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  Fjordsweet Trollheart

A Cozy Monster Romance



Arrival in Eldfjord

Freya gripped the steering wheel tighter as the road twisted down into the valley. Snowflakes smacked the windshield like tiny fists. She’d left Oslo behind at dawn. Now, hours later, the city felt like a bad dream. Her old Subaru rattled over fresh powder, tires crunching crisp snow that piled high on either side. The fjord opened up ahead, a slice of dark water between sheer cliffs. Eldfjord. Her new start.

She pulled into the village square around noon. Timber longhouses huddled together, roofs sagging under the white load. Smoke curled from chimneys, mixing with the salty bite of fjord wind whipping off the water. A few locals stomped snow off their boots outside the general store. They nodded her way, faces weathered and friendly. No stares. Just quiet curiosity.

Freya parked and grabbed her duffel from the back. The bakery sat at the square’s edge, its sign half-buried in drift: Freya’s Fjord Bakery. She’d snagged the lease sight unseen, thanks to Lars Hagen’s email chain. Village elder, he’d called himself. Sounded like a pushy uncle, but his stories about the spot hooked her.

Inside smelled of old wood and faint mildew. Exposed beams crossed the ceiling. A massive stone hearth dominated one wall. Copper pans hung above a long counter, mullioned windows framing the fjord’s misty blues. Perfect. She dropped her bag and got to work.

First, unpack the basics. Flour sacks thumped onto shelves. Yeast packets in the cooler. Her grandmother’s rolling pin, scarred from years of Sami flatbread. Freya wiped sweat from her brow. The place needed life. And heat.

She built a fire in the hearth. Kindling crackled, flames licking up logs. Warmth spread slow, chasing the chill. Good. Now, test the oven. She’d bake kardemommeboller. Cardamom buns. Simple, but they sang of home. Her hands moved on autopilot, measuring flour, grinding fresh cardamom pods. The scent bloomed sharp and sweet as dough came together. Knead. Fold. Let it rise.

While it proofed, Freya stepped out back. A trail snaked up from the bakery, into pine thickets dusted white. She needed air. Legs still stiff from the drive. Snow crunched under her boots, fresh and deep. Pine resin hung thick in the cold. Gulls cried over the water, sharp against the wind.

She hiked maybe twenty minutes. Breath puffing clouds. The path narrowed, cliffs looming. Mist rolled in from the fjord, thick as wool. Something shifted in the gray. A shape. Massive. Taller than any man, broad as a bear. Horns? No. Trick of the light. Fatigue. She’d barely slept. Freya blinked. Gone. Just rocks and shadows.

She turned back, heart thumping a little too fast. Silly. Jet lag brain.

Back at the bakery, dough had doubled. Perfect. She shaped buns, slid the tray into the oven. The warmth hit her face. Minutes later, golden beauties emerged, steam curling up. She bit into one. Soft. Spicy. Right.

A knock rattled the door. Freya opened it to an older man with a fisherman’s beard and twinkling eyes. Lars Hagen. Beside him, a woman with wild curls and paint-stained mittens. Sigrid Nilsen, she guessed.

“Freya! Velkommen.” Lars boomed, clapping her shoulders. His grip was firm, callused. “Smells like heaven already.”

Sigrid grinned, peering past her. “Kardemommeboller? You read my mind. I’m your neighbor. Artist. Knitter. Nosy parker.”

Freya laughed, handing them buns. “Come in. First batch success.”

They crowded the counter, munching. Lars spun tales of village festivals, storms that locked them in for weeks. Sigrid teased about eligible bachelors. None for her, Freya thought. Not yet. But their warmth seeped in, easy as the hearth glow.

“You’ll fit right,” Lars said, crumbs on his beard. “Bakery’s been empty too long. We need this.”

Sigrid nodded. “Dinner tonight. Hearth Hall. Welcome proper. Don’t bail.”

Freya promised. They left with extras, waving into the dusk.

She locked up, fire banked low. Flickering candlelight from the window caught snow swirling outside. Her first night. Alone, but not lonely. Not like Oslo.

In her tiny flat above the shop, Freya unpacked photos. One made her pause. Her and Erik, arms linked at a gala. His smile tight, controlling. The breakup replayed. Six months ago. “You’re wasting talent on dough,” he’d sneered. Corporate climber. Expected her in heels, not hiking boots. She’d walked. Left the ring. Drove north.

Chest tightened. She shoved the photo in a drawer. No more. Here, she baked her rules. No perfectionist bullshit. Just flour and fire.

Dusk deepened. Stars pricked the sky. Freya pulled on her wool coat. Time for dinner.

The Hearth Hall glowed across the square. Fiddle music leaked out, warm against the cold. She pushed in. Tables groaned with herring, potatoes, gløgg steaming spicy. Faces turned. Smiles.

Lars waved her over. Sigrid plopped a mug in her hand. Mulled wine bit sweet on her tongue. Locals toasted. Questions flew. Oslo? Baking dreams? Past?

Freya kept it light. “Fresh start. That’s me.”

Torvald Eriksen lurked at the bar, eyeing her. Square jaw, artisan hands. Rival woodworker, Lars whispered later. Envious type.

But mostly, laughter. Stories of trolls in the hills. Giants guarding the fjords. Sigrid leaned in. “Legends keep us humble.”

Freya sipped gløgg. Trolls. That mist figure flickered in her mind. Nah. But the thought warmed her oddly.

Hours blurred. She stumbled home buzzed, snow crunching soft. Bakery dark, but hearth embers glowed. She stirred them up. One last bun. Crumbs on her lap. Full. Hopeful.

Tomorrow, open shop. Real life. Eldfjord wrapped around her like a quilt. Past breakup faded in the candle flicker. This. This was hers.





The Woodcarver’s Shadow

Freya flipped the bakery sign to “open” at first light. Snow still blanketed the square, but villagers trickled in early. Word spread fast about yesterday’s buns. She sold out of kardemommeboller by ten. Cash register jingled. Faces lit up with that first bite. Not bad for day one.

Mid-morning, she eyed the bare counters. Needed displays. Shelves for loaves, stands for tarts. Lars mentioned a market stall down by the docks. Woodcarver with killer pieces. Anonymous type. Perfect for her rustic vibe.
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