

  




  [image: cover]




  VIKING WARRIORS


  BOOK 3:


  VALKYRIE HEAT




  by




  Constantine De Bohon




  TORRID BOOKS


  www.torridbooks.com




  




  Published by


  TORRID BOOKS


  www.torridbooks.com


  An Imprint of Whiskey Creek Press LLC




  Copyright © 2012 by Constantine De Bohon




  Warning: The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 (five) years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.




  Names, characters and incidents depicted in this book are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental and beyond the intent of the author or the publisher.




  No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher.




  ISBN: 978-1-61160-155-8




  Credits


  Cover Artist: Gemini Judson


  Editor: Melanie Billings




  Printed in the United States of America




  WHAT THEY ARE SAYING ABOUT


  VIKING WARRIORS BOOK 1:


  VALHALLA HOTT





  “Valerie had gone to the lake cottage in a last ditch effort to save her failing relationship. Once there, she realized that it was already over. Contemplating her life, Valerie heads down a strange path in the woods. Out of the mist, a stranger appears—a huge Viking stranger. Hott was suffering overwhelming grief because of the destruction of his settlement and the death of his wife and unborn child in a raid. As a Viking warrior, he cried out to Odin. When he sees Valerie at the edge of the mist, he believes his prayers have been answered. Hott moves across the boundary to claim her as his own and; it’s quite a claiming. Hott then brings her to his world. Valerie finds herself back in the time when Vikings roamed the world. What’s a 21st century girl to do when she's without electricity, cell phones or even toilets?




  “I’m not usually a fan of time-travel stories but I do like Vikings so I decided to give this one a try. I’m really glad that I did. Vahalla Hott combines the two themes seamlessly. Hott and Valerie feel an instant attraction and when they allow Hott’s dominant brother to join them, the sex becomes explosive. Hott and Valerie’s relationship blossoms and they do share a deep connection. I liked both characters and loved the way [they] tried to please each other. The plot is engaging as Valerie tries to fit into the Viking culture and Hott and his warriors confront the raiders. The time-travel aspect is interesting and the details really do make sense. Overall, this was a very enjoyable read and I do hope that Hott’s brother finds his true love in the next book.”




  Emma




  Night Owl Reviews




  Rating: 4 Stars




  Prologue




  Sky grumbled as she pulled at her backpack. It was stuck on a protruding rock in the underground cave she was in. She struggled out of the straps and yanked harder; she winced when she heard the fabric tear. To her mortification, Sky heard a low chuckling from behind. She groaned when Rolf Hammer sauntered up to her and easily lifted the backpack down and settled it into her arms. She looked up, way up, into his smiling eyes and her heart flipped annoyingly.




  The man was beyond gorgeous. His thick short hair was black as midnight and his eyes were a brilliant shade of indigo blue. He stood six foot four when in bare feet and was all muscle. In the black hiking boots he wore he dwarfed her five-foot-four frame and one-hundred-and-eight pounds.




  “Thanks,” she mumbled.




  “Anything for a damsel in distress.”




  Sky’s face flamed red. Just that morning she had overheard him and another male colleague discussing her. Rolf had laughingly said she had the body of a twelve-year-old boy...no boobs, small ass, chicken wings for arms and colt legs. She never wore make-up. Her mousy blond hair was too short he claimed, and she had, apparently, mud-brown eyes. Their interest had immediately turned to Colleen, another co-worker. Colleen had huge boobs, a round shapely behind, long luscious strawberry-blond hair and a body that wouldn’t quit...they would know since Colleen offhandedly had mentioned both had slept with her. Sky doubted either man knew the color of Colleen’s eyes; they were too preoccupied with her melon-sized tits.




  “Stay close to me when we go further in, no wandering off. I want you within arm’s reach,” Rolf said to her.




  Sky could have screamed. Rolf always assumed since she was smaller than him that she couldn’t take care of herself. Well he was wrong.




  “I can—” she began.




  “Remember last time?” he said dryly.




  Sky narrowed her eyes onto him. Damn him. Yes she remembered last time. It wasn’t her fault the rock she had been standing on tipped and she ended up sailing headfirst into a dark and albeit, dangerous underground stream. Rolf had dived in after her and pulled her to safety from the strong undercurrent she had battled helplessly against. Grudgingly, she admitted he may have saved her life.




  “Fine,” she snapped. She spun on her heels and strode away listening while he laughed with that stupid, annoying—sexy as hell, laugh.




  It wasn’t long before Sky became entranced with the stalactites and stalagmites. The cave was beautiful, one of the more intriguing caves she had ever been in. It had been a real find; the entrance had been apparently sealed for over a few hundred centuries at least. She loved being one of the first to explore in her line of work; she was a geologist specializing in subsurface. Her job was to study relationships between minerals, water and microbiology. Rolf was the expert in geochemistry and sedimentary geochemistry. They looked at pores in sedimentary rocks to understand residue from prolonged water-rock interaction. Not very glamorous granted, but exciting to her. Especially when she was able to work so closely with Rolf.




  She felt Rolf’s arm brush her shoulder as she studied a crystal, the jolt of electrical attraction making her shiver. Colleen was to her left and Brody, another colleague, to Rolf’s right. Sky’s flashlight moved slowly up and down the rock formation. They were in a newly found cave—almost unexplored. But there were many unexplored caverns, only Rolf and Brody had entered this one once before and had done a once-over for safety purposes. Because of Rolf’s wealth he was able to manipulate—or bribe—the foundation he co-owned into allowing them first look on many new sites. They were a good team and worked well together—for the most part.




  “Beautiful,” Colleen whispered.




  “Uh huh,” Brody said.




  Sky could see he was watching the way the swell of Colleen’s breasts rose and fell in her excitement. She was wearing a very low-cut, almost see-through white t-shirt—no bra, belly exposed. Her jeans rode too low on her hips in invitation. The woman didn’t leave much to the imagination.




  Sky moved on in disgust. It wasn’t due to disliking Colleen; on the contrary she thought Colleen was an awesome person. The woman was smart and funny, but perhaps a wee bit too loose with her favors. Delicately speaking, she’d bang just about anything, and admitted openly to having an insatiable appetite for huge lusty men. The more barbaric, the more turned on Colleen became. Just being around Colleen’s open exhibition and unspoken invitation reminded Sky of how unappealing she was, especially to the men. Like Rolf, Brody was huge. Not as muscular as Rolf but standing six foot three at least, with an impressive chest and large arms. Brody was also dark-haired and blue-eyed. He was also gorgeous as hell...or would be if he wasn’t so blasted irritating.




  Brody was different than Rolf in other ways though. He was handsome, but had such a predatory, hungry gaze, women found him disconcerting. Sky found him annoying and juvenile, a real jackass at times. The way he looked at her, as though he were undressing her with those blue eyes of his could be unnerving. He made it a habit of brushing up to her whenever he got the chance. His skin was always warm no matter the season. There was no way in hell she tingled with attraction…oh no she did not. He could make her laugh, though, when he wasn’t being such a baboon. The one thing that bothered her most was the feelings he could invoke. Because of one single act, she looked at Brody in a new way.




  Ever since Sky had come across Brody and Colleen engaged in heated sex in a cavern, she kept her distance the best she could. Brody had pinned Colleen against a cave wall and was roughly thrusting up into her, pinning her arms over her head. Sky almost interfered, thinking him raping her, although she had been appalled and dismayed with the thought. It wasn’t at all like Brody’s character to harm anyone. Before she could react, she heard Colleen yell for more. Sky’s eyes had widened, Brody was huge down there as well as everywhere else. She had never seen such a long thick penis as he removed almost all of himself and pumped back in. The most disturbing part of the entire scene was the way it made her hands sweat. Her breath had increased to a pant, of its own volition. Good God, she had not been turned on.




  Sky had spun on her heels and had almost run in her haste to get away. But not before Brody had seen her and offered a roguish, suggestive grin. Later that night, after witnessing the scene, on the long drive to the motel they were staying in, he had asked her if she had liked what she saw. While she trembled he had whispered into her ear that he fantasized having her the same way, pinned, vulnerable and begging for more. He had then winked, making her wonder if he was joking or not. Sky had felt the blood drain from her face. She was no prude, but to have a huge man so physically take her with obvious force, and out in the open, well almost open, was a frightening thought. Then when he had mentioned taking her ass the same way, she had pushed past him to race from the vehicle, once it stopped, without answering. The next day she had seen both Rolf and Brody chuckling in a corner. No doubt about her.




  “This would be the perfect cave to do it in,” she heard Brody whisper in her ear.




  He had startled Sky out of her reverie. “At least my mud-colored eyes wouldn’t see your dirty expression,” she snapped back.




  “We were just teasing.”




  “Go tease Colleen.”




  “You can be pretty damned sexy when you’re pissed, baby,” Brody said and lifted a hand toward her breasts.




  “Leave her alone,” Rolf said.




  Both turned when Rolf came to stand near Sky. The only reason she hadn’t moved on to another job was because Rolf always kept Brody in line. Rolf teased, but he was a rabid wolf when protecting women. He always kept a close eye on Sky when he was around, claiming she was his responsibility. Brody smiled cheekily at her and left to find Colleen, who encouraged his advances.




  “He’s just kidding,” Rolf said.




  “He’s a jerk,” Sky replied.




  “Yes, but he’s our jerk and we love him.”




  “Speak for yourself.”




  Sky moved away and continued her discoveries. Once more, she was soon enthralled with the beauty of the deep cavern. She always felt like such an intruder when first venturing into a new cave. It was odd knowing no one had walked where she was walking in centuries. No one had breathed the same air in years and a chill ran up her spine wondering if the breath of an ancestor still lingered. She touched the cold rock walls and wished she could feel any other hand that had stroked these surfaces. Had someone else experienced the same joy of discovery before them?




  “Are you wishing the walls could speak?” Rolf asked.




  “Yes,” she whispered, caught up in the moment.




  Rolf placed his hand over hers; his touch was gentle and warm. For a geologist, his fingers were perfectly manicured; his hands were soft and smooth. But there was strength beneath his touch. Sky shivered, unable to help herself. She turned her head slowly to look up into his eyes. His gaze was intense as it settled onto the rock. She wished just once he would look at her the same way, with interest and passion. Rolf looked so enticing in his black jeans that hugged his hips. His dark t-shirt was tight and emphasized his large muscular biceps. Her heart was flipping wildly again and her mouth opened to pant in shallow puffs of air. She couldn’t help but want this man.




  When Rolf moved even closer she thought she would expire. It was sweet tormenting hell having him so close, but it would have been worse if she could never touch him or see his face again. The curve of her behind settled back against his hips. A perfect fit. If only she had the courage to tell him how she felt. So many nights Sky lay alone fantasizing on how he would feel, his huge nude body pressed to hers. She could imagine the taste of his sweet mouth, his tongue rolling with hers. She pictured in her mind’s eye his length—as long as Brody’s. How would he feel? The fantasy gripped her as it did so often and she could picture each gentle roll of his hips colliding with her own. She could almost feel his sweat as she imagined her legs rising to clasp around his bare midriff. Desperately, her aching nipples begged to be fondled in his perfect hands. Wetness crept between her legs and she shuddered, wanting him so bad she turned within his arms. She wanted him to…she needed him to…




  “We could have a threesome,” Brody whispered from behind them, startling her.




  “Screw off!” Sky snapped and jumped back away from Rolf. She collided with the hard rock wall and groaned.




  Brody laughed and Rolf chuckled. Rolf flashed his baby blues at her and winked. Sky could almost see the two of them imagining pumping into her simultaneously. She could feel the heat creep over her neck as her face flamed red.




  “Can we concentrate on our job?” she demanded with embarrassment, her hand rubbing her elbow that ached from banging into the stone. “Or has it always been a dream of you both to have sex with a twelve-year-old boy?”




  “Ouch,” Rolf said. “You heard that, huh?”




  Sky looked at him with wounded eyes. She knew she wasn’t his type; still, she had been hurt when he had thrown out the callous comment. She’d harbored a secret crush on him for the last year, ever since she graduated university and was approached for this job. When she had met him in his office, Sky was certain she wouldn’t get the position. He was professional, but predatory. When Rolf had hired her on the spot she had been thrilled. Later, Colleen had been added to the crew. Sky had overheard Brody laugh and say Rolf had given in and hired a real looker, not caring if she distracted him like Sky wouldn’t. Sky had secretly hoped Rolf’s overprotectiveness was something more, then realized it wasn’t. Keeping her safe was just part of his job; it was the type of man he was. Her heart had broke realizing she was hired because he was only interested in her skills—and the fact she was so undesirable to him that she wouldn’t distract him.




  Sky’s chin quivered when Rolf cupped her face in his hand. His thumb stroked her cheek. She hated that her knees went weak. She wanted to kiss his open palm. For a moment, when he gazed into her eyes, time stood still. There was no Brody, no cave, nothing but him and the erratic pounding of her heart. Why couldn’t he see her the way she saw him?




  “Rolf?” Colleen called urgently.




  The moment was broken. As always Rolf abandoned her for Colleen. Sky was left breathing heavy with Brody leering down at her. With Rolf distracted, Brody pounced. Sky was pinned to the cave wall with gentle pressure. The rock surface behind her was cool, but his long hard body was warm. She could feel the stirring of his impressive, stiffening erection. Brody’s face was only inches from her own. She could feel his heated breath on her cheek when he leaned in closer.




  “I’m not into boys,” he panted. “But I wouldn’t mind my cock tasting your sweet little ass.”




  Sky glared at him, having no fear of the hulking brute. Brody was all talk. She also had an ace in the hole. “I wonder how Rolf would feel knowing you said that?” she replied sweetly.




  “Bitch,” he said, smiling.




  “Right down to my toes,” she replied.




  “Hey, guys, over here,” Rolf called.




  Sky scooted out from under Brody’s arms and soon joined Colleen and Rolf in a far corner. Rolf held something in his hands that glinted in the light from his flashlight. It looked like he was fingering coins. Looking down, Sky saw a ratty old hide pouch resting in the dirt. More coins were on the ground. She bent down and picked one up. She studied it and her fascination built. It appeared to be made of silver with faded markings.




  “I wonder how old these are?” she mumbled in awe.




  “Old,” Rolf declared, his look was of pure amazement.




  “Old as in, how old?” Brody asked; he was frowning. He took the coin from Sky’s hand and held it close to his eyes. “Wow, these are old.”




  “Viking, tenth century, I would guess,” Rolf replied.




  “Shit, I think you’re right,” Brody said with a low whistle. “Damn.”




  “I wonder how they got here?” Colleen said.




  “If only the dead could talk,” Rolf said and pointed.




  Off to the left, Sky saw a pile of old bones. Shaken with the sudden image, she jumped when seeing the remains and ended up in Rolf’s embrace. The skeleton was human, and tufts of fur clung to his legs giving him an animalistic appearance. Between the ribs was an old dagger. Whoever it was had been murdered. And because there they stood with the coins, it was apparent robbery wasn’t the cause.




  “Oh my God,” Sky whispered.




  “Relax, he’s dead,” Brody said. He squatted beside the bones.




  “How do you know it’s a he?” Colleen asked.




  “Pelvis bone is wider in females. Hip bones are lower and wider in a woman, too. The bones are too big as well. He must have had a helluva muscle mass. Huge ass son of a bitch. Look at how long his legs are. His bones are heavy and thick. Bet he was a good six foot six. I’m guessing he was a healthy weight.”




  Brody would know considering he specialized in archeology. Sky couldn’t make out much of his facial features in the dim lighted dark corner, but she heard a somewhat pensive tone to his voice. That was odd for Brody, not much shook him. It must have been a rare find.




  Sky disengaged herself from Rolf’s embrace. She knelt beside Brody and shivered. The hair on the nape of her neck stood tall and she had an odd feeling of déjà vu. Goose bumps dotted her clammy skin. Her shoulder bumped against Brody; for once she welcomed his warmth and she stayed touching him. For a split second, she felt she had been here, in this exact spot with them before. But that was impossible.




  “I wonder what happened to him,” she whispered.




  “He was stabbed,” Brody replied cheekily.




  His elbow connected playfully with her side and she almost toppled over.




  “I can see that,” Sky said and rolled her eyes. “What I meant was, I wonder why who stabbed him left the coins here? They must have been valuable in this guy’s time, too.”




  “Maybe whoever it was wanted us to find the coins,” Rolf said. “Maybe there’s a mystery to be solved.”




  Sky stood up and scowled into Rolf’s twinkling eyes as he began humming the theme from The Twilight Zone and, sniggering, Brody joined him. They were teasing again. This had to be one of their biggest finds and even Rolf was joking around. She wished for the hundredth time he wasn’t such a rich playboy type. She bent down, grabbed the small pouch of coins, lifted them high and waved them under his nose.




  “You’re lucky any find is yours because the expedition is yours. Some of us would like to take a real vacation,” she snapped.




  Brody stood up and grinned down at her. “I’ll take you somewhere sexy, baby.”




  “Don’t fall for it, Sky,” Colleen intervened. “He took me to Fiji and we never left the resort bedroom. Some sexy vacation.”




  Brody wrapped his arms around Colleen and smiled at Sky. “We could all go. Sky could bring us room service—and watch while we get it on. I think she likes to watch.”




  Sky glared at him, mortified. Brody winked at her and Colleen giggled. Had he told Colleen she had seen them? Heat flaming her cheeks, she filled with overwhelming embarrassment when Rolf chuckled. He had told them both? Oddly she felt a sense of betrayal. Her fist gripped the pouch she held in her hand so tightly it became painful. She turned and marched off in a different direction.




  He is such an idiot.




  She heard Brody laughing behind her and Rolf calling her, telling her to stay in his sight. But she didn’t care. She was angry and embarrassed. Why could they both never behave like real men? Why couldn’t they for just once act responsible and, and…caring? It was a stupid thought. They were who they were and they would never change; they couldn’t be someone they weren’t. Why did she expect more?




  Maybe I’m the idiot.




  The cave went on a long way; the tunnel of the cavern twisted and turned. Before long, Sky stopped hearing Brody’s hurtful laughter. Rolf had stopped calling her and she imagined he had given up and would find her later—he always found her.




  Steam was billowing about. It grew warmer the farther she went. The mist rolled beneath and above her eerily. Looking down she was unable to see herself from the waist down. She was puzzled; the vapors hadn’t been there a moment ago. She breathed in the musty odor, her nose twitched distastefully. If ancient had a smell, this would be it. Turning her head sharply from side to side caused a moment’s panic; the sides of the cave seemed to have disappeared as well as the ceiling. Stopping briefly, she spun about. It was useless, there was even more rolling fog behind her, cutting off any retreat. Worriedly, she hurried forward wanting out.




  To her relief, there was light up ahead. Curious, Sky moved toward it. It had to be another entrance, or exit as it were. The flashlight in her hand suddenly plunked to the ground behind her as she went on. Coolness invaded her body, washing over her. The hand holding the pouch of coins tingled. The pouch heated with sudden warmth as though hugged in welcome, then grew cold. The oddest sense invaded her, that even if she wanted to drop them she would be unable to. For a moment it was as though she were being hurried along. The odd sensation of things slipping over her was creepy, like hands were sliding against her and she hastened her steps.




  When Sky walked through the cave opening and into the brilliant sunlight, she blinked rapidly. She gazed about with interest. The trees were tall, stretching to the cloudless blue sky. Mountains were in the distance. The foliage was green and lush. The sun was blazing high above her. She took a step forward and yelped when her foot stepped onto something sharp. Sky hopped to a large rock. She felt panicked. Her hiking boots and socks were gone. When her behind hit the cold hard rock she gasped in surprise and jumped back up. Not only were her boots and socks gone...so were the rest of her clothes!




  Chapter 1




  Sky wrapped her arm around her breasts, her hand lowered to shield her vaginal area. Her eyes darted everywhere at once frantically. What happened to her clothes? She couldn’t let Brody see her naked. She would never hear the end of it. The jokes he would crack as he would stare at her chest and declare them the flatlands. She could use Band-Aids as bras. He would point and laugh and ask her if it was her mound or had a mouse fallen asleep on her crotch. She stood, shaking with some indecision, thinking to run back into the cave, but that was where Rolf was. She didn’t want him seeing her naked either, comparing her to Colleen’s voluptuous body.




  She shifted from foot to foot uncertainly. She couldn’t just stand there naked, anyone could come along...no, it would be safer with Rolf. Feeling positive Rolf wouldn’t hesitate to hand her his shirt, she crept closer to the cave, waiting, and wondering. At any minute would someone jump out and yell surprise? It had to be a joke. But how the hell did they get her clothes? Maybe they had planted some chemical in the foggy mist. The idea was plausible. Being an archeologist, Brody was always interested in anything that could disintegrate cloth but not existing flesh or bone. Brody had access to some very ‘stupid’ intelligent friends who were also pranksters. But she wouldn’t believe Rolf was involved, especially if it were experimental. No, more than likely he would be just as pissed as she was.




  When Sky reentered the cave, all the steam seemed to have disappeared. The cave was cold and dark—stale. She had lost her flashlight. It was nowhere to be seen. Hesitantly, she ventured further. She swallowed heavily. It was dim but thankfully the sunlight behind her cast just enough light to move forward. Her arms clasped harder at her breasts when she shivered. She could still feel the coolness of the coins inside the pouch in her one closed palm.




  “Colleen?” she whispered. No response. “Colleen.” Louder and more urgent. She whimpered. “Rolf?”




  Only dead silence greeted her. She walked back through the cave until she came to the original opening she had come through—or so she thought. When she exited there were no vehicles. Everything looked different. Like the other entrance, the foliage out here was lush; the trees so massive five people holding hands couldn’t span the trunks. Where is the jeep?




  “Rolf?” she called. Her voice seemed lost in the vastness before her. All sense of propriety vanished. “Brody!” she yelled.




  A bird twittered loudly, flying off in a flurry from a low branch and she spun about. Vegetation crunched under her tender feet in her moment of panic until she took care where to step. She realized this wasn’t the same cave entrance they had used. Nothing looked the same, it was so eerie. The air smelled different…alone. She knew it was an odd analysis, but no matter where Sky had ever ventured there had always been the telltale odor of some type of civilization. Her teeth chattered in her growing fear. Uneasily she realized this was no joke. Even Brody wouldn’t be this cruel. The man was dense, but not mean.




  “Rolf?”




  No one answered.




  Sky ventured farther into the forest. Shallow puffs of her quick intake of breath made her heart pound harder. Tentative fingers trailed over tree bark and lifted to push at hanging vines. She couldn’t stop her body from quivering. Cautious feet made minimal sound on the earth floor strewn with old and new leaves. Tiny twigs snapped and she cringed, treading lighter. Never in her life had she seen woods such as these. Where on earth was she?




  “Hello?” she called, her voice tight and scratchy.




  She stopped caring that she was nude, she just wanted to hear a human voice, throw herself into human arms...even Brody’s. She realized then how frightened she was. Gingerly, she took small baby steps. She climbed over a few logs and stumps, all the while wondering if she should head back to the cave. She stopped and looked back; she had traversed farther than she realized because the cave was no longer within her sight. Perhaps if she walked far enough she would find someone. Rolf had to be looking for her, but he would be looking in the cave. Sky turned and went back. It became apparent she was already lost. Was the cave to her left or to her right?




  “Rolf?” she cried out loudly.




  Find me.




  Sky perched delicately on a fallen log, the moss felt moist and cool against her bare backside. Her feet were already tender from the hard ground. Her toes curled in the chill air. The best thing to do when lost is to remain right where I am. She shivered as the sun slowly began to set in the horizon. Her stomach growled. She wondered if Rolf was as frantic as she was feeling. No doubt he was. As the sun dipped lower, Sky felt her hackles rise when a wolf howled in the distance. Sky scrambled to her feet, once more her heart hammered within her chest. She dropped her coin pouch onto the log, not caring as some spilled and climbed the nearest tree. Up, up she went into its vastness. She hoped her body was undetectable from the ground to the creatures of the night. Her arms wrapped around the massive trunk, her behind settling onto a huge limb. Her legs, that had been dangling pulled to her chest. Naked, cold, hungry and frightened, she spent the night clinging precariously to the tree branches trembling.




  When the first hint of morning came, Sky ventured from the tree. Her body was cramped. She was exhausted and feeling lethargic from the cold. She stretched and shook out her limbs. From the very recesses of her mind she knew she had to get mobile or die. Bending down she picked up the dew-covered coins that had spilled in her haste the previous night. She emptied the contents of the pouch into her hand. Twenty coins in all. She dropped them back into the pouch feeling if she had to, she would pay someone for food and clothes. Too bad for Rolf that they belonged to him, because he was part of the reason she was in this mess. Rolf should have stopped Brody’s teasing long ago. She didn’t care if the damned man stirred mixed emotions in her. The next time Brody said something, she would charge him with sexual harassment!




  Sky began walking in what she hoped was the direction of the cave. She stumbled along for hours, ever wary of the vegetation that pulled at her unclad body. Thankfully, the sun rose to filter in through the tall trees to warm her. The forest seemed to go on forever. It began to grow late in the day again all too soon. She was terrified she would spend another long, lonely, frigid night alone. Sky whimpered gratefully when a stream came into view. She raced to it parched. Huge mouthfuls of cold water slid past her lips. In her eagerness she choked, coughed, then let the water glide down her throat until she was finally satisfied. The chilly water was invigorating. It sharpened her mind.




  An enterprising young woman, Sky searched the banks. She knew she needed to start a fire. Without some type of clothing or warmth she was subject to hypothermia. But if she had water and warmth she would survive longer and give her rescuers much needed time to track her down. There was no doubt in her mind that someone would find her. Luck was on her side. She found iron pyrite and some flint. She willed her intelligent mind to take charge of her situation. Iron pyrite, or fool’s gold, was the most common of sulfide minerals. Flint was a hard sedimentary cryptocrystalline. When struck together, the two produced a spark. If she could collect dried kindling, she would have heat and a modicum of protection from wild animals. If she could gather some pine needles, they would smoke and perhaps give someone an indication she was out here.




  Her thoughts began to race. She looked down at her hip where she had banged into a broken branch on a tree. A bruise was beginning to form. Sky always seemed to be battling anemia. She had to get food. If she were to turn over a few logs and rocks she could find worms and insects to fish with. All she needed was some strong vine and a twig sharpened at each end with a stone.




  Sky glanced at her immediate area wondering how to make a shelter. Her mind filled with determination and optimism. She was going to survive, she just needed her wits about her. An odd aroma reached to invade her mind’s ramblings. She stood and sniffed the air. A familiar smell teased her nostrils and her heart filled with mounting hope—she smelled smoke. It wasn’t wishful thinking either. Her eyes lifted to the sky and she saw a dark cloud billow in the distance. The stones she held clutched within her palm dropped to the ground in relief. She had never started a fire that way. Now it would seem she wouldn’t have to. Hurriedly, Sky followed the distant cloud. Someone must be there; someone had to be there. On and on she ran until a small village came into view. Sky ventured closer with caution, she was nude after all. Her eyes grew wide with puzzlement. No one was about. The homes were odd structures—wood, stone and mudlike. The thatched roofs were also made of wood and mud and thick grass. There were eight of them, one was burnt almost to the ground and still smoldered. It looked like a movie setting for an old Viking film—a battle scene of destruction.




  “Hello?” Her voice cracked and she called out again. Dead silence greeted her.




  She walked cautiously to a door that was partway open and pushed on the heavy wood. It swung slowly inwards. It was dark inside, only a small amount of light from an open leather flap at the window shone in. It took a moment for her to adjust from the light outside. Her eyes blinked in shocked surprise. A woman was nude lying across a table belly down. She wasn’t moving, her hands were tied behind her back. The sight, even though before her, wasn’t registering. It was a mistake, a hoax. Morbid curiosity moved her to prove herself wrong. Sky’s feet shuffled forward as though made of lead as she ventured forth timidly. The woman’s eyes were open in a sightless terrified stare. When Sky reached to check for a pulse at the woman’s neck she felt a slickness. When her hand pulled away, it was covered in blood. She gazed upon it with incomprehension. She knew what it was, she just couldn’t believe it was on her hand. Her body began to shake with fear. The woman was dead, murdered. This was no movie scene, it was real. Sky threw up the water she had just drunk.




  Sky backed out of the hut shaking. She ventured into home after home, desperate to find someone alive. She became more horrified with each discovery. Everyone—old men, women and children of all ages, babes in arms—was dead. Each one slaughtered. The last home was where she found clothing near a young man’s body, the only things not saturated in blood. With repentance she reached for the material feeling guilty as though stealing, or disturbing the lad’s rest.




  “I’m so sorry.”




  She heard an apology muttered then realized she had spoken the words aloud. She threw the shirt over her head; it was way too big, concealing her hands in cuffs that hung. The baggy material dropped just past her hips and was bulky, giving her a broader appearance. It was heavy for such soft material. Her hand lifted to the front of the garment. Across her chest the feel of stiff hardened leather was apparent, and flattened her already tiny breasts further. The pants, also too long, sported the same hard leather over her crotch area. Sky was in too much shock to really think about it. Her own sense of self-preservation was guiding her mechanical actions. She put on a pair of moccasins she found in a corner.
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