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​CHAPTER 1

Pangs of Fate
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The hearth crackled with flames, their flickering light casting long shadows upon the walls of the great hall. The scent of roasting meat and damp wool lingered in the air, mingling with the thick aroma of burning pine. Outside, the wind howled across the longhouse, rattling the wooden beams and slipping through the narrow gaps in the thatched roof. It carried with it the scent of salt and earth, the calling of ravens, and the distant laughter of warriors deep in their cups.

Aslaug sat with her back straight, one hand resting on the swell of her belly. The child inside her stirred, restless, as if sensing the storm that brewed beyond the wooden walls. She had been speaking, her voice strong and proud, recounting the great deeds of her father, Sigurd Fafnisbane, slayer of the dragon Fafnir. The tale was one she never tired of telling, and neither did those who gathered to listen.

"He was no ordinary man," she declared, tilting her chin upward, her golden hair cascading over her shoulders. "He slew the great beast with the sword Gram, driving it deep into the serpent’s belly as its cursed blood spilled into the earth. It was his destiny—"

She stopped suddenly, her fingers tightening against the furs beneath her. A sharp pain rippled through her abdomen, deep and unforgiving. She sucked in a breath.

Ubba, the boldest of her sons, sat cross-legged beside her, sharpening the edge of his seax with slow, deliberate strokes. He glanced up at her, his blue eyes narrowing. "What is it, Mother?"

"A pain," she admitted, but waved a hand dismissively, unwilling to show weakness before her children. "Nothing more than the child reminding me he is strong."

Across from them, Hvitserk leaned back against a wooden pillar, his arms folded over his chest, a knowing smirk on his lips. "Or impatient," he said. "Perhaps he tires of your stories, Mother. Even the child in your womb must have heard this one a hundred times."

The room erupted in laughter, even from the old warriors who had seen too many winters to be amused by much.

Aslaug rolled her eyes but did not argue. Instead, she turned her gaze to the eldest of her sons, Ivar. He sat apart from the others, his legs twisted beneath him, his sharp mind always at work behind those piercing eyes. He was watching her carefully, more aware than the others of the shift in her expression, the subtle clench of her jaw.

"It is time," Ivar said simply.

Aslaug let out a slow breath. She had felt the truth of his words deep in her bones. The pains were coming now, closer together, insistent and unyielding.

The great hall was filled with warmth and laughter, but suddenly, it felt too small, too suffocating. The birth of a son was a moment of joy, but also one of danger. She had carried four sons into this world, but each time had been a battle. This would be no different.

Ubba was on his feet first. "I will fetch the midwife."

Hvitserk rose with him. "And I will tell Father."

Ragnar was away, of course, as he so often was—raiding, conquering, carving his name into the histories of men. He had already made himself a legend, and still, he sought more. It was in his blood to chase glory, as it was in the blood of their sons.

Another pain struck her, this time sharper, more demanding.

Aslaug clenched her fists. "No," she commanded, her voice unwavering. "Stay with me."

The boys hesitated, exchanging glances. Even Ubba, so full of fire and battle-hunger, obeyed. They gathered close, standing like shields around their mother, warriors before they were even men.

Another wave of pain crashed over her, and she let her head fall back against the wooden frame of the chair. The child inside her fought to enter this world. A son of Ragnar Lothbrok. A son of Aslaug, daughter of Sigurd Fafnisbane.

A son marked by fate.

Aslaug drew in a breath and braced herself.

The serpent's heir was coming.
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​Chapter 2

The Mark of The Dragon
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The sky above Paris was black with smoke, the acrid scent of burning wood and flesh thick in the air. The shouts of dying men, the clash of steel against steel, and the deep-throated war cries of the Norse filled the space between the great stone walls and the ships that lined the riverbank. The Seine ran red, carrying the bodies of the fallen downriver, washing them out to the sea as if the gods themselves sought to claim them.

Ragnar Lothbrok stood at the base of the towering defenses, his face streaked with sweat and blood, his eyes alight with fury and purpose. He had come to break Paris, to take what had never been taken, to carve his name into the bones of this impenetrable city. Behind him, his warriors roared, hacking at the gates, battering the thick doors with tree-trunk rams, scaling the walls on ladders only to be sent crashing back down by the defenders above.

A spear whistled past Ragnar’s ear, embedding itself in the ground beside him. He did not flinch. Instead, he turned, gripping the arm of his son, Bjorn Ironside, his firstborn and fiercest heir.

“Again!” Ragnar bellowed, his voice cutting through the chaos. “Take the walls!”

Bjorn nodded, his face a mirror of his father’s—set, determined, untamed. With a cry, he drove forward, his shield raised high as arrows rained down. His sword found the throat of a Frankish soldier leaning too far over the battlements, and the man toppled, his scream lost in the din of war.

To Ragnar’s left, another man fought with savage grace—a man he both loved and despised in equal measure.

Rollo.

Ragnar’s brother was a bear of a man, larger than any warrior on the field, his strength unmatched. He swung his axe in great arcs, cleaving through Frankish defenders as if they were made of straw. But Ragnar knew better than to trust the beast at his side completely. Rollo was loyal... but loyalty, Ragnar had learned, could be a shifting thing.

Ragnar gritted his teeth and pressed forward, shoving Bjorn ahead of him. “Climb, boy! If you would be king one day, you must take what others say cannot be taken!”

Bjorn snarled and threw himself at the nearest ladder, scrambling upward as more Norse warriors followed. A cauldron of boiling pitch was overturned from above, and men screamed as their flesh burned. But Bjorn leapt aside, dodging the fate that claimed so many others.

Paris was a beast unlike any they had faced before. But Ragnar had not come all this way to turn back.



Far from the battlefield, across the dark sea, Kattegat hummed with the steady rhythm of life.

Inside the great hall, Aslaug gritted her teeth, her fingers twisting into the furs beneath her as another wave of pain wracked her body.

“Hold on, girl,” the old midwife, Siggy, muttered, kneeling between Aslaug’s legs. Her hands, worn with age but steady with experience, moved with practiced ease. “It won’t be long now.”

Outside the room, her sons had been ushered away, their protests ignored. Even Ivar, sharp of mind though weak of limb, had been sent out. He had scowled but had not fought it—he knew well enough that there were things only women could do.

Now, he sat at the edge of the village, watching as his younger brothers whispered among themselves. Ubba was fashioning a wooden sword, hacking at a block of oak with a small knife, while Hvitserk pelted stones at a row of barrels.

“We should do something,” Ubba muttered. “Father would not sit idly by while a battle raged inside his home.”

Ivar snorted. “Father is not here. And even if he were, this is not a battle. This is birth.”

Ubba frowned but did not argue.

Hvitserk flopped onto his back in the grass. “I hope it’s a brother.”

Ivar rolled his eyes. “Of course it will be a brother. Have you not been paying attention? We are Ragnar’s sons. We are meant to be many, to fill the world with our names.”

“Like Bjorn?” Ubba asked.

At that, Ivar’s jaw tightened. Bjorn was the eldest, the strongest, the first to follow Ragnar into battle. And yet... he was not one of them, not truly. He was the son of another woman, a relic of Ragnar’s past life.

Ivar did not like things that were not truly part of the whole.

Another scream echoed from the great hall, and all three boys turned their heads toward it.

Inside, Aslaug bore down with the strength of her ancestors, sweat slicking her brow as she gritted her teeth through the agony. The fire in the hearth burned high, casting flickering shadows on the walls.

With one last cry, the child came forth, slipping into Siggy’s waiting hands.

Silence fell.

Then, a wail—the first breath of a new life.

Siggy quickly wrapped the newborn in furs, cleaning him with swift, practiced motions before passing him up to his mother. Aslaug took him in her arms, her breath coming hard and fast, her body shaking from the effort.

The babe was perfect.

Ten fingers, ten toes, strong legs, and a cry that was as fierce as any warrior’s battle song.

But then she saw his eyes.

One was dark, deep as the midnight sea. The other...

Aslaug’s breath caught. The other held a serpent’s mark, an eerie glint that shimmered in the firelight like the coiled scales of a dragon. Fafnir.

The great serpent her father had slain. The cursed blood that had touched her lineage. The omen had been true—Fafnir had left his mark upon her son.

Siggy, too, had seen it. The old woman muttered a prayer to the gods and took a step back, as if afraid to stand too close.

Aslaug’s hands tightened around the child. She was not afraid. She would not be. She had carried the blood of dragons in her veins. Now, so did her son. She lifted the baby close, pressing her lips to his soft forehead.

“You will be called Sigurd,” she whispered. “Sigurd Snake-in-the-Eye.” 

The fire crackled. Outside, her sons waited. In distant Paris, Ragnar battled. And in her arms, the legacy of gods and men began anew.
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​Chapter 3

Serpent Steps
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The seasons turned like the wheel of a great longship, swift and unrelenting. The cold grip of winter loosened, giving way to the renewal of spring, and as the world around them stirred with life, so too did the youngest son of Ragnar Lothbrok.

Sigurd grew strong, his chubby legs kicking with determination even before he understood how to use them. He was a curious child, always reaching, always grasping, always watching the world with those strange eyes—one dark as a raven’s feather, the other shimmering like a serpent’s scale.
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