
   [image: Cover: Mirror Hours: Fun and Fury - a Time Travel Romance by Lady Victoria Howard]


   
      
         
            Lady Victoria Howard
      

            Mirror Hours: Fun and Fury
      

            A Time Travel Romance
      

         

         
            LUST
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Mirror Hours: Fun and Fury - a Time Travel Romance

             
      

            Copyright ©2022, 2023 Lady Victoria Howard and LUST

             
      

            All rights reserved

             
      

            ISBN: 9788728359853

             
      

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 3.0

             
      

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

             
      

            www.sagaegmont.com


         Saga is a subsidiary of Egmont. Egmont is Denmark’s largest media company and fully owned by the Egmont Foundation, which donates almost 13,4 million euros annually to children in difficult circumstances.

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Episode 27: A New Perspective
      

         

      

   


   
      
         Victoria felt rattled. As she walked along Chalcot Terrace she thought about Ruth. Perhaps she could give her some answers about the mirror and whether or not people could come through it. She had an hour before she needed to be at the gallery.

         Marielle’s instructions had been to visualise Ruth and to call her using her mind. Victoria quickly realised that this was actually quite difficult to do while walking. What she needed was a quiet spot where she could sit and focus. She suddenly realised the solution was actually nearby. She headed towards Regent’s Park, intending to sit near the boating lake and practise. Perhaps Ruth might even be there.

         It took Victoria less than ten minutes to reach the park entrance. Once inside she slowed down and took some time to admire this oasis of green on her doorstep. At the boating lake she chose a bench near the spot where Marielle and her had met Ruth the previous day. Closing her eyes, and soaking up the sun on her face, she visualised the elderly woman’s face and her twinkling, blue eyes, begging her to meet her.

         It was difficult to concentrate, as she was aware of people passing by and their movements disturbed her attempts to focus. She had no idea if she was doing it correctly: her only guide was a visual meditation method she’d learnt at yoga many moons ago.

         Opening her eyes, Victoria checked her watch and discovered she’d only been sitting for fifteen minutes. Was that long enough to send a message? She looked around but didn’t see any sign of Ruth. OK, give it another shot, Victoria, she thought and closed her eyes again.

         Suddenly she was aware that the sun was no longer warming her face, its rays blocked by a person-sized shape. Victoria’s eyes sprung open.

         “Ruth!” she exclaimed. Victoria jumped up and almost fell over the woman, the surprise having made her stumble.

         Ruth put out a hand to steady Victoria. “Are you alright, my dear?”

         “I’m fine, thank you Ruth. I was just shocked to see you.”

         Ruth smiled. “I got your message. It was a little hazy, but in the end I knew it was you and that the greenery meant you were probably in the park.”

         “Gosh, it did actually work after all.” Victoria felt rather pleased with herself. “You must live somewhere close by to have got here so quickly?”

         Ruth airily waved her arm in several directions, “Yes, my dear, I can always get here in a few minutes.” It was clear, Victoria thought, that Ruth was not going to give her an address, and that she must have her reasons.

         “Now, Victoria, how can I help you?” Ruth’s tone suggested that she was not one for idle chit chat.

         “I wanted to ask you about my mirror. That’s the tool I use to travel,” Victoria explained, feeling as she said it that she was probably telling Ruth something the historian already knew.

         “Ah, yes, the mirror,” Ruth nodded. “Well, what do you want to know?”

         Victoria recounted how she’d found the marble on her bedside table and that when she had gone into the room where she had put the mirror it felt cold and disturbed in some way, but she couldn’t see any signs of a person having been there. “Is it possible for someone to come through my mirror?” she asked Ruth.

         Ruth studied her carefully, obviously thinking about her reply. Victoria felt nervous about what the answer might be.

         “No, my dear. Only you can use your mirror.”

         “You’re quite sure?”

         “Absolutely.”

         Victoria was not quite convinced, so she told Ruth about meeting William. She explained that she was sure that the marble she’d found in her home was the same one she’d stood on in the nursery while trying to get back to her own time.

         Ruth looked concerned, but not overly alarmed. “You’re sure you didn’t pick it up and bring it back with you? Perhaps you dropped it in your bedroom?”

         Perhaps she had done that and her cleaner had found the marble and put it on the bedside table. Victoria racked her brains trying to remember the order of events and whether she had been in Bibury or London at the time. No, she had definitely been in Bibury when she’d gone through the mirror to meet William.

         “You don’t seem convinced, Victoria,” Ruth remarked, touching her arm as if to reassure her.

         “It’s just that I was at my grandmother’s in Bibury at the time, not in London,” Victoria replied in a worried tone.

         Ruth looked thoughtful. “Hm, I see. Still, there may be a perfectly plausible explanation. Sometimes we travellers forget that while we have this exceptional gift, and that our lives are somewhat out of the ordinary, not everything in our present timeline is connected to it. I have met more than a few travellers who are convinced that an unexplained occurrence must be linked to their gift. I suppose I should say truthfully, occasionally it is, but most of the time it isn’t.”

         Victoria stared thoughtfully into the distance. “Yes, I do see what you mean. Perhaps discovering my gift so recently means that I haven’t quite gained a proper perspective of it yet.”

         Ruth nodded. “That is a common experience. We all have to learn to keep our feet on the ground. There is a certain amount of disorientation that may accompany the experience of moving back and forwards in time, as I’m sure you can imagine. As Marielle may have mentioned, this will lessen over time.”

         Victoria nodded her head slowly in agreement. And then she remembered the other event she needed to tell Ruth about. The hooded man who had followed her in Marrakech, and how Marielle had reacted to the incident by telling Victoria to return to her present time as quickly as possible.

         Ruth took Victoria’s hands and held them between hers. “Always trust your intuition. By all means be careful and watchful, and remember that everywhere you go, you will encounter situations that are threatening. Such is life, for travellers and everyone else alike.”

         “But why do you think Marielle was so anxious for me to return home?”

         “I can only assume that she decided this hooded man might have spotted some vulnerability in you. Did you ask her the last time you met?

         Victoria shook her head. “No, I was so preoccupied with other questions that I forgot about it. The incident with the marble reminded me.”

         “Yes, yes, I can see why, my dear.”

         “There is something else that worries me as well. What if I travel to another time and my mirror gets damaged somehow? Or I can’t find it?”

         “To be perfectly frank with you Victoria, this has happened to others in our community. I would like to emphasise that it is very rare, but it is not unknown. If it makes you feel any better, you are not alone in possessing a rather large object for travelling. One person I know has a wardrobe that it takes four men to move in real life. If anything should happen to your mirror that could prevent you from returning to the present, you must call on Marielle or myself. Just as you called me today.”

         “I see, and you will come and rescue me?” Victoria visibly brightened at her words.

         Ruth laughed. “Yes, that is the idea.”

         Victoria smiled. “I feel so much better after talking to you. Thank you so much for answering my questions. I am aware some of them might seem rather silly.”

         “Not at all, my dear,” Ruth replied, standing up as she spoke. “Now, if there is nothing else, I must be on my way. Don’t forget you can call me any time.”

         Victoria stood up and thanked Ruth, kissing her on the cheek. She had enjoyed sitting with the elderly woman, who reminded her of Lady Isabelle in some small ways. Perhaps that was why she felt so comforted by her, even though the mystery of the marble hadn’t been solved to her complete satisfaction. But, perhaps Ruth was right, and there was a perfectly logical explanation, if only she could find out what that was.

         Victoria watched Ruth walking away with a feeling of regret. She would have liked to spend more time with her, but she supposed that Ruth had other people to see and advise. She headed to the gallery, determined to put in a good day’s work, followed by a quiet evening at home.

         When she returned in the early evening, the house had lost the chilling feeling she had felt earlier. The conversation with Ruth had given her a new perspective. She turned on the coffee machine and looked out into the sunny back garden. It was a perfect evening to sit outside, something she didn’t often have an opportunity to enjoy. Victoria carried her coffee and a copy of Vanity Fair that she’d bought on the way home, making herself comfortable on one of her sun loungers.

         Maybe she had been imagining things, although she hadn’t imagined the marble, which was still sitting on her bedside table. Victoria leafed through her magazine, barely paying attention to its contents. Perhaps she should call Sally and tell her about the call from Lukas? On the other hand, she was feeling so much better after her talk with Ruth that it seemed a shame to spoil her current mood by telling Sally her new boyfriend had taken Victoria’s number from her phone and made a rather disturbing call. So far he hadn’t called again. Perhaps he had just been drunk, Victoria decided. Maybe it would be best all round to give him the benefit of the doubt, unless he did it again. Hopefully, that wouldn’t happen.

         Looking at her watch, Victoria decided it was time for a glass of chilled white wine. Pouring a generous measure, she went back out to the garden and relaxed in the sun, enjoying the pleasure of taking it easy, something that she realised she didn’t do often enough.

         Victoria’s mind rambled through some of her recent adventures and the men she had met. Zamir had probably been the one she felt most at ease with, the one with whom she felt the most romantic affinity. She wondered if she’d ever manage to see him again. William was perhaps the most perturbing of them. Perhaps because he was in Bibury, and that inevitably linked him to her present life. She reminded herself to start researching him next time she visited her grandmother. And then there was Jonathan. The state of play between them niggled her, but she was still not sure what she wanted to do. Should she try some kind of reconciliation? Still, his neediness and desire to control was a red flag she couldn’t quite ignore, and if she made the running now it was likely she’d play right into his hands.

         With nothing planned for the evening she considered her options. Go to the cinema, or stay in with a takeaway and a Netflix film? If it hadn’t been for Lukas she would probably have invited Sally over. Although, staying in wasn’t really Sally’s idea of a night out, and she would undoubtedly nag Victoria into going to a nightclub. Victoria was not in the mood for that. However, she did have her mirror. She was feeling relaxed. Should she take a ‘potluck’ approach, ending up wherever the mirror took her, or try to arrive at a specific era and destination? Victoria smiled to herself at the thought that she was essentially her very own travel agent.

         She went upstairs and into what she now thought of as ‘The Mirror Room’. Like the rest of the house, this room also felt back to normal. Where could she go that would be exciting? Nowhere specific came to mind, although she did wonder, with some amusement, what it might be like to meet Casanova.

         Victoria decided to let the mirror choose, if that indeed was how it worked. She took a deep breath and looked, remembering to focus her gaze beyond her reflection. She felt the by now familiar dissolving of the room around her and as the darkness faded back to light, she suddenly felt the salt tang of sea spray hit her face.

         A tall man with greasy, long blondish hair and ice blue eyes stood over her grinning. He shouted something at her and grabbing her head, pointed her gaze in the direction he wanted. They were not far from land, but she wasn’t sure which land. She scanned the ship. Men were lined on either side rowing. From where she sat she could see the dragon on the prow, ploughing through the choppy waters.

         To the fore and aft of the boat she saw other women. They were tied together, chains around their wrists and another long chain threaded through the wrist chains to ensure that if one tried to escape by jumping overboard, the others would be dragged down with them. Not that they would be able to swim anyway.

         She observed the man who had shouted at her more closely. His tattoos were somehow familiar, and the jewellery he wore was silver and beautifully worked. When he spoke to her again, she understood him. And then she realised where she was. She was on a Viking longship. But where were they going? And who was she? What is my name, Victoria asked herself, and the answer she found was Osanne.

         Before long the boar entered a narrow channel, a fjord, Victoria realised. She could now see a cluster of buildings where the water ended, and people gathering around the harbour where similar boats were also moored. The man dragged her to her feet and pointed to the shore. “Ragnar is waiting for his prize. He will be delighted with you.”

         Victoria assumed Ragnar was a very important person if his men were bringing her especially for him. As she took in more of the scene that awaited her, she suddenly had an alarming thought. Where is my mirror? She looked around the ship, but there was no sign of it on the deck.

         Finally they docked and she watched as the other women were led off along the wooden jetty to the waiting men, women and children, all cheering the return of their warriors. She was the last one to leave, and the man kept a good grip of her arm as they walked towards the crowd that suddenly parted. That was when she got her first look at the man who was waiting for her.

         His blonde hair fell over the bear skin slung across his shoulders. She noticed that his jewellery was more impressive than that of the other men, and his commanding presence told her that he was undoubtedly the person in charge around here.

         “Welcome home Ulf. I see you have brought me a pretty plaything from your Northumbrian raids.”

         Victoria’s lip curled in disgust at the suggestion that she was a ‘plaything’.

         “It is my honour Jarl Ragnar. And we have brought plenty of other treasures as well, not just the women. I thought this feisty lass might particularly appeal to you.” He was still holding on to Victoria, although he knew as well as she did that there was nowhere for her to run.

         Ragnar stepped forward and lifted her chin, so that Victoria was forced to look directly into his blue-green eyes that were so bright they almost seemed fluorescent.

         “What do they call you?” he asked. His voice was deep, but Victoria heard an underlying gentleness that reassured her.

         “Osanne,” she replied.

         He nodded, now looking her over in a less than gentlemanly way.

         “Ulf, take her to Freyja, and see she is washed and prepared for the feast this evening.”

         Victoria felt insulted. He wasn’t exactly a picture of cleanliness himself. However, looking at her dirt encrusted hands and arms, she would welcome the opportunity to be clean.

         The crowds parted to let Ulf and her through, their curious stares and attempts to touch her making her wonder what was in store for her. Ulf slapped their hands away, and he unceremoniously knocked one man over into the mud, at which the others all roared with laughter.

         The settlement did not seem large to Victoria, but then she had just come from London. For all she knew this might be a place that was similarly important. Ulf stopped outside a log hut and pulled aside a curtain made from animal hide. “Freya!” he called.

         Victoria could not judge the woman’s age, but she noticed that her neatly braided hair had streaks of grey and her face was lined. She looked strong, fierce even, but her eyes, blue like almost everyone else’s Victoria had noticed, were not unkind.

         “Jarl Ragnar wants her cleaned up and prepared for tonight.”

         “Well, Ulf, I see you returned safely,” Freyja replied with a smile. “Now off you go and leave me to do my job. I don’t need you hanging around and getting under my feet. Besides, your wife and children might like to see you.”

         Victoria smiled inwardly to hear the warrior being dismissed and scolded by Freyja. Perhaps this really was going to be fun.

         Freyja looked Victoria over, back and front. She lifted her hair, “Interesting colour,” she remarked, “and your eyes are like an animal’s. I can see why Ulf brought you for Ragnar.”

         Taking Victoria’s hand she led her out the back door of the cabin. There was a wooden structure that Victoria assumed was for bathing and large pots of water boiling over several fires.

         “Take your clothes off,” Frey instructed her. There were no screens to protect her from other eyes, and Victoria suddenly felt shy. She started to remove the rough clothing she found herself in, but it wasn’t fast enough for Freyja, who took over and had her naked in no time. A younger girl suddenly appeared from nowhere, startling Victoria. “This is Alva. She will help me with bathing you.”

         Alva and Freyja proceeded to fill the tub with hot and cold water. They threw what Victoria assumed were herbs in it and she was surprised by their pleasant scent.

         “Get in,” Freyja instructed Victoria, who gladly complied. Victoria closed her eyes as Freyja poured water over her hair, applying some kind of plant that made a slight lather. She rinsed it numerous times, and then taking a cloth and more of the plant, she started with Victoria’s face and worked her way down to her toes. Victoria did not feel in the least surprised when Freyja motioned for her to open her legs so that she could wash Victoria’s most intimate parts. In fact the sensations were really rather pleasurable, and she was suddenly aware that her excitement was showing as her nipples hardened and stood erect.

         Victoria heard Alva giggle and blushed. Freyja shooed the girl away laughing, and helped Victoria out of the bath. She shivered in the cold air and Freyja wrapped a blanket around her and pushed her back inside the hut to sit in front of the fire.

         She combed Victoria’s hair and braided it in what felt like an elaborate style. Victoria wished there was a mirror so she could see what Freyja was doing, and what Osanne looked like. When her hair was finished, Freyja asked Victoria to stand up. “Now I must prepare your body for Ragnar and the Gods,” she smiled.

         Victoria instantly tensed. That Ragnar wanted to bed her she understood, but what did ‘The Gods’ have to do with it? It was beginning to sound as if she might be playing some part in a Viking ceremony. Unfortunately she had no idea what that might entail, but she had a feeling it wouldn’t be very Church of England.

         “What Gods?” she hesitantly asked Freyja. Freyja looked at her with scorn. “Our gods, the real gods, not that one you English worship.”

         “But what do they have to do with this evening?”

         Freyja tutted. “You’ll see tonight. Now let me get on with my work.”

         Victoria exhaled loudly and Freyja raised an eyebrow as if to warn her that she was about to be told off.

         Freyja removed the blanket and told Victoria to lie on the skin of some animal that she had placed on the floor. She began to rub scented oil into Victoria’s skin. Inch by inch she covered every part of her, finishing between her legs, separating her swelling lips and oiling even the moist inner folds. Freyja’s fingers lightly brushed her clit, making Victoria jolt and gasp. “Good,” smiled Freyja, “you have fire there. But you must wait for Ragnar,” she whispered, as if they were old friends and co-conspirators.

         Victoria was surprised by this kind of intimacy, but assumed that it must be the norm in this culture. She didn’t think she would have enjoyed it if this had happened to her at a salon in London, but in this other time and place, she felt she could allow herself to feel the pleasure, and not to be ashamed of her evident arousal.

         Freyja dressed her, arranging the green dress of soft wool and the silver jewellery to her satisfaction. Standing back, the woman nodded her approval. “You are fit for a God, and certainly for Jarl Ragnar.”

         Freyja finished Victoria’s outfit off with a warm, woollen cloak, and putting her own on, gestured for Victoria to follow her.

         It was dark now. Victoria could see the thousands of stars twinkling in the sky. She could see dim lights flickering inside a few huts, but most were in darkness. Freyja held her hand and made sure she didn’t stumble. As they rounded a corner, Victoria heard a roar of noise coming from what seemed to be the largest building in the settlement. Guards stood outside the door, and opened it as they approached.

         Victoria’s eyes widened as they walked in. Long tables lined the main part of the interior, each one of them filled with men and women. The tables were laden with food and jugs of ale and the drinking cups were made of animal horn.

         At the farthest end there was a dais, and there he sat above everyone else: Jarl Ragnar waiting for his woman, Victoria supposed.

         Freyja led Victoria forward. Yet again she was assaulted by hundreds of pairs of eyes. She noticed that some of the women looked disdainful, but she understood why that was. They probably wanted to be in her place.

         Ragnar stood up and held out both his hands to Victoria. “Welcome Osanne to my feast. This is a special night when we celebrate the Freyja, Goddess of war and death, sex and fertility…and gold!” His people cheered, stamped their feet and pounded the tables with their fists. Victoria felt dazed as he pulled her towards him and placed her on a seat beside him overlooking the hall.

         She felt the electricity pulse through her and her neck and chest flush from the heat rising inside her. He raised her hand to his lips and kissed it, making her blush even more. Ragnar handed her a cup of wine. She knew that both the cup and the foreign wine were the spoils of war, but she welcomed the refreshment.

         “Now eat,” he instructed her, loudly enough for people nearby to hear,” because tonight you will need plenty of energy.” His smile seemed to stretch the full width of his face. It was part hungry wolf and part boy who was delighted at getting what he wanted.

         “Tonight Osanne, you are the Goddess Freyja, and you will be worshipped until dawn.”

         All the men stood up and cheered. She noticed that some of them were even holding their erect cocks in their hands. The women were laughing. Were they laughing at her, or the men?

         Victoria looked for the woman who had bathed her, but she couldn’t see her. She looked to Ragnar for reassurance, but he was savaging a leg of lamb with his teeth. She was aroused by him, excited at the idea of his muscular arms pinning her down, but she had a feeling that whatever form this ceremony took, it might be more than she had bargained for.

      

   


   
      
         
            Episode 28: A Norse Goddess
      

         

      

   


   
      
         Victoria surveyed the banqueting hall. The heat generated by the number of bodies, as well as the torches and an open fire didn’t just make it almost impossible to breathe, the stench of the bodies and the roasting meat were making her nauseous. The noise that the warriors and their women made intensified as they poured increasing amounts of ale down their throats. Before long, fights began to break out, most of them cut short by a neighbour knocking heads together, or making a threatening gesture with one of the fearsome battle axes they all carried.

         Finally Ragnar put down his leg of lamb, emptied a cup of ale in one swallow, and let forth with an over exuberant belch. Victoria looked at him, her face a picture of disgust, which only led to more laughter from Ragnar’s men. Ragnar having seen it as well, laughed along with them.

         “Pardon me,” he said, bowing his head in her direction, “it seems our manners are not to your taste? Perhaps nobody in your country belches or farts?”

         It was Victoria’s turn to laugh now. “I’m sorry. That was rude of me actually. In fact my countrymen are experts at both and think belching and farting are hugely entertaining. “

         Ragnar’s eyes twinkled. She had deftly avoided offending him and his people, although she could hardly explain that she had only shown her disgust because there was no modern ventilation in the hall. But it showed her that he was a man of intelligence with a sense of humour, as well as one who was charismatic and therefore deliciously attractive. However, she warned herself to remember that he was still a Viking, and they had a fearsome reputation with women.

         Ragnar stood up and banged the table with the handle of his axe. The revellers became silent and as one looked to their leader; even those who were almost incapable of lifting their heads from the table managed to raise their eyes.

         With a ceremonial seriousness, Ragnar announced, “Let the ceremony of the Goddess Freyja commence. She gives us courage in battle, blesses our fields with crops and delivers to us our children. Just as Thor’s mighty strength rumbles across the heavens with thunder, and Odin forms the world, Freyja brings us the bounty of this world, which one day, the Gods willing, we will take with us to Valhalla. Let us now honour her in the way that our Gods have declared is correct.”

         A mighty roar erupted and the guards flung the doors open allowing a rush of cold air into the hall. Victoria felt it on her face and took a gulp of air, hoping that soon she would be outside. As the people made their way towards the exits, in a rather disorderly manner to her way of thinking, Ragnar turned to her and offered her his hand. “It is time Osanne for us to lead the festivities.”

         Victoria placed her hand in his, feeling that instant rush of electricity course through her body yet again. She let him lead her outside and through a guard of honour that led from the hall to cleared space where a low platform decorated with flowers, greenery and some kind of altar, stood in front of a towering bonfire, as yet unlit.

         The crowd were chanting and stamping the ground as she and Ragnar walked between them to the dais. He leapt onto it, leaning over to pull her up beside him. He threw the great bear skin cloak he wore onto the altar and ripped off the leather jerkin he wore beneath it, exposing the rippling muscles of his torso and tattooed arms, the latter adorned with a series of silver armbands that shone in the torchlight. Victoria’s eyes were drawn to the torc he wore around his neck, the ends of which appeared to be set with two enormous blue stones. Sapphires surely, Victoria mused.

         Ragnar punched the air with both his fists and let out a wolf-like howl that made the hairs on Victoria’s arms stand on end. The crowd echoed it back until the air was filled with the blood-curdling sounds. Victoria trembled. It seemed clear to her that this was some kind of call to action.

         The Jarl turned to her, and Victoria could see from the bulge in his leather britches that he was fully erect. He pulled her round to face him, and wordlessly, grabbed the neckline of her dress with both hands and ripped it right down to her thighs. Instantly it reminded her of William. But here she was being exposed in front of an entire crowd. She sensed that Osanne was more familiar with all this than a woman from the 21st
          century, and that the best way for her to get through it, perhaps even enjoy it, was for her to fully embrace being Osanne.

         With practised hands, Ragnar pulled the dress off her shoulders and down until it pooled around her feet. Pulling her away from it, he lifted her onto the altar and dropped his trousers and kicked them aside. The length and girth of his cock took her by surprise. She had never seen one of such impressive proportions before and she inhaled sharply, wondering if she could accommodate such a weapon, because that is what it looked like to her.

         He loomed over her in the torchlight, the tip of his cock glistening. Victoria’s eyes were drawn to his balls, which hung heavy and full, and her gaze made Ragnar’s organ spring to attention even more. She lay with her legs together, unsure of exactly what might happen next. She was extremely conscious that everyone was watching, and the temptation to close her eyes was immense, but she found that she could not take her eyes off this man standing at her feet.

         With firm hands, he parted her knees and pulled her to the edge of the altar. Ragnar parted her legs so that he could see her pussy and inhaled deeply, as though he was sniffing a fine wine. Victoria knew she was wet and that he could see her arousal and smell it. For a moment he looked directly into Victoria’s eyes, his look unfathomable.

         Holding her thighs, he took her completely by surprise when he dipped his head and she felt his tongue on her pussy. He searched each crevice and even pushed it inside her, before finally flicking it over her pulsating nub. Victoria bucked her hips and cried out with pleasure. The crowd cheered. Ragnar continued, circling and teasing her clit. Victoria felt her juices and his saliva trickle down the crack between her ass cheeks. She felt the tension building rapidly and her breathing became more ragged. She couldn’t stop herself from crying out every time he brought her to the brink and then retreated. Victoria wanted to beg him to please just keep going, but knew that he would only allow her to come when he was ready, and besides, the sensations were so exquisite that she didn’t want him to stop.

         Suddenly he increased his rhythm and Victoria found herself holding on to both sides of the altar as she pushed herself towards his mouth. The explosion that rippled through her body blinded her for seconds and sparks flew behind her eyelids, as if she had been completely dazzled by a very bright light. Ragnar was still holding her legs and he watched as she spasmed again and then again, as if her body had taken control of her mind and was acting independently.

         Finally Victoria regained control of her breathing and was able to open her eyes and look at Ragnar, whose face and beard were smothered in her juices. The pungent scent filled the air around her, and she fixed her eyes on his cock. She felt a desperation to have it inside her, and she raised her hips off the bear skin, pushing herself towards him with total abandon. The crowd cheered and stamped, and their energy made Victoria want him even more.

         Ragnar grasped her buttocks, one curvaceous cheek in each of his large hands, and lined his cock up ready to plunge into her. With her eyes she willed him on. Do it, she told him silently. She felt the head of his cock touch her and then he rammed it inside her so hard that she arched her back and screamed. She felt as though she might burst open. Ragnar stayed completely still for a moment, allowing her to adjust to the sensation. Victoria was aware of a drumbeat breaking through the near silence. It reverberated in the night air. Ragnar’s thrusts matched the slow beat. The sounds transported Victoria to some other place. Her body was opening more and more to the cock that sank into her further and faster as the beat changed, She was soaring through the air like a great bird of prey. The drum beat faster and his strokes matched the drum. She heard people chanting, and that seemed to carry her even further out of her body, to the point that her bodily senses were completely focused on her pussy and his cock.

         Victoria found her own hips joining the drum’s rhythmic beat. She and Ragnar were moving together in a frenzy of thrusts, oblivious to anything else. She felt it coming, the tidal wave of pleasure where she could let everything go. Unable, and not wanting to control herself anymore, she uttered a wail, the likes of which she had never made before. It came from some hidden place within her. The level of ecstasy she felt was new to her, and she shuddered again as Ragnar yelled and released his seed into her. Victoria’s pussy clutched at his pulsating cock, holding on to it as it spasmed and jerked inside her. She wanted to hold it inside her for as long as she possibly could.

         Ragnar slowly withdrew, and Victoria noticed that although his cock was going softer, it was already springing up again. He said something to the crowd that she couldn’t quite understand, but when one of the warriors set the bonfire alight, and the crowd clapped and cheered, she assumed that it was a sign that the celebrations had now officially started.

         Victoria hadn’t tried to move from her supine position. Indeed, she wasn’t sure she could move. Her body felt heavy, drowsily satiated to the point that she could have curled up on the bear skin and fallen asleep.

         She was aware of Ragnar moving closer to her again. Now he was beside her face, his cock nudging her cheek. Instinctively she turned her face towards it and he rubbed the wet tip against her lips. She smelt the mingled fluids on him, and excitedly opened her mouth and took him in. Running her tongue along the sensitive underside, Victoria felt exultant as Ragnar’s cock hardened and expanded in her mouth. She grasped the root of the shaft, the first time she had actually touched his cock with her hands, and felt the blood pumping. It was so thick that her fingers barely met. She twisted herself up to lean on one elbow so that she could move her head more freely. He did not grab hold of her hair or head as she expected, and Victoria felt as though he had given her freedom. She licked and sucked his cock with gusto, wanting to give him pleasure, because it was on equal terms. As he spurted into her mouth, she relished the taste of him, and held him there before releasing him. Then she licked his cock clean and kissed the tip.

         Ragnar helped Victoria to sit up and wrapped the fur cloak around her. “Ulf was right about you,” he grinned, “you are a special woman. He chose well.” Victoria blushed, as though it was a compliment she didn’t deserve. Boldly, she put her palm to his face and tenderly stroked his cheekbones. Then she lifted her lips to his and kissed him. At first he drew back in surprise, but then he returned it, hungrily pushing his tongue between her lips, probing her, as she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him closer, until they were both forced to surface for air.

         The light from the bonfire enabled Victoria to see more of the surroundings now. The drum was accompanied by singing, and as far as the eye could see, the people were fucking each other with wild abandon. More ale had been brought out, and warriors and the womenfolk alike were naked. She spotted Ulf who had a woman sitting astride him, her head thrown back and shouting as she rode him like he was a stallion galloping through the fields. Women had their arses in the air as men trust into them from behind, and others were on their backs, their legs wrapped around the waist of the men pumping into them, their buttocks clenching and relaxing as they kept up a furious rhythm.

         From out of the shadows, Alva appeared bearing cups of wine for Victoria and Ragnar. The cool liquid was calming after their fevered activity. Ragnar placed an arm around her shoulders and she snuggled into him, surprised at his tenderness. His behaviour was not what she had read about Vikings: they were always portrayed as violent rapists. That was certainly not her experience. Indeed, from what she had gleaned so far, there seemed to be more equality between the sexes in this community than in her own present day.

         Hesitantly she turned to Ragnar, “What do you call this place?”

         “It’s Roskilde,” he replied. “It is one of the biggest settlements in this region.”

         The name rang a bell with her, but she couldn’t think why that was. She must have heard about it in her own time. She wasn’t sure why, but she thought it might have been on the news while she was at school. Was it something to do with music?

         “Shall we go inside,” he asked her, “or would you like to join in with the rest of the festivities?”

         “My job is done?” she asked, having previously thought that he would keep her out here all night.

         He smiled and nodded. “You are to be worshipped as the Goddess Freyja until dawn, but you have fulfilled your role for the people. Now I can worship you in private.”

         The idea thrilled Victoria. More than anything she wanted to be alone with this enigmatic man. The fearsome warrior who also apparently knew how to pleasure a woman and didn’t just think of himself.

         He lifted her up, still wrapped in the cloak and stepped between the heaving bodies who were gradually tiring, fully satisfied at last. In minutes they were within his quarters, where he gently put her down on the expansive bed covered in animal skins. A fire burned in the corner giving the room light and warmth.

         “Are you hungry, Osanne?”

         “Yes, a little,” Victoria replied, admitting to herself she felt somewhat lightheaded.

         Disappearing behind a curtained off area, Ragnar soon reappeared with bread and some kind of cheese on a wooden board. He poured two more cups of wine and together they tore off pieces of bread and broke off pieces of the crumbly cheese, silently chewing and slowly regaining their energy.

         While she ate, it did occur to Victoria that she hadn’t yet seen her mirror anywhere. She wasn’t in a hurry to leave Ragnar, but she would like to know where it was, so that she could take her leave when she needed to.

         “Did these cups come from Northumbria?” she ventured.

         Ragnar’s head spun round sharply. “Why do you ask?”

         “I just wondered what kinds of things your men brought back from my country,” she said, hoping she sounded interested, but not in a prying kind of way.

         He looked puzzled, and Victoria realised she’d made a bit of an error. If she was really Osanne from Northumbria she would have a good idea about what the Vikings looted. Their first targets were often the churches, which were rich in silverware and gold. Then they would raid the settlements, especially the chieftain’s house, which was the only one likely to have goods worth taking. After that it was slaves, both men and women, although she had only seen women on her boat.

         “We’re not going to spend the rest of the night arguing about what is mine and what is yours, are we? Or the morality of what we do?” His tone had taken a grumpy turn she noted.

         “Not at all,” she said hastily, adding, “I merely wondered which of the treasures you like most.”

         “That’s easy,” he guffawed, relaxing again, “I like the women.”

         “I’m glad,” Victoria smiled, “although I’m not sure all the women who came here with me feel the same way.”

         “Perhaps not,” he growled, “but they will grow to like it. Most of them will be traded with other settlements, or taken to the different countries we visit as gifts, or for sale.”

         Victoria bent her head, hiding her face with her hair, so that he couldn’t see the look of anger on her face.

         “Would you like to see something that Ulf brought for me this time? It is something so unusual that I wondered if it had been made with some kind of witchcraft.” Victoria felt suddenly alert. “I’d love to, if you don’t mind.”

         “In a while,” he mumbled, kissing and biting her bare shoulder. Yes, whatever it was could wait, Victoria thought as she lay back and felt her core melt as Ragnar took a breast in his mouth and teased the nipple with his tongue. Moaning as he attended to her other breast, she found herself thrusting her pelvis into the air again, willing him between her legs, as she fumbled to grasp his cock and pull him to her.

         He wasted no time. They were each as hungry as the other to feel that union of flesh that made them both pulse with electricity. He leapt between her legs and pulled her buttocks toward him, impaling her instantly. Victoria sighed and gasped as he steadily built his rhythm, always seemingly allowing her to catch up with him. As he pounded her like a blacksmith beating a piece of metal into a sword, his thumb found her clit and rubbed it, intensifying her pleasure. Victoria blanked out the room, everything except him and her and the sensations. Closing her eyes she touched, tasted and smelt him: kissing him when he dipped down over her, inhaling the meaty scent of his sweat and feeling the tautness of his muscles.

         He erupted within her with a loud shout, which she followed only moments later with her own cry of ecstasy. It was not quite as earth shattering as the first time, but it had an added level of intimacy that was hard to explain. Truly, although she had enjoyed some exceptional sex in recent weeks, Ragnar was going to be a hard one to beat. And it wasn’t just the sex with him that turned Victoria on; it was all of him. She wanted to find out more about his personality, his character, his tastes and his world view. She sensed that he was a leader who had a fairly open mind for his time, who went on raids, not just because he wanted treasure that would boost his people’s economy, but because he wanted to learn what was happening in the world beyond his own. She imagined his reaction if she told him some of the things about the future. She wished she could, but of course it was out of the question for reasons of her own safety.

         When they’d got their breath back, Ragnar got up and went behind the curtain again. This time he had a dress with him when he reappeared. “Alva left this for you,” he smiled.

         Victoria pulled on the grey wool dress, which she could see had some rather beautiful braiding around the hem and sleeves. Ragnar had himself swiftly dressed, and she could tell that he was used to being ready for action within seconds.

         Outside his quarters, he took her hand. They could hear that the party was still going on not too far away, and Victoria could see that dawn was almost about to break. Ragnar led her towards what looked like a large barn. Guards were stationed outside, looking less than happy that they were missing out on the fun. Without comment or question, they opened the great doors for Ragnar, who then called for them to fetch a torch before bringing Victoria into the darkened storeroom.

         Once inside, Victoria’s eyes widened. She knew that she was not going to see any art works, this was the wrong period of history for that. However, there were candlesticks, the chalices, bishops’ croziers, gold and silver crosses, as well as the caskets of jewellery all gleaming and glittering in the torchlight. She had never seen anything like it before, at least not so many treasures all in one place.

         Ragnar gestured at them as if they were mere trifles. “These things are ordinary. What I want to show you is this. Perhaps you can explain it to me, as it comes from your part of the world.” And with that he whipped a blanket off an object in the corner. It was Victoria’s mirror.

         Victoria gasped loudly. “It is extraordinary isn’t it? I can see even you are surprised,” Ragnar said on seeing her response. “What do you call it?”

         “Erm, it’s called a looking glass, or a mirror,” she replied hesitantly, wondering how much he knew about England in this period, and not sure herself whether or not mirrors existed then.

         Ragnar stood in front of it and pulled her towards him. He stood behind her, towering over her, as he admired their reflection in the mirror. She could tell he was thrilled by the piece of furniture, and she imagined it would give others here huge enjoyment as they saw their image reflected for the first time.
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