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      All my life I've lived in an orphanage, wondering what torment each new day will bring.

      One night, the Berserkers come. Screams ring out as they attack. I run, but cannot escape. These warriors did not come for gold or blood.

      They came for me.

      They are warriors, cursed to become monsters, They must find the woman who can mate with both of them and break the witch's spell.

      They take me to a safe place. They see to my every need. But despite their kindness, I know they will never let me go.

      These monsters want me for their own.

      

      
        
        Author’s Note: Kidnapped by the Berserkers is a standalone, full-length MFM ménage romance starring two huge, dominant warriors who make it all about the woman. Read the whole best-selling Berserker saga to see what readers are raving about…
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      I crept down the abbey path, my footfalls covered by the women’s voices raised in song—the nuns practicing for Vespers. At my back, the red sun sank below the stone wall.

      As I climbed the stairs to the covered walkway, a flash of movement caught my eye. Normally, I wouldn’t venture to look beyond the abbey walls; the abbey had been my home since I was an orphaned babe, and everything I knew was here. But this afternoon something made me look further. Craning my neck, I went on tiptoe, leaning against a pillar to see over the wall.

      A large bearded man stood on the edge of the field, just inside the shade of woods. He stood so still, I almost mistook him for a tree. Another figure slipped out beside him, a creature with thick brown and grey fur. A dog—but it looked too large and wild. Not a hound, then. A wolf.

      I drew back and slipped behind a column, hoping the watching warrior hadn’t seen me. The wall around the abbey grounds used to be enough to keep frightening outsiders away, but in the past year tall, thin men had visited often. They stood like soldiers and barely spoke. My fellow orphans and I guessed the friar had hired them to guard the abbey.

      The bearded man looked nothing like those grey-skinned guards. He stood with feet planted, muscles stretching the leather jerkin he wore, his hand on an axe at his belt. A warrior, the likes of which I’d never seen.

      When I ventured to look again, both warrior and wolf were gone.

      Unnerved, I scurried down the walkway and ducked into the kitchen. A shriek made me freeze.

      “Oh, Sage, you gave me a fright.”

      A young woman about my age stood over a giant vat of stew, her face red from steam. Her hand fluttered over her ample chest.

      “Forgive me, Laurel.” I relaxed.

      “You’re so quiet,” the dark-haired girl exclaimed, a smile lighting her lovely face. I answered it with one of my own until she said, “Are you trying to avoid the friar?”

      “Is he looking for me?” I forced my tone to remain light.

      “He was shouting for you a while ago.” She grimaced in sympathy. Most of the girls knew I was the friar’s favorite, but they did not know what I had to do to earn that title. I’d told my friend Willow the truth, but she wouldn’t share it with anyone. Laurel must have guessed.

      “I’ll go to him, then.”

      “Are you sure?” She lowered her voice. “It might be better if you hid. You can stay in here—I’m boiling cabbage and he hates the smell.”

      “It’s best if I seek him out.” I couldn’t change his mood, but I absorbed as much of his ire as I could, to protect the other girls. Rather than face Laurel’s pitying look, I changed the subject. “Does the abbess know you stripped down to your shift to make the evening meal?”

      The young cook’s impressive bosom strained the thin fabric. “It’s too hot in here to wear so many clothes.” She tossed her head with a confidence she didn’t have outside her realm of the kitchen.

      “I won’t tell if you won’t.” I would’ve smiled if my worry wasn’t so real. “But be careful.”

      “The nuns won’t punish me and risk the friar getting his meals late. They might try to make me fast again,” Laurel rolled her eyes. “But it hasn’t worked so far, has it?” She indicated her beautiful body, the curves that set men staring whenever she made trips to the village to barter herbs for her coveted spices. Rumor was all the men of the village had proclaimed Laurel the most beautiful woman in the parish. Well, all men but the grey-faced guards, who didn’t speak at all. But they seemed less men than scarecrows, stuffed with straw and expressionless.

      “Which reminds me,” Laurel sashayed to the pantry and drew out a parcel. “I set aside some oatcakes for you.”

      I waved it away and she pursed her lips. “I see how you and Rosalind give up your food whenever the friar punishes the younger orphans with no dinner. And he’s been punishing a lot lately.” She raised a brow, daring me to disagree. “Especially since Hazel disappeared.”

      “Hush,” I whispered, and took the parcel to placate her. “Please, do not speak of that.”

      “But—” She must have seen me blink back sudden tears because she nodded. “All right. All right.” We’d all suffered punishment for Hazel’s sins—but worse than the beatings was the fact that she was gone, and no one would tell us where or for how long. “I miss her too.”

      “I know.” I wanted to tell her more, but I didn’t risk saying something that might be overheard. The hall beyond the kitchen led to the friar’s office and quarters. Under my own gunna, I bore the bruises of his anger. I didn’t know what happened to Hazel, but the abbey was no longer a safe place. Maybe it never had been.

      “Give the food to whomever you wish. And you eat one, as well,” she said in a motherly voice, even though she was not much older than me.

      “I’ll give it to Willow. She went to market today, and tonight is almost the full moon…it is her time.” My voice dropped off, but Laurel knew what I meant. All the older girls in the abbey watched the waxing and waning of the moon, as fishermen watched the tides, as if our life and livelihood depended on it.

      “Fine, Willow may have most of the oatcakes, but not all. Promise me, Sage, promise you’ll eat.”

      I gave her a faint smile but did not promise. My stomach churned at the thought of what the night might bring. The silent guards had lurked about the abbey right about the time Hazel came and told us of a strange girl who’d been locked in the tower. Then both Hazel, the guards, and the girl disappeared. The events set the friar raging, and as his favorite orphan, I became his target.

      “Sage,” Laurel planted her hands on her hips, and did an impressive imitation of our stern abbess.

      “I’ll do my best.”

      “Laurel,” bellowed the friar from the hall beyond the kitchen, “Is Willow with you?”

      Laurel pushed me into the pantry before hollering back, “She’s at the market, sir, remember?”

      “Huh,” I heard him grunt. “Should be back before now. Send her to me when she returns.”

      “Of course, Father,” Laurel trilled, and made a face at me. I gestured at her to put on her gunna, but she shook her head. My hands tightened on the food parcel. If he caught her half-dressed… I choked back a half laugh, half sob. The only orphan he cared to see half-dressed was me. Laurel had nothing to fear.

      For a moment I hated her, and then I felt ashamed.

      “Cabbage tonight, again?” the friar’s steps retreated.

      “Yes, sir. But I have meat for you. And mead.”

      “All right then. Send Sage with it.”

      “Yes, sir,” Laurel said, and then stuck out her tongue at the closed door.

      The friar’s heavy tread went the other way.

      “See, I told you. He hates cabbage.”

      “Thank you.” I pressed my hand against my stomach as it lurched.

      “Go find Willow. He’s right, she should be back by now, but if you tell him she was back before dark, he’ll believe you.”

      I nodded and hastened away. At first I tiptoed in case I might meet someone, but no one hung about the only entrance or exit to the abbey. The nuns had no reason to, and the orphans weren’t allowed.

      I thought of the man and wolf standing on the edge of the forest, just beyond the road to the village. He seemed to be waiting for something… or someone. Willow would go right past the place where the warrior had stood.

      I had to warn her.

      I ran, my footsteps echoing in the great hall, and found Willow inside the sanctuary, staring at the statue of the Mother Mary.

      “Willow,” I called to her and she blinked and stepped back as if coming awake. Willow often fell into a daze. Sister Juliet called them trances.

      Willow swayed a little as I approached, blinking as if coming awake. Her cheeks were flushed and her arms empty.

      “Did you finish the errand?” I asked and relaxed when she pointed to the basket. The friar would want to see proof of payment. The orphans did the labor, but he kept a tight fist on the money.

      Willow looked a little pale, but for two bright spots on her cheeks. I wanted to ask if she’d seen the warrior, but she already seemed shaken and I didn’t want to cause her more distress. We were all on edge since Hazel’s disappearance. “Are you coming to Vespers?”

      “No, I cannot. It is almost a full moon.” Willow’s gaze dropped to her feet. The fever came upon her regularly. Hazel and I had begun to suffer them every once in a while, but Willow’s timed itself perfectly to the round moon.

      “Here.” I went to her and gave her the oatcakes wrapped in Laurel’s linen.

      She took the bundle without a word, and, I thought, any intention of eating. When the fever came, food would be the last thing on her mind.

      “I still must visit the friar.”

      “I will do it.” I picked the basket up.

      “He has been angry ever since Hazel disappeared.”

      “I'll be all right.” I pretended to be brave.

      Willow took the end of my sleeve and raised it up. I didn’t look down; I knew what bruises lay there. I couldn’t do anything about it.

      The friar chose a favorite every few years. He preferred blonde hair and a childish face. First he’d enjoyed Sari, then Rosalind, and then me. He’d already cast his eye over the younger ones, including little Aspen, a blond and blue eyed cherub. Rosalind and I had a plan to stop him before he moved his attentions to her sister Aspen. If we didn’t disappear before then.

      To my relief, Willow didn’t comment on the marks.

      She dropped my sleeve and said, “The shopkeeper gave us a fair price for the herbs. He wants more of the tincture you made for backaches.”

      “I’ll tell him.” The money might be enough to placate the friar. “Thank you, Willow.”

      But her mind had already drifted, her eyes on the statue with a faraway expression. I slipped away, leaving her with her thoughts.
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      I found the friar in his office, door shut tightly against the smell of cabbage. Laurel had just delivered his dinner, and he barely glanced up from it.

      I placed the basket close to him. I hadn’t looked inside.

      “What is this?” he grunted.

      “Willow has returned,” I told him. “I sent her on to finish her work and brought you the earnings.”

      He plunged a fat hand inside the purse and wasted no time spreading out the coins and counting them.

      “Expected her back earlier,” he grunted. “Did she waste time flirting like some slut?”

      I didn’t reply.

      “Have you nothing to say to that?” he chuckled. I relaxed a little at the sound. Perhaps he’d be pleasant to me tonight. Perhaps he would not be upset.

      “Calm yourself girl, I will not beat you tonight. All is well.”

      The gold must have pleased him. Still, I backed away, searching for a reason to leave.

      “Do you want more ale?” I nodded to the jug.

      “No, not tonight. But come to me later, Sage.”

      I dipped a curtsey and left. My stomach flipped over a few times, and I was glad I hadn’t eaten.
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      I waited in the sun-dappled shadows of the forest, my arms crossed over my chest and my warrior brother Rolf in wolf form at my side. We’d fought in many battles and knew the power of the moments preceding an attack. I’d checked and rechecked the hone of my axe, the tightness of my belt and boots. Everything sat in place. Now I breathed deep the gathering gloom and watched the abbey.

      Two warriors trotted over, the redheaded one grinning like a fool.

      “Leif, Brokk,” I greeted them.

      “We met one of them—a spaewife. She is unmated.” Leif all but rubbed his hands together. Brokk sat back on his heels, quiet as usual, but there was a hint of eagerness in his otherwise reserved expression.

      You idiots, the wolf at my side chastised via the pack bonds.

      “Our orders were to remain unseen,” I said.

      “Is that why you are hovering on the forest edge, hoping to catch a glimpse of a potential mate?” Leif raised his brow.

      Neither Rolf nor I answered, or mentioned the slight woman we’d seen on the stone walkway before we’d retreated deeper into the forest to wait.

      “You’d have done it too, if you found the one who calls to your beast,” Leif went on.

      I shook my head. “What if she reports you to the holy man, and he alerts his master?”

      “She won’t. She’s too frightened to tell anyone she saw us,” Brokk said, and a little of Leif’s good humor fell away.

      “Brokk is right,” the redhead said. “Whatever they do to these women in the abbey she was more afraid of that than of us.”

      “Or perhaps we frightened her,” Brokk said, and a shiver of anger went through Leif, his beast rising to the surface. Brokk put a hand on his warrior brother’s arm, and the moment his control bled into the redhead, Leif’s shoulders relaxed and the bright light in his eyes receded.

      “Tell us more of the woman you met,” I said. It would be a shame for Leif to lose control of his beast this close to a chance at claiming a mate. We’d all waited so long for this moment. Leif was a good warrior, even if he spoke more than most of the Berserker pack combined.

      “She is small, slight and perfect,” Leif said. “Willow. Her name is Willow.” He ended on a slight whine, an animal sound.

      In wolf form, Rolf answered with a whine of his own, one of sympathy. Can they put a claim to her? He spoke directly to me, via our private brother bond. Leif is close to losing control. If another tries to take her…

      We’re supposed to be rescuing the women, not fighting among ourselves. The Alphas had made it clear that any Berserker who lost control would die. We could not risk damaging any of the spaewives—the women who could tame our beast.

      As one of the older, steadier wolves, I had right of dominance. The Alphas trusted me to lead.

      I told Leif, “I will give the order—no other Berserker is to touch her. You and Brokk will approach from the south on the front lines. If you see your potential mate, you may take her.”

      “Thank you,” Brokk said. To his warrior brother he said, “Let us leave now. We must be ready if we are to claim her.”

      To approach from the south, he and Leif must travel a wide arc around the abbey lands, and creep up through the forest. Rolf and I planned to leap the wall close to where we stood, but the trek would do Leif good.

      “We will claim the one called Willow. The beast chose her,” Leif insisted. “And you Thorbjorn? Rolf? Have you chosen which woman will be yours?”

      I reached out to my warrior brother, a tentative touch to the bond that connected us, that had kept us alive for over a century. Whenever my beast raged, Rolf lent me his control. And I returned in kind.

      “We sense her,” I answered for us both. “She is waiting for us.” Years of waiting and the curse would be broken. But Rolf and I had learned not to be quick to hope.

      Soon, we will all have our mates, Rolf said, and his words rang out like prophecy.

      “Tonight,” I said. “We take them tonight.”
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      The orphan’s dormitory held twenty beds. The girls—for there were no boys—slept two or three together. I sat on the bed I shared with Willow, bent over a torn dress, stitching as best I could in the low light. Candles weren’t wasted on orphans, but Rosalind had permission to light one to make sure all the orphans were tucked in safely. She’d set it between me and Fern, and went to stand watch at the door, in case the nuns wandered past our quarters.

      “I don’t know how it happened,” Aspen, Rosalind’s younger sister, stood biting her lip and clutching one of her hands. “Ivy dared me to climb the tree, but I was so careful…”

      “Not to worry,” I murmured, squinting at the rip. “I’ll fix it up quick and no one will be the wiser. I’m not as good as Fern, but it’ll do.”

      “I would’ve asked Fern to do my dress, but she’s repairing Ivy’s.”

      I glanced up and smiled at Fern, a soft-spoken girl with waves of auburn hair. Ivy, a girl Aspen’s age, stood nearby, a frown on her unrepentant face. Like Aspen, she held her right hand to her chest.

      “There. Good as new.” I checked the neat line of stitches and laid down the dress. “Now let me see your hand.”

      Aspen’s left hand relinquished her right. She winced as I examined the reddened palm and bade her to flex her fingers.

      “Sister Anne’s favorite punishment is the tawse,” I said, turning Aspen’s hand over to check the swelling. “Did she happen to see your torn dress or just your shenanigans?”

      “She saw us climb the tree and fall out, but didn’t look at our dresses.”

      “Then she won’t have any more cause to punish you,” I squeezed her good hand, “for it is no longer torn. But promise me you will not try to climb trees again.”

      “Sorrel does it all the time.”

      “Sorrel is part squirrel.”

      A snort came from the far corner where Sorrel, a wiry young woman with tanned skin, crouched sharpening arrowheads for her makeshift hunting kit.

      “Part squirrel and part fox,” I amended. “And maybe part fish, if she swims as well as she climbs.”

      “Not me,” Sorrel said. “Willow is the one who likes to swim. I stick to trees.”

      Aspen giggled.

      “All right, off to bed with you. Wash your face first, and ask your sister if she will give you a cup of cold water to soak your hand. By morning your hand should be good as new, like your dress.”

      “Will you help me wash?”

      “I must go on an errand.”

      Aspen accepted this, but Sorrel watched me with a sharp look on her face.

      “Where is Willow?” Sorrel raised her voice to ask.

      “Shh,” Rosalind snapped, almost as loud as Sorrel. “Willow will be here soon. She went to the market today and the friar wanted to see her.” All true, but Rosalind knew as well as I did that Willow wouldn’t sleep here tonight. She’d snuck out to a shed on the far side of the abbey grounds where she would stay until the worst of her fever  passed.

      “I’m to go to the friar also. I’ll tell her you asked after her,” I said. I’d check on Willow after I placated the friar, so I’d told the truth without the details. Rosalind and I agreed to keep some things secret, but neither of us wanted to outright lie to the girls. We were the only family we had.

      The cool night air wafted over my face as I hurried back to the kitchen and the friar’s office. Perhaps I could avoid his touch until he dozed off, then escape and sleep outside. Willow and I kept a few blankets in the shed, but with the fever on her, she wouldn’t need them. I could curl up outside and spend the night under the stars. Breathe the clean air. Or stay close to Willow and give her water and company while she suffered, and act as a diversion in case someone ventured close in search of her. Spending the night away from the dormitory was risky, but we could not reveal our fever to the friar.

      The girls who were found out disappeared.

      “Sage,” someone behind me hissed. I nearly leapt out of my skin.

      “Sorrel?”

      The tomboy peeled away from the shadows, anger in her stance. “You and Rosalind aren’t fooling anyone. Tell me truly. What’s going on?”

      Sorrel had come to the orphanage when she was very small. The nuns named her, as they did all of us who came as babes, after a wild herb. A few years younger than Willow, Rosalind, and I—she did not suffer the fevers. We hid them from her.

      “I’m on an errand for the friar, Sorrel. I must go to him now.”

      “Don’t lie to me. I know you are up to something. You and the others.” She bit her lip and looked away for a moment, as if fighting back tears. A surprise—I’d never seen Sorrel cry. Even during beatings, which she suffered often for her wild ways. “I know Hazel is gone for a reason.”

      “I didn’t have anything to do with that—”

      “I know! But I can’t help you fight if I don’t know—”

      “All right,” I tugged her back into the darkness. “All right. Before she disappeared, Hazel came and told us the friar was lying. He isn’t finding husbands for us. He’s up to something. That’s why Sari vanished and now Hazel. I don’t know what’s happening, but the friar is taking girls—girls like us—and selling them off so they’re never seen again.”

      “I knew it,” she breathed. “That’s what the guards are for.”

      I blinked. “What?”

      “The pale guards? Surely you’ve noticed them. The ones always hanging around, with the strange, sallow skin. They don’t speak much, but when they do, it sounds like hissing snakes.”

      I shuddered. “I noticed them.”

      “They’re not keeping us safe. They’re keeping us here. But why?” She went on, speaking my thoughts. “What would they want with us?”

      “Hello?” A small voice called from the shadows. Sorrel and I jumped, but a girl padded after us. One of the little ones.

      “Go back to bed, Violet,” Sorrel said.

      “I can’t sleep,” she said, rubbing her arms.

      I removed my shawl and set it about her shoulders. “Is your stomach ill?”

      “No. I dreamt of voices in the dark, weapons clinking.”

      “It was just a dream,” Sorrel told the frightened girl, while I stroked Violet’s hair to calm her shivering body.

      “Will you walk with me back down the hall?” Violet asked.

      I bit my lip. The friar would be waiting.

      “Go to him.” Sorrel sighed, unfolding her arms and reaching for the young girl. “I’ll take her. But this conversation isn’t over. I want to know what you know.” Her eyes bore into mine over Violet’s head.

      “I’ll tell you,” I whispered. “I promise. Just…not tonight.”

      I waited until they’d disappeared in the direction of the dormitory before continuing.

      My footsteps echoed in the stone corridor. Halfway to the kitchens, I paused. Night had fallen, and it should be filled with the evening song of the birds. Instead, the gardens, forest beyond, and the abbey grounds were completely still. Odd.

      Laurel still stood in the kitchen, scrubbing the pots.

      “Sage,” She straightened and hurried to dry her hands. “He’s been shouting for you. I gave him the best meat tonight, with rich gravy. He should sleep soon. And give him this.” She handed me a flagon of ale.

      “Thank you.” I strode on so I didn’t have to face her pity. A few kind words and I’d be hiding in the pantry for the night, or running out to Willow’s shack. Or running away.

      Soon. Soon.

      Heart fluttering, I stood outside the friar’s door and knocked.

      “It’s Sage,” I called. The lock clicked open and he beckoned me in. The gold still glinted on his table. I gave him the ale and hovered by the door.

      “Come here, child.” He sat and patted his knee. My stomach lurched again. This was how it began.

      We both heard the scream—ugly and violent, shattering the evening calm.
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