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CHAPTER ONE

My mother taught me many skills to ensure I’d make a good wife to 
my husband. How to cook and clean. How to weave and sew. Where 
to hunt and gather. She’d have been better off  teaching me the 
restraint needed not to stab said husband when he proved himself  a ​
short-​witted drunkard with an acid tongue . . .

For my temper was being sorely tested today.
“What are you doing?” Vragi demanded, his breath reeking of  

mead as he bent over my shoulder.
“Exactly what it looks like.” I ran the tip of  my knife down the 

fish’s belly, its innards spilling outward. “Cleaning the catch.”
Huffing out an aggrieved breath, Vragi jerked the knife from my 

hand, nearly slicing open my palm. Snatching up another fish, he 
opened its belly and scooped out the innards into a bloody pile 
before stabbing the tip of  my knife into the wooden block, his tech-
nique identical to my own. “You see?”

“I know how to gut a fish,” I said between my teeth, every part of  
me desiring to gut him. “I’ve gutted thousands of  fish.”

“I don’t like the way you do it.” His lip curled. “The way you do 
it is wrong. People complain.”

That much was true, but it wasn’t complaints about fish guts.
My dear husband was a child of  the gods, having been granted a 

drop of  Njord’s blood at his conception, which gave him powerful 
magic over the creatures of  the sea. Except instead of  using it to 
care for our people, he used his magic to deprive other fishermen of  
any catch even as he filled his own nets. Then he charged double 
what the fish were worth of  the very people whose nets he kept 
empty.

Everyone knew it. But no one dared speak a word against him. 
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He was Vragi the Savior, the man who’d delivered Selvegr from 
famine when the crops had failed ten years past, drawing in fish 
from the North Sea to fill bellies, ensuring no one went without.

A hero, everyone had called him. And maybe once that was so, 
but fame and greed had vanquished the generosity that had earned 
him the title, and now people spat at his name even as they honored 
him with an annual feast. That no one had put a knife in his back 
was mostly because he had the protection of  the jarl.

But not entirely.
“We all do best to remember we might need his magic again, 

Freya,” my mother told me when I griped. “You would do best to 
remember that he brings wealth to your home.”

Wealth.
It was the reason my father had ​agreed—​despite my vocal ​

protests—​to Vragi’s proposal of  marriage. Yet instead of  living to 
see his error, my father had died on my wedding night, leaving 
everyone to mutter about bad omens and ​ill-​fated matches. If  it had 
truly been a message from the gods, they need not have bothered: 
I’d known from the moment Vragi had stuck his foul tongue in my 
mouth in front of  all the guests that this marriage would be a curse.

The past year had given me daily proof.
Except it was hard to cast bitter words about him into the ears of  

others, for Vragi was generous to my mother, paying for all her 
needs while my brother earned his place in the war band of  our jarl.

For my family, I will do this, I silently chanted, much as I had the 
night I’d been wed. For my family, I will endure him. Aloud, I said, “I 
will do better.” And because he didn’t look satisfied, I added, “I will 
do it your way, Vragi.”

“Show me.” The condescension caused my teeth to clench so 
hard they nearly cracked, but I obliged, swiftly gutting another fish.

Vragi snorted, then spat on the ground next to me. “My mother 
was ​right—​I should’ve married an ugly woman whose worth was in 
her skill. Not a pretty one whose only skill is her looks. Looks do 
not gut fish. Looks do not cook food. Looks do not make babies.”
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As far as the last went, my looks never would.
I spent nearly all the coin he gave me purchasing lemon juice and 

sponge from the traders who came to us from the South Seas, and 
if  Vragi had ever wondered why his cock smelled of  citrus after we 
coupled, he’d never asked. Long may his ignorance last.

“A year, woman. A whole year of  marriage and servicing, and yet 
no son.”

I bent over the board, gutting another fish to hide the angry tears 
threatening to fall. I’d never subject a child to this man. Never. “I’ll 
make an offering.” Which was no ​lie—​at the beginning of  every 
cycle I made a sacrifice to the goddess I was named for, begging her 
to keep my womb empty. Thus far, she’d been merciful.

Either that, or I’d been lucky.
As if  hearing my thoughts, Vragi caught hold of  my braid, jerk-

ing me to my feet. “I don’t want offerings, Freya,” he snarled. “I 
want you to try harder. I want you to do things correctly. I want you 
to give me what I want.”

My scalp stung, only the tightness of  my braid preventing him 
from ripping out a handful of  hair, and my temper snapped. “Per-
haps it is you who is doing it incorrectly, husband. That’s certainly 
how it feels.”

Silence thickened the air.
A smart woman would regret such words, but I was clearly an 

idiot of  the first order as all I felt was a flash of  wicked triumph as 
the barb slowly struck home. Vragi’s face darkened beneath his 
thick beard, a vein in his temple pulsing like a purple worm. Then 
his knife pressed against my cheek, his breath rank as he whispered, 
“Maybe the key is to make you less pretty, Freya. Then you will have 
to learn other skills.”

The steel was cold and cruel. It wiped away my triumph and 
replaced it with fear.

Yet . . . I couldn’t concede. Couldn’t allow myself  to break or cry 
or beg, because that was what he relished: bringing me low. Instead 
I met his gaze and said, “Do it. Do it, Vragi, and then go to the village 
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and see if  they’ll still host your feast and call you a hero when they 
learn you cut your wife’s face to spite her beauty.”

His lip curled. “They need me.”
“That doesn’t mean they need to honor you.” And a narcissist 

like him needed that honor.
I watched the wheels of  his mind turn; no doubt he was musing 

how much he could hurt me without consequence. But I refused to 
look away despite the cold sweat that slicked my palms. The blade 
pressed harder against my cheek, stinging, and I sucked in a sharp 
breath to control my rising panic.

He heard it.
Vragi grinned, my tiny show of  weakness satisfying him. He 

let go of  my hair, lowering his knife. “Get back to work, woman. 
When you’re finished, bring two fish to your mother. Perhaps she’ll 
remind you of  your duties. It is her fault, and your father’s”—​he ​
spat—“that you don’t know them.”

“Do not speak ill of  my father!” I grabbed my knife, but Vragi 
only sneered at it.

“There is the proof,” he said. “He forgot you were a daughter and 
taught you like your brother. Now instead of  a wife, I have a grown 
woman who plays at being a warrior like a small child, brandishing 
her stick and imagining every tree her foe.”

Heat burned up my chest, turning my cheeks to infernos. Because 
he was not wrong.

“Perhaps I’ve been complicit,” he said. “I’ve allowed you too much 
idle time, which the gods know is the ruination of  good character.”

The only idle time I was allowed was the hours I slept, but I said 
nothing.

Vragi turned away from me, going right to the water’s edge, the 
fjord glittering in the sunshine. Lifting his hand, he invoked Njord’s 
name.

For a long moment, nothing happened, and I breathed a silent 
prayer that the god of  the sea had finally recognized what a piece of  
shit his child was and stolen away his magic.
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Wasted prayers, for a heartbeat later the water quivered. And the 
fish began jumping.

Only a few at first, but then dozens and dozens were hurling 
themselves out of  the water and onto the beach until I could barely 
see the rocks through the teeming mass of  fins and scales.

“This should keep you occupied.” Vragi smirked. “Give your 
mother my love.”

My bloody blade quivered in barely checked rage as he turned 
and walked away.

I stared at the fish thrashing about on the beach, desperate to 
return to the water. Such a waste, for there were more here than we 
could sell before they went to rot. And it was not the first time he’d 
done such a thing.

I’d once watched him beach a whale, but instead of  ending the 
animal’s life immediately, he’d allowed it to work its way back into 
the water only to use his magic to draw it out again. Over and over 
he’d done it, all the village watching, his eyes filled with fascination 
as he tortured the animal for no reason beyond the fact that he 
could.

It had only ended when my brother pushed through the crowd 
and embedded an axe into the whale’s brain, putting it out of  its 
misery and allowing the rest of  us to begin the process of  butcher-
ing the carcass, no one celebrating what should have been a glorious 
day of  feasting.

I refused to feel the same sort of  regret again.
Pulling up my skirts, I raced to where the fish flopped, snatching 

up one of  them and tossing it into the water. Then another and 
another, some of  them so heavy that it took my entire strength to 
get them back in.

Moving along the waterline, I returned Vragi’s catch to the sea, 
my stomach twisting whenever I found a fish that had succumbed, 
each death my own personal failure. But there were so many.

Finding a fish still alive where it had tossed itself  into some 
brush, I picked it up and threw it over my shoulder at the water.
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Instead of  a splash, my ears filled with a loud curse, and I whirled 
to find a man standing ​waist-​deep in the fjord, rubbing at his cheek. 
Which I’d clearly struck with the fish.

“Was the fish hurt?” I demanded, searching for sign of  the creature, 
concerned I’d killed it in my attempt to save it. “Did it swim away?”

The man ceased rubbing his face and gave me an incredulous 
stare. “What about me?”

I stopped looking for the fish and gave him a closer look, my face 
instantly warming. Even with an ​impact-​reddened cheek, he was 
alarmingly attractive. Tall and broad of  shoulder, he appeared only 
a handful of  years older than my twenty years. His black hair was 
shaved on the sides, the rest pulled back in a short tail behind his 
tattooed head. He was all high cheekbones and chiseled lines, and 
while most men wore beards, he bore only the scruff  of  a few days’ 
absence from a razor. He wore no shirt, and water dripped off  a 
naked torso corded with thick muscle, his ​sun-​darkened skin marked 
with dozens of  inky tattoos. A warrior, undoubtably, and even with-
out a weapon I suspected he was a significant threat.

Realizing that I hadn’t responded, I crossed my arms. “What sort 
of  fool swims in the fjord when the ice has just broken up? Are you 
trying to freeze to death?” To emphasize my point, I jerked my chin 
at the thick slab of  ice floating past him.

“That is not much of  an apology.” He ignored the ice and moved 
toward the water’s edge. “And it seems I’m more at risk from flying 
fish than freezing.”

I took a wary step back, recognizing his faint accent. It was rare 
for Nordeland to raid this early in the spring, but not impossible, 
and I glanced up and down the fjord, looking for drakkar and men, 
but the water was empty. Moving my gaze to the far side of  the 
fjord, I scanned the thick forest rising up the side of  the mountain.

There.
Motion caught my eye, and I froze, searching for the source. But 

whatever it was had disappeared, likely nothing more than small 
game.
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“I’m not a raider, if  that’s your concern.” He stopped ​knee-​deep 
in the water, his teeth bared in an amused grin. “Only a man in need 
of  a bath.”

“So you say.” I cursed myself  for leaving my knife on the cutting 
board. “You could be lying to me. Distracting me while your fellows 
move on my village to slaughter and pillage.”

He winced. “Fine, fine. You have caught me out.”
I tensed, ready to scream a warning to those within earshot when 

he added, “My clansmen said to me, ‘You are not such a good fighter 
but you are very ​good-​looking, so your task is to swim across the 
fjord to flirt with the beautiful woman throwing fish. With her dis-
tracted, we will be safe to attack.’ ” He sighed. “It was my sole task, 
and already I have failed miserably.”

My cheeks flushed, but growing up with an older brother meant 
I could give as good as I got. “Of  course you failed. You have as little 
talent for flirting as you do for fighting.”

He tilted back his head and laughed, the sound deep and rich, and 
despite all my intentions to remain on guard and wary, a smile 
worked its way onto my lips. Gods, but he was ​attractive—​as though 
Baldur himself  had escaped Hel’s grasp in the underworld and 
stood before me.

“You aim as well with words as you do with fish, woman,” he 
answered, his shoulders still shaking with mirth as he walked out of  
the water, soaked trousers clinging to the hard muscle of  his legs 
and arse. “I am so wounded, I must remain on this side of  the fjord 
forever as my companions will never take me back.”

This close, I gained an appreciation for just how large he was, 
head and shoulders taller than me and twice my breadth, droplets 
of  seawater rolling down his slick skin. I should tell him to go, to 
leave, for I was wed and this was my husband’s land, but instead I 
looked him up and down. “What makes you think I wish to keep 
you? You cannot fight. You cannot flirt. You cannot even catch fish 
when they are thrown right at you.”

He pressed a hand to the knotted muscles of  his stomach, 
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pretending to double over as he gasped, “A mortal blow.” Dropping 
to his knees before me, he looked up with a smirk, the sun illumin-
ating eyes a shade of  green like first leaves of  spring. “Before you finish 
me off, allow me to prove that I’m not entirely devoid of  skills.”

If  anyone saw us like this, there’d be Hel to pay if  they told Vragi. 
And perhaps I deserved it, for I was a married woman. Married to a 
man I loathed with every bit of  my being but whom I’d never be 
free of, no matter how much I wished otherwise. So I said, “What 
skills could you possibly have that I might be interested in?”

The spark in his eyes turned to heat, and my toes curled inside 
my shoes as he said, “Better if  I show you. I think you will not be 
disappointed.”

My heart thundered against my ribs. This was wrong, deeply 
wrong, but a selfish streak within me didn’t care. Wanted only to kiss 
this charming, attractive stranger with no care for consequences.

Except that was not who I was.
I swallowed hard, shoving away the aching, needy desire demand-

ing I allow this to continue, instead holding out a hand, drawing 
him to his feet. His palms were callused and the backs of  his hands 
scarred in a way that belied his claim that he was no fighter. “Wher-
ever you come from, the women must be either desperate or foolish 
to fall for such nonsense. Be on your way.”

I struggled not to hold my breath as I waited for him to react to 
my rejection, for few men took it well, but he only inclined his head 
and said, “It seems you are neither desperate nor foolish, which 
some would say is my loss.” He lifted my hand, not seeming to care 
that it stank of  fish as he kissed my knuckles. “I say that it only 
means I must try harder, for you are a remarkable woman indeed.”

The brush of  his lips against my skin sent shivers coursing 
through my body, my mind lost in the depths of  those green eyes. 
Letting go of  my hand, he reached up to touch my face, thumb 
brushing across the line Vragi’s knife had left on my cheek. “Where 
is your husband?”
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“What makes you think I’m wed?” I demanded, but he only 
turned and walked up the slope, toward a horse I hadn’t even been 
aware was tied to a tree.

He pulled on a shirt before glancing back at me. “Your ring. Now, 
where might I find him?”

Instinctively I tucked my hand, which bore a plain silver band, 
into the folds of  my skirts. “Why do you wish to know where he is?”

“Because I’m going to kill him. I’m going to make you a free 
woman so that you can bed me with no concerns for propriety,” he 
answered, tightening the girth before swinging onto the tall ani-
mal’s back. “What other reason could there be?”

My stomach dropped. “You cannot!”
“I am confident that I can.” He circled the horse around me. “You 

were right to say I am as talented at flirting as I am at fighting, beau-
tiful. I will make it quick for the poor bastard’s sake, and then you’ll 
be free to pursue your every desire.”

“You will not!” I gasped, despite Vragi’s untimely death being 
one of  my most frequent daydreams. “I forbid it!”

“Ah.” He circled me again, the ugly roan gelding snorting loudly. 
“Well, in that case, I will wait for him to fall victim to a flying fish. 
There will be some justice in that.” Giving me a smile full of  all 
sorts of  promises, he started down the beach.

“Where are you going?” I shouted, still not entirely certain whether 
he was teasing or serious, the real chance that he might actually be a 
raider surfacing in my head. “Are you going to kill him?”

Looking over his shoulder, he grinned. “Have you changed your 
mind about his continued longevity?”

Yes. I balled my hands into fists. “Of  course not.”
“A shame.”
That was no answer, and I lifted my skirts, chasing after the horse. 

“Where are you going? What business have you in the village?”
“None,” he called. “But Jarl Snorri does, and he’ll be wondering 

where I wandered off  to.”
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I slid to a stop, every part of  me wanting to sink into the ground, 
because my brother was one of  the jarl’s warriors. If  he learned I’d 
been flirting with this man . . . “You ride with the jarl?”

He winked at me. “Something like that.” Then he dug his heels 
into his horse’s sides and headed down the beach at a gallop, leaving 
me staring in his wake.
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CHAPTER TWO

Unreasonably flustered, it took me until nearly midday to finish 
with the catch. I loaded the cart for Vragi before selecting two 
choice fish for my mother. By that time, the thrill of  my encounter 
with the warrior had faded, replaced with the grim reminder that 
Vragi lived, I was his wife, and that I had angered him.

Wind whistled down the mountains, carrying with it the smell 
of  melting snow, and I inhaled, glad to be away from the stink of  
fish and guts and my own shame, though a fair bit of  all three still 
clung to my clothing. Pine needles crunched beneath my boots, fill-
ing my nose with their sharp scent and easing the tension in my 
shoulders.

It was fine. It would all be fine. This wasn’t the first time I’d 
fought with Vragi, and it wouldn’t be the last.  I’d survived a year 
with him already and I’d survive another. And another.

But I wanted to do more than just survive. I wanted my days to be 
more than time I needed to endure. I wanted to live them, to relish 
them. To find passion and excitement in them the way I had for that 
fleeting moment on the beach with a stranger.

It was the wanting that made my life hard. If  I could only stop 
wanting, perhaps I might find some happiness in what I had. Even as 
the thought rolled through my head, I cringed, because it was 
exactly something my mother would say. Quit wanting more, Freya, 
and you shall be content with what you have.

Gripping the wrapped fish under my left arm, I bent and snatched 
up a stick. Twisting, I cracked it against one tree and then another, 
moving down the pathway as though the forest around me were a 
horde of  raiders, not caring that I was acting more like a child than 
a grown woman. I lifted my package of  fish like a shield, knocking 
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back imaginary attacks, my breath turning to rapid pants, sweat 
dampening the hair clinging to my temples.

I relished the burn in my muscles as I attacked and defended, 
savored every gasped breath, delighted in the sting in my palm each 
time my stick struck a tree. This was what I dreamed of: not of  gut-
ting fish next to the fjord to sell to the same villagers every day, but 
of  fighting. Of  joining the jarl’s war band in raids against our rivals 
to the east and west.  Of  standing strong in defense of  our lands 
against Nordelander raiders, and of  earning wealth with the strength 
of  my sword arm. Then to spend the winter with my family, feast-
ing and drinking and laughing until raiding season came again.

My older brother, Geir, had pursued the same dream, and he was 
well on his way to achieving it. When I was fourteen and he was 
sixteen, our father had brought Geir to the allthing and Jarl Snorri 
had gifted Geir an arm ring, inviting him to join the raids. Now, at ​
twenty-​two, my brother was a respected warrior.

Yet when I’d voiced my desire to follow in my brother’s footsteps, 
my words were met with laughter until my family realized I was 
serious; then their humor had changed to silent horror.

“You cannot, Freya,” my father had finally said. “It would be only 
a matter of  time until they discovered what you are, and then you’d 
never choose anything ever again.”

What I was. My secret.
My curse.
“Once you have a babe, Freya, you’ll give up these foolish desires 

to always do what your brother does,” my mother had said. “You 
will be content.”

“I am not content!” I shouted at the memory, flinging my stick 
into the trees. But as I did, one of  the fish slipped from its wrapping 
to fall on the forest floor.

“Shit.” Kneeling, I picked it up and did what I could to clean away 
the needles and dirt that clung to it, silently cursing myself  for think-
ing the thoughts I did. For dreaming about things I couldn’t have.
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“I hope that wasn’t intended for my belly.”
I leapt to my feet, whirling to find my brother standing behind me.
“Geir!” Laughing, I closed the distance to throw my arms around 

his neck. “What are you doing here?”
“Rescuing my lunch, it would seem.” He straightened his arms, 

giving me a critical ​once-​over, and I did the same. Like me, my brother 
had pale skin, hair so blond as to be nearly white, and amber eyes that 
glowed like eclipsed suns. He’d put on more muscle since he’d gone 
to live in Halsar with the jarl, his frame no longer slender like mine, 
but thick and strong.

“You should eat ​more—​you’re scrawny,” Geir said, then added, 
“Jarl Snorri is in the village speaking with your husband.”

My skin prickled with unease, for while Vragi was often sum-
moned to speak with our lord, the jarl had never had cause to come 
to him. “On what matter?”

Geir shrugged, then took one of  the fish, making its gills flap 
with his thumbs. “Fish, I expect. What other reason is there to talk 
with Vragi?”

“Truer words were never spoken,” I muttered, snatching the fish 
from his hands before starting down the path toward our family home.

“How swiftly the glow of  new marriage fades.” Geir fell into step 
next to me, his weapons clinking. The axe and seax were familiar, 
but the sword was new. As was the mail he wore beneath his cloak. 
Either plunder from raids or paid for with his cut. A flicker of  envy 
soured my stomach. Shoving the sensation away, I cast him a side-
ways glare. “What glow? There was never any glow.”

“Fair.” My brother kicked a rock, sending it toppling down the 
path ahead of  us. He’d grown a beard over the last year and it was 
decorated with silver rings. It made him look older than his years, 
and fiercer, which was likely his intent. Reaching up, I gave it a tug. 
“What does Ingrid think of  this?”

With his good looks and charm, Geir had the pick of  women, 
though I knew he only had eyes for my friend Ingrid, whom he’d 
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loved since we were children. Knew that he hoped to earn enough 
raiding this season to build a hall and ask her father for her hand.

“She loves it. Especially the way it tickles ​when—”
I gave him a shove hard enough to make him stagger. “You’re a pig.”
Geir smirked at me. “Guilty. But you change the subject, Freya. 

We all know Vragi is a greedy prick, but he is your husband. With 
Father gone, the duty falls to me ​to—”

I caught his ankle with my own and jerked, grinning as my 
brother sprawled onto his back. Stepping on his chest with one foot, 
I said, “I love you, brother. But if  you start lecturing me on my 
wifely duties, I won’t like you half  as well.” I leaned my weight on 
him. “It’s not been so many years since I beat you bloody that I’ve 
forgotten how.”

I waited for him to laugh. For him to mock Vragi and call him a 
land fish. To say he was sorry that I’d been forced into this marriage 
against my will. To tell me I deserved better.

Instead Geir said, “We aren’t children anymore.” Then he grabbed 
my ankle and yanked.

The impact of  my arse hitting the dirt rattled my spine and I 
nearly bit my tongue off, but Geir ignored me spitting blood as he 
sat upright. “Vragi has wealth and influence with Jarl Snorri. I may 
have been given my arm ring because of  the goodwill the jarl still 
holds for Father, but it’s because of  Vragi that the jarl pays me to 
fight for him all year round. If  you anger Vragi enough that he casts 
you aside, Snorri might not let me keep my place. And if  I lose my 
place, how will I gain the wealth I need to marry Ingrid?”

As if  I could forget.
“And if  you don’t care about me and Ingrid, think of  Mother.” 

Geir rested his elbows on his knees. “Vragi ensures she’s cared for. 
Pays for men to tend the farm and feed the animals. If  not of  her, 
then think logically of  your own position. You have a home that 
others covet, and the wealth to purchase endless ornaments.” He 
reached over to flick one of  the silver bands encircling my long 
braid. “What would you do without Vragi?”
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“Fight. Raid. Earn my own wealth,” I answered. “I don’t need 
Vragi.”

Geir huffed out a breath, then climbed to his feet. “Let’s not quar-
rel. It’s been months since I’ve seen you.”

I stared at the hand he held out, part of  me wanting to keep argu-
ing. Except we both knew I’d never make a decision that would 
harm my family, and that made all my arguments moot. So instead, 
I took my brother’s hand and allowed him to haul me to my feet. 
“Where does Jarl Snorri plan to raid this summer?”

Before Geir could answer, the sound of  hooves filled our ears. 
A group of  warriors on horseback appeared, and my stomach tight-
ened as I recognized my husband at their head, his expression smug.

“My lord.” Geir nodded at the big man who rode at Vragi’s side, 
who must be Jarl Snorri. I’d never seen him before, having never 
traveled more than a few hours from Selvegr and never to his strong-
hold at Halsar. Tall and thick, he had dark brown hair and a beard 
laced with gray, his eyes lined with deep wrinkles, and his mouth set 
in a frown. Most would have called him attractive, but the way he 
stared at me made my skin crawl.

Like I was something to be possessed.
“Geir,” Snorri replied, but his eyes remained fixed on me. The 

last thing I wanted to do was meet his gaze, so I looked beyond him 
at the rest of  the party. Besides Vragi, there were three men dressed 
in mail coats. They carried seaxes, as well as axes and swords, the 
weapons speaking volumes of  their battle fame. The lone woman 
with them bore no weapons beyond a ​short-​bladed seax fastened to 
her belt, the bodice of  her dress cut low enough to reveal a long 
stretch of  cleavage beneath the ties of  her cloak. Yet my eyes skipped 
past all of  them to land on the one who rode at the rear of  the party.

Oh gods.
Though it made sense for him to be here, shock still radiated 

through me at the sight of  the warrior from the beach. Shock that 
was mirrored in his green eyes as he looked from me to Geir then 
back again, as the jarl spoke.
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“This is the sister you always speak of, Geir?” Not waiting for my 
brother to respond, the jarl said to Vragi, “She’s your wife, yes?”

“Yes, my lord. This is my Freya.”
Not yours, I wanted to hiss. Never yours. But I bit my tongue, 

because something was going on here that turned my guts to ice, 
the sensation a thousand times worse because of  the expression on 
Vragi’s face.

He was grinning like a cat given a bowl full of  cream. What was 
he so happy about? Why were Snorri and his warriors here? What 
did they want?

“You never mentioned to me that your sister was also a warrior, 
Geir,” Snorri said. “Vragi tells me that she wishes to join the raids 
this summer, is that true?”

“No,” my brother blurted out, then tried to cover the outburst 
with a laugh. “Freya knows only of  gutting fish and keeping house. 
She’s no warrior.”

I bristled, then bit the insides of  my cheeks when Snorri gave me 
an amused smile. “You disagree, Freya? You believe you can fight?”

“I . . .” I swallowed hard, sweat trickling down my spine because 
they were all staring at me. Best to give the truth, especially since 
my skills were known. “My father taught me to fight when I was a 
girl. I can handle myself.”

“Your father is Erik.”
“Was,” I corrected. “He died a year ago.”
“It was in a fight, wasn’t it?”
My cheeks stung as I bit into them, unsure whether my brother 

had lied or if  the lord had simply not cared enough to remember the 
details. “No, my lord. Dropped dead the night of  my wedding. ​
Herb-​woman said it was his heart.”

Snorri rubbed his chin. “Shame. Erik was a fierce warrior in his 
prime. We fought ​side-​by-​side in many shield walls. If  he taught 
you, then what you’ve learned is good. And I can always use more 
warriors.”

“She’s a married woman,” Geir responded before I had the chance 
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to answer. “With respect, Freya should be focused on family, not 
fighting.”

“Agreed,” Snorri replied. “But Vragi tells me that’s not the case. 
That Freya thinks more of  fighting than of  babies.”

Oh gods.
Understanding of  what was happening struck me at the same 

time it did Geir, his face blanching. Vragi wished to end our mar-
riage and had asked the jarl to witness it. Bile burned up my throat, 
because as much as I wished to be rid of  him, I knew the conse-
quences. Knew it would be my family that suffered because I couldn’t 
keep my cursed mouth shut.

“Let us see if  Freya is a better warrior than she is a wife,” Snorri 
continued. “Give her a weapon, Geir.”

My brother didn’t move.
The jarl’s eyes hardened. “You would defy me in this?”
“I would not see my sister harmed.”
Geir would protect me out of  pride. I knew it, and I refused to 

watch it happen when all that needed to be done was for me to 
accept shaming. Maybe that would be enough to appease Vragi, 
and he’d reconsider. “Give me your sword, Geir.”

My brother whirled on me, amber eyes blazing. “Freya, no!”
I held out my hand.
He stared me down, and I silently willed him to understand how 

this would play out. To see that the only harm I’d come to was a few 
bruises and a solid blow to my pride. A blow that I was willing to 
take for the sake of  him and our mother.

Seconds passed, the tension in the clearing mounting. Then Geir 
reluctantly drew his weapon, handing it to me ​hilt-​first. I closed my 
fingers over the leather grip, feeling the weight of  it. Feeling the 
rightness of  it. Behind the jarl, one of  the warriors began to dis-
mount, but Snorri shook his head at him and looked to the ​
dark-​haired warrior I’d flirted with on the beach. “Bjorn, you will 
test Freya’s prowess.”

Bjorn.
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My confidence shattered at his name, understanding of  who he 
was hitting me like a battering ram to the gut. He was Jarl Snorri’s 
son and heir. Which would have been bad enough, but he was also 
a child of  Tyr, the god having granted him a drop of  blood and all 
the magic that came with it at his conception. My brother had told 
me many times of  this man’s prowess on the ​battlefield—​a warrior 
without equal who left only the dead and dying in his wake. And he 
was who Snorri wanted me to fight?

I might have vomited, but Bjorn started laughing.
He slapped a hand against his saddle, spine bent backward as he 

let out loud guffaws. This went on for several moments before he 
wiped at his eyes, leveling a finger at Snorri. “All those who say you 
have no sense of  humor are liars, Father.”

“I made no jest.” Snorri’s voice was cool, and beneath his beard, 
his jaw worked back and forth with obvious annoyance.

Or at least, obvious to me. Bjorn only barked out a laugh. “You 
want me to fight this . . . girl? To fight a fishmonger’s wife who has 
barely the strength to lift the weapon in her hand?”

It was a struggle not to scowl, for while the weapon was heavy, it 
was no heavier than a bucket of  fish and I carried those all day.

“Yes, Bjorn. That’s exactly what I wish you to do.” Snorri tilted 
his head. “Unless you wish to give me cause to doubt your loyalty 
by refusing?”

Father and son stared each other down, the tension palpable 
enough that the other warriors shifted in their saddles. This was a 
test, that much was evident, and it was my misfortune to be caught 
in the middle of  it.

It was Bjorn who conceded, breaking off  the stalemate with a 
shrug. “As you like.”

He slid off  his horse, then strode toward me with predatory 
grace, flirtatious smile long gone. I was swiftly reminded of  how 
much larger than me he was, and all of  it muscle. But that wasn’t 
what filled me with fear. No, the fear that lit my veins and made me 
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want to run, made me want to cower, came when his mouth formed 
the name Tyr and an axe made of  fire appeared in his hand.

I could feel the heat of  it, the weapon burning far hotter than nat-
ural flame, the flickers of  red and orange and blue so bright they 
stung my eyes. The flame of  a god. The flame of  war.

“What do you wish to achieve?” he asked Snorri. “You want 
proof  she can’t fight? ​Here—”

He swung at me.
I stumbled back with a yelp, tripping on a root and falling on my 

arse, losing my weapon.
“There’s your proof. Send her back to her husband and the fish.”
“That is not the proof  I seek,” Snorri answered, and my stomach 

flipped with the fear that this would cost me far more than pride.
I climbed to my feet to discover that the other warriors had my 

brother by the arms, holding him back. Vragi sniggered from beyond.
“To first blood, then?” Bjorn demanded. There was anger in his 

voice, the flames of  his axe flaring with the emotion. He didn’t want 
this fight, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t do it to prove his loyalty. 
To do otherwise meant dire consequences, which I doubted he 
would be willing to suffer for a woman he didn’t know.

“No.” Snorri dismounted and handed the reins of  his horse to 
another warrior before crossing his arms. “To the death.”

My stomach dropped, the world around me suddenly too bright. 
To the death?

“This is madness,” Bjorn snarled. “You’d have me kill this woman? 
Why? Because that waste of  flesh”—​he gestured at ​Vragi—“wants 
a new wife?”

“Vragi is a child of  Njord. He is a man of  value, and he’s proven 
his loyalty.”

I was no longer certain if  this was about me. Or if  it was about 
Bjorn. Or if  it was about something else entirely. The only thing I 
knew for certain was that fear strangled me, refusing to give me a 
voice.
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“And I haven’t?” Bjorn lifted his flaming axe, and the jarl had the 
wits to take a wary step backward. “I’ve done everything you ever 
asked of  me.”

“Then what is one more thing?” Snorri tilted his head. “You will 
do this, or you will give back your arm band and go into exile, no 
longer my son in name or spirit. And lest you think your sacrifice 
will spare the woman, know that it will not. I’ll merely have some-
one else fight in your stead.”

The muscles in Bjorn’s jaw stood out in stark relief  and his green 
eyes were narrow with fury, but he gave a tight nod. “Fine.”

“Freya!” my brother shouted. “Run!”
I couldn’t unfreeze from where I stood. Couldn’t think of  what I 

might do to extract both me and Geir from this situation with our 
lives. The only path I saw was to fight.

And to win.
“What if  I kill him?”
I half  expected Snorri to laugh, but he only lifted one shoulder. 

“If  you kill Bjorn, Freya, I’ll pull that arm band from his corpse and 
put it on you. You may have his place in my drakkar when we sail on 
summer raids, and his share of  the wealth that comes with it.”

I lifted my chin, hating that there was part of  me that felt the 
allure of  such a prize. “And a divorce from Vragi.”

That drew a soft chuckle from Snorri’s lips, and he glanced at 
Vragi. “You agree to the end of  this marriage?”

My husband sneered. “Gladly.”
The chances of  me defeating a famed warrior such as Bjorn were 

slim. Made far slimmer still by him being gifted by Tyr. But fights 
were unpredictable, and I was not without skill. “Fine.”

Snorri nodded, then looked to the beautiful woman watching 
from her horse. “We will have a song of  this, Steinunn. One way or 
another.”

“As you say, my lord,” the woman answered, curiosity growing in 
her eyes as she met my stare. Whatever was going on here, she 
clearly knew no more than I did. Rolling my shoulders to ease the 
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tension in them, I said to one of  the ​still-​mounted warriors, “Might 
I have use of  your shield?”

He shrugged, then reached to unhook it from his saddle. “This 
will not save you,” he said. “But anyone willing to fight Bjorn has 
earned their place in Valhalla.”

His words bolstered my strength as I took the shield, gripping the 
handle behind the thick steel boss, but I showed none of  my confi-
dence as I circled Bjorn. The heat from his axe drew sweat on my 
brow, but he seemed untouched by it. Must be untouched by it, 
given he held naked fire with his bare hand.

“Sorry for this, Freya,” he said. “May Odin himself  greet you 
with a full cup.”

“I’m sure he will.” I smiled sweetly. “Because you’ll warn him to 
be ready for me when you arrive. Which will be sooner than you 
think.”

A grin split his face, and for a heartbeat I once again saw the man 
who’d flirted with me on the beach. If  I somehow managed to kill 
him, I would not relish it, but that didn’t mean I’d hesitate with 
a killing blow. Bjorn glanced over his shoulder at Vragi. “You’re a 
fool ​to—”

I struck.
My sword sliced toward his stomach, but some sixth sense 

must have warned him, because Bjorn twisted away at the last 
moment, the tip of  my blade catching only the fabric of  his shirt. 
Pacing in a circle, he eyed me. “This wasn’t how I thought it 
would go.”

“Fate cares little for your opinion on how things should go.” 
Blood roared in my veins, my eyes skipping to the flaming axe 
though I knew that wasn’t what I should be watching. Knew it was 
the eyes and the body, not the weapon, that led. “All that is and all 
that will be is already woven by the Norns.”

I cut at him again, our weapons colliding and his strength sending 
me staggering.

“If  you are going to proselytize, best to be correct about it.” He 
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blocked another swipe of  my blade but did not offer any attack of  
his own. “My fate is my own to weave.”

Because he had god’s blood in his veins. I knew that. Knew it 
well, because Vragi often bragged of  that power despite it being 
one impossible to prove. “Then it will be a fate decided by your 
father, for it seems you do what he tells you to.”

Anger flared in Bjorn’s gaze and I attacked again, blade swinging 
hard at his ribs. He danced out of  the way, far faster than I’d have 
guessed for a man his size. He gave a ​half-​hearted swipe at my sword 
and as the two weapons collided, I flinched. Flames flickered over 
my blade, and I wrenched it away, blocking another slash of  his axe 
with my shield.

The blade embedded in the wood below the boss and I dug in my 
heels as he wrenched it free, the force nearly pulling the shield from 
my hand. But worse, the smell of  smoldering wood filled my nose, 
smoke rising where the shield had ignited.

But I didn’t dare drop it.
Fear raged through me, my body soaked with sweat and every-

thing seeming too bright. I needed to attack now, before fire forced 
me to drop my shield. Before my strength failed me.

I threw myself  forward in a series of  attacks, panic rising as he 
deflected them one after another, his face expressionless as he stayed 
on the defense.

Why bother attacking, given the fire burning my shield would do 
the work for him?

“Show your worth, Bjorn,” Snorri snarled. “Show her what it 
really means to fight!”

My breath came in rapid pants as I swung again and again, know-
ing that my only chance was to win. To kill him, as much as I didn’t 
want to. “Why are you doing this?” I demanded of  Snorri between 
gasps. “What do you have to gain from my death?”

“I gain nothing from your death,” he answered. “So fight!”
None of  this made sense.
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Bjorn alone seemed to agree. “There’s no sport to this con-
test. It’s nothing more than this ​weasel-​cocked fishmonger wanting 
bigger men to punish his wife for his own failings beneath the furs.”

“I plowed her nightly,” Vragi shouted. “It’s her fault!”
“Perhaps you plowed the wrong field!” Bjorn laughed and jumped 

out of  the way of  my swing, knocking his axe against my shield as 
though batting a fly.

My temper flared bright, less for the crass implication and more 
for the fact he wasn’t even giving me the honor of  trying. “Lemon 
juice made quick work of  any seed his prick had to sow.”

Probably not wise to give up my secret, but given that my death 
seemed imminent, it was worth seeing the look of  stunned outrage 
on Vragi’s face. Bjorn howled with laugher, staggering backward 
and clutching at his stomach, though he was quick to block my 
attack when I tried to stab him.

“Gods, Vragi,” he laughed. “The world is truly better off  without 
your progeny if  you don’t question why your woman tastes of  
lemons.”

Tastes? I froze, staring at Bjorn, who gave me a slow smile.
“Seems he was most definitely doing it wrong.”
“Bjorn, shut the fuck up!” Snorri paced in a circle around us. “Kill 

her now or I’m going to cut out your tongue to silence you!”
The humor fell away from Bjorn’s eyes. “I wish fate had been kin-

der to you, Freya.”
Without warning, he attacked.
Gone were the ​half-​hearted swats and effortless parries, and in 

their place were heavy blows that sent me staggering.
I’d thought I knew how to fight. What it would be like to be in a 

real battle. Nothing could have prepared me for the understanding 
that no matter how hard I swung, how quick I parried, the end was 
coming for me.

My shield burned, smoke and heat stinging my eyes, but I didn’t 
dare drop it. Bjorn attacked again. I moved to defend, but his axe 
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caught hold of  my blade and ripped it from my grip, sending it spin-
ning into the forest.

This was it.
This was the moment.
Yet Bjorn hesitated, stepping back instead of  moving in for the 

kill. A killer, yes. But not a murderer.
“Get it over with,” Snorri shouted. “You’ve dragged this out long 

enough. Kill her!”
I was afraid. So painfully afraid that though I sucked in breath 

after desperate breath, it felt like nothing reached my lungs. Like I 
was being strangled by my own terror. Yet I managed to heft the 
burning shield, ready to fight to the end. Ready to die with honor. 
Ready to earn my place in Valhalla.

The burning axe blurred toward me, striking my shield. A split 
formed in the wood even as I stumbled backward, barely keeping 
my feet. My arm ached with the force of  the impact, and a sob tore 
from my lips.

He swung again.
I saw it as though time had slowed. Knew the force of  the blow 

would shatter the shield and sever my arm. Knew that I’d smell my 
own burned flesh. My own scorched blood.

My courage wavered, then failed me.
“Hlin,” I gasped out the name forbidden to me all my life. “Pro-

tect me!”
A clap of  thunder shattered my ears as Bjorn’s flaming axe struck 

my shield, which was no longer formed of  wood but of  silver light. 
The impact sent him soaring through the air, his body slamming 
into a tree a dozen paces from me with enough force that the trunk 
split.

Bjorn fell to the ground in a heap, stunned, his axe landing in a 
pile of  pine needles and swiftly setting them ablaze.

Yet no one did anything to smother the flames. No one moved. 
No one so much as spoke.

Slowly, Bjorn pushed himself  upright, shaking his head to clear it 
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even as his eyes fixed on me. His voice shook as he said, “She’s the 
shield maiden.”

A shiver ran through me, and I vanquished my magic. But it was 
too late. They’d all seen.

They all knew.
“You see, my lord,” Vragi said, his voice loud and grating. “It is as 

I said: Freya is a child of  the goddess Hlin and has been hiding her 
magic.”

Though it mattered little, the first thought that rose in my head 
was: How did he know?

Vragi chuckled, seeing the question in my eyes. “All those times 
you sneaked away, I thought you were lying with another man. So I 
followed you. Caught you out sure enough, even if  it had nothing to 
do with another cock.”

My stomach hollowed. How had I been so blastedly stupid? Why 
hadn’t I taken more care?

“Steinunn,” Snorri said. “This will be the song of  a generation, 
and it will be composed by your magic.”

The woman didn’t answer, only stared at me with such intensity 
I had to look away.

Bjorn smothered the fire his axe had caused, though the weapon 
still blazed in his hand as he drew closer. “I take it you don’t actually 
want me to kill her.”

Snorri snorted. “I’m not sure you could if  you tried. It was fore-
told that her name would be born in the fire of  a god. Her fate was 
never to die at your hand.”

“She’s unfated,” Bjorn retorted. “No one could predict whether 
I’d kill her, not even the gods.”

A huff of  amusement exited Snorri. “You think I don’t know my 
own son? I knew you’d withhold a killing blow long enough for ter-
ror to force her hand.”

Snorri had played us off  one another.
The hollowness in my chest began to fill with the smoldering 

heat of  anger. That heat turned to inferno as Snorri pulled a purse 
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from inside his coat, tossing it to Vragi. “As compensation for your 
lost bride price. And for your loyalty.”

“You traitorous fucking prick!” I snarled. “Is there no end to your 
greed?”

Vragi pulled a gold necklace out of  the purse, admiring it as he 
said, “It’s not greed, Freya. I’m only honoring the gods by setting 
you to your true purpose. You really should be thanking me.”

“Thanking you?”
“Yes.” He grinned. “You will soon be second wife to the jarl, 

which means you’ll be living in his great hall with endless baubles 
and riches. And he’ll take you to fight in the raids, which is what you 
wanted.”

Second wife. I looked to Snorri with horror, and though I saw 
annoyance in his eyes, he gave a nod of  confirmation. “Nearly two 
decades ago, a seer spoke a prophesy to me of  a shield maiden 
who’d been birthed the night of  a red moon. She told me that this 
woman’s name would be born in the fire of  the gods, and she would 
unite the people of  Skaland beneath the rule of  the one who con-
trolled her fate.”

“Fate is woven by the Norns.” My tongue felt thick and I swal-
lowed hard. “They control it.”

“All is fated except the lives of  the children of  the gods,” Snorri 
corrected. “Your path is unknown and as you walk it, you rearrange 
the threads of  all those around you.”

A dull whining noise filled my ears, the sun turning impossibly 
bright. I was no one, and Hlin . . . she was the most minor of  gods, 
barely thought of  and never mentioned. Certainly not powerful 
enough to unite the clans beneath one man.

“You are to be a ​king-​maker, Freya,” Snorri said, moving to grip 
me by the arms. “And as your husband, the one who decides your 
fate, I will be that king.”

This was why my father had demanded I keep my magic a secret, 
why he had been so convinced that I’d be used against my will if  I 
revealed my magic. He’d been one of  Snorri’s warriors, which 
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meant he would have heard of  the prophesy. Would have known 
Snorri’s intent, and hadn’t wanted that life for me. I didn’t want that 
life for me. “No!”

“It’s not your choice,” he answered. “With your father dead, it’s 
Geir’s decision.”

The warriors restraining my brother dragged him forward, and 
he spat blood in the dirt before the jarl. “If  Freya says no, it is no. I’ll 
not dishonor my sister by forcing her into another marriage she 
does not wish.”

“I think you should reconsider.” Snorri stepped over the spittle, 
moving to stand before my brother. “I demand loyalty from my 
warriors, most especially those who sail on my drakkar. This is not 
loyalty, boy.”

Geir clenched his teeth, and I watched his dreams go up in smoke.
My heart broke as Geir touched the iron ring on his arm, but 

then Vragi said, loudly, “I heard Ingrid’s father is looking to make a 
good match for her.” He hefted the purse he’d been paid to betray 
me. “I think this would make a fair bride price.”

Geir’s face blanched even as my stomach plummeted, because 
we both knew Ingrid’s father would accept the gold no matter how 
Ingrid protested. I couldn’t let that happen. Couldn’t allow both my 
brother’s and my best friend’s lives to be ruined for the sake of  my 
own. Especially when it had been my recklessness that had put us in 
this situation in the first place. “Fine.” My voice sounded strangled 
and strange. “I’ll marry you. On one condition. My brother keeps 
his ring and his place.”

Snorri scratched thoughtfully at his beard, then nodded. 
“Agreed.” His eyes flicked to Geir, who gave a tight nod, looking 
anywhere but at me. “Agreed.”

Snorri addressed the group. “You all bear witness? Freya has 
agreed to be my bride. Does anyone contest my right to take her?”

Everyone muttered their agreement. Everyone, that is, except 
Bjorn. His axe still blazed in his hand, his gaze fixed intently on me 
as he lifted his weapon, seeming on the verge of  taking action. And 
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for reasons I couldn’t quite articulate, instinct drove me to take a 
step back, my heart giving a rapid thump thump.

But he only lowered the weapon again, giving a slight shake of  
his head.

“Then it is done.” Snorri motioned for his warriors to pull Geir to 
his feet. “You will keep your ring and place, Geir, but we must 
address the matter of  your loyalty. You knew I sought a daughter of  
Hlin but said nothing to me of  your sister, despite knowing the god-
dess’s blood runs in her veins. For that, you must be punished.” He 
hefted the axe he held.

“No!” The shout tore from my lips, shrill with panic. “You gave 
your word!”

I moved to step between them, but Bjorn was faster. He caught 
me around the waist, hauling me backward so my shoulder blades 
pressed against his chest. “He won’t kill him,” he said in my ear, 
breath hot. “Once it is done, it will be done. Don’t get in the way.”

“Let me go!” I struggled and fought, trying to slam my heels 
down on his boots, but he only lifted me off  my feet like a child. 
“Geir!”

My brother stood ​straight-​backed with his chin up. Accepting 
his fate.

Snorri swung.
The flat of  the blade struck my brother in the shin, the sound of  

cracking bone echoing through the trees. I screamed.
Geir did not.
My brother’s face turned deathly white, but he emitted not a 

sound as he dropped to the ground, his hands clenched into fists.
Snorri fastened his axe back at his waist. “You will rejoin me 

when you can walk, understood?”
“Yes, my lord,” Geir gasped out.
I clawed at Bjorn’s arms, trying to get to my brother. Needing to 

help him. But Bjorn would not let me go.
Snorri met my gaze, eyes boring into mine. “You are a ​sought-​

after woman, shield maiden. With Steinunn’s songs, word of  you 
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seek to strike at those you care about to harm you.” He paused. “My 
men will watch over your family to ensure nothing . . . unfortunate 
should befall them.”

His words stole the breath from my chest, my stomach plummet-
ing. It was no promise to protect my ​family—​it was a threat to 
ensure my compliance. Given what he’d just done to Geir, there 
was no doubt in my mind that this man was capable of  far worse if  
he was crossed, so I gave a tight nod of  understanding.

No one moved. No one spoke, the only sound my brother’s rag-
ged breaths of  pain.

“I’ll be off, then,” Vragi announced, breaking the silence. Going 
to his horse, he swiftly mounted. “Wouldn’t want Geir to beat me 
to a meeting with Ingrid’s father.” His laugh was cruel.

My fury burned hot, and I screamed, “Don’t you dare! You leave 
her be!”

“Ingrid will make a fine wife,” Vragi answered with a chuckle.
To my right, Geir was crawling after Vragi. Was begging for 

someone to lend him a horse. My brother, begging. “You have what 
you want,” he cried. “You are rid of  Freya, paid with gold, you do 
not need Ingrid!”

I would not stand for this.
Slamming my head back, I caught Bjorn hard in the chin and he 

dropped me. The second my feet hit the ground, I closed my fingers 
over the fiery handle of  his axe, ripping it from his hand. Agony 
lanced up my arm as the flames licked over my skin, burning my 
flesh, and I screamed as I raised it over my head, fire kissing my 
cheek.

And then I threw the weapon.
It flipped ​end-​over-​end as it arced through the air, sparks trailing 

in its wake.
Embedding with a meaty thunk in the back of  Vragi’s skull.
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I stared at the burning axe in the back of  my husband’s head. 
Watched as he slowly crumpled and slid off  the side of  the horse to 
land with a thud on the ground. Only then did the axe vanish, leav-
ing behind blotches of  brightness across my vision.

“You fool!” Snorri shouted.
Bjorn stared at me, eyes full of  shock and horror. “What were 

you thinking?”
“He deserved it,” I whispered. Vragi’s hair was burning, the smell 

acrid. “He’s a greedy, traitorous bastard the world is better off 
without.”

Not is. Was.
“How could you let that happen, Bjorn?” Snorri snarled, lunging 

at his son before drawing up short. “How could you let her dis-
arm you?”

“I didn’t think she’d do it.” Bjorn gave a rapid shake of  his head. 
“No one has ever tried it. No one is mad enough to touch Tyr’s 
fire!”

It occurred to me then that they weren’t angry I’d murdered 
Vragi. They were angry ​that—

The pain struck.
Agony like nothing I’d ever experienced lanced up my arm and I 

looked down to see my wrist and the back of  my hand red and blis-
tered, only my palm and fingers seeming exempt from the pain. I 
started to turn my hand over, but Bjorn’s fingers locked on my 
elbow. “You don’t want to look.” He caught my chin with his other 
hand, forcing me to meet his gaze. “Looking will make it worse.”

His eyes were such a lovely shade of  green, the lashes around 
them dark, and though the pain grew with each throbbing pulse, 
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the thought that filled my head was that it wasn’t fair for a man to 
have such long lashes. “Is it bad?”

“Yes.”
“Oh.”
I swayed on my feet as he said to Snorri, “If  you wish your shield 

maiden to keep her hand, we must return to Halsar so Liv can 
help her.”

Snorri cursed, then a frown split his brow. “It was foretold her 
name would be born in fire. I’d believed that meant Tyr’s fire for-
cing her to reveal her gift, but that would have been an act of  fear. 
Whereas this  . . .” He paused, eyes growing bright with zealotry, 
“this is an act of  bravery that will give Steinunn a song to be sung by 
skalds for generations. This is an act the gods will reward.”

If  this was the gods’ idea of  a reward, I prayed I’d never feel the 
pain of  punishment.

Snorri wasn’t through. “Lest the rest of  you see the favor the 
gods show her as license for apathy, know that if  she loses her hand, 
I’ll cut the fingers off  every one of  you myself !”

“An answer for everything,” Bjorn muttered under his breath 
before shouting, “Get the salve from my saddlebags.” His hand still 
gripped my chin, holding my face high so that I couldn’t look down.

“I’m sorry,” I said to him, a tremor running through me.
“You should be.” He held my gaze, and I swore it was the only 

thing keeping me from screaming. “All the women in Halsar will 
curse your name if  I lose half  my fingers.”

I blinked, then comprehended what he meant. My teeth bared in 
a snarl over him making light of  my pain. “Or perhaps they’ll praise 
me for sparing them your grasping hands.”

He grinned, his teeth bright white against his ​sun-​browned skin. 
“You only think that because you haven’t heard my reputation. 
After a day or two in Halsar you will know the truth of  things.”

All I wanted was to scream and scream and scream, but I forced 
myself  to say, “The truth women tell other women is not the same 
truth they tell men.”
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His smile grew. “There can be only one truth. All else is falsity.”
I managed to choke out, “Exactly.”
He laughed, but his hold on my face and arm tightened. A second 

later, I understood why as someone’s hands touched my burns, the 
pain turning the world bright white, only Bjorn’s grip keeping me 
upright as I howled and sobbed.

“Easy, Freya.” His voice was low and soft. “The salve will take 
away the pain.”

I drew in a ragged breath.
“Bjorn,” someone muttered, “this ​is—”
“I know,” he interrupted. “We need to hurry.”
The urgency fueled my fear, but I needed to see. Needed to know 

how bad it was. “Let me look.”
His jaw tightened. “Freya . . .”
I pulled my chin from his grip and looked down. The skin of  my 

wrist and hand was covered with a thick red paste, but not my palm. 
Because my palm . . .

The skin was gone.
I stared at the blackened mess of  ash, gagged, then twisted and 

vomited, the world swimming.
“I warned you.” Bjorn wrapped a cloth around my burns, then 

stooped down, his arms going behind my knees and shoulders.
“I can walk,” I protested, though that might have been a lie.
Was definitely a lie.
“I’m sure you can.” He lifted me as though I weighed no more 

than a child, settling me against his chest. “But this will give you a 
better story for Steinunn to sing about. You always want a good 
story to go with your scars.”

“Freya!”
Geir was trying to crawl toward me, tears streaming down his 

face. “Why did you do it?” he wept. “Your hand is ruined!”
“It’s not ruined, you idiot,” Bjorn snapped. “And your mewling is 

not helpful.”
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