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Af góðu upphafi vonast góður endir.
A good beginning makes a good ending.











ᚴᛅᛒᛁᛏᚢᛚᛁ 1
The Archivist's kiss was hot and scalding. Nothing remained of the cold demeanour he'd shown all day. Maybe I should have stopped him, protested that he couldn't treat me like a thief and then change his mind and kiss me, but I wasn't able to fight the urge to kiss him back, to give myself to him. I needed him, wanted him. 
His kiss was more than just a simple lips-on-lips. He claimed me, made sure I knew that he wasn't going to let the two Vikings have me to themselves. Just like he'd said, he was staking his claim. And I was happy to let him. While I knew Asger and Hjalmar so much better than the Archivist, I'd felt a strange attraction to him ever since I bumped into him in the corridor. He was strange and unusual and exotic. The mystery surrounding him only increased the pull I felt towards him. 
He pressed me against the wall, his body hard against mine. For someone who spent every day in an underground archive, he was surprisingly fit. Not that I was complaining. He put his hands on my hips and jerked me towards him. I let out a small moan when I felt his erection rub against me. Were we really doing this? While Asger and Heather were next door?
His tongue swiped across my lip and decided that yes, we were doing this. 
He pulled me closer until every inch of my skin was touching him. And still it didn't feel like enough. A strange greed filled me, a desperate need for more. I wrapped my hands around his head, making sure he couldn't escape me. His hair was soft, perfect for tangling my fingers in. His hands were still on my hips, gripping me tight, just as I did to him. It was a strange, passionate kiss, through which both of us showed the other that we weren't going to let them go. Just like he was claiming me, I was claiming him. I wasn't the passive one in this relationship, and I never would be. This was me deciding that I didn't care about convention. I was going to be with all three men, if they would have me. It didn't matter if we called it frille or something else. What mattered was that I'd never have to be without them. Mine. All mine. I was one greedy woman and I didn't care. 
The thought of making all three men mine turned me on even more. Kissing the Archivist was no longer enough. I craved them all; wanted them touching me, kissing me, becoming one with me. Would they even agree to that? Sharing me? Maybe I should make it my condition. If they wanted to be with me, they had to share me at least once. 
Sandwiched between the two Vikings, the Archivist running his hands over my naked skin... 
No, that wasn't just my imagination. He'd actually slipped his hands underneath my shirt. Luckily, he'd given me ordinary clothes, not the restrictive Academy jumpsuit. This made it far easier for him to run his fingers over my back, playing with the clasp of my bra. 
It took all my willpower to break the kiss and push him back.
"Not now," I whispered, licking my lips, wishing I hadn't stopped him. 
His expression darkened as he watched me move away from him. Not because I didn't want to be near him, but because I had to stop myself from throwing myself at him.
"I see," he said slowly, his voice without any emotion. "I should have known."
"I..." 
He didn't let me finish. "Vikings are more exciting, aren't they," he muttered, more to himself than to me, even though his eyes were still focused on my face. "How could a simple Archivist compare to them. I don't have battle scars, no exotic accent, no home in the past. I don't even have a name to offer you." He sighed and smiled sadly. "Go on then. Go to your Vikings and forget this ever happened."
He turned to leave. I was shaking with anger. How dare he think like that? 
"Stop," I shouted and he turned, staring at me in surprise. "What the hell are you thinking? Didn't I just kiss you?"
"Yes, but then you stopped." His voice was just a whisper. There was nothing left of the arrogant, gruff Archivist. Was this the man behind the mask? Vulnerable, insecure? 
"I said 'not now'," I exclaimed loudly, still almost shouting. Maybe that would get it into his thick skull. "I didn't say 'never'. Right now, in this very moment, we have other things to worry about than how best to get my clothes off. Once we've got Hjalmar back, once this is all settled, then we can continue."
"Continue?" he repeated. 
I sighed. "And here I thought that you're clever. I quite liked that kiss and I would like to do it again. There you go. Is that easier to understand?"
"But..."
I gave up. "Not now. Later. Then the three of you can have a chat and decide who of you is going to be the first. Don't make me choose."
"The first?"
Seriously, why did I ever think that he was intelligent? He was turning into a blabbering buffoon.
I pointed at my crotch. "The first. And as much fun as it would be to say that a Viking took my virginity, a 'mysterious man without a name' does have a nice ring to it too." I chuckled. "Although maybe I should make that a condition. That you tell me your name before we go any further."
His eyes widened. "I can't do that."
"Why not? If you want to be with me, there can't be secrets between us. Especially not something as important as your name."
"I-"
Before he could say more, a loud bang made both of us jump. We exchanged a look, then ran back outside to the Archive. Hjalmar was there, standing in the centre of a group of men in black suits. His eyes met mine and the sun seemed to come out from behind thick grey clouds, even though we were underground. He pushed past the men and then I was in his arms, being lifted and pressed to his chest.
I snuggled against him, breathing in his scent. 
"I've missed you," he whispered, his voice hoarse. 
"I've missed you too." I leaned back a little so that I could look at him. "Are you alright?"
There were lines around his eyes that I was sure hadn't been there before, but the joy in his gaze made up for those. 
"Never better now that I've got you in my arms again."
I chuckled. "Cheesy. And romantic."
"I was going for the latter," he muttered with a smirk, but he quickly turned serious. "I was worried about you. Stuck in the past... But I should have known that you can handle yourself."
"Your brother and mother helped."
I realised then that he didn't know about Asger and me. Nor about the Archivist. That was going to be an interesting conversation. For now, though, we had more important things to deal with. Like the men in black surrounding us.
Hjalmar gently lowered me to the floor, his eyes never breaking contact with mine. There was so much emotion in his gaze. So many words that he wanted to say; so many things I wanted to tell him. We'd not known each other for long, but somehow, our separation had made my feelings for him even more intense. 
The Archivist cleared his throat. 
"Touching," he drawled. He didn't fool me though. I saw through his abrasive demeanour now, no longer deceived by his acting. "Why are you still in my Archive?"
The question was directed at the men in suits. 
One of them stepped forward, addressing me. "Madam Priest sends her regards and sees her dealings with you as complete. She trusts you will keep your end of the bargain, or she shall see herself forced to take action."
I sighed. "We've got a contract and I gave her my word. What's done is done, you can leave now."
He gave me a sharp look, then turned to Hjalmar. "I recommend you don't linger for too long."
Hjalmar gave him a nod, but didn't meet my questioning glance. A bad feeling was rising in my stomach. Maybe it had all been too easy. Breaking Hjalmar out of prison at a moment's notice.
The men walked towards the door without another word, but rather than step through it and walk upstairs to the main part of the Academy, they ported, disappearing in a flash of light. 
Hjalmar stared at where they'd stood a second ago, then sighed deeply, his shoulders drooping.
"We need to talk."
The Archivist nodded. "Let's go into the room over there. Shall I order us some drinks? Food?"
Hjalmar shook his head. "Better not, we don't want to draw any attention to us. To me, mostly. Although it may be too late for that."
"What's going on?" I asked before we'd even reached the room with the battered leather sofas. 
Heather was just as impatient as me. "How did she manage to get you released?" 
Hjalmar waited until we were in the room and the door was closed behind us, then wrapped an arm around me and pulled me onto his lap. I leaned against his chest, both happy to have him back and anxious about what was going to happen next.
“A technicality,” Hjalmar finally replied. “There are recordings of how they arrested me. They were a little overenthusiastic and used more force than necessary.”
I turned on his lap to look at him. “They hurt you?”
Anger was making my cheeks burn. I was going to hurt them in return. Nobody got to touch my Vikings.
He grimaced. I thought it was supposed to be a smile, but it didn’t quite reach that level. “Nothing to worry about, but enough for the people in charge to get a little worried. If it’s made public how they deal with suspects who’ve not yet been prosecuted and found guilty, people might not be happy. After all, I’m a teacher at the Academy and usually, we’re respected by other agencies, including the enforcers.”
“Does that mean they could still come and arrest you again?” Heather asked, voicing my question.
“Aye. I’m free right now because the case could collapse if the video was shown. However, as soon as they get more proof or something else changes, they could come back and put me back in jail.” He blinked several times, the only sign how much he hated that thought. “I doubt Mrs Priest would let that happen, but I’m not willing to take the chance.”
“She told us she’d get you out of there,” I said, my anger still boiling inside my stomach. “Guess I shouldn’t have believed her that easily.”
“She got me out,” he muttered reassuringly. “Even with all her money, she can’t work miracles. This is my chance to get away from here and set up a new life before they come for me once more.”
Heather had been standing, but now sat down on his son’s side and took his hand. 
“You know you’re always welcome in my home.”
Hjalmar smiled at her. “I don’t think that’s possible. If they somehow manage to track me, I’ll put Lucas in danger. No, I need to travel to a new place, a new time. Set up a new life for myself. And I’ll have to destroy my bracelet as soon as I get there. I don’t want them to be able to pull me back again, or track me. If I disappear, they might simply decide to drop the case, making it easier for them. But if there’s even a chance that they could get me back, there are people who will continue to pursue me, no matter how far back in time I go.”
The anger inside of me was giving way to fear. Black, cold despair. Hjalmar was going to leave. Lose himself in time. There would be no coming back. 
Hjalmar noticed my unease and wrapped his arms around me again, pulling me so close that my chest moved with every breath he took. His beard tickles the nape of my neck. In any other situation, I would have laughed and pushed him away, told him to take his beard off me, but this wasn’t the time for joking. 
“I can stay,” he whispered so low only I could hear. “Without a body to prove that I killed Lucas, I might get ten years at most. If I get a good lawyer and behave well, I might get out soon after you’re done with your studies.”
I shook my head, glaring at him. “You’re not going to prison for something you haven’t done. You might act like it’s nothing, but I can see you. I can see how you dread the idea. I can see what the two weeks in jail did to you. I won’t let you go there again.”
I took a deep breath. “I’m coming with you. Wherever you go.”
“No.”
He stared me down, his expression hardening. “I’m not letting you throw away your life for me. You’re young, you’ve only just started to explore your options. You need to finish your training, make friends, learn what it means to be a time agent. And what about your mother? Are you going to leave her alone?” 
His grasp around me loosened, telling me what I was refusing to hear. 
He was going to leave me. 
Leave me.
Something in me snapped.
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I was running faster than I’d ever run before. Out of the Archive, up the stairs, along endless empty corridors. I didn’t know where I was running until I arrived in front of the door to my room, the dorm I shared with Kaycee. I almost didn’t expect the door to open when I pressed my thumb against the fingerprint sensor, but it did. 
Kaycee looked up in surprise. She was sitting cross-legged on her bed, watching something on her tablet. 
“You,” she said, staring at me. 
I didn’t reply and walked to my part of the room. Except that it wasn’t mine anymore. Kaycee’s stuff was littered all over my bed, the floor, and I bet the wardrobe no longer contained my own things either. Not that I’d had a lot, but in the two weeks I’d been away, she had acquired a lot of new belongings. Maybe they’d been allowed to go shopping away from the Academy. 
Lacking the energy to clear her stuff from my bed, I sank to the floor in front of it. I hugged my legs, the tears I’d held back now threatening to run freely. The shelves in the centre of the room hid me from Kaycee, but the nosy bitch got up and walked around it until she was standing right in front of me. 
“Where the hell were you?” she asked, her voice quivering. “Nobody would tell me.”
I didn’t look up at her. Didn’t reply. If I started speaking, I’d choke on my tears. 
“I thought you and Hjalmar were dead,” she muttered and this time, I looked up in surprise. She actually sounded relieved. I didn’t expect that from her.
“Why?” I croaked, just about managing to keep my tears from flowing. 
“Both of you just disappeared,” she said accusingly. “We were waiting in the classroom and neither of you turned up. First we thought you might have had a quickie in his office, but when Maryam checked, there was no trace of either of you. When you still hadn’t turned up by dinner time, we reported it to Sue, who then went to Headmistress Tape. They never told us anything, but their expressions seemed really serious. And then two days later Sue told me that you weren’t coming back and that I was going to have the room to myself.” She took a deep breath after speaking so quickly. “Are you back for good? Are you going to stay?”
I sighed. “I wish I knew.”
And then my eyes betrayed me, and tears began to flow in thick, fast streams. 
Kaycee crouched in front of me, but I refused to look at her. It had been a mistake to go back here. I should have found an empty storage room rather than come here where I was running the risk of meeting people I knew. Maryam would have been alright, but this was Kaycee. I couldn’t think of a worse person to see me cry. 
“Is he dead?” she whispered. “Hjalmar?”
I shook my head. 
She sighed in relief. “Thank goodness. They put us in a class on Scottish history instead and I can’t stand the teacher. He’s not a looker like Hjalmar, and while he talks about kilts all the time, he never bothers to wear one. Not that I’d need to see his knobbly knees.”
My tears only increased at her words. She was assuming that he’d come back. That everything would be as before. 
It wasn’t going to be. Hjalmar would be either in prison or trapped in the past. Either way, he’d be gone. Lost. 
I didn’t see a way to fix this. If I followed him to the past, what would happen to my mother? The Archivist? Would Asger join his brother or would he want to stay with Heather? There were too many people in this equation. Before I came to TTA, the only person I’d had to think about was my mum. Now, there were so many others. I’d got used to the idea of not seeing my mother for four years while I was at the Academy, but I wasn’t prepared to say goodbye to her for good. Besides, me being at the Academy paid for her healthcare. If I wasn’t here anymore, I doubted the TTA would continue to pay for her carers. She’d be on her own. Not even Hjalmar could make me do that to her. She was my mother, she’d taken me in when I’d needed a home and I wouldn’t abandon her now. Not for a man. Or three.
Slowly, my tears became less. Kaycee handed me a tissue and I stared at her in surprise. 
She didn’t meet my eyes, as if she was embarrassed to do such a nice gesture. It probably went against her code of being an arrogant bitch. 
I blew my nose and wiped my eyes. It was time to be strong. There had to be a way out of this. I was smart, that’s why I’d been accepted to the Academy in the first place. I just needed to clear my mind and let my brain think. Ignore my aching heart and think rationally. 
“What’s going on?” Kaycee asked, becoming slightly impatient. There she was, the Kaycee I knew. 
“I can’t tell you,” I said quickly and got up, swaying slightly as vertigo made my vision flicker. “But I’m going to speak to the Headmistress now.”
“Wait, what?”
I ran out of the room before she could ask any more questions. 
This was probably a stupid thing to do, and I might regret it, but I didn’t know who else to turn to. The head of the Academy had to be clever and know a solution, right?

THE MAN BEHIND THE reception gave me a strange look. I realised I wasn’t wearing my student uniform, so I probably looked like just a random young woman to him. 
“I need to speak to the Headmistress,” I said breathlessly. “It’s important.”
He smiled, his voice patronising. “She is very busy. Do you have an appointment?”
“No, but I need to see her. It’s about a teacher.”
He raised an eyebrow. “A complaint? We have a form for that.”
I sighed impatiently. “No, not a complaint. It’s important. I really need to talk to her.”
“Trust me, a lot of people want that, but she’s a very busy woman and doesn’t have time to speak to random people.”
“It’s about Hjalmar,” I blurted. 
He didn’t react at all. “Hjalmar?”
I groaned in frustration, trying to remember Hjalmar’s full name. He never really used it, probably because Vikings didn’t have surnames like we did, names that were passed through generations. They called themselves after their fathers if they were guys, and their mothers if they were women. Heather had mentioned her late husband’s name at some point. Think, brain. Think.
Magnus. That would make him... “Hjalmar Magnusson. The teacher. She’ll want to see me, trust me.”
The man started rummaging on his desk. “There was something about him... ah yes, here it is.” He held up a green post-it note. "I'm to..."
A blush spread on his pale cheeks. He pressed a button on his desk and a second later, the holographic image of Headmistress Tape appeared in front of him.
"There's someone here to see you, about Hjalmar Magnusson."
The Headmistress nodded. "Let them in and get us some tea."
"At once, Professor."
I tried hard not to look too triumphant in front of the receptionist, but I couldn't suppress a slight smile when he jumped up and hurried to the door at the other end of the room. 
"Keep it brief, she's very busy," he whispered with an annoyed frown before ushering me in. 
The Headmistress was sitting behind a large mahogany desk which was bare besides a few small picture frames and a solitary sheet of paper. She signed it with a flourish, then looked up.
"I thought it might be you. Take a seat."
In surprise, I stumbled over my own feet and barely made it to the dark green chair in front of her desk. Luckily, she was inspecting the piece of paper and hopefully didn't me notice me making a fool of myself. 
"Is he back?" she asked without preamble.
"Yes, he is," I replied and she smiled at me with true relief. "But I don't know for how much longer."
She put down her pen and leaned back in her high back chair. "Tell me everything."

BY THE TIME THE RECEPTIONIST came with a tea tray, I'd filled her in on how we'd managed to get Hjalmar back. I didn't omit anything. It was better that way. The time for secrets was over. I needed help and I wasn't going to get it by sticking to half-truths. I had immense respect for the Headmistress, and hopefully, she would stand up to my expectations.
The man put a mug of tea in front of me. Professor Tape put some milk and sugar in hers, but the receptionist took the tray and left without offering the same to me. I preferred to have sugar in my tea, but that wasn't why I was here. 
"I don't know what to do," I admitted as soon as the receptionist had closed the door behind him. "I don't want to be without him, but I also can't leave the Academy."
The Headmistress gave me a sharp look over the rim of her teacup. "While we don't officially forbid relationships between students and teaching staff, we don't tend to support them either. I'm therefore going to ignore what you just said and will focus on how we can keep Hjalmar safe instead."
I swallowed hard, feeling like a little girl being put into her place by a teacher. When filling Professor Tape in on the situation, I'd not omitted telling her about my feelings for him, but I also hadn't mentioned them as such. She was a clever woman though and it was clear that she knew what was going on. Hjalmar wouldn't just have taken a random student into the past, I knew that, and so did she. 
"You may think you're the only one who cares about whether he ends up imprisoned or stuck in the past, but you're not. He's one of my most valuable members of staff and I plan to keep it that way, even if he can't stay on as a teacher. I think we're past that point by now." She took a slow, measured sip of tea, while I was fighting hard not to interrupt her. 
"I wasn't able to act while he was in jail, but now that he's free, I may have a way to make him untouchable. There's a new scheme being rolled out at the International Centre for Human Rights. Until now, their focus has been on protecting the rights of people living on this Earth in this moment, but time travel is becoming so common that they've decided they need to extend their remit to past times as well. The ICHR is planning to appoint ambassadors for some of the most important historical people and civilisations. Those ambassadors would have diplomatic immunity."
"He'd be untouchable," I whispered, echoing her words. 
She nodded with a proud smile. "One of my better ideas. They'd never appoint someone who's imprisoned, but now that he's free, they will. We need to move fast. I already had a chat with my contacts at the Centre earlier today, but now that you've confirmed his whereabouts, I can get the ball rolling, so to speak."
"What will his role entail?" I asked breathlessly, hope blooming within my chest.
"A lot of time travel," she said, still smiling. "He will have to observe the past, make sure that no Time Agents interfere with events that shouldn't be changed, keep an eye on the treatment of any historic persons extracted from their time for information or other reasons, and many other things. He will be very busy, but he will be based here at the Academy occasionally." 
She put down her cup in a very obvious sign that our conversation was at an end. "I will make some calls. Don't leave the Archive, I will send for Hjalmar when everything is sorted."
I nodded and got up. "Thank you, Professor."
There was a lot more I wanted to say, but she was already pulling a tablet from a drawer. 
Just when I was about to leave, she cleared her throat. "I'm sure an Ambassador will need an assistant. A work placement for an Academy student, maybe?"
Grinning, I closed the door behind me, ignoring the strange look the receptionist gave me. 
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The others were still in the Archive when I returned. As soon as I entered the small room, Heather got up and embraced me in a warm, gentle hug. 
“You alright?” she asked. 
I nodded, not wanting her to let go. My mother gave hugs like this. I missed her far more than I’d let myself accept. Now that I was in Heather’s arms, I realised how much I wanted my mum. She didn’t know about Hjalmar yet, nor about the others. She didn’t even know that I’d been assigned Vikings as my topic of study. Maybe I could meet her somehow. I’d broken lots of rules already, what would one more count. I hoped she had the care I’d been promised she would get. Carers coming to visit her several times a day, help her with the household, make sure she took her medication. One of the drugs she was taking made her a little forgetful, so it had been one of my jobs to remind her of what she needed to do to stay well. 
“The boys have had a chat,” Heather whispered, a smile playing around her lips. “It was rather enlightening.”
I instantly stepped back to look at the three men. Asger and Hjalmar were sharing a sofa, and there was no doubt that the two of them were related. Asger’s beard was a little wilder and his shoulders were broader from his hard physical work, but their faces were the same. And their expressions. They were hard to read. Was it expectation that they looked at me with? Or something else entirely?
The Archivist was on the sofa opposite, his long legs stretched out in apparent relaxation, but his smile was tense. 
Heather took a seat next to him, leaving me standing. I wasn’t going to choose who of them to sit with, so I stayed standing, watching them all. 
“Good?” Asger asked in his heavily accented voice. I was going to have to give him some English lessons. And improve my own Old Norse. As much as I already felt connected to him, we couldn’t be in a relationship without proper communication, and I wasn’t going to let Heather or Hjalmar translate for me all the time. There were some things that I wanted to keep private.
I pushed away those thoughts of the future and focused on the present. 
“Yes, good.” I gave him a tense smile, then turned to Hjalmar. “Professor Tape has a plan that might enable you to stay.”
“I can’t,” he protested, but I didn’t let him talk. 
“Listen, you big Viking oaf. She’s working hard to give you a chance of a normal life, so don’t be a martyr before you even know what we might be able to do.”
He raised an eyebrow. “We?”
“Well, the Headmistress. She’s talking to some Human Rights centre about making you an ambassador for Viking rights. You’d have diplomatic immunity.”
“Genius,” the Archivist muttered. 
“An ambassador?” Hjalmar asked sceptically. “I don’t think I’m ambassador material.”
Heather chuckled. “You also said that when they made you a teacher, and look at you now. You’d make a great ambassador. You’ve lived in both worlds, speak both languages, understand the needs of both cultures. You’ll be perfect for the role.”
“Ambassador?” Asger asked in confusion and Heather quickly spoke to him in Old Norse. I understood the word for people, but that was about it. Studying the language was moving to the very top of my to-do list. As good as I was with reading runes, that wasn’t helping me right now, unless the Vikings decided to write me love letters. A love rune stone, now that would be something special. Maybe I could put it in the garden of my future home...
Asger roared in laughter when Heather finished her explanation and slapped his brother on the back. Hjalmar cringed, clearly uncomfortable at the prospect of being in such an important role.
I went over to him and sat on his lap. His arm snaked around my waist, and I wished we were alone. We had some reacquainting to do. 
“You’ll be great,” I reassured him. “And you’ll be able to have a normal life. Well, normal for a time travelling Viking.”
He snorted. “I might have some sway with my local Viking community, but people here look at me with suspicion now already. How will they react when they find out that I was in prison? Just because I have immunity doesn’t mean that the rumours will simply go away. It will undermine my authority before I’ve even started the job.”
“Since when do you care about what other people think?” Heather asked with a cheeky smile. “That’s not how I raised you.”
“I don’t care,” he grumbled. 
“Let’s wait what Professor Tape manages to achieve,” the Archivist said diplomatically. “And for now, Lainie will be able to continue her studies. With you two gone, I’ll keep an eye on her.”
He gave me a wink, a promise that he intended to continue what we’d started before. A pleasant shiver ran down my back. 
“I stay,” Asger growled. “My Lainie.”
He reached over and put a hand on my thigh. It was such a possessive gesture that the shiver increased, giving me tingles all over my body. 
I wondered what the men had discussed while I’d been gone. They all seemed to be aware of each other’s intentions now. How I wished someone had recorded their conversation. Hopefully, Heather would give me a summary later on. I needed to know how they’d reacted to the fact that all three of them were interested in me and that I had no intention to choose.
“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” the Archivist said, his eyebrows arched as he took in Asger. Even though the Viking was wearing clothes that could almost pass as modern, there was something distinctly Norse about him. A raw, untamed energy bubbling beneath the surface. He wasn’t going to fit in here, nor would he bother to try. His brother had years of experience in living here, but Asger would stand out like a... well, a Viking in modern society. 
“I stay,” Asger repeated. 
“Maybe we should ask Lainie what she wants?” Heather suggested gently. “Maybe she wants to focus on her studies, and having all of you around would be quite the distraction, I imagine.”
I blushed a little. It was strange having the mother of two of my – well, what were they? My boyfriends? That sounded wrong. They weren’t boys, they were grown men. My men? My Vikings? My harem of guys? I was going to have to come up with a fitting description.
“Yes, what do you want, sweetie?” the Archivist asked.
I stared at him. “Sweetie? Seriously?”
He shrugged. “That’s what they say in films.”
“Films?” Asger asked but the Archivist ignored him. 
“Should I call you something else instead? Darling? Beautiful?”
I cringed. “Lainie will be fine. This isn’t a cheesy romance movie full of blushing girls and sexy men.”
“Are we not sexy?” Hjalmar asked, swinging me around in his lap until I was forced to look at him. His eyes were blazing, and heat pooled in my chest, my belly and other parts of my anatomy.
“Ehm...” I stuttered, but luckily, Heather saved me.
“Please don’t call my boys sexy in my presence,” she chuckled. “There’s only so much a mother can take.”
“Agreed.” I turned around again. “Anyway, the Headmistress is talking to the Human Rights people just now and will send someone down here when she has news. Guess it’s us waiting again.”
“Seriously though,” the Archivist said, not letting go of the topic. “You should stay here. Your training is important and you’ve already missed two weeks of lessons. Although of course I’d be happy to help you revise.”
Once again, he winked. Cheesy. I needed to tell him to stop that. He seemed to get his social skills from films, so no wonder he was so over the top. He’d been holed up down here for far too long. Not that I had any more experience with relationships, but at least I didn’t wink.
“There might be a slight problem with that,” Hjalmar said slowly. “I’m the only Viking Studies teacher at the Academy and I doubt I’d have the time to teach regular classes if I actually become an ambassador. Maybe they’ll assign you a different time period. It’s only been a couple of weeks so there’s still time to start a completely different subject.”
I shook my head. “I’m not interested in other subjects. I need to study Old Norse so that I can talk to Asger. It wouldn’t make sense for me to be sent to other times when I’m perfectly placed to travel to Viking times where I already know people and have locals to guide me.”
“Maybe I could give you some private tuition. You attend general time travel classes here and then you can accompany me for a week or two at a time. Or if my mother could somehow get a time bracer again, she could pick you up here and take you to her place for regular immersions. Asger could teach you and you could teach him.”
“She’d get to spend time with all of us,” the Archivist said with a hopeful smile. “Without all of us surrounding her at once.”
He said that as if it was a bad thing. Maybe I wanted to be surrounded by them... But he was right. For now, it was better to have them one at a time, and to focus on my studies. I needed to think with my brain, not my ovaries. 
“Asger in the past, the Archivist in the present and Hjalmar in both,” I summarised.
“I’m in the past too,” Heather said with a chuckle. 
“Yes. You are. It will be nice to come over for tea,” I replied diplomatically.
She laughed again. “Don’t worry, you’ll get to stay at Asger’s house, but I’ll be there if you have questions or want some girl time. Also, he’s a rubbish cook so if you want proper food, come to my place.”
“I cook good,” Asger protested, but shut up when his mother raised an eyebrow at him. 
“There’s one thing though,” I muttered, not quite sure how to broach the subject, especially with Heather in the room. “Before we all split up, I’d like to spend some time with all three of you at once. To... ehm... talk things through.”
Hjalmar’s grip on me tightened. It seemed like he knew what I was alluding to. 
“I think that can be arranged,” he whispered, his breath hot against my neck. 
“My apartment is very secluded,” the Archivist offered. It seemed he was trying very hard not to smile.
A bell sounded in the office and he jumped up to see who was interrupting us. I tensed up. What if it was time agents come to arrest Hjalmar again? Or Priscilla Priest’s men to silence us after all? I reached out and Asger gripped my hand. If something was about to happen, at least we’d all be in it together.
The Archivist returned to the room a moment later, the Headmistress at his heels. She walked straight to Hjalmar and me and handed him a sealed letter.
A small smile curved her lips.
“Congratulations. Ambassador.”
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I wasn’t sure if the Archivist’s bed was going to be big enough for us. It was a double bed, but there were four of us, and the two Vikings weren’t exactly small. 
Butterflies were whirring in my belly. I’d been so confident about this earlier today, but now that we were actually here, crowded in the Archivists studio flat, I was having second thoughts. I’d never done this before, I had no idea what to do. Maybe I should have practised with one of them before taking on all three. But who? How could I ever make that decision? Hjalmar because I’d met him first? The Archivist because he looked the least like he would squash me? Or Asger because I’d already slept with him in a dream and knew how he felt like? 
I focused on that memory, the dream that hadn’t been a dream but a memory from the future. I hadn’t been a virgin in that one. I’d known exactly what to do. I’d been confident. And I’d loved every second of it. That gave me hope that it wouldn’t be so bad. I might be inexperienced but the guys weren’t. They could lead me. Right?
“Have you done this before?” I whispered as they stood around me in a circle. The tension between us was almost palpable. None of us moved, but the heat in their eyes made me want to take off my clothes.
Silence followed my question. 
Finally, Asger sighed. “No. Wait for you.”
Great. One less person who had experience. Although it was incredibly sweet that he had waited for the woman from his dreams. For all he knew, I could have just been a figment of his imagination and he may have waited for nothing. 
“Do I look like a lot of girls would throw themselves at me?” the Archivist asked drily. 
I turned to him and took him in. Really looked at him. His grey eyes that seemed to swirl with smoke. His fine features, his sharp nose. His glossy dark hair. The tense lines around his lips. Those beautiful lips that had felt so amazing on my own.
“Yes, actually,” I croaked, my voice failing me. 
He chuckled. “Then you’re alone in that. No girls down here, and no girls before I became the Archivist.” The smoke in his eyes became more intense when he stepped forward until we almost touched. “Although I have dreamed of you. Of us.”
I gaped at him. “Like the dreams Asger had of me?”
“I doubt it,” he whispered huskily. “Unless Asger broke into your room at night because he couldn’t be apart from you. Unless he climbed in your bed and found you naked beneath your blanket...”
My face was burning. My entire body was trembling with heat and desire. If just his words could do this, what would his touch do to me?
“Then it was a dream,” I whispered, meeting his eyes. “I don’t sleep naked.”
“Such a pity. Maybe we can change that.”
Maybe. Although he didn’t seem to be aware that I shared a room with Kaycee. His dreams wouldn’t become a reality any time soon, unless my roommate moved out or went on an overnight assignment.
I tore my eyes away from him and turned to Hjalmar.
“And you?”
He shrugged. “It seems like I’m going to be the teacher once again. As much as I would like to say that I stayed a virgin for you, I’m not. Although trust me, if I’d known you’d come into my life, I would have stayed celibate.”
Fair enough. To be honest, I’d expected all of them to have been with other women. They were older than me, more experienced. 
“You’re a good teacher,” I quipped to get over the tension. “I’ve learned a lot from you already.”
He grinned. “And I’m going to teach you so much more. Starting with how to be undressed by me.”
“I can do that myself,” I protested, but his hand were already on my shoulders. “Wait. There’s one more thing I need to do.”
He looked at me in confusion. “If you’re worried about protection, I’ve got some.”
I didn’t think my face could get any hotter. Especially when I realised that Hjalmar might have to teach Asger about how to use a rubber. Cringe.
“No, I need to have a chat with the Archivist,” I hedged. “Give us a moment.”
I took his hand before he could say anything and pulled him away, towards the bathroom. 
“What’s wrong?” he asked when we were out of earshot. 
I kept hold of his hand. “I told you before. I want to know your name. I can’t be with someone whose name I don’t know.”
His expression hardened. “I can’t do that. Not even for you.”
“But why? Why can’t you just tell me your name? If it’s a really horrible one, I promise I won’t make fun of you. I can come up with another one for you. But please, don’t let this secret stand between us.”
He winced. “I really, really can’t. I took an oath.”
My eyes widened. “An oath? To keep your name a secret?”
“No, to give it up for good. When I became the Archivist, I gave up my name. I vowed to become the Archivist, to let go of my previous life. It’s the only way you can take on this role.”
“I don’t understand,” I whispered. “Why would you have to give up your name for a job?”
He sighed deeply. “This isn’t just a job. It’s a calling. I can’t quit. I can’t leave. I’m going to be the Archivist until I die or am too old to keep doing this job. It’s the way this Archive works. It becomes your life and you become part of its life.”
“This is a room of artefacts, not a living being,” I snapped, getting frustrated with him. “I don’t get it.”
“I should have explained this to you before.” He let go of my hand and turned around, lifting the back of his hair. I stood on my tiptoes to see what he was showing me. There was a strange scar at the edge of his hairline. No, not a scar. A small piece of metal, looking like a part of electronics.”
“What is that?” I asked, not able to suppress a gasp.
“My connection to the Archive. The information stored in this place is too vast, too valuable to keep on a normal server. Computers can’t make the intricate connections between an item and its previous owner. The rules of what item to give to what time traveller. They need a human mind. When you become the Archivist, you accept the Archive not just into your life, but into your mind.”
I was having trouble following him. I’d never come across anything like it. 
“Does that mean you’re a cyborg?” I asked after a while of staring at the scar.
He laughed and turned around again. His eyes were twinkling with mirth.
“No, I’m still as human as you. I’m not enhanced in any way... not that I’d need to be.” He winked again. I really needed to tell him not to do that, as cute as it was. “But you need to understand that I can’t give up the Archive. Not even for you.”
“What does that mean though? Do you have to stay here forever? Can you go on holidays? Retire early? Do they even pay you?”
Again, he laughed. “Yes, they pay me, although I’ve never had much of a reason to spend my money. I get this flat and as much food as I want as part of my job, and it’s not like my clothes get worn out quickly down here so I rarely have to go shopping. But yes, I can go on holidays. Usually, I combine a research trip for work with a couple of days off. I get to travel in time a lot, to source new artefacts or to try out existing ones, and I like to take a few days to explore and meet the locals.”
“And visit family?”
A shadow passed over his expression. “No family. One of the reasons I became the Archivist. There’s nobody who would miss me. Nobody who would hold on to the old me.”
“Well, I’m going to hold on to the new you, the current you,” I promised, and his smile returned. “But I really want to give you a proper name. I can’t call you the Archivist forever. That’s just weird.”
He shrugged. “I don’t think there’s a rule that prevents anyone from calling me whatever they want, as long as I stay the Archivist at the same time.”
“I shall come up with something good. Something pretty.”
“If you have to. But I have veto rights.”
I grinned. “Done. I’ll try and find a name that’s universal, one that works across different times. Like James.”
He pouted. “Not something as boring as that.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll come up with something extraordinary. For now, how about Archie?”
He shuddered. “Don’t you dare.”
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Two naked Vikings were expecting us, lying next to each other in the Archivist’s bed. There wasn’t going to be any space for the rest of us. I tried to keep my eyes focused on their faces, but I couldn’t resist a quick peek. They were almost the same size, but Asger was hairier. I’d seen him naked before, in our dream, and when I’d talked to him right after we’d shared that dream, but it was different to see him in the flesh. There was a lot of flesh. How did he manage to be so broad without being fat? 
When I’d been in the shed with Hjalmar, it had been dark and I had been far too out of it to take much note of his looks. Now, I regretted that. He was gorgeous. Those toned thighs, his defined abs, ... He was perfect. 
I’d only ever seen men naked on tv, so I’d always thought that once I’d finally be with one for real, I’d be severely disappointed. The opposite was true. They were so much better than all those pretty boys. These were men. 
Hjalmar lazily smiled up at me. “I thought by now you’d have got rid of those clothes.”
What did he think the Archivist and I had got up to? 
“Archivist, take off her shirt.”
A shiver ran through me at his husky words. Hjalmar was giving orders now. Was he going to direct us all, set the scene, guide us? 
The Archivist gave me a questioning look and I nodded. My knees were starting to wobble, and I was glad that he was standing right behind me, ready to catch me if I suddenly collapsed. Not that I was planning to do that, but my body was feeling stranger than it ever had before. Everything was so much more intense. My heartbeat pulsed through my veins, bringing heat to my core. Seeing the two Vikings naked in front of me made me wet and ready for them.
“Arms up,” the Archivist whispered. I did as he said, stretching my arms into the air. He pulled my shirt up and over my head, leaving me in just my bra. The Archivist had given it to me earlier, but it was a little too small and my boobs were spilling over the top. 
He gently put his warm hands on my breasts, rubbing against the bra. I wish he would take it off, but instead, he started massaging my boobs through the silky material. My nipples were hard, aching to be freed and touched. 
“Take it off,” Hjalmar commanded to my relief. 
I actually sighed when the Archivist slid my bra down my arms and let it fall to the floor. 
For a moment, I felt a little exposed. Here I was, half-naked, with three men staring at me as if I was a delicious meal. But then, I bet that was exactly how I was looking at the Vikings. And how I would look at the Archivist once he was naked and on the bed. 
Without waiting for more instructions from Hjalmar, the Archivist put his hands on my breasts again. His skin was soft and warm, and his touch just the right balance between too little and too much. He spread his fingers and took my nipples between them, rubbing against them back and forth. 
I moaned. My breasts had always been sensitive, and when I made myself come, I always kept one hand on them, squeezing as I brought myself to my climax. Having someone else do it was an entirely different feeling though. 
I leaned back, pressing against the Archivist’s hard chest. If he continued like this, I’d be a writhing mess on the floor, unable to keep upright. 
“Take off the rest of her clothes,” Hjalmar ordered. I moaned in protest when the Archivist took his amazing hands off my breasts. My nipples were sore, aching to be touched, to be worshipped. 
“Soon,” Asger chuckled. He was watching me intently, one hand stroking his erection. He was hard, ready, waiting. And big. I’d easily taken him in my dream, but I’d probably slept with him many times before then, I’d been used to his size. Now, I wasn’t. I swallowed at the thought of somehow fitting him inside me. But if women managed to press children out of there, his cock had to fit. 
I’d not seen the Archivist’s shaft yet, but if he was smaller, he was going to be the first. To ease me in gently. I could feel his hardness pressing against my back. He was the only one still fully dressed. Hopefully, that would change soon. 
“Stop thinking,” Hjalmar told me, as if he knew that I was having a hard time bringing my thoughts in order. “Just relax. Go with the flow. We’ll be gentle with you, don’t worry. We’ll go slow.”
I nodded and relaxed against the Archivist’s hold. He had an arm wrapped around my waist to hold me steady, while he was trying to open my jeans with one hand. When he continued to fumble, I reached down and helped him open the button and pull down the zip. I knew my panties were showing now. The last part of clothing shielding me from their eyes. This was the point of no return. 
I took a deep breath and pulled down my jeans along with my panties, stepping out of them and my shoes as fast as I could. Now I really was naked. 
The Archivist was still pressed against me, the fabric of his clothes reminding me with every touch that he was still dressed. 
“Close your eyes,” Hjalmar said softly. “Let him hold you.” 
With one last look at the two men, both of them stroking their hard cocks, desire sparkling in their eyes, I did as he’d said. I leaned into the Archivist’s body. 
His breath was going fast, brushing against the nape of my neck, tickling me. His erection was hard, large, pressing into my back. I kind of wished I could turn and help him with that, but I knew Hjalmar had a plan for how this was going to play out. 
The Archivist’s hands roamed my body, sliding over my stomach, my chest, my thighs, avoiding the places I really wanted him to touch. When his fingers finally reached the triangle between my legs, I sighed deeply. 
Slowly, he cupped my mound, then started flicking my clit with his thumb. For someone who’d never done this before, he knew exactly how to touch me. This wasn’t hapless fumbling, this was a maestro playing his instrument. 
When he slid a finger between my folds, I moaned loudly. Shivers ran up and down my body, and my skin seemed to be burning with a strange heat that needed an outlet. 
“More,” I whispered huskily, but he didn’t follow my wishes. He kept his finger inside me, but didn’t move, didn’t do anything, didn’t even rub my clit. I groaned in frustration.
“Give her another one,” Hjalmar ordered and I could have kissed him in gratitude. 
Slowly, a second finger joined the first, stretching me. I could take it, I’d done this before myself, but his fingers were larger than mine and I did notice the difference. When he was fully inside me, he started rubbing my clit again, eliciting rows of tiny moans that tumbled from my lips. 
“I love the sounds you make,” he whispered into my ear. “Don’t stop.”
I wouldn’t have been able to. I was too far gone already, bound to react to his every touch. 
“Another,” Hjalmar said. His dominant voice totally turned me on. I wondered if he was still staring at me full of lust and desire, but I didn’t dare open my eyes.
This time, it hurt a little when the Archivist pushed a third finger into me. He was slow and gentle, letting me adjust, while distracting me with his other hand taking hold of my breast. Just what I had needed. Pressure was building inside of me, the combined power of all the touches he was giving me. I was close already. If this continued, I’d come before any of them even entered me. 
“Spread your legs a little,” Hjalmar demanded, and I immediately did as he said. It made the fullness a little more bearable. More pleasant. I had the urge to push forward my hips, moving against the Archivist’s hand, but I just about managed to refrain.
“Does that feel good?” Hjalmar asked. 
All I could do was nod and moan. I was no longer capable of forming words. 
“Carry her to the bed. It’s time. Lainie, keep your eyes closed.”
I moaned in disappointment when the Archivist’s fingers slipped out of me. I was empty, too empty. I needed him back. I groaned and turned in his arms, but he held me tight and lifted me up. I clung to his grip until he gently put me down on the bed. Warmth came from both sides. I was lying in between the two brothers. The naked Vikings who were going to make me happy. That thought alone was enough to bring me to the edge.
The sound of a zipper announced that the Archivist was following suit and getting naked like the rest of us. 
“Do you want to know who’s first?” Hjalmar whispered from my right. “Or do you want it to be a secret?”
“Secret,” I moaned, surprised at what he was doing. “But I know where you all are.”
Hjalmar chuckled. “Not for much longer. “Archivist, do you have a scarf?”
By the time I had figured out what they were doing, a scarf was wrapped around my eyes. I relaxed a little, no longer having to fight to keep my eyes closed. The temptation to peek was gone.
Hjalmar said something in Old Norse and he and his brother got off the bed, leaving me alone.
“No,” I muttered. “Don’t leave me.”
“We’re never going to leave you,” the Archivist promised. “Paper, scissors, stone?”
That question had to be directed to the other men. Hjalmar whispered some more in Old Norse, then there was only silence. 
A movement in the air warned me moments before someone touched my thighs. I tried to feel if his palms were callused, if it was Asger, but before I could focus my senses enough, something pressed against my entrance. 
There were no more orders from Hjalmar. No more whispered encouragements from the Archivist. I felt them all close to me, but they didn’t reveal who they were. 
Hands cupped my breasts, lips kissed my belly, while a cock was still there, at my very core, ready to push in. 
When lips closed around my nipple, I moaned, and that seemed the signal for them to begin. 
The pressure increased and the cock’s tip penetrated my folds, pushing in slowly but surely. I opened my thighs further, making it easier for him. The stretching became painful, my moan turning into a slight cry, but then he pushed in and it was done. He was inside me. One with me. 
He stayed like that for a bit, while the others still touched my body, their tongues and fingers leaving traces of fire across my skin. Neither of them tried to kiss me, probably aware that I would be able to tell who they were. They each had a different taste, a unique scent that put them apart.
As if he could sense that I was adjusting to his girth, the man inside me slowly pulled back, but then pushed in again before he was fully out. His thrusts were slow, careful, but intense enough for me to unravel. When he pushed in again and his thumb rubbed against my clit, I cried out, no longer able to hold back. I came, crashing against him, riding the wave of ecstasy that their touches were creating. They didn’t stop, made me moan and moan, made me quiver, shake on the mattress, squirm beneath them. One cock gave way to another, then another, until they’d all merged with me. I was floating, kind of regretting that I didn’t have the energy to return their kisses, their touches, but I was busy trying not to black out. 
Just when I thought it was over, someone kissed my core, slowly licking away the slight tinge of pain that was still lingering there, and I came apart once more, shaking in their arms, listening to their whispered words of love.







Epilogue
One month later
I blinked up at the sun. Strange how it looked exactly the same no matter in what time I was. I closed my eyes and let the warmth seep through my skin. It was a cold morning and I missed central heating, but I should be grateful that Asger had been stirring the fire throughout the night, making sure that it was still on when we got up.
He was humming to himself in the smithy behind the house. I smiled. He was adorable sometimes, especially when he didn't think anyone was watching. Or listening, in this case. He was slightly out of tune, or maybe it was supposed to be that way. I hadn't come across Norse music yet, but Asger planned to introduce me to some of his friends tonight. 
"Beautiful morning."
Hjalmar stepped out of the door behind me, a towel wrapped around his waist, his chest bare. I turned and let him press a soft kiss on my lips. 
"It really is. It's so quiet here."
He chuckled. "Sometimes I think it's too quiet, but after the last few weeks, I'm grateful for it. We needed this break."
I wrapped an arm around him and closed my eyes again. I felt grounded here, more at home than I would ever feel at the Academy. I almost wished I could stay in this village, live their uncomplicated lives, but at the same time, I loved studying. Having been here, having realised how little I knew, had given me the urge to learn as much as possible. Every night, I went through my vocabulary lists before going to bed, hoping that the words would somehow take root while I slept. Unless I sneaked down into the Archive and spent the night there. Kaycee hadn't commented on it yet, but I was sure she would soon. For now, she was strangely quiet, as if she was too shy to ask all the questions she had to have. I liked her that way. I guessed we'd all changed since we arrived at the Academy.
Something tickled my nose. A smoky smell that didn't come from the smithy. 
Hjalmar groaned. "I think he's burning the eggs again! Why do we let him make breakfast?"
I laughed as he ran back into the house, looking ready to kill the Archivist. 
This was the first time all four of us were together again since the day Hjalmar had been named Ambassador. It had been a whirlwind of lessons, studying and stolen kisses in between. While I got to see the Archivist every day, Hjalmar had only managed to visit me twice, and Asger had been back here with his mother the entire time. Well, it had only been three days for him, we'd made sure to time our arrival in the best possible way. I'd been without him for a month, yet he'd not had to wait as long. I almost envied him, but then, it had given me the chance to spend more time with the Archivist.
We still hadn't decided on a name. It was hard, and getting harder with each day. In my mind, he was the Archivist, with a capital A, and turning him from that into an ordinary name seemed impossible. He wasn't ordinary, not in the slightest. I'd come to realise how much the Archive really was a part of him. It gave him a unique way of looking at the world, seeing history in a different way. Sadly, it didn't teach him how to make breakfast.
I smiled and wrapped my woollen shawl closer around my body. Even though the morning was cold, it looked like it was going to be a beautiful day. I wasn't sure yet what we were going to do, but it probably involved eating lots of food, relaxing in the sunshine and meeting other Vikings.
I was looking forward to that. Last night, Asger had taught me some fun curses and I was itching to try them out on someone. He'd told me some terms of endearment too, but I wasn't going to use them on anyone but my men. Tonight though... I was going to make Hjalmar proud. He was still my teacher, after all. Headmistress Tape had managed to convince the Human Rights Centre to let him teach Viking Studies once a month for three days at a time. Since Kaycee and Maryam had changed to other courses though, these three days were time I got to spend with him. His teaching came in many shapes and forms, and he definitely taught me a lot. At a desk, on a desk and on the floor next to a desk. I was coming to understand that Vikings were talented in a lot of ways. While the Archivist and I were exploring what was possible together, when I was with Hjalmar, he took charge. 
My smile widened and I blinked at the sun once more. It was such a beautiful day. I had three amazing men in the house behind me, all of them eager to spend time with me. 
I had to be the luckiest person alive; now, in the future and in the past. 
ENDIR
This concludes Lainie's story. While I might return to her and her men in the future, the next TTA book will focus on new people and a new time period - although some of the characters will be familiar. Who knows, maybe Lainie might make a cameo appearance too.
To find out about this and other releases, subscribe to my newsletter: skyemackinnon.com/newsletter
Or follow me on social media – flip the page for all the links.
And if you need a new reverse harem read, how about some yummy bear shifters (Claiming Her Bears)? Or winged Guardians (Daughter of Winter)? Or Scottish mythology (Seven Wardens)? A journey into hell (Infernal Descent)?
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Resources
Here are some resources that I found particularly helpful while studying Old Norse and Runology. This is by no means an extensive list and I’m sure there are some great other resources out there that I’ve not come across yet (if you know something good, email me!). 
My favourite book: 
‘Viking Language 1: Learn Old Norse, Runes, and Icelandic Sagas’ by Jesse Byock. ISBN 978-0988176416
A free Memrise course teaching the most important 246 Old Norse words mentioned in the book: 
https://www.memrise.com/course/365561/the-246-top-old-norse-words-audio/
Some short videos about Norse culture and studies:
http://www.vikingnorse.com/old-norse-teaching-videos
English to Old Norse Dictionary:
http://www.vikingsofbjornstad.com/Old_Norse_Dictionary_E2N.shtm
The Futhark song (like the ABC song but for the Futhark):
http://www.sassafrassmusic.com/songs/norse-mythology/futhark-song/
Dr Jackson Crawford’s Old Norse YouTube channel (lots of fun stuff):
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCXCxNFxw6iq-Mh4uIjYvufg/featured

The Orkneyinga Saga in English translation: https://archive.org/details/orkneyingasaga00goudgoog/page/n12
More information about runes: 
https://www.omniglot.com/writing/runic.htm
All sorts of interesting Viking facts: 
https://www.vikingrune.com/

Including a fascinating article on Viking hairstyles: 
https://www.vikingrune.com/2014/03/viking-hairstyles-is-ragnars-haircut-historical/
Love and Marriage in Viking times:
http://avaldsnes.info/en/viking/kjaerlighet-og-ekteskap/
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Under the Ice
Rule the Dark
Prequel: Beyond the Loch
Spin-off: Through the Storms

CLAIMING HER BEARS (Dystopian bear shifter RH)
Polar Destiny
Polar Fates
Polar Miracle
>> Box set


THE MARS DIARIES (Sci-fi RH linked to the Drowning series)
Alone
Hidden
Found
>> Box Set

DEFIANCE (contemporary dark RH)
Abandoned Heart
Broken Princess
Stolen Soul 

INFERNAL DESCENT (paranormal RH based on Dante’s Inferno, co-written with Bea Paige)
Hell’s Calling
Hell’s Weeping
Hell’s Burning

CATNIP ASSASSINS (urban fantasy)
Meow
Scratch
Purrr

ANTHOLOGIES AND BOX Sets
Hungry for More – charity cookbook
Captivated – contains my post-apocalyptic shifter RH Three Arrows
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