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			She couldn’t believe her eyes.

			The runes were normally so reliable and she had never doubted them before.

			Madison Berger is visiting Dublin with her family for a Viking re-enactment festival, when she chances upon a small knife embedded in the banks of the Liffey. Maddie recognises what the runes on the knife’s handle signify: the chance to have her own adventures in the past.

			Maddie only intends to travel back in time briefly, but a skirmish in 9th century Dublin results in her waking up on a ship bound for Iceland, with the man who saved her from attack.

			Geir Eskilsson has left his family in Sweden to boldly carve out a life of his own. He is immediately drawn to Maddie, but when he learns of her connection to his sisters-in-law, he begins to believe that Fate has played a part in bringing them together. Amidst the perils that await on their journey to a new land, the truest battle will be to win Maddie’s heart and convince her that the runes never lie . . .
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Chapter One
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			Eskilsnes, Svíaríki, early April ad 875

			‘Are you sure this is wise, brother? It could all be a pack of lies.’

			‘It’s not.’ Geir Eskilsson glared at his older brother Hrafn while continuing to place every item he possessed in his travel kist. No point leaving anything behind, because he wasn’t coming back. ‘The man I talked to at Kaupang had been to Ísland, and he said there is land for the taking – enough for everyone. Others said the same; I made careful enquiries. All you have to do is bring everything needed to start a new life, including cattle, and settle somewhere.’

			Hrafn was pacing back and forth, but stopped to frown back at Geir. ‘Cattle? On a journey across the ocean? And what if every piece of land has been claimed by the time you arrive? You’ll have gone to all that trouble for nothing.’

			‘I doubt it. It’s a huge place, by all accounts. And my mind is made up. I want my own domain, not be beholden to anyone else. Not even you.’

			The brothers were close, but as the eldest, Hrafn had inherited their father’s property, Eskilsnes, and everything that came with it. That made the other two, Geir and their middle brother Rurik, dependent on him unless they struck out on their own. Rurik had trained as a silversmith and was now independent, living in Birka with his wife Sara and their son, and Geir was determined to break free as well. It was past time – he’d already seen twenty-two winters.

			‘You’re not beholden to me. I’d say it’s the other way round – I need you to help me run this place. How else can I go off on trading expeditions?’

			Everyone knew that Hrafn much preferred trading to running a farm, but it was a privilege to inherit holdings as vast as those their father had left him, and he’d had no choice but to take on the duties that came with it.

			Geir shrugged. ‘If you don’t want to leave Linnea behind, just ask Rurik to come and stay here. Or Aunt Estrid – she’s more than capable of taking over the running, despite her age.’ When Hrafn opened his mouth as if to argue further, Geir held up a hand. ‘No! Nothing you can say will sway me. I’m leaving and I’d rather do so with your good will, but if you cannot wish me well, so be it.’

			His brother sighed and rubbed his stubbled chin. ‘Of course I wish you well. I just don’t want you living so far away. When will we see you again?’

			‘Come on a trading voyage to Ísland. If you can go all the way to Miklagarðr, I don’t see why you can’t sail west from Hordaland for a week or so across the sea.’

			‘Hmph.’ Hrafn didn’t look convinced. ‘If it doesn’t work out, will you give me your oath you’ll come back? I know you’re stubborn, but I don’t want your pride to stand in the way of admitting when you’ve taken on too much.’

			Rolling his eyes, Geir nodded. ‘Fine, you have my word. But I won’t fail. Just wait and see. Now come and help me load the rest of the implements I’ll need, then we’ll have one last feast before I leave.’

			‘Very well. Perhaps you’ll drink so much ale you’ll be incapable of steering tomorrow.’

			‘Fifl!’ Geir gave his brother a good-natured shove and hefted the travelling chest. ‘I can drink a barrel-load more than you and still stand up straight.’

			‘We’ll see about that . . .’

		

	
		
			
Chapter Two
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			Dublin, late April 2021

			‘Come to Dublin, they said. It’ll be fun, they said. Ha! Where’s the fun if I’m not even allowed to leave the hotel? I’m nineteen, not nine. Almost twenty, in fact.’

			Madison Berger poked her brother Storm in the chest, making him hold up his hands in a peace gesture. ‘Don’t shoot the messenger, Mads. I guess Dad is worried you’ll get attacked or something.’

			‘I’m a black belt in karate and great at kickboxing, for Christ’s sake. And why can’t I go with you?’

			‘I’m going on a pub crawl. Who wants to bring their little sister to something like that? It’s a guys-only evening, with friends I haven’t seen for ages. Come on, be reasonable. It’s only for one night. Tomorrow I promise we’ll do something fun, just you and me, OK? Besides, you should be exhausted after a whole day of telling fortunes. Chill.’

			‘It’s not that hard.’

			The whole family – Maddie, Storm and their parents, Haakon and Mia – were in Dublin to take part in the Clontarf Viking Festival, held in St Anne’s Park. Every year over five hundred living history re-enactors descended on the city from around the world. Many of them were there to recreate the Battle of Clontarf, when Irish king Brian Boru defeated a Viking army – although apparently he was killed himself afterwards – and this happened twice a day, near the site where the battle originally took place. But there were lots of other things going on the rest of the time. As well as the warriors, the festival included a Viking village with displays of weapons, crafts, food and much more, bringing this period of history to life. It was entertainment for the whole family, and tens of thousands of visitors came along every year.

			For as long as Maddie could remember, her parents had been attending such events, although this was their first time in Ireland. Her dad was great at woodturning, making exquisite wooden bowls and plates on a primitive lathe, while her brother was a weapons enthusiast. If there was a battle anywhere, he wanted to be part of it. Her mum preferred to show off her skills at weaving on an upright loom. Maddie sometimes helped her, but this time she hadn’t been needed, as one of Mia’s friends was with them. Instead she’d been asked to do fortune-telling with runes, which was fine by her. She’d become quite proficient at it in the last couple of years, and even believed she had the second sight, as she was sometimes able to predict the future. As part of the fun, she was dressed in a Viking outfit, complete with tortoise brooches of bronze and several strings of beautiful beads. She’d bought the amber ones herself with some of her takings, and loved their honey lustre.

			‘Why don’t you have an evening of pampering yourself or something?’ Storm suggested now. ‘I thought girls loved that kind of thing, and the bathrooms here at the hotel are full of those tiny bottles of smelly stuff. I’m sure Mum and Dad won’t be back too late.’

			Maddie shrugged. She wasn’t a bubble-bath kind of person and he ought to know that.

			As for their parents, there was some serious academic stuff going on in the background with a special Viking conference at the university. As Haakon was an archaeologist of some renown and Mia a respected conservator, both specialising in that era, they’d made time to attend a couple of lectures too. Because of their academic connections, they had been invited to attend some boring dinner this evening, with speeches. Maddie and Storm weren’t included, but he had friends in the city and had obviously made plans. It annoyed her no end that none of the others had considered her. So was she just supposed to sit in her room and watch TV or what?

			Stuff that.

			‘Fine. Off you go then.’ She practically shoved Storm towards the door. The sooner he was gone, the better. She was going to go for a walk, and sod the others. They had no right to decide what she did with her life – she was old enough to do what she liked.

			‘Mads . . .’ Storm tried out his serious-big-brother face, eyes narrowed as if he knew she was up to something.

			‘I’ll be fine. But you’d better take me somewhere nice tomorrow, or else.’ She pouted slightly, as if she’d given in even though she didn’t like it. That seemed to do the trick.

			‘I will, I swear. Now be good, yeah?’

			‘Aren’t I always?’ She wasn’t going to promise any such thing.

			‘Yes, I suppose so.’ He smiled as she made a shooing motion. ‘Right, I’m off then. See you in the morning.’

			She waited until she was sure he’d left the hotel, then pulled a shawl around her shoulders and grabbed her key card and her mobile. She kept the iPhone in her hand in case she needed to look at a map, although she knew vaguely where she was going. It didn’t matter that she was still wearing her Viking outfit; there should be plenty of other people around dressed the same way. The reception staff gave her a few funny looks as she passed them, but she ignored that. They could think what they liked.

			It was late April and it had been an unseasonably warm day, with temperatures in the low twenties and plenty of sunshine. She’d caught the sun – she could feel her face burning slightly – but by now it was starting to feel a bit chilly outside as she headed south, down Capel Street. Her woollen overdress – made in an apron style usually called hangerok or smokkr – and shawl kept her warm, though, as she hurried along the pavement. Besides, she’d cheated a bit and was wearing leggings and knickers underneath so that her nether regions wouldn’t get cold.

			She and her family were staying in a hotel on the northern side of the River Liffey, opposite where Christ Church Cathedral and Dublin Castle were situated. As she’d been in the Viking village all day, Maddie felt like going to see the river, and she knew it wasn’t far. This proved to be the case, and she quickly crossed the Grattan Bridge towards Wood Quay. To her right she could see the so-called Viking Longboat statue – like a sunken ship sticking out of water, with three benches in the middle. Two replica longships were moored nearby on the Liffey as part of the festival, and she’d been told there was a full-size one somewhere else, with re-enactors on hand to tell people all about it.

			But that wasn’t what she’d come to see, so instead she turned left and meandered along the river. The Liffey was enclosed with walls either side, possibly part concrete and part stone. She supposed it was to protect the streets from flooding. No chance of that at the moment, as it was low tide and there was only a small amount of water in the middle of the riverbed. This prompted a sudden urge to go down there and look at it up close, so she stopped and Googled ‘Liffey’ and ‘tide’ to make sure it wasn’t going to come rushing back any time soon. Thankfully, Maddie saw that it was unusually low today, but she couldn’t see any way of getting down. Surely there had to be stairs somewhere?

			She carried on walking, picking up her pace a bit now. Past the Millennium Bridge and a pedestrian bridge, then another two larger double bridges. After Butt Bridge, she passed under a railway bridge that snaked overhead. Then one more bridge, and finally some steps leading down to the water.

			‘Yesss!’ She gazed swiftly around her, but no one seemed to be looking her way, so she ran down the steep stairs, holding up her dress so she wouldn’t trip on the hem.

			‘Urgh!’ It wasn’t a pretty sight that spread out before her. A wide band of puddle-speckled mud, that probably wasn’t doing her Viking leather shoes much good. The walls towered above her, a tidal mark of mud topped with green reaching more than a third of the way up. And all around her, a whole bunch of rubbish left behind by the receding waters. But she didn’t care. As she picked her way carefully along the edge, a strange excitement gripped her, and her heart began to beat faster. She’d heard of people mudlarking by the River Thames in London – perhaps she could do the same here? Who knew what might be lurking in the mire?

			At first she found nothing but rubbish. ‘Honestly, why are people such pigs?’ she muttered. ‘Haven’t they ever heard of litter bins?’ But every now and then something caught her eye, and she almost whooped out loud when she spotted a tiny silver coin lying right there on the surface. She picked it up and rubbed at it with the edge of her sleeve, then tried to decipher the writing. It looked like it might say ‘ÆLFR’ and ‘AED REX’ either side of a man’s head.

			‘King Alfred? As in Alfred the Great? No way!’

			She felt herself grinning from ear to ear. This was an amazing find and she couldn’t wait to show her parents. It might be valuable too, although perhaps she wouldn’t be allowed to keep it if it was treasure trove. In order to carry it safely, she wrapped it in an old tissue and stowed it in one of the two leather pouches hanging off her belt. The other one contained the fortune-telling rune staves she’d been using all day.

			The mudlarking bug had well and truly bitten her now, and she carried on walking, almost bent over double so she wouldn’t miss anything. She searched for ages, although she was careful not to stray too far away from the stairs in case the water came gushing back, but found nothing else of value. The light was fading and she decided it was probably time to head back to the hotel. Hopefully her parents wouldn’t be too late returning, as she wanted to show them her coin before they went to bed.

			She kept her eyes on the ground while walking slowly towards the steps, but just as she was about to give up, she spotted something else. It was sticking out of the edge of a puddle and she hunkered down to see what it could be. Pale in the fading light, it looked like a small piece of bone, but there were markings on it – a design of some sort. Intrigued now, she pulled it out of the mud and found herself holding a small knife.

			‘Oh wow, nice!’

			She wiped the mud off it by rubbing it against her apron dress, unheeding of the splodges left behind on the material. The ivory was inlaid with a pattern picked out in black – coal mixed with beeswax to make it stay put. Maddie knew how this was done as she’d learned the technique on one of the many craft courses she’d attended. The end of the handle was slightly thicker, tapering towards the blade, which was fastened with what looked like two small screws. There was a deep crevice in the handle and the blade folded into it, fitting perfectly.

			‘A folding knife? Awesome!’ And a fairly old one at that.

			She opened and shut it a couple of times. The hinge seemed to work just fine, as if it had been oiled only yesterday, and the blade wasn’t very rusty at all, which was surprising. The decoration on the handle was fairly basic, but still attractive. It consisted of a symmetrical pattern at one end, and some tiny runes etched along one side. Wait – runes? It was seriously old, then. Over a thousand years. She squinted at the writing in the fading light and tried to decipher the words. Given that she was dyslexic, runes weren’t much easier to read than the normal alphabet, but she knew if she went slowly she’d get there.

			‘Með bloð . . . skaltu . . . ferðast . . . Huh?’ Oh, hang on . . . ‘No! Shit!’

			She knew exactly what those words meant and what she was holding in her hand. A time-travel device. Yet another one. ‘How the hell many of you are there?’ she wondered out loud.

			They existed. For real. Maddie knew that because first her sister Linnea had found one, then Linnea’s best friend Sara. And now they were both living in the ninth century, courtesy of a magical artefact.

			Like this one.

			‘Whoa, that means . . . I can time travel!’

			She hugged the little knife to her chest for a moment, imagining that she could feel the power emanating from it, even though it was such a small and insignificant thing. With this, she’d be able to visit her sister in the Viking era whenever she wanted to. Or go somewhere else entirely. ‘I could even have my own adventures,’ she muttered, as this idea took root.

			Yes, why shouldn’t she have some fun by herself? Linnea loved it there, and Sara seemed equally as happy, judging by what her grandfather had said. And it wasn’t as though anyone here wanted her around, was it? Not normally, anyway. Her parents were busy with their academic commitments and jobs, which always seemed so much more important than anything Maddie ever did. Even though they never said it out loud, she could feel their disappointment in her. They made allowances because her dyslexia meant she’d always had a hard time keeping up at school, but it was as though they still expected her to try harder. Make something of herself, preferably in the world of academia. As for Storm, he was living his own exciting life, training to become an officer in the Swedish army, travelling, girlfriends . . . Sure, he was always nice to her when he was around, but how often was that? And could she really expect him to want to hang out with his baby sister all the time?

			No, it was up to her to strike out on her own. To show them all that she could be independent. Find her own way in life.

			She bit her lip, hesitating. What if it was dangerous? Linnea had said the Viking age wasn’t exactly a bed of roses. Not at first, anyway.

			‘Maybe I could just visit briefly? Check it out?’ she murmured. It would only be for a very short time; she’d be back before anyone even realised she’d gone. What harm could it do? With the folding knife safely in her belt pouch, she could return any time. And she was already dressed for it . . .

			She swallowed hard and stared out across the Liffey. With a small cut to her finger, and the recital of those words, she’d find out what this place looked like back then.

			Yes, why not?

		

	
		
			
Chapter Three
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			Dyflin, Írland, late April ad 875

			It was the screaming and shouting that first alerted Geir to the scuffle taking place down by the river. He’d come to Írland to buy some thralls and a larger ship more suited to cargo than the one he’d brought from Svíaríki, because he’d been told this was the best place to find both those things. Now he was  on his way back to the harbour after a day of haggling. He’d had to acquire cattle, sheep, goats and chickens as well, and felt bone weary. Why did it all have to take so long? He’d wanted to be on his way by now, but each day there was some new obstacle. Hopefully he’d taken care of everything now. Tomorrow they’d leave.

			‘Hei, what is happening here?’

			He lengthened his stride and arrived at a group of people just as a man fell to the ground. There had been four of them, apparently attacking a young woman, but from what Geir could see, she was holding her own so far. Still, she was a female and these men didn’t look like they had any right to molest her. By her clothing, she was clearly not a thrall, nor touting for business, and her furious expression showed that she wanted to be left in peace.

			At first, he just stared, because there was something strange about her. She’d lifted up her gown and her legs seemed to be encased in some sort of black trousers that were so tight they were like an extra skin. He could see why she needed the skirts out of the way, when she suddenly swung round and aimed an extremely high kick at the side of one man’s head, catching him with the top of her foot. Impressive! The attacker cried out and went down, but Geir was fairly sure he was only stunned and would return to the fray shortly. She couldn’t possibly fight four men at once. It was time to intervene.

			‘Leave her alone! What is she to you?’ He waded in and tried to step in front of her, facing another of her attackers.

			‘Stay out of this,’ the man snarled. ‘We found her first and we’re having her.’ He threw a punch in Geir’s direction, despite the fact that the latter was nearly a head taller than him. So too was the woman, now he’d seen her up close. Unusual.

			‘I don’t think so.’ With a couple of well-aimed blows to the stomach and jaw, Geir dispatched the man, who toppled over, dead to the world. A third assailant threw himself at Geir with a roar of fury, headbutting him in the stomach. An ‘Ooof!’ escaped him, but he had a well-muscled body and wasn’t anywhere near winded. He swiftly used the man’s position to his advantage, grabbing him under the arms and heaving him aside. Small and barrel-like, but agile, the man sprang to his feet, pulling a long knife out of a sheath at his waist. So they weren’t above killing for what they wanted? Niðingar!

			‘We’ll see about that,’ Geir muttered.

			He had been in many a fight, including a skirmish with fearsome Pecheneg warriors when on a long journey with his brothers through Garðaríki, and a knife such as this was a mere trifle. While they circled each other, he had time to glance at the woman and saw her launch herself at the fourth and final man, who’d been waiting to pounce. She slashed at the attacker’s throat with the side of her hand, held flat and stiff, catching him in the middle of his windpipe. The man started to gurgle and gasp, as if she’d knocked his Adam’s apple down into his stomach, then staggered off, clutching his throat and moaning. Geir just stared after him for a moment, then returned his focus to his own fight.

			Using a few well-practised manoeuvres, he quickly disarmed the knife-wielding man and punched him so hard he went down like an ox. He turned to the woman, who was standing stock still, panting slightly. Her eyes were wide with fright, but at the same time the light of battle still shone in them. Although afraid, on some level she had obviously relished the fight. The sight made him smile: a woman after his own heart.

			‘Where did you learn to do that?’ he asked, copying her hand-slashing motion of a moment ago.

			She shrugged. ‘Not here,’ she muttered.

			Bending down, she picked up her shawl and a small folding knife from the dirt by her feet. She shook out the shawl, tutting at the mud that now clung to it, and brushed off the knife before putting it in one of the two leather pouches hanging off her belt. Now he had time to study her more closely, he admired the mass of long, dark, copper-coloured curls tumbling down her back. Her hair shone, despite the fading light, and he wondered how much more lustre it must have in sunlight. She wore it loose, but perhaps she’d lost her hair tie during the fight. Either way, the beautiful tresses were spread out the way they would be were she about to comb them before bedtime. He hastily blinked away the image that thought conjured up.

			As she straightened up, he saw that her features were somewhat sharp – her nose especially – but they suited her, and the harsh planes of the high cheekbones were counterbalanced by a lush full mouth and big moss-green eyes. She was the embodiment of a Valkyrie: tall, strong and courageous. He found himself wanting to know more about her.

			When she ignored him and made as if to walk away, he grabbed her upper arm. ‘Not so fast. A thank you wouldn’t go amiss, don’t you think?’

			‘Thank you, but I was doing fine on my own. I would have managed.’

			He scowled at her ungracious words. ‘To best four men? Hardly,’ he scoffed. He knew their type. They would have rallied and attacked all at once, something she couldn’t possibly have handled. ‘What’s your name? Where are you going? And what are you doing down here on your own? Shouldn’t you be at home?’

			‘Let go of me or I will hurt you as well,’ she hissed. Narrowed eyes sent sparks of fury his way, but Geir didn’t loosen his grip. There was something strange about her speech. She formed the words slowly, as if she had to think about them first, and her accent was weird. Not like the locals here, and yet not quite right either.

			‘Not until you answer me. You owe me that much.’ He took hold of her other arm as well, just to be on the safe side. ‘And no, I won’t let you chop at my throat. Don’t even think about it – I’m a lot bigger than you.’

			She snorted. ‘Makes no difference. I could still beat you in a fight.’

			‘Not if I don’t let you,’ he retorted. ‘Just give me a reply and I’ll let you go. Much simpler.’

			A mutinous expression crossed her features, but after a moment she shrugged again. ‘Very well. I’m Madison. And I don’t have a home here. I was just . . . out for a walk.’

			‘What?’ None of that made any sense whatsoever. ‘Mads’ son?’ He looked her up and down. She was definitely very tall for a woman and not massively curvy, but she had a figure – there was no mistaking her shape under the gown. Besides, her features were much too feminine for any man – the big eyes, delicate brows and beautifully shaped lips. ‘You’re not a man.’

			‘Oh, you noticed?’ Obviously fed up with being held in a vice, she tried to kick his shin, but he jumped out of the way. ‘Of course I’m not a man! If you don’t like my name, try Maddie. Not that I want you addressing me at all, mind.’

			‘Mah-dee? That’s better, I suppose. But what did you mean, you were out for a walk and you have no home? Are you from one of the ships moored here then?’

			‘No. I’m not from . . . anywhere here. Now leave me alone!’ She performed some manoeuvre with her arms, swinging them up and around, which temporarily freed her from his grip. Her freedom lasted only an instant, as he grabbed her wrist instead and hauled her up against his chest, pinning her to his body with both arms around her. ‘Hey!’ she protested, but she was well and truly stuck now.

			‘You can’t go wandering around here on your own, woman. Are you mad? Those men . . .’ he nodded in the direction two of her assailants had disappeared off in, ‘were only the first of many. No lone female is safe in the longphoirt.’

			‘Then I’ll go into town, if that’s better. As you saw, I can look after myself. Why do you care?’ Her eyes still flashed dangerously, but Geir didn’t mind. She was even prettier when she was angry, and, truth be told, he was quite enjoying having her in his arms. He hadn’t had a woman since long before leaving Eskilsnes and it felt good to hold her. Being so tall, she fitted perfectly against him, and he could look her in the eyes without bending down. Her riot of curls tickled the back of his right hand, and as he leaned slightly closer, he realised she smelled wonderful – like a summer meadow. Or a whole armful of flowers put together. What on earth had she been bathing in? Whatever it was, he liked it. A lot.

			She had a point, though – why should he care what happened to her? He didn’t. Well, not much, but he was curious. ‘Hmm. So that’s what you’re doing now? Looking after yourself?’ He tightened his arms around her, which probably wasn’t such a good idea, as it made him all too aware of the curves she did have.

			‘Not everyone is a big brute like you! And if you’d let go of my arms, I could show you how I deal with attackers.’

			‘If, yes, but I’m not going to.’

			Geir had been concentrating so much on the woman in his arms, he’d broken one of his own cardinal rules – always be aware of your surroundings. He heard a sudden whooshing sound and ducked out of pure instinct. One of the thugs must have recovered and was now wielding a thick tree branch. It missed Geir’s skull by a hair’s-breadth, but unfortunately Maddie was not so lucky. With a sickening thud, the blow connected with the side of her head above her left ear, and he felt her crumple in his arms without a sound.

			‘Why you . . . aumingi!’

			After depositing Maddie on the ground in all haste, Geir surged up and caught the assailant around the waist, wrapping his arms around his midriff. He had enough momentum to send the man sprawling into the muddy riverbank, and threw himself down on top of him to pummel his face, ribs and anywhere else he could reach. Finally, a couple of well-aimed punches to the jaw had the coward’s eyes rolling up into his head, then he went still. Geir hit him one last time for good measure. He wasn’t usually so violent, but for some reason the sight of that branch hitting Maddie had made him go berserk.

			Panting slightly, he checked to see whether the fourth man was going to give them any trouble, but he was still dead to the world. Time to leave this place before the other two came back looking for them.

			Maddie was lying where he’d left her, and Geir hunkered down next to her, checking that she had a pulse. As he wanted to get away from here as quickly as possible, he lifted her up into his arms, shifting her into a more comfortable position so that her head was leaning against his shoulder. She wasn’t light, but he was strong and had no trouble carrying her. With long strides he set off towards his ship.

			Maddie became aware of hushed voices just as she registered the almighty pounding inside her skull. A rocking sensation soothed her somewhat, and she was warm and dry, but splashing noises and something that sounded like flapping made her frown. Where was she? Her eyes fluttered open and she groaned, putting a hand to the side of her head above her left ear, where most of the pain seemed to be concentrated. She grimaced as her fingers encountered a rough bandage. ‘Ouch!’

			‘Lie still and don’t touch that. I think the bleeding has stopped, but you wouldn’t want to set it off again.’

			The big man who had come to her aid earlier swam into focus, although there wasn’t enough light to see him properly. In the half-darkness his features looked handsome but unreal, wreathed in shadows, a frown of concern etched on his brow. She couldn’t make out the colour of his eyes, but they were studying her intently. He pulled at her fingers and she tried to swat his hand away, just as the memory of what she’d done returned with full force, making her freeze.

			Jesus, it had worked! She had time travelled back to the Viking age. She’d barely had a chance to register this before, as almost the moment she’d opened her eyes in what she’d hoped was the ninth century, those four thugs had spotted her and decided she was theirs for the taking. Their faces had lit up at the sight of her and she’d heard their cries of glee as they thought their evening’s bed sport was secured. The hell it was . . .

			Their exact words and the ensuing fight were a bit of a blur, but as soon as this man had started talking to her afterwards, she’d known for sure she was in the Viking era because he was speaking Old Norse. Thank goodness she’d paid attention to all the lessons she’d had recently. Linnea had insisted they all learn, just in case she visited with her husband and any kids they might have, which was fair enough.

			But . . . she was still here? No, no, no! That wasn’t how she’d planned it. She swallowed hard.

			‘I’m fine. Just sore. What happened?’ She wasn’t actually fine at all, but no way was she going to admit it to him. Parts of their conversation came back to her. He’d been interrogating her, refusing to let her be on her way. Then something had struck her head. One of his cohorts? Not that he seemed threatening in any way now, and he had tried to defend her after all, but something about him put her nerve endings on full alert. And, come to think of it, he’d been holding her much too close just before everything went black, as if he too had plans for her. Had he rescued her just so he could have her for himself?

			Hell and damnation! She smothered the memory of just how wonderful it had felt to be in his arms, crushed against him. He was big and seriously fit – she’d been acutely aware of the muscles in his chest and stomach, not to mention the strong arms that had encircled her. But that was neither here nor there.

			‘The man you’d kicked in the head was only stunned, I think,’ her saviour explained, interrupting her thoughts. ‘He tried to hit me with a tree branch and I ducked, which unfortunately left you in the way. I’m sorry. I didn’t react fast enough.’

			‘Where is he now?’

			‘Gone. All of them.’

			She looked around her and realised she was inside some kind of tent. His, presumably. This was not good. She was still wearing all her clothes, including her shoes, so he hadn’t done anything inappropriate. Yet. Perhaps he’d been waiting for her to wake up, preferring her to be conscious? A tremor of fear shot through her. She couldn’t stay here with him. It was time to disappear back to her own century, but her limbs felt weak and her head was ready to explode with pain. How was she going to get away?

			Strangely enough, there was a sliver of light spilling in through the tent opening, growing brighter every minute, although she was sure it had been evening when she’d gone out for her walk. She definitely remembered the light fading. How long had she been unconscious? Her parents and Storm must be frantic wondering where she’d got to.

			‘Thank you for your help, but I need to go.’ She tried to raise herself, but was pushed back down gently but firmly. Her heart rate increased as panic spread through her. When she tried to struggle against his hold, he just held her still, his strength so superior she doubted it took much effort.

			‘You are not going anywhere right now. The wisewoman was adamant. You’ve had a severe blow to the head and if you do not lie still, flat on your back, for at least two days, your brain could become addled. I know, because I’ve had the same thing happen to me in the past.’

			‘Wisewoman?’ So he’d cared enough to call for a doctor of sorts. That was nice of him. Or maybe he was only looking out for his property? Was he going to sell her when she had recovered? A chill ran down her spine and froze her insides. This was what had happened to her sister – captured by a Viking who’d claimed her as his slave. But this man sounded solicitous and was keeping his hands to himself. Well, apart from holding her down. Perhaps she was overreacting. ‘Wh-what do you want with me?’ She peered at him suspiciously.

			His eyebrows shot up and he looked innocent enough, although a spark of amusement briefly lit his eyes, making her unsure. ‘Nothing. I’m just trying to care for you, but I’m no use when it comes to binding wounds, so I sent for help.’ He shrugged. ‘The old one left you some willow bark. Do you think you could swallow it now?’

			‘I suppose.’ She knew it was an age-old remedy that had been used in the past instead of aspirin. It couldn’t hurt, and she really did have the mother of all headaches. Concussion? Most probably.

			‘Here then, drink this.’ He inserted an arm under her shoulders to lift her up and proffered a ceramic mug. When she cautiously sniffed the brew – he could be trying to drug her, after all – he smiled and added, ‘It’s not poison, you know.’

			‘It could be,’ she muttered, but when he just laughed, she gave in. He supported her while she drank from the mug, which he held steady for her.

			It wasn’t the nicest medicine she’d ever tasted, but it wasn’t so bad either. ‘Thank you,’ she murmured, closing her eyes for a moment as he gently laid her back down. Her fingers explored the softness she was lying on; it felt like some sort of long-haired fur. It was lovely, but she shouldn’t be here.

			‘Where am I?’

			‘You’re on board my ship. We left the longphoirt this morning.’

			‘Long-what?’ She remembered he’d mentioned that word before, and she had no idea what it was. ‘And what do you mean “left”?’ Her eyes flew open as she registered what he’d said, panic flooding her once more.

			‘Harbour,’ he explained. ‘You were in Dyflin, or as the locals seem to call it, Dubh Linn. Apparently it means “the Dark Pool”.’

			‘I know, but . . . were?’ He had used the past tense, she was sure of it, and that one word made her gut clench. She really didn’t like the way this conversation was going, and the hammering inside her skull increased.

			‘Yes, we’re out at sea now, heading north.’ He shrugged again. ‘I asked around, spoke to everyone I could find, but no one knew who you were or where you belonged. I couldn’t just leave you there, wounded because of my carelessness, so I decided you’d better come with us. We’re going to Ísland.’

			‘What?’ She shot upright, ignoring the sharp stab of pain in her head as full-blown panic erupted inside her. ‘Bloody hell!’ she exclaimed in English. ‘Iceland? Noooo! But I need to go home.’

		

	
		
			
Chapter Four
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			Now she wanted to go home. Well, it was a bit late for that and Geir told her as much.

			‘You didn’t appear to have a home last night,’ he added. ‘Or so you said.’

			‘Of course I have a home! Are you a thrall merchant? Is that why you’ve taken me? To sell me in Ísland? You can’t! I won’t let you!’ Her eyes were wide with fright, as if he was some sort of troll.

			‘What are you talking about? I haven’t “taken” you at all. I told you, I’m trying to care for you, not harm you. If you’d answered my questions yesterday, you wouldn’t be here now.’ It made him cross that she could have saved him a deal of bother. He’d had to spend silver on bribing several urchins to run around making enquiries, because he knew they always kept their eyes and ears open, but to no avail. No one had admitted to knowing a red-haired Valkyrie going by the name of Maddie.

			‘But . . . no! I was just going for a short walk and then . . . then going back. Home. Oh, this is a disaster!’ She flung an arm across her eyes and he could see her chest rising and falling rapidly, as if she was severely agitated. It was a distracting sight, but he forced himself to concentrate on her words rather than her body.

			‘You are not making sense, Maddie.’ He fixed her with a glare, even though she wasn’t looking at him. ‘For the last time, where is home?’

			‘Svíaríki.’

			‘Ah, now we’re getting somewhere. So you did arrive by ship. Which one? I thought I’d asked all of them, but there were upwards of two hundred or so . . .’ The urchins could have missed one, although he considered that unlikely.

			‘Not a ship. I, er . . . arrived by magic. Trolldomr.’ Those last words were whispered, and he had to bend forward to catch them.

			‘You what? Magic?’ He blinked as she removed her arm and stared up at him defiantly, her mouth set in an uncompromising line. Geir felt his eyebrows rise. ‘You’re a vōlva? Well, why didn’t you say so?’

			‘Because I’m not. Not really. I just cast the runes, that’s all. Wait.’ She sighed and fumbled with one of the pouches at her belt, opening it and taking out the little knife he’d seen her pick up yesterday. ‘I came with this. And yes, I know you won’t believe me, but—’

			He cut her off and snatched the knife out of her grasp. ‘Odin’s ravens! Don’t tell me . . . you have travelled through time?’

			Maddie’s mouth fell open. ‘Yes! But how did you know? I didn’t say that.’

			‘I’ve, um, heard about this before.’ He studied the handle and read the inscription. Með blōð skaltu ferðast. He’d been shown other items with the exact same inscription by his brothers, but neither Hrafn nor Rurik had ever explained how it worked. They’d said it was better not to know.

			Before he could ask, though, Maddie put her hand on his arm and gave him a frustrated shake. ‘Are you serious? You’ve met a time traveller? I mean, you believe me?’

			‘Yes, several.’ He opened and closed the knife, scrutinising the runes once more. ‘How does it work?’

			She let go of him and frowned. ‘I’m not going to tell you that! You’d steal my knife and then I’d be stuck here. In fact, I need to be getting back right now. My family will be missing me. Give me that! Please? And turn this ship around straight away. You have to take me back to Dub . . . I mean Dyflin. Now!’

			Fear still flickered in the depths of her eyes, as if she was only too aware that Geir held all the power in his hands. He wasn’t a mean person and would gladly have given the knife back, but he was also consumed with curiosity. Had been for ages. This was one chance he couldn’t possibly pass up, and there was another thought brewing in his mind as well, something that needed mulling over before he did anything hasty.

			‘No, I’m sorry. We’ve travelled too far to turn back now. You’ll have to use this when we arrive, if you still want to return to your own time. I want you to show me how it works.’

			‘Nuh-uh. No way!’ she said in some foreign language, then clarified. ‘I won’t.’

			He closed his fingers around the knife. ‘We’ll see about that. In any case, you’re not going anywhere other than to Ísland with me.’

			No! This can not be happening! Maddie stared at the man and tried not to groan out loud. She was only supposed to go for a quick walk in the ninth century, look around, then return to her own time straight away. Not become embroiled in a fight, get concussion and meet this . . . this stubborn bastard. Even if he hadn’t kidnapped her and had no intention of molesting her, she couldn’t stay with him.

			There had to be some way of persuading him to give her the knife and turn back, but right now, her head hurt so much she couldn’t think straight. And glancing at him, he looked dead serious. There was something else in his expression too, though. Excitement? Curiosity? Maybe she could use that to her advantage. It was astonishing that he actually believed her. She’d been prepared for total disbelief and possibly outright scorn as well. How many people knew about this time-travelling business? More than she’d thought, it would appear.

			‘Look, if I tell you how it works, will you take me back? I can even let you come to the future with me for a short while if you want.’ She tried to keep her tone even and reasonable. Was it possible to reason with a Viking? This particular one didn’t seem to be lacking in brains.

			He smiled, his teeth gleaming white in the gloomy interior of the tent. ‘Good try, but no. You can show me when we arrive. I assume Ísland exists in your time?’

			She nodded reluctantly. ‘Yes, but—’

			‘Excellent. Now I have a ship to steer, so unless you wish to end up at the bottom of the sea, I’d suggest you stop arguing with me. Rest and recover. You’ll need your strength.’

			‘Hey! Hey! You can’t just take that. It’s mine. Give me back my knife!’ She made to rise, but was overcome with a wave of nausea and realised she wasn’t in any state to fight him for it. Not yet, anyway. She sank back down, clutching her head.

			‘Why should I? I’d be stupid to give up such a precious object. Now lie down. We can debate the issue later. There’s plenty of time before we reach our destination.’

			Maddie opened her mouth to protest, but he was gone before she could utter another word. And really, she didn’t have the strength to argue right now. Nausea threatened and she desperately needed to close her eyes and keep her head still. She hadn’t known it was possible for it to hurt this much.

			Maybe going to Iceland wasn’t so bad after all. He was right. She could return to her own time from there and find a way to contact her parents, then they’d come and fetch her or arrange for her to travel home. Yes, no need to panic just yet. Did she still have her mobile? She opened each of her leather pouches in turn to check, then remembered she’d had it in her hand before she’d been attacked. She must have dropped it by the river while fighting off those thugs. Perhaps it got trampled into the mud? Damn!

			But someone would surely help her. Yes, things would work out fine if only she could sleep for a while . . .

			Geir had successfully steered the ship halfway through the sea channel between the northernmost part of Írland and the islands off the west coast of Skotland, the Suðureyjar. They made landfall on a beach on one of them – uninhabited, as far as he could see – as that was safer than trying to navigate past the rest after dark. He was aiming to stay close to these islands as far north as he could, then strike out for the Færeyjar, or Sheep Islands. After that, he’d been told to head north-west across the open sea and then they would hopefully arrive on the southern coast of Ísland within a week.

			It all depended on winds and currents, but he had made offerings to the gods and hoped for the best. Others had made the journey and lived to tell the tale – no reason why he shouldn’t.

			‘Men, help me to secure the ship,’ he ordered. ‘And pull the rowing boat further up the beach as well.’ They were towing a smaller boat, as he’d been given to understand that wood was scarce in Ísland, and he’d thought they might have need of a less unwieldy vessel from time to time.

			He wasn’t travelling alone. Manpower would be needed in order to establish a settlement, plus there was safety in numbers, so two men from home had come with him – Steinthor, a recently qualified blacksmith, who had wanted to establish himself somewhere new; and Ingimund, one of his older brother’s former tenants. The latter had been sharing a small farm with two siblings and it had become clear it wasn’t large enough to support them all. Geir had hired a few others to help him sail the ship to Dyflin, but once there, the hired men had decided to stay behind. They were more interested in going off to plunder than working hard to establish a farm. To replace them, he’d bought some thralls to take with him. Cormac and Niall were young Irishmen, captured as children and raised as thralls, and Geir had chosen them for their strength and capabilities. He’d been assured they were used to working hard and could turn their hands to most tasks.

			Steinthor and Ingimund each had a wife and two children, and Geir’s little group was completed by two Irish thrall women and a ten-year-old boy.

			Another large ship came to a halt next to his, its keel hissing into the sandy beach – other travellers also bound for Ísland, with whom he’d decided to journey in convoy. Their leader, Hjalti, was only intending to stay for a year, hunting for ivory and sealskins to sell on his return, but he’d brought a group of six men, as well as some Irish thrall women to see to their needs and help establish a temporary settlement. Geir had struck a deal with him that they would help each other if necessary, but otherwise they would create their own base and not encroach on the other’s territory. Hjalti seemed trustworthy, and they’d sworn an oath to this effect. Geir had also paid him to transport extra livestock for him, since the man had the space on the outward journey.

			His own men helped him to secure the ship. It was a large vessel and they had to be careful not to get it stuck completely. To make sure the tides didn’t take it away, however, they tethered the mooring ropes to a nearby rocky outcrop. He wasn’t taking any chances. His entire life was on board this ship; everything he owned and all he needed to fulfil his dreams. It had to be safeguarded at all costs.

			‘What are you going to do with the strange female?’ Steinthor asked.

			‘I don’t know yet,’ Geir lied. He’d already made up his mind to try and persuade her to stay with them, at least for a while. She intrigued him. ‘I’ll go and see if she is awake shortly. Once the women have cooked us a meal, I’ll take some food to her. It’s best if she doesn’t move for now. The wisewoman was adamant on that score. We don’t want her to go weird in the head.’

			‘True. I’ll go and help collect driftwood for fires.’

			The women soon had food ready, and Geir took his own portion, plus a share for Maddie, and climbed on board. As he raised the tent flap, he saw her stirring with another groan. Having had concussion himself, he knew exactly how she was feeling, and it wasn’t pleasant.

			‘Good evening. I have brought you some victuals.’ He placed the two bowls on the planks next to her and hunkered down. ‘There’s a bucket over there in the corner if you need to avail yourself of that first?’

			A fiery blush spread over her cheeks, but she nodded. ‘Yes, please.’

			‘Here, let me help you rise.’ He placed an arm around her shoulders and raised her into a sitting position. ‘Just sit like that for a moment while your head adjusts. Hurts like at least ten jötnar are trampling you, doesn’t it?’

			She managed a small smile at his words. ‘Something like that, yes. I can manage now, thank you.’ The wary glance that accompanied her words showed that she didn’t trust him yet, but that was understandable. She would soon learn that he didn’t pose a threat.

			‘I’ll wait outside. Call me when you’re ready to eat.’

			Soon he was back inside the tent and propping her up against his travelling kist and a bundle of furs. She stroked a hand over the top one. ‘What is this? It’s so soft.’

			‘Wolf. The darker one is bear. I killed him myself.’ He indicated three bear claws hanging round his neck on leather straps. His silversmith brother Rurik had created beautiful mounts for them, and he wore them with pride. Some people said that if you killed a bear, its strength would become yours. Geir hoped it was true. He’d need all the muscle power he could get in order to succeed in this venture.

			‘Really? That must have been scary.’ She accepted the bowl he held out to her. ‘Thank you. I’m quite hungry now, and at least I don’t feel sick any more.’

			‘Good. And no, not scary – exhilarating.’

			They ate in silence. There was much he wanted to ask her, but she was in no fit state and it was better to save his questions for the morrow.

			‘I don’t feel any movement. Have we arrived already?’

			‘In Ísland?’ Geir started laughing. ‘No, we’ve only been sailing for one day. It will take at least another week, if not two. We have made landfall on a deserted island. It’s safer than trying to navigate in the dark, at least until we are past the Suðureyjar.’

			‘Oh, I see.’

			He took back her now empty bowl, pleased that she had eaten it all, and handed her a leather waterskin. ‘For when you’re thirsty,’ he said. ‘Now try to go back to sleep. It’s the best thing for healing.’

			‘I know. Thank you again.’

			He noticed she didn’t try to argue with him about the knife, and her gaze had lost some of the wariness he’d seen earlier. Excellent. He meant her no harm. In fact, he was beginning to think he would enjoy having her company indefinitely.

			To her amazement, Maddie went straight back to sleep, awaking some time towards dawn. The light filtering in through the tent flaps was a pearly grey. Enough to make out shapes, but no details. She blinked, letting her eyes adjust, and then had to swallow a gasp. Her captor – she couldn’t call him anything else, as he was keeping her here against her will – was lying alongside her, breathing softly, his back turned towards her.

			Good grief. She’d been sleeping next to a Viking.

			She’d never slept next to any man before, because she hadn’t had a boyfriend.

			It wasn’t for lack of trying. Just like all the other girls in her class at school, she’d gone to parties and hung around the available boys, but no one she liked the look of had been interested in her. Not permanently, anyway. She was too tall, too awkward, with pale skin and flaming hair. It didn’t matter how often her dad told her she was beautiful in a Pre-Raphaelite way – she didn’t believe him, because no one else thought so.

			A couple of times she’d drunk too much and allowed some guy to make out with her – it seemed to be what her girlfriends did, as if it was some kind of sport and something to brag about afterwards. Most of them also went all the way, but Maddie hadn’t, because it felt so sordid and meaningless. She’d wanted her first time sleeping with someone to be special, or at the very least with a permanent boyfriend. But no such guy ever materialised, and although she didn’t want to be left out or thought of as uncool and childish, she stuck to her guns. Even when she heard whispers about her being a ‘frigid bitch’.

			Bastards. At least, thanks to all her self-defence training, no one had dared say that to her face. She was very grateful to her foster brother, Ivar, for encouraging her to take up those classes. He was sixteen years older than her, but he had been bullied when he was at school and somehow he’d guessed that she was struggling.

			‘Being able to kick ass will give you confidence,’ he’d told her, and he was right – the lessons had helped enormously, even though she’d never actually had to put her skills into practice until she met those four thugs in Dublin. No, Dyflin, in the ninth century! She was still having trouble getting her head round that.

			She glanced at the Viking next to her and frowned. He hadn’t even told her his name, but he was lying there like a protective shield. Or was he guarding his possession? She shivered, still not completely sure about his intentions towards her.

			The small movement must have woken him, because he turned in an instant, gazing at her with intensity. ‘Are you cold? Do you have a fever?’ He put out a hand to feel her forehead, and his touch made her shiver again, although in a nicer way.

			She ducked away from his fingers. ‘No, I’m fine. Thank you. Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you.’

			‘It doesn’t matter. I am due to take my turn on guard duty anyway.’

			‘Guard duty? Are you expecting to be attacked?’ This alarmed her more than the fact that she was lying so close to a very large man in the semi-darkness of his tent. She didn’t stop to analyse why.

			‘You never know. It pays to be vigilant.’ He must have seen the fear in her eyes. ‘But do not worry, we’ll protect you.’

			‘We?’ She hadn’t been outside the tent yet and had no idea who else was on board this ship.

			‘There are five of us men, four women, a young boy and four children. Oh, and one more on the way, I believe. Also another shipload of men with whom we are travelling.’

			Maddie wondered briefly if one of the women was his wife or mistress, but surely he wouldn’t be sleeping here with her if that was the case? Not that it mattered, but still . . .

			He sat up and dry-washed his face as if trying to wake himself fully. She heard the slight rasping as his hands came into contact with his stubble, and the noise sent a strange tremor through her. His shoulder-length hair had fallen out of the ponytail he’d tied it in the day before, and she watched as he deftly scooped it up and refastened the leather cord around it. She wished he hadn’t – she’d liked it loose – then almost groaned out loud. What was she doing admiring the guy’s hair? She shouldn’t be noticing anything personal about him.

			‘Obviously I’m taking turns with the other men,’ he commented, pulling her out of her thoughts.

			That made her smile inwardly. How chauvinistic it sounded, but in this era it was probably obvious, although she’d heard that Viking women could be fierce too.

			‘Try to sleep some more.’ He picked up a long-handled axe she hadn’t noticed lying next to him.

			She recoiled slightly. Whoa! That looked lethal, the edge razor-sharp.

			He carried on as if he hadn’t noticed her reaction to the weapon. ‘It really is the best thing for what ails you. Trust me, I know.’

			‘You said that before. What happened to you?’ She wasn’t sure why she was keeping up this conversation, but for some reason she was curious about him and wanted to know more.

			‘I was travelling and we were caught in an ambush. Our opponents didn’t fight fair, using their weapons the traditional way, and someone hit me over the head with his sword hilt. At least, I think that’s what happened. My memory is a little hazy.’ He smiled. ‘I must go. We will speak more later.’

			She nodded, looking forward to it already. No, that was wrong. She should still be angry with him, and cautious, but for the life of her she couldn’t summon up the energy.

			Just before ducking out of the flap, he turned back and asked, ‘Do you like dogs?’

			‘Yes, very much. Why?’

			‘Good, then I’ll send Blár in, if you don’t mind. He usually sleeps next to me and he’s been sulking because I wouldn’t let him in.’

			‘Oh, right. Sure.’

			A few seconds later, something large and furry hurtled in through the tent flap and a wet nose was shoved into her outstretched hand.

			‘Hello there! Blár, was it? Yes, yes, I’m pleased to see you too, but maybe you could lie down now? Down! You’re a bit big, you know, and no, I don’t want to be licked, thank you!’

			The dog was obviously well trained, and at her command, he sank down next to her immediately but shuffled close to her legs, his tail thumping on the planks. She couldn’t make out what type he was, but he seemed to be a very dark colour. ‘Is that how you got your name?’ she whispered, scratching him behind one ear. ‘Your fur is so black it looks blue? Well, let’s go to sleep now, shall we?’

			And as she snuggled down once more, Blár seemed happy with that suggestion.

		

OEBPS/nav.xhtml

		
		Contents


			
						Title Page


						Copyright Page


						About the Author


						Also by Christina Courtenay


						Praise for Christina Courtenay


						About the Book


						Dedication


						Chapter One


						Chapter Two


						Chapter Three


						Chapter Four


						Chapter Five


						Chapter Six


						Chapter Seven


						Chapter Eight


						Chapter Nine


						Chapter Ten


						Chapter Eleven


						Chapter Twelve


						Chapter Thirteen


						Chapter Fourteen


						Chapter Fifteen


						Chapter Sixteen


						Chapter Seventeen


						Chapter Eighteen


						Chapter Nineteen


						Chapter Twenty


						Chapter Twenty-One


						Chapter Twenty-Two


						Chapter Twenty-Three


						Chapter Twenty-Four


						Chapter Twenty-Five


						Chapter Twenty-Six


						Chapter Twenty-Seven


						Chapter Twenty-Eight


						Chapter Twenty-Nine


						Chapter Thirty


						Acknowledgements


						An exclusive short story featuring Geir and Maddie’s daughter, Gytha!


						Discover Christina Courtenay’s other evocative Viking timeslip novels


			


		
		
		Landmarks


			
						Cover


						Bodymatter


						Table of Contents


			


		


OEBPS/image/TemptedbyRunes_TTP.jpg
Tempted
by the
unes

CHRISTINA COURTENAY





OEBPS/image/TemptedbyRunes_TTP1.jpg
Tempted

by the

‘Runes





OEBPS/image/HeadlineRevlogo_2016.jpg





OEBPS/image/ChristinaCourtenay.jpg





OEBPS/image/Logo.jpg





OEBPS/image/TemptedRunes_cover.jpg
i Born centuries apart. »
- Bound by a love that defied time. * —7

> o LS

CHRISTINA COURTENAY





