over me. She played with my cock, kissing it and bobbing her head on the tip. She played with herself too, moaning with pink cheeks and staring up at me. Other times her wet hands slid up and down my shaft and massaged my balls.



She shifted her weight, moaning and touching herself as she plunged my cock across her tongue. Her face was flushed as she locked eyes with me.



Thyra pulled her hand away from her pussy, her wetness apparent on her fingers. She raised herself up on her knees, bracing herself on my shoulder with one hand and guiding my cock towards her warm, wet entrance.



“Give me your seed, Justin…”



I could smell her sweet pussy on her fingers of the hand that was on my shoulder and it drove me a little wild.



Thyra lowered her body slightly, taking my hard cock inside of her. I grunted and grabbed her by the hips, surprised at the feeling of her hot, wet pussy embracing my shaft. She moaned softly, sounding relieved.



“Oh fuck,” I breathed. “You feel so good, Thyra.”



She smiled at me, the evening sun shining brilliantly through her blonde hair. Thyra raised herself up on her knees and slowly slid her pussy down my shaft again. My cock penetrated her even deeper this time and her pussy was so tight on me.



“Oh,” she moaned. “Yes…”



Again, my cock slid out of her pussy with ease as she raised herself up and it was slick with her juices. This time, Thyra lowered herself all the way down and took my entire cock inside of her.



It felt almost overwhelming, we moaned together and I leaned forward to put my arms around her slim waist. I buried my face between her large breasts. The feeling of having my whole cock buried inside this beautiful woman was overwhelming, so I just groaned, sucked on her nipple and enjoyed the feeling of her tight pussy gripping my cock.



I didn’t think anything could beat the feeling of having my cock in her mouth, but this blew my mind.



Thyra giggled, rocking her hips slowly and stroking my hair while I nuzzled her soft breasts. Every movement she made was ecstasy, even her breathing caused her wet pussy to slide on my cock, making my body twitch and threatened to make me blow my load.



“Doesn’t it feel good, Justin?” Thyra said to me softly as she touched my face.



I looked up at her bright eyes with nothing but love in my mind. She was so tight and felt so good that I couldn’t even think up a response.



She slid up and down my cock on me with some short movements, bouncing her wet pussy on my lap as her breasts jiggled.



“You feel so good,” I groaned.



“You fill me up perfectly,” she whispered and rocked her hips.



My hands rested on her hips as she slowly worked them.



“I’m going to make you cum,” she whispered in my ear. “I want all of your seed inside me.”



“You will- -” I stammered. I still couldn’t believe what was happening.



I went to school today. Like, literally got up and took a
 bus
 to be early for a class that I’ll never be in and instead got thrown into another reality where it’s clear I’m just going to bust a nut inside an insanely beautiful viking woman’s tight body on a bright, sunny day a thousand years in the past.



“Justin…” Thyra moaned, pushing her nipple into my mouth.



Her blonde hair fell around me as I flicked her nipple with my tongue. She lifted herself up and her tight pussy gripped my shaft as it slid out of her. Thyra slowly picked up speed, pushing down on my cock with more urgency while I dumbly looked down at her pussy, watching her wetness cover the both of us.



Thyra moaned as her ass slapped against my bare legs. I tried to assist her motion, gripping her hips and pulling her up my cock.



I thrust my hips into her and grabbed her ass cheeks, helping to lift her before letting her slide down my cock again. Her skin felt so good in my hands and I sucked on her nipples while our thighs slapped together. I had my hands full of hot ass as my cock plunged deep into Thyra.



I kissed her breasts as they brushed against my face and soon she slowed a bit, swinging her leg over me and bent down to put my soaking wet cock in her mouth again. After kissing it one more time, she crawled over on her hands and knees to kiss me on the mouth.



“Go behind me Vanir,” she purred. “Please, fill me with your seed.”



I knew what to do. I mean, I may have been a virgin this morning but I’ve watched porn before. But hearing her beg for me like that was an offer I could not refuse.



I scrambled onto my knees and moved behind her. There, I could plainly see that her round ass was glorious. I could see her pink, wet pussy dripping down her inner thighs and begging for my cock. My shaft throbbed slightly as I stroked her soft ass cheeks. Thyra gazed back at me over her shoulder expectantly.



I looked down, using my hand to guide my cock to her wet entrance. My tip slid inside her easily, but her pussy lips were tight around my shaft.



I held her hips, admiring her body as I slid my cock into her. It felt so good, thrusting into her and hearing her moan. My hands slid up to her waist while I kept thrusting my cock into her. I felt hypnotized by the rhythmic bouncing of her ass cheeks against my thighs.



“Harder, Justin,” Thyra moaned and slapped her ass cheek. “Spank me, please!”



So I did, thrusting into her harder. I gave her a slap on the ass and Thyra squealed happily. She closed her eyes, enjoying my cock as I slammed it into her.



I couldn’t think about anything but Thyra’s tight body as I watched her bounce on my shaft. Slight ripples made their way up her ass cheeks while I fucked her. Her breasts swayed beneath her, teasingly out of reach from this position.



I held onto her tightly, thrusting into her and spanking her again instead. Our bodies clapped together while she cried out and moaned my name.



Her body trembled as I fucked her. I felt her pussy squeeze me, pulsating on my shaft as Thyra moaned. I stroked her soft body, pulling her towards me as I thrust towards her.



My cock surged with hardness and Thyra gasped. I thrust into her hard, not in control of myself and I felt a fullness inside of me that strained to get out.



I stroked her jiggling ass cheeks where I had spanked her, while we thrust our bodies into each other. I spanked her again, pounding my cock into her and her spine arced as she cried out. Her body shuddered, her tight pussy squeezing me repeatedly. Thyra lowered her head to the ground, her body shivering and twitching as I grunted. My fingers dug into her waist as my body jerked and I shot my load deep inside Thyra.



“Oh, fuck!” I cried, thrusting into her and spanking her one more time.



I kept pounding into her, but every time my body spasmed hard I would lose my rhythm. So, I sporadically fucked her as my orgasm caused me to jerk and groan.



I came inside her with long, hard pulses while her pussy clenched me with her own orgasm. Her body squeezed every drop out of me as my thrusts began to lose their power.



Soon I fell to the ground, breathing hard as she lay down beside me with a sweet smile. She kissed me and we lay there under the blue sky together.



After some time had passed, I could hear the shaman again. In the distance, I could hear Ottar’s voice as he chanted strange songs. I sat up quickly, with just my head rising up over the tall grass and looked for him.



I saw him jumping and singing on his way, with a large group of people from the village following him back to the hut. Most of them were dressed in leather and loincloths, but a few broad-shouldered men stood out with their metal armor and sharp bladed weapons hefted over their shoulders.



I hurried to pull my pants back on and rouse Thyra, but she showed no urgency whatsoever. She happily stretched and sang to herself as she dusted off her clothes.



“They’re coming to meet you, Justin,” Thyra said. She looked up at me from the ground while she put her perfect bosom away inside her garments.



I missed her gorgeous breasts already, but the crowd soon arrived and Ottar ran over to me with surprising speed.



“Hey, Ottar. What’s going on?” I asked nervously.



He eyeballed me closely, then looked over at Thyra who was fine-tuning the many belts, buttons and other fasteners at her hips which held her loincloth in place.



He fixed me with a look of realization. “You laid with Thyra?”



I was embarrassed, but Thyra did not seem to be showing any shame about this, so I admitted it to him.



“Yeah, yeah I did…”



“I had to stop him from leaving,” Thyra said off-handedly. I gave her a sideways look.



A wicked smile spread across Ottar’s face and the insane shaman laughed loudly.



Thyra came forward, still straightening her leathers and gleefully spoke up. “His name is Justin!”



Shaman Ottar spun to face the crowd with his arms and fingers spread wide.



“Freyja has blessed us with fertility, a Vanlandi has come to us. His name is Justin!” Ottar practically screamed, spittle flying from his lips with the effort. Then he made sure to add, “I summoned him.”



The people were obviously surprised, some of them exchanging odd looks with each other but most of them cheered.



“My apologies for making fun of you all the time. I never thought your incantations would do anything, Ottar,” said an especially large man with a thick brown beard. He wore a horned helmet that looked just a little too small for his large head, but the main thing that caught my eye was in his hand. Professor Flint’s scepter. Tangentially, I briefly wondered where my shirt went.



“No trouble at all, Chieftain Björnolfr. It takes time to work sometimes,” Ottar rambled, looking around as he trailed off to a mumble. “If I could just remember what I did…”



I didn’t get an opportunity to ask for my metal rod back, because I was swept up in the joyous crowd and they carried me to the village. Women surrounded Thyra and she showed no modesty, regaling them with the details of our romp amid laughter and giggles. I was starting to feel embarrassed when I saw Thyra showing some of the other women a pink handprint on her ass cheek that I must have left there.



Chief Björn laughed heartily at my embarrassment and slapped me on the back. It knocked the wind right out of me. At the chief’s order, a loud feast was even prepared. The drink was strong and I don’t know what I ate but it was a soft, greasy meat that tasted amazing right off the bone. I was hungrier than I thought I was, so it tasted extra good. Strangely, most of the villagers and warriors who had enough curiosity to talk to me were very interested in my belt.



All night, gorgeous women propositioned me, but I disappointed the lot of them because I couldn’t get Thyra out of my mind. I searched for her all night, visions of her smooth thighs replaying through my head.



I was wandering around the edges of the gathering when surprisingly, a flaming arrow suddenly struck the ground near my foot. I stupidly froze instead of taking cover, scanning the horizon where I could see archers lighting more arrows from the tree line. The night sky made it difficult to see anything other than flaming arrows arching through the air.



I saw fires and smoke growing, then I began to hear screams from the direction of the feast and a commotion was being raised.



I became fully convinced that I was certainly about to die. I had no idea about any sort of fighting, so when Thyra appeared at my side wielding a large bow I was so happy to see her. But when she shoved a sword into my hand, I had never felt so useless in my life.



I have no idea how to kill somebody, let alone swing a sword. I am so dead.



A man stumbled out of the darkness, pawing at the hefty arrow protruding from his chest. I could only guess that Thyra had put it there.



“We move now or we’ll die! Come with me,” Thyra said as she loosed another arrow into the dark, where I heard a gurgling cry. I couldn’t even see what she was shooting at.



We ran between some homes, Thyra frequently running to fetch arrows and sometimes gruesomely stomp or stab somebody she didn’t recognize. I ran, not knowing who was friend or foe, so I carried my sword very ineffectively. We kept running until we heard a loud voice yelling.



“Bring me the Vanir god you summoned!” the voice echoed around the houses. “The one named Justin. He’s no god, this man from Vanir.”



That did not sound promising. I was just going to school, now I’m in some kind of primitive viking village running for my life? I don’t deserve this, I wanted a latte.



Fuckin’ Flint.



“They are here for you,” Thyra hissed back at me from her hiding spot. “Come, I know where you can hide.”



She was already moving before I could respond, so I lurched clumsily after her. We kept low, using huts for cover while we listened to the enemy leader shout his demands.



It was starting to seem like me being unconscious was going to become a regular thing. Because I was trying to run after Thyra, when I heard a woman shout then felt a heavy weight slam into the side of my skull, ringing my bell thoroughly and sending me crumpling to the ground.



“Found him!” was the last thing I heard as the world spun around on sickening angles until I blacked out again. “Look at that nice belt on him, I want that!”



“Oh gods,” another woman sighed. “The Hersir wanted him alive. I think you hit him too hard, Seidr…”


 


* * *


 


Looks like trouble for Justin and people keep stealing his stuff…



Thanks for reading and check out the next book in the series to find out what will happen to Justin!


 


Sign up for my newsletter at Bogwood Press:




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


 


HELPING HAND
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GET YOUR COPY



 


Young stud Trevor is a handy man to have around. He is always willing to put in hard work and lend his smoking hot neighbors a helping hand. When a gorgeous older woman has a task for him, Trevor is ready to give his all, whether she needs caulking or for him to work a double shift laying pipe!


 


 

 

 


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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