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Prologue
  


October in Oslo

What captured my attention was her hair. The blazing color reminded me of random sunsets out at my lake house. Gorgeous or not, she is a major inconvenience. I seriously don’t have time for this shit, but what am I supposed to do? I can’t just leave her stranded on the side of the road. Night will fall soon, and from the looks of it she could’ve been out here for a while already.

The hood of her swank Jag is propped open and she’s peering down into the engine, her slim back turned, looking into the thing as if sheer willpower could magically start it back up for her. I shake my head as I pull my custom chopper over onto the shoulder of the E18 motorway and come to a rolling stop about fifty feet away from her disabled vehicle.

I hope that the loud growl of my engine, coupled with the noise from its dual pipes doesn’t startle her. Hell, she’ll be reluctant to take any form of assistance from me. I know how I look to strangers. Being so big and mostly clad in black leather tends to scare people, women in particular. I look like an intimidating, badass biker. Just putting it out there, straight up.

Classy women like her, regardless of the sexual pull they might feel for me, choose security. Yeah, they don’t go there. It’s not like I ever need action, fuck no. I turn down offers on a weekly basis, mostly because I lack any genuine interest. I know that most of them are just curious about my lifestyle, wanting to experiment with a bit of rough and naughty.

Not what I’m looking for at all.

No, my tastes and needs lean far toward the exotic. I don’t want to waste my time on another party girl. I’m always aloof, to guard my privacy. It’s easier that way. Not too many questions asked or gossip to throw around the club on weekends. I prefer to keep details about my relationships to a tight-fisted minimum. Period.

My last serious relationship with a submissive ended with hurt feelings on both sides. After the emotional breakup I decided to stay solo for a good long while. She ran her mouth like a fucking avalanche. Still does. She’s lucky she’s a woman. Otherwise that shit would have come to a halt a long time ago. As the president of Devil’s Wrath Motorcycle Club, I’ve found over the years that staying detached makes my life exponentially easier, if not lonely as hell. That’s fine by me. At least I have my emotional anonymity.

Parking my ride, I pull my helmet off and push my black polarized KDs up onto my head. I glance down to check my watch. Just after seven thirty p.m. I’ll have to phone Bern soon to see if he won’t mind firing up the wrecker tonight, assuming that he’s still working late on the Frenchman’s ride back at the garage, that is.

My black leather boots make a heavy crunching sound as my legs eat up the distance that separates us. Cars and trucks rush by at steady intervals, but she remains turned, leaning down, likely trying to figure out why the piece of shit isn’t working. No big surprise there sweetheart. It’s British engineering.

In my opinion, the only two British car companies that are worth a damn are McLaren and Aston Martin. Yeah, fucking fierce cars, especially Aston’s DB9, but they come with equally high-roller price tags, making them nearly unobtainable, save for the uptight, jackass elite. I know a few people in town who drive them. Yeah, perfect fit, enough said.

I make my way closer to her and a long-dormant male interest ignites within me like a flare shot off in the darkness. A knee-length pale gray slim skirt clings snugly to a generous, rounded ass that just begs to be spanked. My right palm inadvertently quivers at that potent thought.

Oh, hell yeah.

Eyes dropping lower I notice that her legs are very toned and shapely, like those of a sprinter. Her skin is creamy pale and looks soft. I cock my head in appreciation of her sleek black heels. Oh, fuck yeah, I can already see them digging into my hips as I drive her hard. My cock hardens instantly at the wicked image of this woman’s lush assets.

God damn. If her face is half as visually stunning as the rest of her then maybe this detour will be well worth the effort ….

I don’t want to scare her. We’re close to the busy highway and she could easily stumble backwards.

I call out to her before getting too close, “Trenger du hjelp?” Need help?

That’s all I say, knowing how deep and scary my voice would sound to an unsuspecting female. Women are normally apprehensive around me; at least until they come to understand that I would never harm them. There is nothing I can do about my size and appearance, case closed on that. She’ll certainly be shocked as shit when she sees me. I wait patiently for her to turn around.

Her shoulders tense just before she ducks out from beneath the silver hood. With a sweep of her small hand she moves her long, shiny red mane away from her face. I suck in a deep, involuntary breath. The force of her beauty hits me so hard that I nearly sway back a step in my heavy boots, uncertain of what my eyes are taking in. Almond shaped, arresting, aqua-colored eyes collide with mine a split second before flaring wide open in feminine alarm.

My brain can’t fucking absorb what’s before me. I remain motionless while drinking her in. That stunning hair, loose in natural waves, hangs down far below her breasts. They’re tragically hidden from my view beneath a light blue sweater. Plump, shimmering pink lips are set within a perfect, heart-shaped face. Her pretty nose is small, just like the rest of her. She can’t be more than a few inches over five feet tall. She’s like some gorgeous damn angel come down to earth.

In a flash of panic I wonder if I could have wrecked my bike without knowing it. Could this be Valhalla or some sort of fucking afterlife? Swiftly shaking the confusion away I get busy and watch her closely. Her full, lush mouth slowly parts as if she might be on the verge of saying something to me. I freeze and nearly hold my breath.

Damn, I hope she’s not about to scream. Yeah, that would just blow.

Fuck me. I must be hallucinating because I had no idea that beauty like this could actually exist.

Oh yeah, this is so my lucky day ….

* * *

Alexander is going to murder me! The gnawing thought keeps bouncing about in my brain as I hear a loud motor pull off the road behind me. If I had listened to him and kept my hands off his beloved vintage car, then I would never have found myself in this dreadful situation! Damn … damn!

The roar of the engine cuts off, followed almost immediately by crunching gravel. Seconds later an incredibly deep male voice calls out to me, “Trenger du hjelp?”

Having no idea what he said, I turn to face whoever has stopped, hopefully to assist me in this horrid scenario. Before sweeping my hair back from my face I only register large and lots of black. I stare, utterly dumbfounded.

Standing not ten feet before me is the most imposing human being I have ever crossed paths with in my entire life. The word at the forefront of my mind is massive. Yes, massive and quite dangerous. The sensible part of my intellect screams out that I should turn, run, and lock myself inside of the automobile, yet curiously, something keeps me rooted to the spot. A potent shot of adrenaline begins to run through my body as I stare at the tall stranger. He remains still, watchful. He is so large that I have to start at the top of him and work my way down in an appreciative scan. Short, closely cropped, nearly black hair with sleek black sunglasses resting on the top of his head. A handsome, overtly masculine face featuring a full, dark goatee. It frames lips that are beautifully shaped and lightly parted.

It’s not until I connect with his eyes—smoldering eyes the exact color of Highland Scotch Whiskey—that I begin to tremble, ensnared by his molten gaze. He’s incredibly beautiful in a pure, raw male way, and I’d bet that he would be utterly terrifying when angered. I nearly shudder. I’ve just come face to face with a man who does not seem to belong in this time. His warrior-like appearance and demeanor would better suit a different age, an age of iron and strength. A time when, without those two things, one couldn’t survive.

He’s watching me with the intensity of a sniper, and I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that my constant trembling has nothing to do with the chill in the autumn air. Every desire locked deep within me is enflamed, as if I’ve been struck by a bolt of lightning. My body seems to respond to something perilous and primal that this fearsome man has to offer me.

Heaven help me ….

He repeats the same question, again in Norwegian, this time slower, his smooth voice so low and thick, like caramel. I struggle to decipher the language, realizing that I haven’t a clue what the foreign words could mean, yet they sound so lush rolling off his tongue. I reply with the first phrase I learned when I arrived in Oslo two weeks ago from London.

I struggle with the unfamiliar language, pushing the words out slowly, carefully. “Beklager, jeg snakker ikke så godt Norsk.” I’m sorry, my Norwegian is bad.

Unfortunately for me I forever blush when I’m caught in awkward moments. I feel the warm heat winding its way up my neck to spread right across my apple cheeks. There is nothing I can do to hide it as I struggle with my labored breathing.

Silence. His stare is all consuming.

Was he not able to understand me?
Is my accent that bad? How awful!

I march forth, this time in English, hoping that he can catch the gist of what I am trying to convey.

“I’m sorry, but I don’t speak Norwegian.” I attempt a small smile to try to connect with him. Perhaps he will let me borrow his mobile so I can phone for help.

Those watchful eyes narrow slightly, as if determined to know everything about me. My right hand flies to my throat to fumble nervously with the unfastened top button of my fitted cardigan. I am desperate for any reprieve from the tension wrought by this mysterious encounter.

A vibrating rumble of laughter escapes his well-formed lips. “I understood your Norwegian fine. You’re British?”

“Yes, I am British,” I respond, ever watchful. I’m relieved beyond belief that he speaks English. Maybe he’s not as dangerous as he appears?

I watch him lean slightly to his right, to peer around me at the Jaguar before leveling his imposing gaze on me once again.

“Yeah, I can see that. You need some help then?”

His voice is so intense, his accent so sensual that I’m drawn into the lulling tone of it, barely comprehending his words. My eyes drift lower, taking in his black leather biker vest, adorned with a variety of patches. His powerful arms strain against the material of the black tee shirt he wears beneath the leather. His well-muscled legs, thick and toned, are encased in faded, grease-stained jeans that fit him all too well. Oh, my … his wide leather boots have a thick silver chain running across the top and down over the sides where it connects with an ‘O’ ring. Who is this man?

My eyes slowly come back up to meet his. He stares at me, his brawny arms crossed against his wide chest. His expression is calm and stoic, impossible to read.

God, his eyes really are golden, like those of an Amazonian panther ….

I feel the heat in my cheeks, realizing that he has been patiently waiting for an answer.

“Oh, well, I certainly don’t wish to impose on you. If it wouldn’t be too much of an imposition, would you allow me to make a call from your mobile? You see, the battery on mine died just before my brother’s Jaguar did; hence my current predicament.”

He ignores my question and responds, “I can get the Jag to a garage for you.”

“That’s very gracious of you, but it won’t start. I need a tow truck.”

“You’re wrong.”

I tilt my head and whisper, “Sorry?”

“I’m definitely not gracious, woman. I’ll ask again, do you want me to have it taken to a garage?”

I’m at a loss for what to say, uncertain of where a Jaguar dealership may be in Oslo, much less if one even exists here. Not gracious?

“May I ask your name?”

“Mikkel.”

“Mr. Mikkel,” I begin but I’m cut off mid-question by an unmistakably dominant tone.

“No. Just. Mikkel.”

I suck in a slow breath to calm my galloping heartbeat. I begin again cautiously, “Right then, Mikkel, perhaps I could just use your mobile to call an auto repair garage? Please, I really don’t wish to be any trouble. It’s Friday evening and I’m certain that you have some place to be, yes?”

He whips his mobile out of the inside pocket of his black leather vest. He touches the screen and places the phone up to his right ear. His eyes never leave mine as he speaks fast and low. Once again, with the rolling Norwegian.

As a new transplant to Oslo I have already begun my introductory Norwegian lessons at the University, but it’s a slow process. Three evenings a week worth of hour-long classes are a far cry from trying to decipher a rapidly spoken conversation with a native.

I manage to catch the words ‘woman’ and ‘Jaguar.’ I sincerely hope this biker person is not in with a ring of thieves. What if they want to steal my brother’s Jag? My heart pounds harder as I break his stare to scan the darkening sky, desperate to come up with just one alternative option. Perhaps I should try to flag down a passing motorist.

He ends the call and speaks to me slowly, confidently. “Okay, a wrecker is coming now for the Jag. Get your things and come with me.”

I stare at him and finally manage to stammer out, “I’m s-sorry?”

“What’s your name?”

“My name?”

“Yeah, woman. Your name.”

“Elora. My name is Elora.”

“Elora, is my English that fucking thick that you can’t understand that I already told you that a truck is on the way for the Jag?”

Humiliation consumes me as heat once again suffuses my cheeks. “I-I can understand you just fine, Mikkel.”

“Good. Now get your gear and let’s get out of here. It’s almost dark and I don’t like the idea of standing on the shoulder of the motorway any longer than absolutely necessary. Understood?”

I watch as he breathes in deeply through his attractive, perfectly linear nose before adding in a slightly less scary tone, “I won’t hurt you.”

I blink once at his statement before asking, “But, but what about my brother’s automobile? Is the garage nearby? What about the cost?”

“It’s headed to a reputable garage. That’s all you need to know tonight. Anything else?”

I look down at the gravel and back up to meet his eyes, appreciating his pure, masculine beauty that’s already sculpted in the shadows of twilight. “Thank you, but I’ll wait here for the driver. Perhaps I can catch a ride into town with him and call a taxi or a bus from there. I suppose this is goodbye. Thank you for the call, and have a nice evening Mikkel.”

I watch in fascination as both of his thick shoulders jerk back slightly before he plants his huge hands on the front of his denim-clad hips. Those unusual eyes pin me with an unyielding stare.

In a growling tone, he addresses me, “Woman, you most certainly will not be doing that. For the third fucking time, get your bag and get your sweet ass on the back of my ride.” My jaw drops as he hikes his right thumb over his shoulder toward his sleek motorcycle. I can’t miss the annoyance in his voice as he adds, “I don’t want us to be run the fuck over or have my ride crushed by a texting teenager on the side of the fucking E18 tonight.”

His rigid demeanor and heated words leave little room for misinterpretation. My fingers fly up to press against my lips. I have never in my twenty-eight years had a man speak to me in such an arrogant fashion. I glance quickly around, weighing my options. The darkness is hanging heavily between us. He’s cast in long shadows now and I realize that he’s right; we could easily be hit. The shoulder we are standing on is only slightly wider than the width of the Jag. We are effectively sandwiched between the motorway and a steep slope. I’m still apprehensive and am about to offer another objection when a loud, hulking wrecker comes in slowly off the road. Its engine emits a loud growl as it comes to a halt behind Mikkel. He turns to nod once in acknowledgment of the blond guy who’s seated high up off the ground in the cab of the wide truck.

I turn away to walk back and gather my handbag from the front passenger seat. Thankfully, the strap is long enough that I’m able to sling it over me, cross-body style.

I’m getting in that wrecker.

I turn to make my way back to him and he calls out loudly over the whir of the engine, “Leave the keys in the ignition.”

I swallow before answering, “I’ll give him the keys once I’m in the cab of the wrecker.”

His eyes tighten to narrow slashes and his shoulders flex back slightly. “No. There’s no room. He brought his dog. This conversation is over, Elora. Get. On. My. Ride.”

I’m frightened and clutch my handbag against me as the handsome blond guy, followed closely by a huge mastiff, hops down from the cab of the still running wrecker.

He looks down at the ground and sighs heavily before glancing back up to say, “I’ll have him follow us into town, if it makes you feel better. Jesus Christ, female, I’m just trying to help you out, not fucking get my hands up your damn tight-ass skirt.”

I need the ride, pure and simple.

I let out a deep sigh that he doesn’t miss. “Oh. All right then. If he’ll follow us then I’ll come with you.” It’s just a lift into town, nothing more. Regardless of how frightening he is, I need his assistance. I turn back to place the key in the Jag ignition as I call out over my shoulder. “Let me just pop my flat key off the ring; otherwise I’ll be out on the street tonight.”

Out of the corner of my eye I see him waiting, motionless. The darkness that is settling in around him like a velvet cloak suits his dangerous countenance far more than the tranquility of daylight. I lean down and push the key into the ignition. Sucking in a deep breath for reassurance, I walk the fifteen feet back to him. As I draw nearer I’m so infused with adrenaline that I feel lightheaded. I halt, close to his unique motorcycle and await further instructions. He’s speaking rapidly to his friend in Norwegian, pointing at the Jaguar then back to the wrecker. The supremely hot blond guy speaks in a low rumble, pointing up to the sky before inclining his head to Mikkel’s motorcycle. The oversized dog sits obediently on its chestnut colored haunches beside the blond man.

Mikkel turns back to me. “Elora, this is Bern. Bern, Elora. He’ll have the Jag up on the wrecker in fifteen minutes. We can wait here for him or ride ahead. It’ll be pitch black soon. Your call.”

Crossing my arms and rubbing my hands up and down to ward off the chill, I make my decision. “No, it’s fine. I trust that he’ll get it to the garage. We can head into the city now.” I step forward and extend my hand, saying, “Nice to meet you, Bern. I appreciate the help tonight.”

He wipes his hand several times down the front of his jeans before taking mine briefly and nodding once before releasing my palm. I watch him walk over to the Jag, the loyal dog right on his heels.

These Norwegian men are so difficult to read!

Mikkel takes the final step, closing the gap between us as I lift my face to stare up at him. I’m awestruck. He’s far taller than my brother, who is precisely six foot two. I’m skittish beyond words as I stare up into those burning, golden eyes.

“Don’t be afraid of me, Elora.”

I blink because his tone is noticeably gentler, although his voice is still impossibly deep. Somehow, though it seems mad to trust him, I sense that he’s honest.

“I’m trying not to be afraid, Mikkel.” Glancing around him at his ride I say, “I, um, well this is a tad embarrassing, but I’ve never ridden on a motorcycle before. Should you get on first or should I?”

Something flashes bright in his eyes. Pride, or honor perhaps?

Quietly he answers me, “After me, baby, and don’t worry. I’ll take care of you.” He hands me his matte black helmet. “Here, wear this.”

Kind of him to give it up for my use ….

I pull it down over my head. It’s so big that even with the chin-strap tightened to the maximum, it still feels loose.

In the next moment he throws his long leg over the shiny black motorcycle and I step back as he turns a key, twists the throttle twice and pushes down hard on the right pedal. The machine immediately roars to life beneath him. The growl of the engine is deep and constant, reminding me of an angry, caged lion.

Am I really considering getting onto his dangerous ride? My mounting excitement outweighs any trepidation inside of an instant.

I stare at his neatly trimmed, nearly black goatee as he instructs me, “Hold onto my shoulders, then throw your right leg over.”

“But I’m wearing a skirt.”

A devilish smile passes across his lips, “Hike it up a bit, babe, and you’ll be fine.”

The casual way he speaks to me is foreign and absolutely thrilling. The men I’ve dated in London have all been distinctly cold, nearly clinical with me. His manner is the polar opposite, and I secretly adore the way it makes me feel.

I bring my palms down onto the smooth black leather of his vest, silently marveling at the heat and hardness beneath as I swing my leg over, just as I was told.

I really should just go with it and enjoy this once in a lifetime motorcycle ride. Perhaps I’ll even incorporate this sexy experience into one of my abstracts.

“Ooh!” I instantly jerk up from the leather seat. The strong vibrations feel wicked. The intense shudders rhythmically caress the area between my legs. Oh God, oh yes, right there … it feels so awesome.

A knowing, masculine laugh erupts as he glances over his shoulder and says, “Easy there, girl. Just ease down onto it. You’ll be fine.”

Oh my. The images that my brain just conjured up from his descriptive words have zero to do with this motorcycle, yet everything to do with its sensual owner. A quick image of him stark naked springs to mind and I have to fight back the sudden lust that overtakes me. I ever so slowly lower my bottom farther down onto the wide leather seat. Thankfully his friend is busy inspecting the undercarriage of the Jaguar. I’m not generally given to knicker-flashing total strangers.

“You have something to tie your hair? If not, even with the helmet, that length you have going on will whip around and you won’t be able to see shit.”

“Oh, right. Yes, I believe so.”

I reach into my handbag and pull out an elastic hair tie. I make quick work of a low, impromptu ponytail before touching his shoulder to say, “All right, Mikkel, all set.”

He nods, and the scent of his leather and a familiar musk tease my nose. It feels natural as I lower my right cheek down against the embroidered, arching patch that straddles his broad shoulders. It reads in crimson lettering, ‘Devil’s Wrath MC,’ and there is a fearsome horned demon below the words. ‘Oslo’ is stitched in a swooping arc across the base.

My chest presses into his wide back. I say into his ear, “Sorry, but I have to ask. Your cologne, it’s Bulgari … correct?”

He turns and blinks, surprised by my question. “Yeah, why?”

“Because I simply adore it.” The words leave my lips without hesitation.

The utterly intoxicating, masculine scent has always drawn me in with its perfect blending of woodsy musk and rich patchouli. I’ve never dated anyone who has worn it; however, I’ve admired the sensuality of the cologne several times while browsing through Harrods back in London. I recall actually wondering what it would smell like on a sexy male. Now I know. My imagination fell exceedingly short.

His head turns slightly again and he casts another wickedly handsome smile my way. “Do you now? Well that’s fucking good to know. Hold on tight, Elora. You’re in for your first ride.”

I bind both arms tightly about his thick waist and wait for the fear to come as he eases onto the motorway.

He leans back to shout, “You follow instructions very well.”

Without hesitation I call out, “I suppose it’s my nature.”

My brows draw together as he looks straight ahead and replies in his low, dominant voice, “I can tell, baby.”

Instead of fear, I feel only the thrill of freedom as we begin to roar toward the gleaming lights of the city. There’s a distinct chill in the evening air and I press closer to his large body, which is throwing off copious heat. The wind is strong and without glasses like his or a visor, it’s difficult to take so I meld my body to his for protection. The power of his cycle along with the strength of his body deliver a heady dose of exhilaration.

I could really get used to this ….

Is he a gang member? The thought really doesn’t bother me in the least. I’ve always been open-minded and besides, tonight, biker or not, this man is my savior.

 


 

  


Chapter One
  


The Devil You Know

Her legs are shapely and slender, pressed tight against my outer thighs. I fight the urge to run my hand down one as we fly along the highway. Oh fuck, yeah. Stopping to help her out was worth it. Even her name is sexy as hell. I’ll owe Bern for working overtime tonight, but for the chance to spend time with this sexy woman … I’ll gladly pay up.

She feels so small and perfect sitting behind me. I should ask her where she lives at this point, seeing as we’re getting closer to the exit for the City Centre. The primal part of me wants to drive her straight out to my lake house, for the chance to spend more time with her. Who am I kidding? I want to take her to my place and fuck her relentlessly until she can’t form a coherent thought, but I don’t want to scare her away. It’s clear how nervous I make her and I’ll need to gain her trust before I take her for the first time.

Could she be what I think she is, a pure submissive? All the natural, telling signs are there: her willingness to follow my lead, to please, her underlying sexuality that is practically rolling off her in waves. She seems intelligent but I doubt she’s familiar with the lifestyle.

Shit, I bet she’s never even heard of what I’m into, what I’ve been searching for ….

Her smooth voice breaks me out of my thoughts, “I believe this is my exit, Mikkel.”

Fuck, her silky, accented voice is as sensual and addictive as she is. I take the ramp nice and easy, not wanting to frighten her, seeing as she is a total novice on a chopper. If I have my way after tonight then she’ll be riding out with me regularly.

Where the fuck is this need to claim her as mine coming from?

She presses deeper into me and speaks into my left ear, “I’m in the City Centre, three blocks north of Karl Johan’s Gate.”

“Got it.”

Even though my custom garage is located in the city, I make a conscious effort to avoid the chic areas of town whenever possible. Just the annoyed looks of the tight asses here make me want to strangle an ox out of sheer frustration.

“I’m staying on this next block, Mikkel. The yellow building, just there, on the left.”

I pull up carefully between two parked BMWs and cut the engine. She’s still holding fast to my waist, clearly not sure what to do next. I can’t resist. I lower my right hand and touch the back of her fingers … damn, just like cool satin.

She leans deeper into me and exclaims in a breathy voice, “The motorcycle ride was unreal. You clearly know your way around Oslo, Mikkel.”

“Yeah, grew up in the city.”

I glance up at the elegant, five story historic building. My parents live not two blocks away so I know the price tag on these posh places. Maybe she’s married? I fucking hope that’s not the case.

“You live alone?” There’s an inadvertent edge in my voice. She hesitates for a second before answering, “Well, technically yes, for now. This is my brother’s flat. He’s a banker and is away for the next few weeks on business in Asia.”

Interesting ….

“Okay, baby, do the same as when you hopped on except in reverse. I’ll hold the bike steady. Watch for any passing cars as you get off, yeah?”

“All right, Mikkel.”

She hands me back the helmet and pulls the tie from her hair. As she dismounts, I catch several people slowing to watch, looking back and forth between both of us and my custom ride. She’s standing beside the bike, shifting nervously from foot to foot. I can tell all the staring from strangers is making her uncomfortable. I swing my leg over to dismount, grab the keys and take her hand in mine. Without breaking my stride I lead her straight across the street, toward the entrance of her building.

“Code?”

“Right. 4897603. But, you don’t have to walk me in. I’m safe now, thanks to all of your gracious, er, kind, efforts this evening.”

I ignore her comment. The door buzzes open and I move forward, staying right at her side.

A middle-aged doorman in a black suit stands behind an all-glass desk. He sees us and begins speaking English to her in a friendly tone, “Good evening Miss Thornthwaite ….”

His greeting is cut short with one good look at me. His eyes scan rapidly between her and me in an obvious effort to determine if I pose a direct threat to her safety. It’s a fucking certainty that leather-clad bikers do not usually visit the lobby of this high-class building.

“Good evening, Anders. I had a bit of trouble with the Jaguar, but luckily a friend came to my rescue.”

She steps closer into me and I nod once to acknowledge the man.

The man gives us a blank stare as if trying to decide how to respond.

When he glances down at something on his desk, I tag the circular button near the elevator and the silver double doors slide open. Placing a hand on her lower back I guide her in before me.

“Floor?” I ask in a subdued tone.

“Five, please.”

I push the button and wait as the double doors slide shut.

Inside the sleek, well-lit elevator I get an up close and personal look at her. She seems nervous but holds her ground, standing a mere foot away from me. Our eyes collide and I scan her face for a flaw, any fucking flaw. There is none. She is absolute, heartbreaking perfection.

“We’re here,” she whispers.

Too quick. “Yeah.”

I let her step out first onto the royal blue and gold patterned carpet. Her small hand is still covered with mine. I’ve never been a fan of formal ‘old school’ style, makes my fucking skin crawl. I’m a clean lines, modern guy, always have been.

She points down the hallway and heads in that direction. “I’m just here, at the end.”

She comes to a stop in front of the tall, carved ivory-colored door and turns to look up at me. Her aqua eyes are so clear that they remind me of the Norwegian Sea in summer. Long lashes sweep wide in a graceful arch. Fucking amazing.

“Mikkel. I, I don’t know how to thank you.”

“No need. What were you doing out there today, anyhow?”

“I’d been photographing the landscape just outside the city. I work from photographs, that and memory mostly. I wasn’t supposed to touch Alexander’s car while he’s away. I’m not the best driver and he knows this. I just couldn’t resist getting out of the city today for a little inspiration. The light was so beautiful this afternoon. I’d pulled the Jaguar off to the shoulder for a brief stop and when I tried the ignition … well, the rest is history, I suppose.”

“What kind of work do you do?”

“I’m an artist.”

“Paintings?”

“Yes, oils. Mostly abstracts.”

She should be the subject.

I pull my wallet out of my back pocket and slide out one of my English business cards for her. “Here is the address where the Jag will go tonight. It’ll be secured so you don’t need to worry about it. Assuming it’s nothing major, like a transmission or anything, then it should be ready by late Monday afternoon. You can swing by and pick it up then.”

She shakes her head. “I really am at a loss for words, Mikkel. Your timing was perfect tonight. To be able to help me, I mean.”

She blushes again, staring down at the carpet. It’s so damn sexy when she does that.

I’m getting harder by the second. I need to get the fuck out of here ….

The words spill from my lips. “God natt og drøm søtt min skjønne.”

Wide eyes shoot up to stare innocently at me.

She hasn’t a clue what I just said.

I release her soft hand and turn to leave, but she surprises me with a light touch on my bicep, right below the sleeve of my tee. I turn back to look down into her face.

She tilts her head to the right and asks in a curious whisper, “Wait, please tell me, what did that mean?”

I reach out to run my left index finger slowly down one of her luxurious, shining strands of hair. Surprisingly, she doesn’t pull back.

I repeat it again, slower this time. “God natt og drøm søtt min skjønne.” I lift my chin up to her door, “If you’re that curious, Elora, go inside and look it up.”

With that I turn on my boot heel and stride out the way I came, already beyond certain that I have to see her again…soon.

* * *

I stare at the patch on his broad back as he disappears behind the elevator doors. I turn and unlock the door quickly. Once inside the large, dark space, I toss my handbag onto the zebra wood entry table, kick off my heels, and race for my laptop. I plop down onto the sectional with my bare feet tucked halfway beneath me and my computer resting in my lap. Leaning forward, I type the words into my Google translator, hoping that my spelling is close enough.

Come on … what did he say to me?

The screen instantly pops open. “Good night and sweet dreams, my beauty.”

My heart flutters as I touch my lips with the tips of my fingers and say the last foreign words out loud, “Min skjønne.” My beauty.

Oh, my. I really like that.

I flip over the matte black business card and hold it up to the light of my screen. It’s in English. He must have different versions depending on the client. The font is an icy, pale gray color. All the letters are set in a slightly raised, thick, menacing-looking script.

 


Heavy’s Custom Cycles


Mikkel Torvik ~ Owner


Appointment Only


 


The telephone number and address are included.

Even now, in the safety of this secure apartment, my mind races with the recollection of our intense encounter. His hypnotic eyes … my God, that scent on his tanned neck … those thick, manly hands and oh, yes, the wicked things that he could do to me with them ….

I quickly set my laptop aside and slide onto my back, leaning into the shadows playing against the cushions of the buttery-soft, suede sofa. In a rush I tug impatiently at the hidden zipper on my hip. As soon as it’s free I shove the skirt down and kick it off my ankles. Next, I quickly work my ecru lace Brazilian bikinis down to my feet. Kicking them off I spread my bare legs wide and bring my right hand, the one he just held moments ago, up to my nose to breathe deep. His scent still lingers. So gorgeous, ever so dark … like him.

I lower my hand and allow my fingers to roam down through the soft down of my sex as my eyes slide shut. I fantasize that I’m engrossed in one of my abstracts. My headphones are blasting and I’m unable to hear him stalking me from behind. Before I know it, he grabs me, wrenching down my black leggings as I cry out and drop my paint tipped brush to the floor.

He wastes no time ripping my thong clean off me in one sure tug, and the next thing I know, I’m on the ground beneath him. He positions me on all fours and I swing my head around to look at him. His face is a mask of blatant lust as he wrenches open those well-abused jeans … determined to take exactly what he wants.

My fingers play faster, swirling in the slick wetness of my opening. I stroke once over my clit, envisioning those strong, thick fingers working me from behind, pushing into me in a determined glide, all power and smooth control, filling me, preparing me ….

I can hear his growling voice against the back of my hair, “That’s right, min skjønne, fuck my fingers, ride them good baby, show me how exactly you need it.”

“Oh, uh, oh!”

My back arches up off of the sofa as the clenching waves of pleasure take over without warning, drowning me in the luscious fantasy, the dark sexuality of him. I groan as the strength of the orgasm powers through my body with the strength of a massive wave. His mesmerizing eyes and body are at the forefront of my wicked thoughts as I reluctantly float back down from the high, gasping rapidly for breath.

Legs still splayed, I flop my palm across my damp forehead and stare straight out of the long row of windows at the myriad of city lights, surrounded by darkness. The vivid images I just had of him are becoming hazy now, and I can’t help but anticipate our next encounter. He’s danger and wildness personified and something deep within me craves him like no other. Could this man be the catalyst to release my tightly contained passion? Undoubtedly.

I need to go for a very long, hard run tomorrow to try and burn off some of this newfound lust…

 


 

  


Chapter Two
  


Party Central

I can’t resist taking the exit. I’m already running behind, but the thought of her coming along with me to the clubhouse tonight is exerting too strong a pull to resist. It’s only been twenty-four hours and I’m already impatient, on edge with the need to see her again.

It’s colder out tonight, so I’m sporting full leather. The gear feels good, shielding me from the brisk night air. I cut left down her street, almost there ….

That face, coupled with her soft, melodic voice, has been burning in my brain since I pulled out of here last night. God damn it! What in the hell is the lure of this woman? I was so distracted at the garage today that more than once I had to walk away from my latest design to stretch out, crank my shoulders back, fuck, anything to throw off the extra energy steamrolling through me like a freighter cutting through a fjord.

I have to possess that beauty. The sooner the fucking better.

I punch in the door code extra quick and head inside.

Anders’ eyes pop wide. “Hei, sir …?” Hello, sir …?

I don’t have time for this bullshit.

I stride forward while holding up my right hand, palm flat to him, and state clearly, “Jeg er her for henne.” I’m here for her.

He looks stunned, his expression frozen in place, but he doesn’t protest further. Smart man.

Once inside the elevator I punch button number five and wait. She’d better be there. The need to see her has been building steadily, a mounting pressure akin to a chopper parked on my chest. It’s never happened before and it’s throwing me a bit. The solution is to just make it happen between us.

The fifth floor seems to take forever to reach. Once the doors open I take large, quick strides down the hallway. When I reach her door I square my shoulders, knock twice, take a deep breath, and wait.

Instantly I hear her light footfalls on the other side of the door and see a flash of color behind the peephole before it swings wide-open two seconds later. I scan her from head to toe and then back up again to lock onto those clear, glittering eyes that have haunted me since I last saw her.

“Jesus Christ, woman, what the fuck are you wearing?”

Blatant shock crosses her delicate features. “P-pardon?” She nearly chokes out the word, her eyes huge as she takes a large step backward, looking me up and down.

Suddenly my leather pants feel a little too supple as my dick hardens and swells. My eyes land low on her outfit once again, A tight—very tight—pale pink, long-sleeved Adidas running top, paired with miniscule black, skintight short shorts. Her tits are on full display, hidden only by the thin material. Unusually full for her small frame … beautiful. To top it all off she’s wearing bright purple kicks with neon orange laces. Fucking purple!

“I, I was just out for a run,” she stammers, trying to hide her sexy blush.

I dip my chin and ask, “You were outside, on the streets, running around … dressed like that?” I cross my arms over my chest and stare down at her with a scowl of disapproval.

“Yes, why?” Her eyebrows are drawn together, her trepidation clearly apparent.

“Fuck woman, you wanna be raped?”

She gasps and steps farther back from me, hand flying to her chest. “What! Why, no, no of course not! Why in the hell would you say such a dreadful thing, Mikkel?”

“You look in a mirror?” I rake my eyes down her once again.

“Well, yes, of course I looked in the mirror! Just what are you getting at?” She plants her hands firmly against the top curve of her hips. She’s getting pissed off. The agitation flaring in her eyes is getting me so fucking turned on. She’s got a fire burning deep inside of her. I knew it ….

“Babe, you’d bring any guy who wasn’t gay down to his fucking knees with that smoking body of yours, and that’s not even bringing the beauty of your face and hair into play. You’re lucky you made it back to the building unharmed. You shouldn’t ever go outside dressed like that. Next time you want to go for a run you can do it on the safety of my property.”

She stares at the floor, clearly stunned and embarrassed by the directness of my statement. Her long red ponytail sweeps down over her right shoulder to reach the bottom swell of her breast.

“You got plans?” My voice comes out harsher than I’d intended.

Her eyes fly back to mine but she remains silent, watchful.

I take a step closer, towering over her, and ask again, “Saturday night, min
skjønne, you got plans?”

Her eyes brighten at the term.

So, she looked it up. She likes it when I call her my beauty. Good, it suits her. Sweet, soft, and gorgeous. Fuck. She’s so adorable. I’ve gotta have her. Soon.

“Ah, no actually, I was just about to pop into the shower and then watch a show on the telly. Oh, how rude!” She opens the door wider before stepping to one side. “Please, please come in.”

I step onto the stone floor of the foyer. The modernist décor seems Spartan and cold, save for a fascinating painting that is hanging against the right wall. It’s unframed, its color flowing out onto the wrapped sides of the canvas. It sits at eye level and is lit softly by the spray of a pin light dropping down from the ceiling.

My eyes track over the red and gray rectangular segments of color that are nothing special by themselves. But there’s something about the overlapping pattern that makes the painting as a whole fantastic.

I dip my head in the direction of the painting and say, “You do that?”

“Yes.”

I can tell that she’s watching me closely. I stare at it a few moments longer. She’s talented. Very.

“It’s unique.” I kick my chin up. “Go take your shower now, Elora. We’re riding out.”

Her head tilts in question. It’s obvious that she’s unsure, perhaps even frightened at the thought of being alone with me. I’m not giving her the chance to back out. No way.

“Skjønne, seriously don’t like repeating myself babe. What the fuck, is my English that awful?”

She whispers in astonishment, “I’ve never had someone address me the way you do, Mikkel. I’m not accustomed to it. You, well, you need to be patient with me, all right?”

My eyes soften. She’s so damn sweet.

“Yeah, babe, all right. Be ready in ten, yeah?”

Her sculpted brows draw together. “Well … all right. What should I wear?”

“Black. And you’ll be on my bike, so bring a jacket and a hair tie.”

“Right then, well, make yourself comfortable.”

“I’ll wait right here. Now move your sweet ass.”

She liked what I said, because she’s trying in vain to hide a little smile that sneaks across her pink lips just before she turns and makes her way to a far room. When she closes the door, I whip out my black iPhone. I decide to use the extra time to text my best friend, Alreck. The smug bastard is living the life in California, totally hooked on his American girl, Vail. I saw him two months ago at the Sturgis Bike rally. He’s so fucking talented that he won the Goddamned worldwide custom design competition. His innovative bike taking first prize, hands down.

Losing his genius-level talent has been a major hit for my business, setting my delivery times back by at least three months per job, but I can’t help being happy for him. Every time we speak, which is on a weekly basis, I notice that his normally stern tone is slowly becoming more pleasant. The edge is hardly there anymore. The move has been good for him. He should have found that woman years back. Still, I miss him. It was like losing an appendage.

I use both thumbs to type in the message to him: What’s your latest design, motherfucker? You goin’ to work now in flip flops and surf gear or what? When should I look out for a wedding invite? Heading out to the club tonight. Will throw back a shot in your honor. –M.T.

* * *

I slide the little leather strip into the silver buckle adorning my black skirt and turn to assess my outfit in the silver, full-length bedroom mirror. Smoky, kohl-lined eyes stare back at me. Oh yes, this is about as wild as I’ve ever allowed myself to be. I hope he appreciates it! I’ve aimed for an overall impression of supremely wicked. It feels delicious.

I adjust the shoulders of my little fitted, black silk Catherine Malandrino top. I adore the deep plunging ‘V’ neckline and the sweet hint of black lace trim at the neck and along the tiny cap sleeves. I’ve paired it with an ultra short, pleated schoolgirl miniskirt that has a lovely silver buckle closure at the right hip. I normally would only wear this with black tights but have decided to be daring tonight, flashing lots of skin. Why not? Knee-high black suede Salvatore Ferragamo sex-kitten boots with three-inch heels and a delicate silver zipper running all the way up the back complete my ‘take me down hard’ look.

I walk to my mirrored dressing table to spritz on a touch of Yves Saint Laurent ‘Parisienne.’ I hope he likes the ultra feminine scent that’s a lovely combination of sandalwood and Damask roses. I reach for my small black Chloe ‘going out’ handbag, along with my smart, black suede fitted jacket, and excitedly reach for the handle of the door.

With damp palms I think … Time to face him. Head high, shoulders back ….

His golden eyes are consuming me the second I round the corner into my brother’s lavish, dimly lit sunken living room. I stop near the glass coffee table, my earlier confidence suddenly wavering under his devouring gaze.

He is silent and remains stock-still.

Just as I’m about to ask if the attire works for where we’re headed, his rich voice slices through the space.

“Come to me, min skjønne.”

The smoldering sexuality lacing his tone is undeniable.

On trembling legs I cross the twenty feet to stand directly before him. Looking up, I ask quietly, nearly in a whisper, “Do you like it?”

He tags my left hip, pulling me in close, and that wicked goatee framing his full lips lowers down slowly until I feel it brush lightly against my left ear.

Warm breath caresses me as he murmurs deeply, “You’re so gorgeous that it’s nearly painful to look at you, Elora.”

The effect of his distinctive voice, coupled with that delicious scent and the softness of his facial hair teasing my skin leaves me swaying slightly forward into his chest. I reach up to steady myself on his leather, just below his collarbone. I’m both dizzy and aching with need. My right palm rests on the seam of a red patch that reads ‘Torvik’.

In one motion he closes his hands around both my wrists, backs up and lets go of my left one to reach for the door.

I hear him mutter under his breath, “Fucking unbelievable. Need to move, now, or we’ll never make it to the party.”

We step out into the hall. I secure the lock and turn to ask, “Party?”

“Yep.”

“What kind of party?”

We walk the ten feet to the elevator. He punches the down arrow, threads his left hand through my long locks and lands me with, “Elora, take a good look at me, babe. It damn well isn’t going to be a cocktail event.”

I clutch my suede jacket tighter and fight a twitching smile. “Oh.”

His eyes roam my face as his fingers slowly skim across my hair. “I’m taking you to my club.”

“Your biker club, the one named on your jacket?”

“That’s the one.”

I smile broadly because I never thought I’d experience something like this. The heady flow of adrenaline begins to course through my body. Saturday night at a hardcore biker clubhouse? You only live once, right?

As the steel doors close us in, he looks way down at me and asks softly, “You excited, min
skjønne?”

Ooh, I really like that.

“Very, Mikkel.” Actually, I can’t wait.

He stares thoughtfully at me and quietly says, “That will do for now.”

“Sorry? I don’t understand.” I tilt my head at his odd choice of words.

With an earnest look he tells me pointedly, “You will.”

What in the world?

His smile is sincere. It’s the first time I’ve had a good look at his teeth and they’re gleaming white, even and perfect.

He continues to watch me as the elevator slows and then chimes, signaling our arrival at the main level.

“Enjoy your evening, Miss Thornthwaite.” Anders gives a polite wave, looking a bit relieved that the massive biker is leaving the premises.

“Thank you, Anders.” I nod to him as Mikkel leads us out into the brusque evening air. We stride together straight to his big, bad ride.

Turning to me he holds his hands out, “Here, let me help you with your jacket.”

I give it to him and swivel about; the anticipation of having his hands on me is intoxicating. I glance back to slip first my right, then left arm into the warmth. He slides it carefully up my arms, stopping once it is in place. His hands rest at my neckline for a moment before he ever so gently sifts through my long hair, succeeding in freeing it to flow down my back.

Turning back to him I’m struck by the mesmerizing intensity of his eyes. I should fear a man like him. Actually, I do, but it is an alluring fear. One that draws me to his undeniable magnetism, which hints at secrets I know nothing about.

Softly, I break the silence hovering between us, “I should tie back my hair; otherwise it’ll be an absolute mess when we arrive.”

I pull it all to one side and begin twisting it into an impromptu side braid. He watches me carefully, so very observant.

“Here,” he says, handing me his helmet, “wear this again and I’ll pick one up for you tomorrow. This way the wind and cold won’t bother you when we ride out. I’ll get you a helmet with a full visor. There’s only about a month left of good riding this time of year. We’ll make the best of it.”

I take the helmet, and double check that my bag is secure across my body. I can’t resist the thrill that courses through my bloodstream with the thought of riding out with him on a regular basis.

“Good to go, min skjønne?”

I pull it down onto my head. “Yes, I’m ready.”

He throws a leather clad leg over the hulking black motorcycle and I watch in fascination as he starts it up. The machine roars to life with a vibrating snarl.

“Just like before baby, swing your leg over and stay clear of the pipes.”

I hold onto his shoulders, enjoying the suppleness of his thick jacket. My pleated mini makes it easier to climb on this time. Within seconds I’m seated and leaning forward into his warmth, arms bound tightly around his waist.

Yes … that heavenly scent. I could smell him forever and not get enough.

After a glance back over his shoulder and then down into his left side mirror, we pull out into the road and head through the city. It’s eight o’clock Saturday night, and the sidewalks are busy with people heading out to enjoy the action. The deep roar of his fierce engine draws more than its fair share of curious stares.

At nearly every stoplight, someone guns an engine next to us. A young guy in a sporty Audi stares our way, revving his motor, intent on racing us. Mikkel is cool and confidently arrogant, ignoring those around us. I begin to think about how alien it must feel to be a hardcore biker in Northern Europe. There are a decent number of bikers in London, although I have never met any, only seen them cruising on their sexy rides through the streets. I have always envied the freedom their lifestyle allows.

I squeeze my legs a bit tighter against the outside of his. His sexy black leather feels amazing against my legs, warming my inner thighs with the smoothness of the hide, but even more, his radiant body heat. I burrow down into his back to avoid the cold and wonder if I arouse him as much as he arouses me.

My mind begins to wander down a sexy path as we take the exit onto the motorway. I conjure up the image from last night, how powerful he would be if he took me ….

His deep voice calls out, cutting through my heated thoughts, “You good?”

I lean closer and answer, “Yes, fine.”

“Good. We’re two minutes away from the club.”

I give a little squeeze of my bound arms as my reply. My mind drifts to Alexander. He would be aghast if he had any inkling of my plans this evening. There is no way he would stand for me having anything to do with someone like Mikkel.

My brother puts the ‘C’ in conservative. Also in control. His behavior is always fastidious. He would blow his top if he knew what I’ve been up to over the course of the past twenty-four hours. Since the death of our parents several years back, he’s become intent on weighing in on every decision in my life. As a grown woman I find it both annoying and exhausting, but he’s my big brother, my only close relative, so I let his overbearing nature slide most of the time. It’s a good thing for me that he is halfway across the globe.

Tonight, I’m in control of my destiny.

I tighten my grip as the motorcycle turns left off a quiet, two-lane road and begins a steep ascent, climbing high up a blacktop driveway lined on both sides with dense green trees. Halfway up I can make out a sprawling, dark structure. It’s far larger than a house, more like a large, chalet-style inn.

As we draw nearer I lean slightly to peek over his shoulder and take in the elevated, three-story clubhouse. A wraparound balcony winds around the high, main level. Draped over the center of it is a long black banner that reads in stark white lettering, ‘Devils Wrath, MC Oslo.’ A demon, exactly like the one that is on his jacket, flanks each end cap of the sign.

My heart breaks into a full sprint as he pulls into a spot close to the side steps. Directly in front of it is a metal sign written in English. “Mikkel T. Only—Park At Your Own Peril.”

Oh my ….

A surprised gush of breath leaves my lungs as his hands grasp each of my bare, chilled thighs to give a possessive squeeze before he dismounts.

“Enjoy the ride?”

I dismount with his assistance, quickly remove the elastic and sift my fingers through my braid, setting my red hair free once again. With my heart still pounding fiercely like a Japanese Taiko drum, I tell him—and I know I’m gushing—“Yes, there’s such a sense of power being on your motorcycle. Although I have to admit, I’m relieved that you’re the one driving. It seems like it would be far too much power for me to handle between my legs.”

Oh no, oh shit!

I watch his expression change the second the unintended double entendre leaves my lips. His eyes are smoldering, his breathing is more rapid. A perfect mask of male lust stares down at me. He’s absolutely stunning. His huge, hot palm reaches forward to glide through my hair, firmly cupping the back of my bare neck. He leans down several inches, closing any distance between us.

In a thick whisper, he says very slowly, “Oh, I have no doubt you can handle all that power perfectly, Elora.”

Muffled, thumping sounds of rock music engulf us as we become lost in each other’s eyes.

The heady moment is broken when he suddenly lets his eyes slide shut, drags in a deep breath, and changes the subject. “You’re proving to be the ultimate distraction, min skjønne. And I’m not easily influenced. We need to move now, we’re already over an hour late.”

Without another word, he grabs hold of my hand and turns to climb the steep flight of wooden steps. I glance out over the parking lot. Not a space to be had. There must be over a hundred people here.

He stops before the solid black door and turns to face me, his warm fingers threading confidently through mine. “I’m tending bar tonight, Elora, but I’m gonna place you right in my line of sight and introduce you to some quality friends. That work for you babe?”

“That’s fine, Mikkel.”

He lowers his body down farther to whisper against my parted lips, “My girl’s so fucking sweet.”

His girl? Yes, I absolutely adore that.

Thankfully, he turns before he can catch my wide-eyed expression. I’m finding it hard to maintain total composure around him because his persona is so unnerving and highly observant. In the next instant he opens the massive door and blaring music floods out. AC/DC’s “Highway to Hell” engulfs us in its heavy, thumping rhythm. Excitement over what’s to come flows through my bloodstream. As an artist I suppose it’s simply my nature to crave novelty. And here I am, standing at the precipice of ‘wild,’ not a typical setting for a shy person such as myself.

Here I go ….

* * *

Shit. I knew we’d draw attention, but this is fucking unbelievable.

When we first entered the club, everyone thought I was solo, as usual. They were unaware of her walking behind me because I’ve got a foot on her in the height department.

Several rowdy shouts ring out through the blaring music. “You’ve made it!” Followed up with loads of banter, “Did you get lost, Mikkel?”

This is bullshit. Here we go ….

The moment they catch sight of her the curious stares and cat calls start up. I should’ve known this was coming. I’m fiercely private by nature and any attention that doesn’t have to do with building, designing, or riding motorcycles fucking pisses me off.

She doesn’t know it yet, but when a woman is on the back of one of our bikes, it means a hell of a lot more than just a fucking joy ride. From the looks of it, she’ll get her share of direct questions tonight.

I haven’t been seen with a woman on my bike since I ended it with Sansa nearly two years back, and what a fucking disaster that turned out to be. Everyone knows how little interest I’ve had in women lately. What they don’t know is why. No one has a clue that I’ve been waiting patiently to cross paths with exactly the right one.

Bern shouts loudly to me over the blaring bass of the band, “Mikkel! Thank fuck you’re here! Need to go get ice! Bar’s heaving. Come tend for me, yeah?”

He’s already rounding the end of the long, granite bar, large plastic bin in hand, heading down the back steps toward the ice machine.

Perfect. I spot an open barstool next to Lisetta. My cousin can help me out tonight by keeping Elora company.

We take the three steps up to the elevated platform of the bar area and I turn to face her. “Okay, I’m going to introduce you to my younger cousin. Hang here with her until I can get someone sober enough to free me up from bar duty.”

The music is pounding around us as she nods once in compliance. I rest my hand against Lisetta’s back. “Hey, Lisetta.”

She turns around and breaks into a beaming smile. “Mikkel! I’m so digging this new band you booked! Where’d you find them?”

“Heard about them from Sven. They’re new, young. Trying to get their name out there. Listen, need a solid from you tonight. You in?”

Her blond head cocks in curiosity. “Sure, what’s up?”

I step to my right to reveal Elora, who has been standing patiently behind me. Lisetta’s eyes pop open wide in blatant interest.

“Elora, this is my little cousin Lisetta. Lisetta, Elora. Have a seat. I’ll send you a drink and we’ll catch up when I’m able to break away.”

Elora watches my mouth closely as I speak to her. The sensuality of what she has going on draws me in like a magnet.

Fuck.

“I’m good, Mikkel. Go take care of your business.”

I give her hand a light squeeze, reluctantly let go, and make my way through the bursting crowd to the side opening of the heaving bar.

This should be an interesting night.

* * *

The mesmerizing blonde leans in to ask me, “Snakker du Norsk?”

“Um, I’m sorry, I’ve started to learn Norwegian, but I’ve only recently arrived here. Unfortunately I don’t speak the language just yet.”

She smiles brightly and pulls out the adjoining dark leather bucket seat barstool. Her chiming voice cuts through the music, “No worries. I speak English. Come, have a seat here with me.”

I hop up onto the tall barstool beside her and curiously have a look around. I quickly decide that it’s best to keep my purse in my lap. I can’t seem to locate one of those cute purse hooks anywhere. Ah, biker bar. Remember, Elora?

“So, you and Mikkel are cousins?”

“Yes. First, actually. My mother and Mikkel’s father are siblings.”

I’m having a horrid time focusing on what she’s saying because my eyes are busy drinking her in. She makes ‘gorgeous’ seem like a sad, tired word. Shimmering blond hair cascades in waves a few inches past her bare shoulders. Cool blue eyes tilt up at the edges. She’s quite tan, nearly glowing with a healthy coloring. My eyes drop lower to admire her sexy, red silky blouse that melds effortlessly to her frame along with her fitted, sexy jeans. Quality.

I watch as she unconsciously twines a strand of her golden hair around her index finger.

“So, how long have you been in Oslo then, Elora?”

“Merely two weeks. My brother Alexander works here. He’s allowing me to stay with him at his flat in the City Centre.”

“That’s cool. I live there as well. Would you care for a drink?”

“Sure, that would be lovely.”

“What’s your preference? They stock most everything, but I would seriously avoid asking for anything too complex or girlie.” She leans back and with a smile unravels a strand from her finger and sweeps her hand out. “You know what I mean.”

“Yes, I get it. How about an Absolut Citron on the rocks?”

“Easy enough. I see he has that. Hold on a sec.”

She stands halfway up onto the rung of her stool and leans into the bar. “Oh Mikkel, darling cousin, a round for the ladies, please?”

I lean in slightly to see him slinging drinks at the end of the long, black granite bar. He moves with such ease, graceful despite his massive frame. He places two frothy, overflowing mugs of beer onto the bar and turns to grab a towel to wipe his hands as he closes the fifteen feet between us in a few strides.

“What’s it gonna be, Lisetta?”

“Two Absolut Citrons for my new friend and me. Oh, and a touch of fruit as well if you have it.”

He nods once and turns to grab two glass tumblers from the drying mat on the back counter.

She sits back down and leans close to me. “So, I can’t resist asking, how did you two meet?”

“I was stranded on the side of the E18 motorway last evening. He came to my rescue.” I grin sheepishly.

Her eyes twinkle as she asks, “Did he now? That sounds like him, rescuing a damsel in distress.”

“Does it? How so?”

“Since we were children, Mikkel has always been the fixer, making certain that everything is straight and on track. He’s an amazing guy, actually.”

I ponder her statement as Mikkel places the drinks down in front of us. Planting both large hands wide on the granite, he leans in and murmurs, “Enjoy.”

“Thank you,” I reply, once again lost in the burning intensity of his sensual eyes.

I lift my glass to turn and toast my new acquaintance. She’s sitting very still, watching me carefully.

I ask, “Is everything all right?”

A lazy smile forms on her glossy lips. “Oh yes. Perfectly all right.” She lifts her glass. “To fun-filled fall nights. Skål! ”

“Agreed. Skål!”

We clink glasses. After taking a sip of my zesty cocktail, I confess, “You know that was my very first toast here in Norway.”

“I know that it’s the first of many yet to come. You know, Elora, my best friend is foreign as well. American, actually. Her name’s Vail. I miss her desperately, so having girlie company is quite nice. Speaking English with you reminds me of hanging out with her.”

“Where does your friend live?”

“In California. I saw her not long ago at the Sturgis Motorcycle Rally. Have you heard if it? It’s in a state called South Dakota, up near Canada. An amazing scene. That place sets the bar for wild.”

I shake my head as she continues on. “Anyhow, she’s engaged to Mikkel’s best friend Alreck. He moved to America to be with her. He had to go. He would’ve been destroyed without her. The love those two share is something amazing. The real deal, to put it mildly.”

“Sounds romantic, like something that only happens in movies. Perhaps you’ll have a chance to go over for the wedding, then?”

She grins. “Actually, they’re considering coming here for the ceremony. I can’t wait!”

“Wonderful news. And when will that be?”

“They haven’t set a date yet, but I hope it won’t be too long. I can’t wait to see her again.”

I give her an understanding look before saying, “Yes, quality mates are rare.”

She leans in and asks in a mischievous tone, “So, ask away. What do you want to know about him? Don’t be shy. We’ll keep this little conversation between us girls.”

I take another deep drink of the chilled vodka, hoping for a touch of added confidence, and go for it. “Well then, for starters, how old is he?”

“Thirty-six. And you?”

“I’m twenty-eight.”

“Did you know that he’s the president of Devil’s Wrath?”

What?

Pointing a finger at the ground, I blink and stammer out, “The president … of this motorcycle club?”

She smiles proudly. “You know it, and a fiercely awesome one at that.”

I study him from a distance. He is the most alpha man I’ve ever crossed paths with, so I can certainly see how he could be the club’s president.

I turn to her, catching a hint of her light floral scent. “All right then, what else?”

She giggles, “Hmm, let’s see, he’s über-private. He loves to cook. Has a serious passion for motorcycles that everyone in our conservative family tries desperately to understand. Oh, and he has a very dark sense of humor. He’s fabulous, and the best cousin a girl could hope for. Oh, I will say that I would never want to see him pissed off, though.”

“Really?”

She levels me with a serious look. “Yes, really. Can you imagine all that intensity consolidated into one lethal blow? But you have absolutely nothing to worry about. First and foremost, Mikkel is one hundred percent a gentleman. He treats his mother with the utmost respect and I’ve never heard him raise his voice to a woman, ever.”

I hesitate a moment before deciding to go for it, asking her quietly, “He’s single then?”

She seems pleased by my question. “Oh yes, and in my humble opinion, quite a hot catch.”

Is she ever right on point with that one ….

I hold her bright gaze for a moment before taking another sip of my drink.

“I see that you’re also engaged, then?” I nod at her hand. “That’s a stunning ring, Lisetta.”

She flushes prettily. “Thank you. Bern is my fiancée. He’s just over there.”

She leans back and dips her chin slightly as I follow her gaze. “See the gorgeous stud with the blond hair and the beer in his left hand, talking to that group of three guys closest to the door?”

I see him and immediately recognize him as the guy driving the wrecker last night. He’s laughing full out at something his companion just said. I watch him closely and note that he’s maybe twenty-five or so, and the epitome of Nordic hotness. His wide shoulders look honed and strong, like a boxer’s.

Lisetta says, “He works with Mikkel. They design motorcycles together at Heavy’s. They’re both unbelievably talented, and lucky for me, they both know how to work on cars as well.”

“Do they now?” I silently ponder if Mikkel might be the one working on the Jaguar for me. How sweet of him.

“That’s right.”

“Bern’s supremely good looking. You both complement each other quite well, Lisetta.”

“You think?”

“Oh yes, absolutely. So, do you work?”

“I do. I’m the manager of a day spa in the City Centre. You really should come by sometime. We offer some unbelievable massages and facials.”

“Yes, I’ll have to get your information tonight. I would really love that.”

“Humor me for a second, Elora.”

Before I have a chance to ask her what she is on about, she leans forward once and calls out, “Mikkel, two Aquavit shots!”

Shots? Oh hell … It’s party time!

 


Three eye-watering shots and two more Absoluts later I find myself on the dance floor with Lisetta. “Everlong” by The Foo Fighters is pounding away, played in a supremely wicked fashion by the twenty-something rockers onstage. The more I drink, the finer they sound.

Mikkel secured my jacket and handbag behind the bar for me, and now Lisetta and I are in the midst of a crowd of at least thirty people swaying and dancing together.

She has to get close, pressing into me, nearly shouting so I can hear her. “Are you having fun, Elora?”

I touch her shoulder and yell, “Brilliant, Lisetta!”

“Awesome! Glad to hear it. Stay right here and dance. I need to use the restroom. I won’t be but one minute.” Her blond brows draw together. “Wait, unless you’d like to come as well?”

I shake my head, “Nah, I adore this song. I’ll be fine. See you in a few.”

Mikkel’s not but twenty feet away tending bar should I need his help.

In my tipsy state I vaguely register her making her way back through the crowd toward a back wall. I hope she won’t be long.

The band is in full force, driving the crowd into a near frenzy with their spot-on guitar riffs and wild drumming. It really is a bonus that the lead singer is gorgeous, if not rough, with a myriad of visible, menacing tattoos peeking out from his midnight colored Motorhead tee. And those are just the ones I can see.

I try to rise up on my tiptoes to spot Mikkel. I assume he’s still tending bar, but with all the bodies packed so tightly together on the dance floor, I’m having a tough time seeing anything other than those around me. I decided early on that the vibe at the party was quite friendly, with everyone cheering and toasting in boisterous revelry. I can’t recall the last time that I felt so … alive.

A light brush of a body sweeps against my backside. I turn about quickly, hoping that Mikkel has taken a break and is ready to have some fun with me. I’m so very wrong. Staring down at me is a gigantic, twenty-something biker. Shaved head, imposing tribal tattoo winding up around his thick neck, and a jet-black tee that reads in bright red lettering, straight across his tremendous chest, ‘Menace to Sobriety.’ I swallow. Hard.

He says nothing, which is actually far scarier than if he were to speak. His intimidating grin features a silver-capped front right tooth. What a charmer ….

I certainly don’t want to anger this man. He looks seriously inebriated with his in and out of focus gaze that happens to keep landing on my cleavage. Fucking hell ….Where are you, Lisetta? I try to back away but the crush of bodies offers no easy escape route. I decide to take a non-aggressive approach and keep up my rhythmic dance moves. I even dip my head in acknowledgement and give him a pleasant smile.

As soon as she returns, I’m sprinting to the safety of that barstool!

Suddenly, two things happen at once. The biker’s wide hand reaches out to clasp me on my left side, near my ribs, but this isn’t what stuns me. At the same time a massive palm falls heavily onto the biker’s shoulder, stopping him dead in his tracks before he ever manages to touch me. Luscious, striated golden eyes lock onto my wide ones. Mikkel leans into the biker from behind and says in a tightly contained voice, “Hun er min, Gunnar.” She’s mine, Gunnar.

The brawny biker turns in a near sideways stagger to see whose hand is on him. Then he reaches out to grasp both of Mikkel’s forearms in a friendly gesture, pulling him into his space to say something against his ear that I can’t hear. Clapping Mikkel twice on the back, he stumbles off toward the right side of the dance floor.

Within the span of a second my hand is covered by Mikkel’s warm one, and I find myself nearly jogging behind him to keep up with his strong, sure strides as he cuts a path through the crowd. We’re off the dance floor and are moving fast towards a far, back corner when I catch sight of Lisetta, who is making her way back from the ladies room.

“Hey, Elora! There ….”

Her sentence cuts off as her eyes land on Mikkel’s face. Uh, oh, this can’t be good. Her pretty blues pop wide and she stops dead in her tracks. Her jaw slams shut.

What’s happening? I’ve done nothing wrong!

I pull back lightly and call out to him, “Mikkel, tell me what’s going on?” He better not think I was flirting with that mountain of a guy back there!

“Oooh!”

I cry out as he pivots around, and rather than responding, tugs on my clasped hand. I fall off balance as he lifts me up into his strong arms in an effortless swooping motion. To my humiliation, I feel the plentiful pleats of my minute mini swaying in and out beneath me. Oh, oh shit!

Please, please do not let any of these complete strangers catch a prime view of my knickers! Completely mortified, I’m about to protest, but one up close and personal look at the stern set of his laser-focused eyes has me rethinking that idea inside of a second.

He hits a set of back steps and begins a quick ascent. I twine my arms up around his hot, thick neck out of sheer self-preservation. Holding tight, we come to an abrupt stop, and he bends low to twist open a door handle. I’m able to get one last look at the party that’s throbbing in chaos below us. I quickly realize that no one except Lisetta seems to have noticed anything, as if carting off a woman in prime Viking fashion into the dark, shadowy corners of a biker club is a commonplace occurrence, like playing a game of billiards. Surreal.

Deep in the recesses of my brain I know that I should be more than a little alarmed, yet this man, this enigmatic human being, sets me on fire with every single one of his unpredictable, sexy moves. At every turn I find myself nearly breathless with anticipation, wondering what he will do next.

It is pitch black in the room. He immediately kicks the wooden door shut behind us. The air is cleaner and noticeably cooler. There must be an open window somewhere up here. He lowers me down gently, keeping his left arm taut around me as my boots touch the ground. I’m pulled in against his searing heat and I can’t disguise the low whimper of need that escapes from my lips. I plant my hands on his black tee and I have to blink twice because his pecs feel honed to delicious perfection beneath the softly worn cotton.

Before I can make another sound, I’m slowly lowered down onto my back, coming to rest on a pliant leather sofa. Mikkel stays with me, his arms encircling my body, legs straddling mine. Within the heavy shadows I strain to see him, feeling the warmth of his breath close and steady against my temple. He’s hidden mostly in the haze of darkness. I can just make out his features, barely, though not his expression. His weight comes in closer, pressing hotly into the silk of my thin blouse.

“He can’t touch you. You’re only for me, Elora.” His whisper is soft but laced with cold, solemn intent.

As the territorial statement registers, his mouth lowers down to cover mine in a branding kiss. His smooth, full lips take the lead, devouring mine in a rhythmic motion in tune with the overt sensuality and controlled aggression that emanates from his every pore. The softness of his goatee brushes against my face. I let out a small, involuntary moan as his velvety tongue lazily swipes against mine for the very first time. The taste is a sweet blend of cinnamon and mint, so fresh. The hot pleasure so searing, I already feel the wetness between my open legs. A throbbing pressure begins to mount within me in eager anticipation of his touch … his everything.

His lips are relentless, bending me to his will, devouring me. The scent and intense heat that he is throwing off is making my head spin with the need for more, oh God yes, everything ….

My hips bump up of their own accord, seeking relief from the pounding that’s mounting deep within my core. His mouth pulls away from mine, and I can’t help but groan in protest. My hip is instantly pinned back down against the sofa as his silky voice resonates against my left ear.

“Be good, min skjønne. I know what you need, but you have to behave and take it only as I give it. Soon you’ll understand how rigid I am about my rules. My rewards are earned, never taken, sweet girl, understood?”

My fingers reach up and glide through his short, cropped hair. A low growl of male approval slices through the muted pounding of the metal music that’s creeping into the room.

I speak softly to him, an unmistakable edge of urgency in my voice, “All right Mikkel, I’ll try and be good for you.”

He grunts once above me before that sexy mouth begins its ruthless assault once again. Ever so slowly, his legs move inside of mine and spread me to accommodate him. The supple leather of those wicked pants is working against my bare thighs, and the friction and need to brush against him has me lifting up once again, desperately seeking that hot male hardness. Oh, hell yes ….

His large left palm threads through my tresses and tightens in a painful hold. Stinging pain gets my attention like a blaring ambulance siren as he pushes into me with his hips, pinning me motionless beneath him. His weight is astonishing.

“Oh! Wh-what?”

A low, controlled whisper unlike anything that I’ve heard before passes against my lips. “Behave, little one.”

My hammering heart matches my frantic breathing. My eyes go wide and I whisper one word. “S-sorry.”

“Sorry?”

“Sorry, Mikkel.”

“I’ll accept that, for now. Are you ready to be my good girl?”

“Yes, yes, please, Mikkel.”

He lowers his face until the tips of our noses touch. “Good. There’s my sweet skjønne.”

The grip on my hair is released as he gently runs his fingers down my cheek. His mouth goes to work against mine, opening me once again to his pleasure.

Be still, don’t seek him out, Elora ….

The throbbing seems to increase tenfold now that I’m trying to be good and follow his instructions.

I will not lift my hips! The temptation is almost too much. How am I ever going to bear it? The tight pressure inside is nearly overwhelming.

He continues with the engulfing kiss and I nearly cry out when his right hand snakes down between our bodies to press hotly against my satin-covered sex. Finally! His large, hot palm is still, completely covering my pussy, and his body is tight with restraint, as if he’s wrestling internally with control. I whimper once.

His mouth pulls away slightly and he surprises me by running his right cheek up against the side of my face.

In a hushed whisper he speaks into my ear, “I know it’s not easy, Elora. You’ll get what you need, but you have to be patient and follow my lead, understood?”

I nod eagerly against his heated cheek.

“There’s my good girl.”

Oh my God. That was so hot.

He lifts his palm slowly before running two fingers across the smooth material, briefly passing over my pulsing clit. I clench my teeth and struggle internally for a modicum of control. I can sense that my panties are damp. Undoubtedly he knows this.

“Mmm, you’re behaving so nicely for me, I believe that you deserve your reward, min skjønne, don’t you?”

His beauty … I love how he says it with such possessiveness. Embarrassed, I pant, “Please, oh, oh, please Mikkel. Yes ….”

“Fuck, you’re so sexy when you beg me, Elora. I can’t wait to have you spread out, secured to my bed …. Soon, angel, I promise you.” The wicked confidence in his voice astounds me.

God, yes … just that dark thought brings on another wave of delicious heat that threatens to make me come apart beneath him.

One lone finger passes up and back against the right seam of my panties, just at the juncture between my inner thigh and the rise of my sex. So close … please, please! Anything, just don’t stop!

As if reading my mind, he slides in under the elastic to brush a feather light caress against my drenched channel.

A desperate pant escapes as I call out in the shadows, “Oh, yes, Mikkel ….”

He groans as he makes another gentle swipe across my slick outer lips.

Again … more!

Three steady thumps against the door have us both jerking upright. His hand quickly withdraws and I smack my fist down against the leather of the cushion in complete frustration.

“Faen!” Fuck! His heated, foreign curse comes out in a dark growl as a male voice speaks loudly on the other side of the door. Whoever it is must know better than to enter.

He pushes off the couch and is moving across the room as I do my best to sit up and adjust my skirt, which is twisted up about my waist. Thankfully, he only opens the door enough to speak to the person on the other side. His broad back is too wide to allow me to see who it is and they speak low and rapidly in their exotic language. I savor the fluidity of his speech, so elegant and direct. I really hope they hurry up because I can’t think of anything aside from him finishing what he’s started.

He ends the conversation and opens the door all the way. Light and music floods into the small room as he turns to face me. He looks terribly unhappy. His mouth is twisted down into a frown and his large hands are planted on his hips.

I blink several times to allow my pupils to adjust. It’s obvious that our little private time has come to an end. “I, ah, I really should be heading back now, Mikkel. I have a lot of work scheduled tomorrow and it’s, um, getting late.” Suddenly I’m embarrassed about what just happened.

I try to smooth my long hair into some semblance of order as he strides over and holds out his hand.

I place mine in his as I’m pulled up to stand before him.

“And why are you working on a Sunday, min skjønne?” He seems to have calmed down a bit after the conversation at the door.

“I have an appointment at a gallery near Byporten in the City Centre on Monday morning. A new piece has been on my mind, and I’d like to get a start on it. Besides, painting eases my nerves about the meeting.”

He gently brushes strands of loose hair from my face and says quietly, “Of course they’ll want your work. It’s detailed and first rate. As much as I don’t want to, I’m going to run you home now. The party is raging down there. A fight already broke out downstairs and Bern is swamped behind the bar. We’ll both be here ’til well past dawn. This is no place for you here tonight without me by your side. Not enough people know who you are yet, that you’re off limits. I can’t give you my full attention tonight, Elora, and that bothers me.”

“Yes, I think that would be best. I really did enjoy the party. Lisetta is lovely. I’d like to take her up on her offer to get together sometime.”

“Yeah, she’d be a nice friend for you. We can make that happen. I’ll be sure to get you her mobile number.”

His hands span my hips and I’m pulled against his tremendous body. Lips lower down, a breath away from mine. “I want you to come to my garage on Monday at five o’clock. The Jag will be ready then. I’ll follow you back to park it at your flat; then we’re going to ride out to my home. I’m cooking us dinner. Want some alone time with you. Sound good?”

My brows draw together. “You want to cook me dinner?”

“Yeah, and—?”

“Um, well, that would be lovely, actually. I look forward to it.”

I gasp softly as those strong, callused palms clasp each side of my jaw, pulling me up as he lowers his face to whisper silkily, “Where did you come from? You’re like an angel made especially for me.”

Before I can respond his tongue roams the seam of my lips for a moment before sweeping deeply inside my mouth to swirl against mine. I sway into him, the feeling so heady and lush. I’m quickly coming to the realization that with Mikkel, the central thought at the forefront of my mind is simply … more, please.

He pulls back as I sway deeper, aching for the addictive pleasure he bestows on me. He groans in need, “Fuuuuck, I need to give that mouth time and attention I don’t have, with everything going down tonight. Damn shame too, min skjønne.”

My lips are slick and my breathing is ragged as I straighten my shoulders, struggling to respond with grace. “Yes. Right, then. I really should be going.”

In actuality, I want to be as close as possible to him; naked would be at the tip-top of my list.

His lips brush against the top of my hair as he rumbles, “Come with me. Let’s get you home.”

Yes, safe within the flat is most likely the best place for me at this point in the evening. With the memory of being pinned beneath his impressive body on the couch just minutes before, I know that there is absolutely no way I could ever hope to deny him if he took our wicked play to the next level.

I’m a patient girl, and I really hope that specific virtue will pay off, because I already know I can’t wait until the next time we are alone. It’s going to be an unbelievably long wait until Monday.

 


 

  


Chapter Three
  


Eternal Enemies

Sparks fly up from my torch as I fuse a steel pipe onto the body of my latest design. Through the glass of my visor, I catch movement to my right and see a body standing close.

Twisting the propane knob to ‘off,’ I flip open my protective helmet and stare at Bern. “What’s up?”

“Got company, my man … and it’s not the good kind.”

I watch him closely, reading his expression. It’s tight with agitation bordering on unleashed anger. My body locks in place as I ask, “Who?”

“Your old buddy, Dag.”

Fuuuuck. Fuck! Why today? Shit!

In a clipped voice, I ask, “Yeah, okay. He alone?”

“Nope, two of his crew are flanking.”

“Got it. Gunnar around or did he already take off on the errand?”

“Left about five minutes ago to get that helmet you wanted from Lars’ shop. I got your back, brother.” A black iron crowbar drops repeatedly against his left palm in a smacking motion. He’s primed to bring the heat if necessary. Knowing these jokers, it’s a definite possibility.

I stare into his eyes and say in a serious tone, “Let’s get this fucking over and done with.”

I push up and off my rolling stool, flinging my thick, flame-retardant gray gloves to the floor in supreme annoyance.

Dag. What the fuck? Haven’t seen the asshole in three years and now he shows up at my garage, interrupting my work? This is bullshit and he’d better have a good reason for being here, on my property.

I take the lead and step out of the wide double-bay door of the garage. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Bern, not but a foot away from me, keeping close. I could handle all three of these dipshits if it came down to the wire, but having him here is certainly an added bonus.

Purposefully stopping ten feet away, I cross my arms against my chest and widen my stance. The dominant gesture is second nature to me. I take in the three supremely fine custom choppers that are parked in a triangle, with Dag’s ride at the tip. They’re sweet rides … but mine are undoubtedly better, surpass them in both design and quality. His two brawny brothers are seated on their cycles. Dag is the only one who’s dismounted. They look like a bunch of thugs. And that’s right on the money.

He’s standing stock still, arrogantly before me. I take him in, noting that he looks nearly the same as the last time we had a run-in. Yeah, the same. The split lip I gave him during our last tangle has healed up real good, with not even a mark.

Too fucking bad for that ….

He’s always been a pretty boy, too pretty to be a biker really. Icy blue eyes, typical of many in Norway, highlight a chiseled, oblong-shaped face covered with a hefty amount of stubble. His golden blond hair hangs loose and wavy, brushed back off his face to hang right at his jacket collar. He’s tall, nearly as tall as me, but not quite. He’s always been lean to the point of lanky. He looks like some fucking metrosexual twat posing as a biker. Dick. I take a slow breath and get down to business.

I lift my chin in a quick jerk, a blatant indicator that I’m more than ready to have this dumb-ass encounter over and done.

“Mikkel.” His low, stern voice cuts through the cool afternoon air.

“Dag.” I grind the name out as if it’s crushed glass inside my mouth.

He tilts his head and watches me closely. I know him all too well. He’s trying to pull some stupid psychological bullshit.

I take in a deep breath of annoyance and state calmly, “Spit it out, Dag. Got shit to do.”

I watch his two boys jerk back at my rude comment. They know full and well that no one addresses their club president like that and walks away unharmed.

No one but me, that is.

Dag plasters on a fake smile that he’s trying to pass off as carefree, but I can see the tightness around the corners of his eyes and the tension in his fisted hands. He’s pissed. Good.

“One of our rides got nicked outside of our clubhouse last night. You happen to know anything about it, Mikkel?”

I look up to the sky for a second to get a grip on the rage that’s streaming through my veins at the accusation.

I dip my chin and fix him with a malevolent glare as I lean in and hiss, “Seriously? You’re here to bust my balls because one of your boys can’t keep a tether on his ride? What else do you want to know? Maybe if one of my brothers is banging one of your skank-ass old ladies?”

His eyes narrow in fury as he grates out, “I’d watch yourself, Mikkel.” My name is basically spit out of his mouth in disgust.

I lean in even closer to him, unfolding my arms and planting my hands firmly on my hips. “That a threat, old friend?” I growl. I purposefully place a heavy emphasis on old.”

His eyes narrow sharply. “Depends.”

“Oh yeah? This conversation is over. Get the fuck out of here.” I throw my left arm out in a dismissive wave and jerk my head toward the street. Turning to make my way back into the garage, I hear him call out behind me, “More than one of my boys saw someone wearing your club’s patch on their leather as they drove off with the stolen ride, Mikkel. You owe me an explanation. Right now!”

I freeze mid-stride and spin around. I stalk right up to him, stopping short right before our black boots touch. Getting right up in his grill, I grind out, “That so? You calling out Devil’s Wrath for stealing, my man?”

I watch him weigh his options before responding. We’ve known each other since grade school, used to be best friends for years ’til his true dark character began to emerge, one I detected at a young age and wanted no part of.

He seethes anger as he hisses at me, “You always did think you were better than me, didn’t you, Mikkel? All your intellect, your family’s name and wealth. Always on the straight path in life, you never could do any wrong, could you?”

I ignore his stupidity and give him a low, cautionary warning, “None of my boys took your brother’s ride. Our members save every fucking kroner for the sweet custom rides they own; you can take that fucking fact to your grave, Dag. Besides, I would know, and I don’t put up with bullshit like that in my club. We’re tight and we’re clean, unlike others. Now that’s far more of an explanation than you deserve, you fucking asshole. Get the hell off my property!”

He glares at me with such intensity he’d probably strangle me on the spot if he could get away with it. I know that he runs guns through his MC. The Hellraisers Club needs constant funding to keep it running, pay the mortgage, etc. If you’re not bringing in the bankroll in a legit fashion then bikers often look for lucrative alternatives.

“Are you insinuating that we’re into something illegal?”

I nearly spit nails at him as I lash out, “It’s a fucking fact, Dag. You’ve always been into that shit, ever since you started your club, asshole. Not my fucking fault that you don’t have the legit talent to keep it up without the weapons. Now, for the second time, I have shit to do, can’t stand out here and listen to you fucking moan like a woman about your missing cycle, so get lost.”

The two hulking guys get off their parked bikes, the insult too much for them to take. Bern’s moving in even closer, flanking me for the fight that’s about to bust open. He’s a bad-ass black-belt kick-boxer, studied that shit since he was five years old. He can hold his own, and so can I. I’m calm by nature, but once that bottle’s uncorked, that pent up rage becomes unleashed, I can be deadly.

I smile calmly and whisper to him in a sinister, taunting voice, “Come on, you little pussy, throw the first punch. You’ve wanted to for so long now. Give me a reason to kick the shit out of you … again.”

The insult is enough to ignite his rage. He lunges quickly for me, in an obvious attempt to take me down. I step back quickly and pivot to the side as he grazes past me, nearly falling forward from his own momentum. He turns, shouting loudly in anger, lowers a shoulder, and tackles me hard around the waist. We both topple over and fall to the black pavement with heavy thuds, and the savage blows immediately start up from both sides. He lands a punch square against my mouth, but I’m so pissed off that the pain doesn’t even register.

I hear Bern growl out from above, “Back the fuck off! Let ’em fight!”

The long dormant hatred I hold for him fires up within me. It swiftly takes over as we furiously lay into one another. With my larger size, I’m able to maneuver on top of him and let loose. I land three blows on his face before someone pulls me roughly off of him. I struggle against the hold, desperate to keep him down, to give him the beating that he deserves for calling my club out. For basically stalking my little cousin, stressing her the fuck out for years now, not taking ‘no’ for an answer when it’s obvious that she has zero interest. I see red as I pull violently away from the brawny arm that’s pulling harshly on me. I’m able to land another savage blow to his gut before I’m reluctantly tugged away from him.

Once my weight is gone he immediately struggles backward and manages to stagger to his feet, trying to save face. He yells out in a fervent rage, “You’ll pay for that!”

I shove off one of his boys who still has a hand on me and laugh. “Oh yeah? Looks like you’re the one who just paid up for the insult, you fucking pussy!”

He lunges again and one of his brothers wisely holds him back this time. I must have clocked him hard in the nose because blood is seeping out like a leaky faucet. Good, taught that punk a well-deserved lesson.

A white Oslo taxi rounds the corner and rolls to a stop not ten feet away from the chaos and parked motorcycles.

Damn it! Really bad timing Elora ….

She steps out with a look of confusion that quickly turns to fear when she sees the blood on both our faces. The taxi driver hesitates, as if expecting Elora to jump back in. He waits for a second, rolling down his window to ask her what she wants to do.

I point to the interior of the shop and give a sharp command, “Go inside, Elora.”

Eyes flaring, she nearly races for the entrance behind me, her red hair streaming behind her slim back. Dag and his boys watch her closely. Fury rises up like a tidal wave within me.

I do my best to level out my voice, not wanting to give Dag the satisfaction of my anger. I warn him in a deadly tone, “Don’t you ever fucking look at her. Now fuck-off back to your sorry-ass clubhouse.” I jut my chin out in the direction of their club, which lies on the Eastern outskirts of the city. “That is, unless you want to go for round two, motherfucker? Cause truth be told, I was just getting warmed up.”

He narrows his pale eyes and glares at me, knowing that he’s been outplayed this time around.

Bern and I stand fast, claiming our territory as they mount their motorcycles. One after another the choppers roar to life as Dag yells, “This is just the beginning, Mikkel!”

Squaring my shoulders, I shout back over the roar of engines, “Bring it, asshole, and as usual, you’re wrong because this shit between you and me has been going strong for over ten years!”

Without waiting for a reply, I turn and stalk back into my garage, so pissed off that I’m shaking hard, grateful that Elora is here to distract me.

When I’m about to cross the threshold I catch sight of Gunnar racing down the sidewalk, new helmet for Elora clutched tightly in his massive hand.

“Oh shit! What’d I miss, boss?”

I shake my head. Gunnar: good guy, hard worker. Never the brightest bulb in the box, though.

I swipe the blood from my mouth with the back of my hand, ignore his question and stride into the open bay to see my beauty. We have a lot of ground rules to cover tonight.

* * *

He looks like an imposing warrior clad in indigo blue. Both blood and oil streak his broad hands, and I watch in fascination as red drops from a fresh cut on his top lip drip steadily down his chin.

So unbelievably raw and hot ….

“You’re … you’re bleeding badly. Here, sit, let me have a look.”

Without protest he takes a seat on a rolling stool next to a neon orange and black motorcycle. I reach down into my handbag, pull out a mini pack of Kleenex, and dab the blood as gently as possible. I move in close to inspect the severity of the cut.

He stays very still but I can tell that he’s struggling to control his breathing. He watches me closely as I speak, “Well, it seems you are lucky. You’ve narrowly avoided the need for stitches. What in the world was that bust-up all about?”

“Old school mate, lots of bad blood. Too long a story to get into right now, though.”

He pulls back slightly, eyes raking me from head to toe. “You look beautiful.”

I flush and glance quickly at my cobalt blue wrap dress and ivory cropped jacket, decorated with several silver zippers, some of them functional. Over-the-knee black suede Prada boots round out the outfit.

“Thank you. I had the appointment I mentioned to you at the downtown gallery today, hence the proper attire.”

“I look forward to hearing all about it over steaks tonight, min
skjønne. I’m sorry you caught the tail end of that mess out there. Not something I wanted my girl to see.”

He reaches out to touch me on the hip but freezes when he notices the filth on his hands. “Let me get cleaned up. Jag’s finished, have a look.” He cocks his head to the far bay of the garage. “It was the starter. Put a new one in, and it’s good to go now.”

I smile and take in his midnight blue, button-down short-sleeved work shirt. His forearms are tanned and thick with honed muscles. Mmm ….

The oval patch stitched on his right breast pocket reads, ‘Slave driver.’ Stealing a glance at Bern, who’s standing nearby pouring coffee, I see that his reads ‘Jack Meoff.’ ”

What in the world?

I burst into an involuntary fit of giggles and finally am able to ask, “What are these ridiculous patches all about? Your idea?”

His eyes brighten and his lips twitch. “Every Christmas, we have a dark, running joke. We pick out fitting nicknames for each other, order the shirts, and regardless of what you’re stuck with, you gotta wear it every Monday to the shop.”

I wipe the tears from the corners of my eyes. “And what happens if you refuse?”

“You don’t.” Curt. Abrupt.

“But if someone did?” I say between giggles.

“Then you gotta wear it for two weeks straight.”

I finally manage to contain my laughter. “That’s outrageous!” I level him with a heated, questioning look before asking, “So, is it true?”

“What, babe?”

“Are you a total slave driver?”

I watch in fascination as he goes very still, eyelids dropping slightly. Then, holding me in his smoldering gaze, he says with supreme confidence, “Absolutely, Elora.”

My breath hitches as I whisper ever so softly, “Oh.”

A dark vision of him as the ultimate master in the bedroom begins to form in my mind; it’s graphic and irresistible. It’s undoubtedly about to become my sensual reality.

Gunnar walks up, interrupting the sexual fantasy. Speaking in heavily accented English, he tells Mikkel, “Here’s her helmet.”

I watch him reach out to take it from the huge man. He gives it a once-over, turning it around in his hands. Gunnar’s patch reads, ‘Hugh G. Rection.’ These guys are incorrigible.

I choke out a laugh. Gunnar grins down at his chest and says, “Like that? Pretty funny, right? They finally picked the perfect patch out for me this year.”

From the stack of papers he is going through on the desk, Bern pipes up, “Yeah right, Gunnar. You do realize that the guys who have to talk about it don’t have jack shit going on downstairs.”

Gunnar gives a loud snort before saying sharply, “The ladies are always more than satisfied. Can’t get enough!”

Mikkel shakes his head in exasperation and I can’t stop laughing at their ridiculous banter.

“All right, Elora, I’m going to follow you over to your place. I’ll park on the street and wait for you. Need you to carry your helmet in the Jag, no room on my ride.”

“Of course.”

He holds out the sleek, matte-black modern helmet that reads ‘Arai Corsair V’ in smoke gray lettering down the side. It looks very expensive and well constructed, which in the motorcycle world must mean top safety.

“Thank you, Mikkel. It’s very nice. Are you certain?” I’ve come to know him well enough to understand that protesting his generosity is futile.

He ignores my question, instead saying, “Try it on, skjønne.”

He pushes back and the stool slides along the dark gray concrete floor. I watch him cross his arms and wait expectantly. I set my handbag down on top of a triple-decker red tool chest and lift the helmet up over my head. It easily slides down into place. My first impression is that it’s supremely warm and comfortable. I can see Mikkel clearly through the shield of plastic. I grin at him.

I’m not sure if he can hear me well with the visor closed so I say loudly, “It’s quite nice!”

He obviously did because I hear him say, “Looks hot, Elora. Like it on you, good choice.”

I pull it off, shake my hair and set it down near my handbag. “I need to settle up with you for the repairs to the Jaguar.”

“Not gonna happen.”

“Mikkel, this—”

I’m cut off mid-sentence. His palm comes up flat out in front of him, a clear indicator that I should hush up. He speaks quietly. “Elora, let me do this for you, all right? Been a fucking long day, babe. Let’s get rolling. Need a shower asap.”

He stands and moves toward the oversized sink. He pumps a substance in a massive orange bottle labeled ‘Gojo’ onto his hands and scrubs them vigorously before toweling them off and turning back to me.

“Keys are in the Jag. Let’s go.” He calls loudly toward the office, “Bern, you good to lock up tonight?”

“Yeah, my man, I’ll be here finishing up the brakes on the Frenchman’s ride.”

“Excellent, looks like it should be ready for shipment a week before we projected. Call me if there are any more issues tonight.”

“No worries, you two have fun.”

He stares right at me, those tempestuous eyes burning with intent. “Oh, we plan on it.”

Breath leaves my lungs in a warm gush as the throbbing between my legs intensifies to manic levels.

Beyond a shadow of a doubt, I’m in for a very memorable evening, and I’m more than game for his sinful play.

 


 

  


Chapter Four
  


Profound Pleasure

My arms tighten around his waist as we bump along the narrow dirt road. Lush trees surround us and the foliage is so dense that little else is visible. Where in the hell is his house?

He’s given me no clue. I never would’ve guessed that we’d be headed for a twenty-minute ride outside of the City Centre. It begins to make sense, though; he seems like a man who needs both his space and long periods of privacy.

This late in the afternoon the fall air is brisk, and I’m relieved that we’re nearly there. The single layer of my dress offers me little in the way of protection against the wind and my legs are starting to feel like twin popsicles. Peeking up over his wide right shoulder I see a structure emerge through the trees. It’s horizontal and light in color, constructed out of birch or perhaps a light Aspen. Long, rectangular windows are interspersed along the body of the distinctively modern home.

He steers us around the right side and down a curved, sloped drive that’s paved in blacktop. As we come to a rolling stop, I feel him reach into his pocket. He pulls out a small black garage door opener and presses the button. The double bay door comes to life. I hold fast as he eases us into a generous space next to a mammoth black SUV.

The motorcycle shuts off and his palm touches my hand, the one that rests snugly against his jacket. “Ready to head inside, Elora?”

“Mmm, hmm.” I murmur against his back.

Suddenly the silence is heady, amplifying my nervous energy. I’m struck by the fact that we’re completely alone together and that he is fully in his element. My heart pounds solidly in my chest as a wave of excitement crashes through me.

“Okay,” he says, “go ahead and dismount.”

I reach up to his shoulders for support and swing my leg over and off of his ride. Taking a look around, I see that everything is exceptionally clean and tidy. The floor is a gray concrete that gleams from a glossy veneer. Even his black SUV is free from any hint of grime or dust. In fact, it’s so clean and shiny that I bet I could apply my makeup in the reflection of the jet-black paint job.

A fastidious biker? Well, isn’t he just full of surprises ….

A light brush of a hand between my shoulder blades pulls me out of my thoughts. “After you,” he rumbles in a low voice as we move toward a flight of stairs that lead to a closed door. I hear the garage door sliding closed behind us as Mikkel reaches around me to twist the handle and push the door open for us.

My first impression of his home is that it’s beautifully quiet and filled with streaming light coming in through the long row of windows. Through the glass I take in the streaky, rust-red sunset that hovers over a sparkling lake. I move over toward the sliding doors to gaze out at the tranquility. “This property is spectacular, Mikkel. I can understand why you live so far out of town.”

He stands beside me, my left shoulder just touching his upper arm. He stares out and begins thoughtfully, “This property belonged to my grandfather. Until ten years ago, nothing was on this land but a rickety fishing cabin. When bestefar passed away, he thankfully left the property to me, must have been from all of the memories of the times we spent together in the forest. I would drive my family mad, begging them to drive me out here so I could fish all day with my bestefar.”

“When did he pass away?”

He responds slowly, in a wistful tone. “Fifteen years ago now. The man smoked like a fucking chimney. Heart gave out. He was a fantastic human being.”

“What was his name?”

“Magnus. His name was Magnus.”

Silence prevails for a long moment before I say, “It’s so amazingly quiet out here. You must enjoy the solitude after all the noise in the garage.”

He continues to gaze out at the rippling water and says pointedly, “Absolutely.”

“Do you ever get lonely way out here?”

He turns to me and my lips part lightly. In this light, his irises look exactly like molten gold. Mesmerizing ….

He smiles kindly, a few thin lines fanning out from the corners of his eyes as he says, “Never. In fact I embrace the isolation, need it deeply, min skjønne. Always have.”

A mysterious emotion takes over his hard male features, something akin to fierce longing. It happens quickly and is so stunning that I want nothing more than to twine my arms around his neck, to pull him down to me.

We stare at each other in silence for a thick moment before he whispers quietly, “I’m fucking filthy, babe, need to shower in the worst way. Make yourself at home, have a look around, I won’t be long.”

I watch him walk away, his shoulders so wide as he heads across the spacious living room in long, smooth strides. He stops for a brief moment to pick a remote up from a side table. He aims it at a grey slate fireplace and in seconds the gas logs jump to life. When I glance back from the fire he’s disappeared somewhere down a shadowed hallway that runs parallel to the front door.

I cross to the custom fireplace and watch the flames flicker and dance in the waning light. Two black steel braces jut out from the stone above the blaze. They hold an unusual, rectangular-shaped glass box. Curious, I take a few steps back to see it at a better angle, lift my head up and stare at the ancient, weathered object. It’s an incredibly old, battered sword, Viking era perhaps? It’s difficult to tell. I’m not an expert on weapons by any means and the condition is poor at best. It’s safe to say that this once proud sword has seen better days; however, there is something beautiful about its weathered surface. Deep, marring grooves and nicks cover it from tip to handle and the color, once a shimmering silver, is now dark, grayish-black. How many men have fallen from this powerful weapon and who would have wielded it over his powerful shoulder? Certainly back then it was a necessary tool for both survival and protection. My mind conjures up a fierce Viking in battle. The heavy sword swings with ease from the bloody hands of a massive, rough warrior. He’s laser-focused and intent only on the next kill. A shudder runs up my spine at the violent image. I turn away and glance around.

I’d like to explore the rest of his home, possibly find him in the shower, mmm, yeah, but I decide to have a seat, to wait as patiently as possible for him to emerge. Thinking back, I recall that, aside from those moments in the foyer of my apartment and that brief but memorable encounter in the small room in the clubhouse, this is our first real time alone together. I brush my palms against the smooth material covering my legs. I’m anxious to learn more about this fascinating male. His mysterious, forceful words have piqued my interest. I’ve never delved into why I’ve longed for a dominant man; I simply know that the urge, innate and undeniable, has steadily increased over the years. The type of relationship everyone, including Alexander, expects me to enter into is in my opinion vanilla, bland, dull and devoid of both sensuality and excitement. I want passion, and I’m now at the point in my life that if I’m unable to find it, I’d rather be alone. Yes, alone would be better than being frustrated and unsatisfied, and alone has been my lot for the past three years. Could Mikkel be the man to give me what I’ve desperately yearned for? A man who’s a total alpha and knows exactly how to guide his woman, to take over completely ….

* * *

“Can you guess how old it is?”

I watch her jump a little, having been lost in thought as she stares up at my broadsword.

Turning, she takes me in from head to toe. I fight a smile because her raw interest is so damn adorable.

Quietly, she says, “Oh, I didn’t hear you. Hmm, let’s see, from my recollection of history and Vikings, I’ll take a guess and peg this at maybe 1200AD?”

“Close. An antiquities specialist dated it at 900AD. What do you think of it?”

I watch as she stands and moves closer, stopping below the thick handle to look up. “It’s beautifully crafted. Wait, is that an inscription in the iron? Just there ….” She points up and stands on tiptoe to get a better look. “I can’t really tell, though, because it’s so faint. I thought that it was just marks before.”

“Yes, very perceptive. It’s a signature. The sword was designed by a craftsman who signed his work +ULFBERHT+. His swords were renowned to be the highest quality, the most durable in battle.”

“Was the designer Norwegian?”

“No one knows his background. Only the legacy of his unparalleled work remains today. According to my bestefar, this broadsword belonged to a distant relative of ours who fought in the Viking raids.”

She turns and faces me with a knowing smile.

“What is it, min
skjønne?”

“Of course you would be a descendant of Vikings, Mikkel.”

Fighting a grin, I say, “Yeah, and how’s that?”

Crossing to me, she stops just as our bodies are about to touch. Looking up she whispers, “Because of everything about you, Mikkel, your ferocity, your passion, your intensity ….”

She doesn’t get to finish because I latch onto the nape of her neck and pull her forward. Leaning in, I crush her in a devouring kiss, pouring everything I have into it, not giving a fuck about the cut in my lip. I’m determined to let her know without words how fucking thankful I am that I’ve found her. She’s a rare prize. I don’t know and don’t give a shit about whatever fucking douche bags she dated before me, but that shit is over and done with from this point forward.

She moans so sweetly as our tongues lap against each other. She’s gonna get nice and loud once I get her beneath me in my bed tonight. Yeah, that fucking fiery thought has been burning a hole in my skull ever since I first met her. Gotta take it slow, though; she’s shy and I don’t want to scare her away. She’s in my home deep in the woods, and she must feel a trace of fear over how new this all is. No, I’ll slow it to a crawl and show her that she can trust me. Her small hands have just slid up to caress my pecs when I wrap my hands around her silky wrists, pull my mouth away and step back.

Her lashes flutter open and her glazed eyes are questioning, but she stays quiet. Her already generous lips are swollen and I can’t help but imagine them wrapped around my dick … fuck!

Hissing a breath through my teeth, I grate out, “Christ, need to slow it down, Elora, or we’ll never eat our meal tonight.”

Fire dances in her eyes as she grins up at me. “Tell me how I can help, Mikkel. I love cooking.”

I take her hand and walk backward, keeping her close as we make our way into my small kitchen.

“I hope you like steak.”

“Yes,” she says, “call me a carnivore.”

Under my breath I mutter, “We’ll see about that.”

“Sorry?”

“It was nothing. You up for a glass of wine?”

“Please.”

“Picked up a bottle in town the other morning I thought you’d like.” I pull out a tall leather stool for her to sit on. “You relax here and I’ll get it.”

I slide a glass from the wooden overhang above my small alcove bar. Setting it before her on the striated granite counter, I get busy opening the wine.

“So tell me about the gallery today. What happened?”

“Well, they’d like to take the four pieces that I have, on commission of course, but their terms are very fair. I’m quite happy about it, actually. I honestly thought it would take months to find a gallery to sell my paintings.”

I pull the cork out and stare into her eyes. “Fuck no, babe, they know talent when they see it.”

“Thanks, Mikkel.”

“No thanks needed, baby. Stone cold fact.”

I pour her a generous glass of the rich Cabernet and slide it over.

Noting one glass she asks, “Where’s yours?”

“I only drink Aquavit or lager on occasion.”

I grab a small snifter from the bar and open the freezer for the bottle. Pouring out about two ounces, I cross to her and lift my glass high, “A toast, to unpredictable Jaguars and shitty starters. Gotta love ’em.”

She bursts into an involuntary giggle, trying in vain to hold her raised wine glass steady. “Yes, quite well put. Cheers.”

“Skål, min
skjønne.”

“Skål, Mikkel.”

Our glasses touch and after a delicate sip she says, “Mmm, this is luscious. For a man who shuns wine you certainly know how to choose a fine bottle.”

“Think it had more to do with my appearance.”

Her head tilts to the side. “How so?”

“The shopkeeper looked scared out of his mind, most likely offered up the best bottle to keep from pissing me off.” Her eyes widen and I burst out laughing. “No, it’s not like that, Elora. I’m joking with you, babe. I know the owner. I’m always dropping by to pick up a bottle or two because my parents also enjoy wine. I told him what I wanted and that was it. Easy.”

Her lips turn down in a frown. “Not funny.”

“Very. Fucking. Funny. Should’ve seen the stunned look on your face.”

Her eyes narrow. So, my little beauty is sensitive ….

I set my glass down and gently part her crossed legs before cupping her small face in my palms. “I’m glad you’re enjoying the wine. I think it would be an excellent idea if I tasted some off your lips now, sweetheart.” I lean in to slowly run my tongue against the slightly parted seam of her magnificent lips. Her soft moan is cut off as my mouth engulfs hers, tasting, savoring her perfection. Her hands reach up to sift through my hair, then move lower, stroking the base of my neck with those delicate fingers. She pulls me forward, urging the already intense kiss deeper. I let go of her face and place my palms on her shoulders as I pull back.

I’ve gotta shut this shit down now or I’ll take her right here, right now on the damn counter. The woman does things to my brain that compares to flooring a Shelby GT500 on a straightaway. No. Time to show her who’s in charge.

Her eyes slowly flutter open as I stop and stare down at her, purposefully keeping my stare neutral.

“What is it, Mikkel?”

“We need to have a talk before things between us move ahead any farther, min
skjønne.”

She looks puzzled but gives me a slow nod. “All right.”

I step back, fighting the urge to scoop her up and carry her to my bedroom. The primary thought pounding in my brain is to get her naked beneath me, quivering and begging for release. Spread wide for my use. Fuck ….

I inhale deeply and say, “Let me get the grill fired up first babe, then we’ll talk.”

“What can I do?”

“If you feel like making a salad, then everything’s in the fridge. But first, come on out to the deck with me while I light the grill. Here, let me carry your glass.”

I open the tall sliding door for her to step out ahead of me. Immediately she wraps her arms around her shoulders.

“Wow, the temperature is really beginning to plummet in the evening.”

“Yeah, should have our first snow here in the next two weeks.”

I shove the Zippo flex neck lighter into my back jeans pocket and wrap my arms around her shoulders. She turns into me, gratefully nuzzling into my heat.

Looking down below, she says, “I didn’t realize that you had a staircase leading down to that long dock.”

“Yeah, it’s not easy to see from the house.”

“Did you put that in as well?”

I set her glass on the rail, turn the gas on, pull the lighter out and fire it up before answering, “There was a short dock down there before. Served its purpose. By the time I began construction on the house it was already starting to rot, so yeah, it’s new. I’m kind of a prick when it comes to doing things the right way. When I was a kid I would lose my ever-loving mind if I misplaced a Lego from a set and shit like that. How about you, when did you decide to become an artist?”

“Many of my earliest memories centered on art. I loved to color, make things from Play-Doh, the lot. When I was seventeen I was accepted into a school for the arts in Bath. That’s where I realized what I actually enjoyed painting and where my skills were strongest. I’ve been nonstop ever since, I suppose.”

“Are your paintings sold in any other galleries?”

“Yes, one gallery back in Chelsea and one in Bath. I’ll need to find a quality shipper here in Oslo who can crate and ship large pieces soon because the one in Bath is running low on my work.”

I watch her stare out at the dark sky as it hovers over the now midnight blue water.

“You know, you are so lucky to live here, Mikkel. Talk about a dream spot to paint ….”

I thread my hand through her silky hair and stare down into her eyes. “You bring your gear out here and paint all you want, Elora. I’m dead serious.”

“Thank you. I appreciate that, Mikkel. I just might take you up on that sometime. Just the silence alone in this haven is so relaxing. And I imagine that the light is breathtaking at most hours of the day.”

“You should. C’mon you must be freezing. Let’s head inside, and I’ll come back out to throw the steaks on. How do you like yours?”

“Rare.”

“My kind of woman.”

After we step into the living room, she has a mischievous glint in her eyes as she asks, “Is that right, then?”

Without missing a beat, I reply, “Fuck yeah, and soon you’ll find out why.”

Her lips part and she sucks in air. Oh yeah, she’s gonna be so beautifully responsive for me.

 


I’ve just taken the second bite of my tasty filet mignon when she asks me, “So, care to talk about the scene back at the garage? Rival club annoying you?”

I take a deep drink of Aquavit then answer her, “It’s a fucking ugly story, babe. Sure you’re up for it?”

Her voice is calm and strong. “Mikkel, I’ve experienced a lot, I can handle it.”

Hmm, I’ll address that one soon enough.

“All right, then. You saw that pretty boy punk I had pinned on the ground?”

“Yes, briefly.”

“Used to be my best friend, since the age of five actually. His father worked at my bestefar’s shipping company. We met one day and nothing on earth could separate us.” I clutch my short glass tightly. “That is, until we were around twenty.”

“Was it over a girl?”

My head begins to pound from the recall and my jaw locks tight. I force out an answer, “Partly, yes. You could say that.”

I look into her eyes and she reaches across to touch my fingers. “What happened?” she whispers.

“We’d both saved up a good bit of money out of school, working odd jobs. We had major plans to work steadily for a few years before we had enough to put a down payment on a loan for an old warehouse to build custom rides. Dag got impatient, didn’t want to wait any longer. He began flashing a lot of cash, amounts I knew he couldn’t have earned with the job he held. When I called him on it, he admitted that he’d begun selling guns. He was basically the middleman, finding buyers for a Polish distributer that wanted a piece of the Oslo underground scene. He was making so much bank, so fast, that it was unreal.”

“Is that what caused the split in your friendship?”

“That was the main factor. If I went in with him, with his illegal cash, there would always be that element in our business. I saw the big picture, knew we’d be taken down one day. Those guys who cut him in would always have a hand in our business. I was young, but smart enough to understand how the world works. I wasn’t about to do time for illegal shit just to have my dream a few years early. He was enraged that I wouldn’t follow his lead dealing arms.”

Taking a deep breath, I go on, “He also began to have an unhealthy fixation on Lisetta. Still does.”

Her eyes widen as she asks, “Lisetta?”

“Yeah. When she was in her teens and shit was really going down between him and me, Dag began watching her, talking to her all the time. She was only sixteen and he was already in his twenties. I could tell that she was intimidated, always backing away and avoiding him whenever possible. He didn’t take the hint, started showing up wherever she was, basically stalking her. I stepped in and spelled it out for him, told him that she was too young and wasn’t fucking interested. He backed off a little after that, but she tells me that they still cross paths in town and the look he gives her creeps her the fuck out.”

“It seems like he’s borderline obsessed with her.”

I can only manage a gruff, “Yeah.” The thought of him touching my cousin makes me want to puke.

“Now I get the animosity, the hatred. Criminal activity and stalking a relative is reprehensible.”

“Damn straight. She’s upset that she might run into him. Whenever he and I run into each other, which isn’t often, I make it crystal clear how I feel about him. And Lisetta, well, she’s been very patient with me.”

“How so?”

“After that shit went down with the guns and him trying to move in to date her, I wouldn’t even let her near my MC to party until the night Vail came out with her. I wanted her safe. I can finally chill a bit now, ’cause she’s in deep with Bern. He’d fucking rip anyone’s throat out who laid a hand on her.”

“Does Bern know that Dag wants her?”

“Fuck, no! Shit, Bern would land himself in prison so fast it would make your head spin. If he knew that Dag had a thing for her, that he watches her, let’s just say that Dag would have a big ass moving target painted on his back.”

“You don’t think she’ll tell him?”

“No. She won’t talk about Dag. It upsets her. Only once, when I was closing down the bar and was about to take her home, did she bring it up.”

“What did she say?”

I try to get my voice to work right but it comes out in a strangled whisper, “She thanked me. She fucking thanked me for keeping him away from her. Said he scared the shit out of her. Tears poured down my baby cousin’s face as she fucking thanked me.”

“Mikkel, my God. That’s horrific.”

“Yeah, I never knew before then how much he frightened her. I thought she was just annoyed with him for bothering her, but she obviously sensed something really twisted about him.” I take her hand and run my thumb across the back of hers. “Enough of this heavy shit. How is your meal? I hope that it hasn’t been ruined by all this talk?”

“No. The dinner is perfect. Thank you for cooking. You’re quite talented on the grill.”

“Glad you think so.”

I watch her glance briefly over her shoulder, back to the kitchen.

“Looking for something, min skjønne?”

“Oh, I was just looking for the delicious wine. May I please have another glass?”

“No.”

I watch her aqua eyes flare in surprise.

I purposefully drop my voice down a level. “Do you want to know why, Elora?”

Her breath hitches. “Y-yes.”

“Ask me.”

“Why can’t I have another glass of wine, Mikkel? I’m not driving and I’m certainly not even close to being drunk.”

“Because Elora, when I have you for the very first time tonight you are going be completely clearheaded. Now, tell me, what you are looking for in a lover?”

Christ, this is a long overdue conversation.

I watch her blush deeply and stare down at her white napkin for a long time before she looks up through those long lashes and replies quietly, “I want someone who’s in charge, someone like you, Mikkel. If your personality is any indication of what you’re capable of delivering in the bedroom, well, let’s just say I’m all in as a willing participant. Is that a direct enough answer for you?”

I nod, pleased with her reply. “What was missing in the past? What exactly do you want Elora? I need you to be perfectly clear, baby, because first and foremost, I’m a dominant, and if you’re not what I think you are then we need to stop everything right now.”

Her eyes flick up and lock with mine. Clear intent shines brightly within them as she speaks, “I, I have a very good idea about what you are, what you need, Mikkel. It’s what lures me to you. I’ve always longed for more, a lover to direct me, to … oh God, to punish me ….”

She stops and turns to look out into the darkness. Her breathing is ragged, and I stare at the rise and fall of her sexy chest. Her honesty is profound and humbling. I know that it’s not easy for her to verbalize her foreign and intimate needs and desires.

“It’s all good, baby. There is no right or wrong here. Are you looking to only play or for something more, for something lasting?”

She meets my stare and in a hushed voice, she tells me, “I would never go into this with a casual attitude, Mikkel. I’m not built like that. I’m loyal. Why do you ask? And while we are on the topic, what are you seeking?”

Everything. I want everything from you, Elora.

I gaze at her intently. “I’m searching for a submissive, Elora. I’m not interested in fucking around or playing games. I’ve known since I was nineteen years old that I’m a dominant. Hell, I barely comprehended the term back then, thought that shit was for whacked out sick in the head fuckers. Struggled with it for a few years, gave up on dating women who flipped the fuck out if I would smack their ass, just to test what they were all about. I stayed alone for a good long while. Had two subs in the past. Both never worked out in the long run. I want to see where this goes, Elora. I want you. Christ, I can’t get you outta my head, woman.”

“I think about you often too. You’re the polar opposite of any man I’ve ever dated and perhaps that is the attraction in itself. To be honest, Mikkel, I’m afraid that I really don’t know much about the lifestyle, but I truly want to learn more. I want you to teach me what you know.”

“I’ll teach you.”

Her voice drops to a nearly strangled whisper, “You, you don’t want to beat me, do you?”

I expected questions like this. I answer her thoughtfully, “No Elora. I don’t want to beat you, not in the manner you might be thinking. I am an incredibly firm Dom—that is a hard fact, no getting around it—so I will punish my sub swiftly and effectively if she steps out of line. I wouldn’t be an effective Dom if I didn’t. But I’m not a sadist. I don’t inflict damage solely for my pleasure or even for yours. I would never draw blood, I have no interest in causing marks on your body that wouldn’t fade within a day or two, and more importantly, you need to know that I allow far more pleasure than I ever deny or withhold. Also, in case you’re so new that you’re unaware, you’re the one who holds the power during a scene.”

“How so?”

“Because, min skjønne, with one whisper or scream of your safe word then everything, and I mean everything stops on a dime. You understand?”

“Yes, yes, I do.”

I want you to use a safe word that is easy for you to remember. If I do my job correctly then you should not ever have to use it, but if you do, I’d like you to use the word ‘blaze.’ If at any time you say ‘blaze,’ I’ll cease. Say the word for me.”

“Blaze.”

“Good.”

“And while we’re on the topic of playing, are you on birth control or would you prefer me to use a condom?”

She runs her fingers through her hair. I can tell that this is a lot to take in but she is impressive in her openness.

“I’m on birth control, and I had a checkup back in London four months ago. I’m clean. How about you?”

“I get checked every six months, haven’t had sex in nearly two years if you can believe that. I’m a particular bastard, in everything. How ’bout you? When was the last time you got some action?”

“It’s been over a year, and it was not fulfilling in the least.”

My lips twitch, “We’ll fix that.”

Her eyes shimmer with need as I tell her, “I’ll take you bare or with a condom, your decision.”

She whispers, “Bare. I want to feel everything with you, Mikkel.”

Hot breath tunnels out of my chest. “All right, excellent Elora.”

“You have a pet name for me, Mikkel. Is there a term, a name you prefer when we are together?” She seems clearly hesitant to ask.

I smile and reply, “What would you like to call me, min skjønne?”

“Um, I’m not sure. What’s the usual—Master, Sir, My Liege?”

I laugh heartily as she blushes and squirms in her chair. “I’m not so sure about the last one—too fucking formal for me. In the past I’ve been called both Master as well as Sir. My personal preference is for Master—more dominant, less uptight—however, I’ll leave it up to you to choose whenever you’re ready. But I’ll tell you now that when we start to play, you will address me appropriately and with genuine respect, or there will be harsh repercussions for you. Understood?”

“Yes, I understand.”

Silence hangs between us for several minutes before she asks, “What do you expect of me?”

I stand and hold out my hand. She gets up and places hers within mine. My fingers close around her delicate ones as I say, “Come with me, Elora, and I’ll show you.”

 


 

  


Chapter Five
  


Pure Play

Breathe. Don’t be afraid. This is everything you’ve yearned for … all condensed into this very moment.

With my hand firmly clasped in his hot, rough one, we head down the far hallway. The blood pounds in my ears and my heart jackhammers from the adrenaline that’s exploding inside me. The only light streams from a single frosted sconce high on the right wall. The air is charged with electricity. I can feel it—similar to tension but more thrilling. What’s about to occur between us has undoubtedly been a long time coming. My body has been eager, wet and ready since I mounted his ride that very first time we met.

We stop and he swings open a tall pine door. White. Everything is white in the dimly lit room, and my pupils have to adjust to take it all in. The bed is the largest object and the first to meet my eyes. It’s a gigantic platform bed and it juts out from the right wall. White leather headboard, a white duvet and right then I see the other wall. Oh, God! Completely imposing. And the swing .… I’m barely aware that he’s released my hand as my feet lead me deeper into the cavernous space. Mikkel lights a fat candle set within a glass hurricane on the table by the bed. He’s silently watching me, tracking my movements, allowing me to explore.

On my left, I pass by an ‘S’ shaped leather chair that rests close to a long set of narrow, floor to ceiling windows. My boots click against the wide-planked light birch floor. I want to get a closer look at this wall. Smooth white slats of painted wood host an array of daunting yet fascinating objects, each neatly hanging by individual silver hooks. My eyes fly back and forth: a white leather coiled bullwhip, a beautifully braided cat ’o nine tails, silver handcuffs, a variety of clamps, different-sized light-colored wood paddles, on and on. Like an intriguing painting, the wall holds my rapt attention. I’ve browsed online BDSM shops in the past, curious about the lifestyle, allowing my imagination to run wild with the thought of just one of these hedonistic items being used on my body, but I’m unprepared to see so many of them up close and personal. I take in each and every object, knowing that I should be frightened, but deep inside me, I feel my body respond with need and longing. I desperately want him to use these on me.
Oh God, yes, those skilled hands of his, punishing me, bending me to his will ….

Slight movement in the heavily shadowed far left corner catches my eye. Hanging from four sturdy silver chains is a white leather swing. I walk closer. It looks custom-made. I’ve never seen anything like it in my life. The wide seat and backrest are made of woven strips of supple leather and a shiver runs up my spine as I take in the leather loops that hang off of the front chains. It’s obviously where my legs would go to hold them open for him.

I turn around to face him. My heart is pounding wildly in anticipation as he watches me, an unfathomable expression on his shadowed face. Standing several feet away, he crosses his brawny arms over his chest and demands, “Take your clothes off for me.”

I breathe deeply through my nose, then I answer him, “All right.” Damn! Why did my voice tremble so badly?

I reach for the tie on my dress and my shaky fingers freeze as I hear a low, very displeased, “All right?”

Shit! “A-all right Master.” It wasn’t hard to choose the term. It suits him—perfectly, actually. Sir reminds me of a knighted person and my liege was just too formal and weird. Yes, Master is both hot and intense. I actually feel sexy saying it to him. I yearn to submit as much as he desires to dominate me.

His eyes burn with pleasure as he nods in approval. I pull the tie of the bow on my hip and the blue fabric flutters open. Reaching in, I let the last tie go and my dress gapes open.

“Slide it off, slowly.”

I shiver in delight at his richly accented voice. It rolls through me when he speaks. I reach up to my shoulders, never breaking eye contact, and shrug the dress off, hearing it whoosh down to the floor.

His burning eyes drink me in from head to toe. I’ve worn my best set of Agent Provocateur lingerie for him tonight. I hope he enjoys the black cutwork bra and panties. I purchased them on High Street back in London, secretly wishing that one day I would cross paths with a dominant man who would fully appreciate them ….

His voice is strained and thick as he says, “Beautiful, Elora. Christ, woman, you could give a man a stroke in that gear. Unreal, baby. Now your boots.”

His encouraging words fire up my confidence. I toss my hair to one side, hold his gaze and lean forward to slowly unzip the inside of my right boot. I smile inwardly, knowing that the sheer balconette style bra barely contains my breasts, and at this angle ….

I pull off each boot and set them aside. I stand and touch my palms to my thighs and await further instruction. Be a good girl for him …. His muscles are tense and straining. His white cotton Henley highlights his honeyed skin. I find it fascinating that his face gives nothing away. An unwavering mask of sheer control. Fascinating beyond measure.

His voice cuts through the room in a near growl. “Lose the bra. Keep the panties in place.”

Nibbling on my bottom lip, I reach around to slowly unhook the clasp. Once it’s free I hesitate out of shyness, holding the delicate scrap of material up against my chest, breathing hard.

He tilts his held to one side. His eyes narrow as annoyance tightens his chiseled features. “Disobedience already, sub?”

“No. Not in the least, just … shy, Master.” I feel the heat rise up in my cheeks as my arms fall forward, the fine material falling down to flutter at my toes. My heart sprints as I catch sight of the steel bar of an erection that is distinctly outlined beneath the right side of his dark washed jeans. Huge and imposing. Oh hell, yes!

He’s watchful, eyes moving between my alert nipples and my face. “Show me how you like your tits touched.”

I freeze up. Touch myself in front of him? Could I? My mind races with the intimidating thought.

“Oh!” I call out because he’s moved with lightning speed to close the small space between us. He immediately grasps my right elbow, spins me around, and marches me to the low, sideways-S-shaped lounge chair. Pushing me, belly first, over the leather, he reaches down and over me, placing a leather strap firmly in each of my shaking palms.

His rich, controlled voice curls around me in a dark embrace, “Don’t you dare let go. When I give a command you are to follow it quickly and gracefully. Am I clear, little sub?”

The directness in his firm voice is unmistakable. I’m angry with myself for not obeying. I shouldn’t have been so timid.

“Yes Master, very clear. I-I’m sorry.”

Shit, why is my voice cracking?

“Not yet, you aren’t, little sub, but you will be soon.”

What?

I squeeze tightly on the straps in anticipation of the unknown. I assume a spanking is in order, but with what? Out of the corner of my eye, off to my left, I see his bare feet and jeans. I hear a low dark murmur, “Been dying to lay into this juicy ass since I saw you on the road that day. Now hold still, baby.”

“Agh!” I cry out as the force of his strong hand connects with my tanga-clad bottom. The burn is all-consuming and spreads immediately, flooding my poor behind with instantaneous pain. The main thought bouncing around in my skull is, He’s really spanking me! followed by, Oh, fuck, how I love it!

Naughty … so unbelievably naughty.

He’s not being easy on me. The blows rain down in a constant torrent of cascading pain. Oh God, I doubt I’ll be able to sit for a good long while! I can hear his harsh breathing above me. His wide hand is planted firmly between my shoulder blades to hold me firmly against the pristine, sloped leather.

“Breathe through it, Elora.”

His reassurance sparks something inside me. Suddenly the pain on my behind feels more like heat and the surging blood flow has my pussy aching with desperate need. I shove my cheek down against the leather and fight the urge to wiggle my hips around.

I would do anything to get off!

Suddenly, the methodical blows cease and his arms are pulling me up by the waist. Stunned, I realize that tears have tracked down my cheeks, and I quickly brush them away as he walks me back to my original position.

With his hot hands still steadying me, he studies me closely and says, “Now, min
skjønne, with that out of the way, let’s try this again.”

I’m ashamed that I screwed up so early on but I cast that thought aside as a lesson learned. “Yes Master.”

I peek up through my damp lashes as he takes two long steps back and stands to observe me. I’m just about to reach for my breasts when his thick voice commands, “Stop. Lose the panties.”

On autopilot I slide my thumbs into the delicate waistband and slide the lace down and off my legs. Without looking I discard them in the pile near my dress. I stare into his eyes, so full of lust. Gorgeous.

“Kneel for me.”

I lower down to my knees, never breaking eye contact. The slick wood feels cool against my shins.

“Lace your fingers behind your lower back.”

As soon as I thread them together, he says, “Now spread those knees out wide and arch your back forward.”

I start to hesitate, embarrassed by how exposed I will be, but my discomfort is outweighed by the desire to both please him and avoid punishment. Within seconds I’m positioned and awaiting his command.

With arms crossed he towers over me, looking gigantic. A frisson of fear creeps down my spine. Relax, you trust him, Elora.

“This is a position that pleases me very much. When I ask for you to present yourself to me, this is what I’m looking for from my sub. Do you understand, min
skjønne?”

“Yes, Master.”

He watches me as if studying a complex object. In measured words he tells me, “It’s not for you to decide what you need, what you want during play, ever. I make all those choices for you. Are we clear on this?”

“Very, Master. Yes.”

“Good. Now release your hands and fondle those gorgeous tits for me now, Elora. I want to see what gets you wet.”

I do my best to be seductive, sliding my fingers slowly up my ribcage, coming to a stop as the warmth fills both palms. I give a light squeeze against the fullness and feel my nipples tighten in arousal. Did I ever notice these subtle responses before? It must be because I’m under his watchful gaze.

Delicately, I tweak and roll each rosy bud. The response is immediate as dampness floods my already aching sex. My mouth parts and a slow moan escapes. I try to focus on him; his breathing is deeper, his chest pumping up and down in strong pulls. So sexy. God, let him take me soon. This is torture!

“Lower your right hand. Touch that little pussy. Show me what gets you off.”

Yes!

I sway a bit as my middle finger slides down to connect with my throbbing little clit. Does he want me to make myself come? I will and soon if this keeps up.

His voice, nearly guttural, grates out, “Fuck yeah, baby. That’s so it. Rub that wetness all around your perfection. Make it really wet for Master’s tongue ’cause I’m gonna lick that sweet cunt clean.”

Oh. My. God. Who knew a filthy mouth could be such a damned turn on?

“Mmm, ohh ….” I can’t resist the animalistic sounds that are coming from my throat. I bear down lower on my legs and slide a finger up into my eager sex. I pump twice into the drenched folds as I twist harder on my left nipple. So good … mmm, yeah ….

“Stop.” Hard. Direct. Inflexible.

What? No way!

My spine tenses at the harsh command and immediately I remove both hands. I can’t help but fall forward, palms on the floor, panting from the intensity of my arousal … and frustrating denial.

“Get up and move over to the swing, like my good girl.”

On shaky legs, I do as he says and once I’m there, I watch him closely for clues as to whether or not I’m pleasing him. He excels at regimented control, but I can see that all of his muscles, from his neck to his perfectly carved biceps, are straining hard. He’s trying to keep his lust well contained. I’ve never seen such control.

He murmurs deeply, “Sit down and recline against the back. Once you find a comfortable position, you’re not allowed to move.”

“Okay.”

He freezes solid, eyes tightening into tight slashes.

“I mean, yes, Master.”

Damn. Close call.

As soon as I’m seated and comfortable, he kneels down before me. The swing is swaying a bit with my weight as he gently takes my left heel in his hand and slides the supple, white leather loop over my foot and up my leg, stopping about three inches above my knee. I don’t question. I just go with it as the same is done with the other strap. Everything is on display and a full body blush washes over me as he stares down at my sex like a starved wolf closing in on its prey.

When his mesmerizing eyes lift to connect with mine, I gasp at the raw need radiating from within.

“Grasp those chains, Elora, and don’t you dare let go.”

I can’t reply. My voice is lodged in my throat; anticipation looms as thick as dense fog. The cold chains feel welcoming against my damp palms. I hold tight and stare down at him as he reaches a hand to the back of his corded neck and swiftly pulls the white shirt up and off his body.

I gape at the awesome power of his bare chest. I knew he was built, but the sheer mass of him is astonishing. Heavy muscles stretch deliciously across immense shoulders. I expected a plethora of tattoos, but curiously, there is only one. Just beneath his heart and across his ribs are three lines of dense black script, written in what I think is Norwegian.

“What does it say, Master?”

Without breaking eye contact he explains, “It’s an old Norse proverb from the Havamal, The Ballad of the High One, about Odin. It reads, ‘When you recognize evil, speak out against it and give no truces to your enemies.’ ”

“It’s very sexy, Master. It suits you.” He looks pleased as I continue my visual journey south. His stomach is a plank of ripped muscles. I can’t tear my eyes away. My arms begin to shake with the thought of all of that raw power becoming unleased on me. My trembling causes the swing to move to and fro. Noting the movement, he grasps the two front chains that rise up above my legs. I catch a hint of his scent—that delicious cologne, mixed with something darker.

A low growl startles me. I flinch back in surprise as he pulls the seat forward, his dark hair disappearing far down between my spread legs.

Oh, God! Yes! Yes!

The first swipe, right in the middle of my folds, is such incredibly hot perfection …. He presses in so intently that I toss my head back, crying out in desperation. The guttural sound coming from his chest gets louder, so sexy in its force. Has play ever been this fucking hot? Never. This is like foreplay on a case of Red Bull. Unreal.

He laps endlessly up and back, covering my pussy completely with his expert mouth. The brush of his goatee against my sensitive outer lips is unreal. Dizzy … I’m so dizzy with desire that I can’t think straight, but I never shut my eyes. I don’t want to miss a second of the action.

His head tips to the right as he applies himself fully to eating me out. On the fifth heavenly upward swipe he connects with my distended clit. Every nerve in my body cries out from the knife-edge of pleasure. I’m about to fall over. Just a little more … closer … once more, dear God, please!

I know he doesn’t want me to beg, yet the words spill from my lips, “Master … ooh, oh please ….” I can hardly focus anymore. He’s taken me to a place of pure, mindless need.

His head lifts and I’m transfixed by the sight of his slick, glossy lips. Evidence of my arousal gleams on his dark goatee as his lips curl into a sinful smile, revealing his even, white teeth.

He looks nothing short of sinister as he asks, “Like that, min
skjønne?”

Panting, I respond, “Yes, so unreal, Master!”

“Need more?”

I nod quickly and swallow hard. Follow directions, Elora ….

“Ask me respectfully, little sub.”

“Please, Master, please make me come hard using your sexy tongue. What you did felt so perfect. I want your mouth on my sex again, so badly.” I’m not above begging for the most amazing feeling I’ve ever had.

Time feels suspended as he holds high and tight to the thick steel links, watching me carefully.

“And how would my little sub like it for her first time with her new Master? Would she like to find release from my tongue or my cock?”

A choice? The answer is clear. “I-I need you inside, please, Master, your cock please ….” The plea slips out before I can think.

His handsome smile widens as he hauls himself to a standing position. The strain on his biceps is fascinating. He’s so strong.

“That pleases me, little sub, because that is exactly what I wanted as well.”

His eyes locked on mine, he swiftly tugs open his wide black belt and pops the row of buttons on his jeans. His glance never wavering, he bends slightly and shoves them down, along with a fitted pair of black boxer briefs. They slide down his tanned hips seconds before he shoves them to the side. I stare in wonder, which quickly becomes total panic.

Whoa … talk about thick! His enormous shaft proudly kicks between his legs. He holds still, observing me, and lets me look my fill as my mouth floods with saliva. It’s fascinating in its sculpted beauty. I immediately want to taste it, run my fingers along it, play with it. There’s no way my fingers could close around it, because it’s without a doubt wider than the span of my wrist! I watch it jerk and strain, eager for my feminine touch. Darkly shadowed balls hang between his spread legs and sable brown hair covers his powerful thighs and calves. Suddenly the primal realization hits me with the force of a blow; I have what he wants and I can’t wait another second to be taken by him. I lick my lips in greedy anticipation.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whisper.

“I’m just yours, Elora.”

Mine …. That sounds so right.

He steps forward and stretches his long arm up high on the chains. I glance up to the ceiling and see a pulley system.

“Oh!”

I give a startled cry as the swing is slowly raised another two feet, the links clinking as I am hoisted higher in the air.

A rich male chuckle comes from above me. “Don’t worry, baby, I’ve got you. Just adjusting you to my perfect. Fuckable. Height.”

Mmm, damn, that sounds so hot!

The thrill of being suspended, tethered down and spread wide for his use is so sexy to me. I smile as he steps in between the open ‘v’ of my legs.

His voice is deeper than ever as he asks, “You ready for this?”

“Yes. Yes, Master, since the day I met you. But, can I ask that you please go slowly?”

His eyes sharpen as he murmurs, “Of course, my beautiful girl, I’m always careful not to hurt what’s mine. Now hold tight for it.”

Oh yes!

His left hand is raised high, grasping the chain. The length and shape of his arms are astounding. I watch them ripple and flex in the semi-darkness. He palms his sex with his right hand and slowly, so slowly, guides the head forward to graze against my damp opening in a lazy upward sweep. I kick my chin up and moan at the sublime, velvet heat.

“Look at me, little one.”

I obey, my eyes latching to his fevered stare. I’m squeezing the chains so tightly that my palms are melded to the sleek steel.

Pressure. Intense pressure starts to build as he pushes into me with slow, measured control. He has to pull back three times to work the wide head into me.

“Christ, baby, you’re so damn tight. Shit!” he grits out through clenched teeth, clearly wrestling with himself to keep it slow and easy. With his size he could easily cause damage. He’s being careful and gentle.

“Breathe, baby, nice and easy, sweetheart. Relax like a good girl and open for me, that’s it, let me in, let your Master fill you full.”

Damn, his voice is so hypnotic. Nervousness floats away and I let the feeling of exquisite fullness take over. My deep sigh entwines with his rich groan as the head finishes entering me. He continues forward with the wicked glide of his silky cock until he’s seated deep in my pussy. The sensation is so foreign, so overwhelming, that I can only experience the entire proud length, the wide heat pulsing within me. So beautiful, beyond words.

Dazed, I call out, “Mikkel, you’re, it’s, oh God, so awesome, so burning hot inside me. I-I’ve never felt anything like this before, Master.”

Staring down at me, eyes glazed with fierce passion, he rasps, “Fuck, Elora, so fucking perfect. Can’t hold back!”

As the last word falls from his lips I watch his taut hips pull back, both of his hands close on the chains right before he slams hard into me.

“Master!” I scream at the delicious, forceful entry.

He groans harshly but doesn’t speak as he gets busy. I watch as he pistons into me with searing ownership. It’s staggering, devastating pleasure. I’m so close, nearly there … everything is building so rapidly within me, tightening like the strings on a drawn bow.

“Rub that clit, Elora. Wanna feel that sweet cunt work my cock as you cum!”

With a trembling hand I let go of one chain, swipe my tongue across two fingers, and lower them to where he’s working me hard. The only thing that’s keeping the swing from flying off into the wall behind us is his unyielding grip on the rattling chains.

Oh yeah, so damn fine!

The first swipe against my swollen flesh is the spark that ignites my undoing.

“Ahhh, oh yes, please! Please don’t stop, Master!” I wail desperately. Everything inside me is tensing up sharply, so ready for the ultimate release.

The rich sounds humming from his slick chest grow louder, wilder. I watch him slide his fists down the oblong links until he reaches the base, angling for more control of the swing. Without breaking the rhythm he hammers harder, furiously driving in and out, completely branding me with his devastating heat and thickness. The pounding increases, speeds up, turns completely brutal. The savage expression on his face pushes me over the edge. I roll my index finger once more and lose it completely, crying out as the violent tremors shoot through my core before exploding outward to ignite every cell in my body.

“Yes! Oh my God! Mikkel!” The spasms are so strong, making it hard to breathe … to think, as the immense pleasure roars through my body with the violence of a storm. My cries quickly turn to screams at the devastating intensity of the magnificent orgasm.

His shouts vibrate around the room. “Yeah, shit yeah, that’s so it, baby! Take it! Take it all, nice and deep for me!”

As the delicious pulses slowly begin to ease up, I drink in the striking visage of this fierce man. I want to reach out, to curl my fingers around his sweat-slicked neck, but I follow instructions like a good sub and hold tight. I’m hauled forward twice more before he stops abruptly, suddenly letting go of one of the chains he clamps down on my left shoulder, his thumb against my neck. He throws his head up to the ceiling and roars out his release. I can feel it lashing deep and hot inside my core. Nothing in my life has ever felt more potent, more real. I’m stunned by the beautiful intensity of the experience.

Only the sounds of our strained breathing echo through the candlelit room as he leans forward to touch his slick forehead to mine.

His eyes are closed. The strained ferocity has melted away. His long black lashes are a pretty contrast to his stark masculinity.

He stays put, deep within me, and quietly whispers, “Thank you. Thank you, Elora.” His cheek nuzzles against mine. “Never thought someone like you could exist in the world. I’m fuckin’ floored, you know that, baby?”

I release the chains and lightly brush the tips of my fingers along his cropped hair. “Oh Mikkel … I feel the same. It’s so new and complex, all of this, but somehow it just makes sense. We make sense.”

He groans out his agreement.

“Hold tight little one, I’ll get you down.”

“Okay, Master.”

His eyes flare in pleasure as he gently withdraws from me. Immediately I miss his heat inside me. I watch him tag his black underwear from the floor and wipe off his wet, still semi-erect sex. Suddenly I’m embarrassed to be in this spread position. I reach over and try to shimmy my leg out of one of the straps.

Warm hands close around my fingers. “Easy there, just a second. I’ve got you, baby.”

I let go and thankfully he has me out of the swing inside of thirty seconds. My legs are shaky and Jell-O-like from the different angle combined with the mind-bending orgasm. With one strong arm wrapped around my back, he slides the other beneath my knees, lifting me high up against his chest. I snuggle into him, marveling at his scent and strength.

“Oh!”

He has tossed me playfully onto his oversized bed, where I bounce once. His dense feather duvet feels amazingly soft against my sensitive backside. He crawls up on all fours, mock-stalking me. My breath hitches and my nipples harden with the thought of being taken once again. A huge hand bands tight around my right ankle, and a split second later, I’m dragged beneath him.

“Yes, mmm, yes.” My voice sounds different, husky and sexual.

His eyes turn arctic, hard. “Yes?”

I catch my careless error and hasten to cover up my fuck-up. “Yes, yes, again please, Master.”

“Mmmm, I like that, min
skjønne. Respect will always win you favor with me, little one.”

Note to self: be respectful, always ….

His full lips have just covered mine when the shrill, electronic ring of a mobile cuts through the serenity of his room and we both turn toward the source—his jeans, which are lying in a heap on the pale wood.

“Fuuuuck!” he grumbles in annoyance as he pushes off the bed to snag it out of the back pocket of his jeans. Before he answers, he says quickly, “This had better be good, it’s nearly eleven!”

He checks the screen and touches a button. “Hva skjer?” What’s up?

I’m unsure of what he’s saying, yet his anger is unmistakable. A moment passes before, “Nei så faen, du kødder nå?” No, you’re fucking kidding me, right?

Silence again. His big hand looks like it’s about to crush his mobile and then he says in a scary voice, “Jeg
kommer med en gang.” I’ll be right there.

The second he disconnects, I ask carefully, “Is everything all right?”

He’s already sliding on his jeans, commando, as he grates out, “Fuck no. Some douche bags just tried to bust into our garage over at the club. The alarm went off before they could steal anything. Some of our member’s bikes are parked there, along with a shitload of expensive gear and cases of liquor to stock our bar. Bern was first on the call list for the alarm company; that was him on the line. He’s already there, but it’s dark, and I need to help him try and secure that door, at least until we can get a locksmith out first thing in the morning. We also need to be there in case the pricks come back for round two once the alarm is shut off.”

“It had to be those men from today, right?”

“Yeah, babe, without a doubt the Hellraisers are the only ones missing enough brain cells to steal shit from our club.”

“I can be ready in just a minute.”

Pulling his white shirt down over his tight stomach he tells me firmly, “No, you’re staying put. We’ve just begun tonight and I’ve waited too long to have you in my bed, woman, to not have more of you tonight. So no, you keep your fine ass right there between my sheets and imagine all the wicked things that I’ll do to you when I get back later.”

My pulse spikes sky high at his blunt words.

A fiery gleam lights his eyes as he stares down at me. “I’ll try to not be too long, baby. Gotta be there, though, responsibilities.”

“I understand.”

“Good girl, make yourself at home, but under no circumstances are you to lay so much as a finger on that sweet pussy. That’s all mine. You got me?”

My eyes widen in shock. “Yes, yes, I get you, Master.”

His dark, goateed chin dips once before he turns and disappears through the shadowed door into the long hallway.

I flop back onto the feather duvet, sigh loudly, and try to wrap my head around this wildly perfect evening.

 


 

  


Chapter Six
  


Beneath Me

The house is dead quiet when I return, silently relieved that the assholes who tried to bust into the garage at the club took off when they tripped the alarm. Fucking amateurs. No doubt it was some of Dag’s boys, trying to throw their weight around after his beat down earlier. I’m eager for a distraction and I know exactly where to find her.

It’s just after two in the morning. I should be dead tired after this hectic day, but instead I’ve been rock hard the entire drive home. My only need, only streamlined thought, is to have that tight little pussy of hers impaled on my dick while my girl’s beautiful doe eyes stare up at me. Shit yeah, I’m about to be all over that ….

I move swiftly, making my way through my nearly pitch black living room, shedding my clothes as I go. My fingers nearly tremble in anticipation. I thought I’d calm down a bit after taking her, but no, that body and her responses to my commands have only cranked me up for more. I’m falling fast for this woman and I can’t deny that I like the feeling. Hell, who am I kidding? I more than like it. She’s unreal and she keeps creeping further into my thoughts. This is the first relationship I’ve had that started out with so much honesty—no weird red flags or games like the last two.

I halt and brace my forearms out against the doorframe. The candle is still burning steady and low in the glass holder. She’s on her side, facing my play wall. Yeah, maybe she drifted off observing the toys. Curious about what I’ll do to her next. My greedy cock jerks hard against my naked thigh at the dark thought.

Nap-time is over, sweetheart. Master’s ready to play.

I quietly grab a couple of favorites off the wall and ease myself down onto the bed. She stirs but remains in a deep sleep. I set the toys on the far edge of the mattress and lay down on my left side so I can face her.

She really looks like a damn angel. Time to light you up baby….

Carefully pulling down the duvet, I slowly lean into her warmth and start to suck on her left nipple. My mouth works her lightly and softly at first, then becomes greedy and forceful. I grin when I hear a low moan float down from above me, right before she clasps the back of my head in both her small hands and draws me in closer to her chest. Not wanting to neglect her other tit, I push back on her shoulder to get a better angle at the other needy bud. Gently I use my teeth to scrape across the tight pink flesh. She groans and arches up into me. It fucking turns me on to know what she likes.

All right, baby … let’s play.

“You’re back,” she whispers in her delicate voice as her arms slide across my shoulders, twining together behind my neck.

I lift my head from her wet breasts and lock onto her eyes. “Yes, I am.”

“I’ve missed you, Master.”

“Did you now?” I arch a brow as she nods.

“How much, Elora?”

“A lot, Master.”

“And just what did you think about while I was away tonight?”

She tries to avert her eyes, embarrassed again. I’m not having any of it.

“Only warning. Look at me, now!”

Her body jerks lightly as she quickly flicks her eyes back to connect with mine.

Good, she’s learning.

“I asked you a question and I expect an answer, sub.”

She says quietly, a slight tremor in her voice, “I thought about you … taking me, dominating me again. I thought about which toys you might use on me, Master. I ache for you. The throbbing in my pussy has only gotten worse since you’ve left. I-I’m glad you’re here now.”

She’s such a damn turn-on, without even trying.

“That’s good baby. We’re gonna play now. You remember your safe word?”

“Yes, I’ve got it; the word is ‘blaze,’ Master.”

“Good, and I expect you to use it if you need to. Remember Elora, you hold all of the power. You’re able to rein me in, stop everything on a dime. This only works both ways sweetheart. Everything is completely mutual between us.”

“Yes, Master, thank you.” Her smile is fucking liquid sunshine.

I push up on my arms and discard the duvet, tossing it to the floor. Staring down into her bright eyes, I ask, “You trust me?”

“Implicitly, Master.”

“Good girl. Now put your hands above your head for me.”

She does as I ask without hesitation and I reach back to the far corner for the steel and leather cuffs.

“Gonna cuff you now, and I want you to keep your arms up while I take you. You’re not to move unless I say so, understood?”

A shaky, “Yes, I understand, Master,” escapes her pretty full lips.

How did I get so fucking lucky? A goddess who’s obviously into heavy kink. Shit, gonna need to do some serious community service, donate to the homeless for this good fortune. God damn!

I straddle her soft body and encase first her left wrist then her right into the wide leather cuffs. After securing the double leather buckles on each, I give a tug on the eight inches of steel running between them.

I say in a low voice, “These are to stay put. You may thread your fingers together, but that’s it.”

“All right, Master,” she says sweetly before nibbling on her bottom lip. Fucking adorable.

“Up next, something for those beautiful tits of yours, min
skjønne.”

Her eyes shoot wide open as I dangle the clamps inches from her nose. A thin but sturdy chain runs between the black molded plastic clamps. Perfect for giving a little warning tug when needed. I lean in and run the flat part of my tongue over each tight tip. Nice. Satisfied that they are as hard and tight as they’re gonna get, I pinch open a clamp before gently closing it over the base of first one then the other pretty nipple. I lean back on my haunches and stare in appreciation. Her chest is pumping up and down, trying to deal with the unfamiliar sting from the clamps.

“All right, baby?”

“Yes, it’s fine, Master.” She nods up at me.

“You’re such a good girl. I’m gonna reward you if you can hold on a bit longer for me.”

“Of course I can, Master.”

“You’re making me very proud, baby.”

She smiles softly, pleased that she’s doing well.

Time to test her limits.

I step off the low bed and cross to the closet doors. I slide one open and reach for the second drawer of the tall, narrow chest. I know exactly what I’m after, but the interesting question is, will she like it? I’d bet money on it. Before the drawer slides shut I grab a bottle of KY lube. She’s gonna need it.

“Spread your legs as wide as they’ll go, please. That’s right, show me that pretty little pussy. Do you want Master to play with you there, min
skjønne?”

Her chest rises as she takes a deep breath. “Oh yes, I want everything you have planned for me, Master.”

“That’s so nice, baby. Now prop your knees up at an angle for me like a good girl.”

I watch her little feet slide right up the crisp white sheets, stopping when her knees are fully bent.

“Very pretty. Now keep them nice and wide, just like that.”

I walk over, stopping when my toes touch the wooden base of the platform bed. With arms folded across my chest, hiding the items in my hand, I look down at her. “I might try something that will undoubtedly embarrass you, sweetheart, but you’ve gotta put your trust in me, know that it’s for your own good, all right?”

She gives me a nervous little “All right, Master.” Grunting my approval of her willingness to jump off the deep end, I kneel down between her spread legs. The small patch of dark auburn hair is gorgeous. Fuck, her entire pussy is pink and delicate. I want nothing more than to bury my head between her open legs and feast on that beautiful pussy until she shatters like glass from her screams. But no, gonna draw this out. She’ll come to appreciate how I love to tease. Yeah, it’ll undoubtedly drive her nuts but she gets me, so it’s all good.

I set the bulbous black glass plug down by her right ankle before drizzling a generous amount of lube onto my index finger.

She looks at me as if a question is on the tip of her tongue but remains silent.

“Your pussy is so fine, baby. I love how slick and wet you always are for me.”

I toss the lube aside, not too far, because I’m going to need more before long.

“Now, remember to do your best and lie still for me. If not, I’ll have to punish you.”

Her breath hitches as she says, “I will, Master.”

“Good girl. Now, I want you to relax for me.”

I lean in and rim her tiny asshole with my slicked up finger. She jerks in surprise but quickly catches herself and pushes her hips down into the mattress in a desperate attempt to behave.

“I can’t wait to work myself into this perfect ass, but that’s not gonna happen tonight, Elora, so don’t worry. You’re far too small and Master doesn’t want to hurt you. Has anyone ever touched you here, baby?”

Before she can answer, I push into her up to my first knuckle and watch as she gasps in surprise.

“Oh God! N-No Master, no one, no one but you.”

“Good, and it’s going to stay that way. This fine ass is all mine.”

“Yes, all yours … aaah!”

I smile as I pump my drenched finger in and out of her little hole. The wetness from her pussy is increasing, dripping down to add to the slick mix.

Her legs begin to tremble. She obviously needs to get off. I understand it, because my cock feels hard as a crowbar right about now.

I increase the rhythm, and she cries out, “Please! Oh please, I-I want you!”

I keep my finger inside her as I lean in and tug firmly on the chain running between the clamps. She gasps at the way it stings.

“No begging, baby, you know better than that. No demands. Not from me.”

She looks away, ashamed. I tell her, low and stern, “Eyes, Elora.”

When she blinks at me, I tell her, “Soon baby, just hold on.”

I gently add a second finger, barely able to work it in as she groans in both discomfort and need. Once they’re both seated nicely I start up a nice slow pump and encourage her, “That’s right, sweetheart, let Master fill you. Mmm, fuck, yeah.” I can’t resist; I have to have a taste. I lean in and lap at her spread pussy. Her cream is so sweet that I moan out against her outer lips. I struggle for internal control and pull away. She whimpers once in disappointment but catches herself quickly as her small hands clench tightly into fists.

“All right, Elora, almost there, baby. Master’s going to put a toy in that tight little ass and you’re going to be a good girl and take it gracefully, all right?”

She’s trembling so badly with need, I stare, nearly transfixed as her breasts cause the chain to bounce lightly on her chest. So damn fine.

“Yes, I want to please you, Mikk—, I mean, Master.”

I smile at her and gently remove my fingers from her behind. She watches me slick up the wide, teardrop-shaped plug, and her shaking increases as it disappears down between her legs. I slowly push it into her until it’s seated nicely. She moans, long and low. I give a light tug to make certain it’s firmly in place.

“Oh my God … ooh! It feels so, so different, so full and taboo, Master.”

“Wait until my cock is inside you as well. The combination is going to feel amazing, I promise.”

“Okay,” she says, her voice shaky. “I ache badly, Master.”

“I know you do, and you’ve followed instructions so well tonight. I think you deserve a reward. Now don’t move.”

“I’ll try not to, Master.”

“Good, very good, sweet sub.”

I grasp my eager cock firmly in one hand and bring it to her slick entrance. Leaning in close, I hover over her and run my fingers across the feather-soft hair at the top of her forehead. Staring deeply into her trusting eyes, I murmur, “Jeg vil ha deg.” I want you so badly.

I don’t bother translating. She already knows how I feel about her. She’s panting as I take her on a smooth but relentless glide. She’s stretched unbelievably tight around me. I stroke a thumb across the pounding pulse on her ivory neck. “All right?”

“God, it’s, wait, please give me a second. I feel so … it’s wild.”

“I can barely focus; you’re so perfect, baby and so damn tight. I want you to relax and let go when you feel it. I’m about to take you hard but I know you can handle me. Isn’t that right, my beautiful girl?”

“I’ll do my best, Master. I’m on the verge of coming apart right now. I’m trying hard not to move.”

I chuckle and rise to my knees, wrap my hands around the backs of her creamy thighs and let loose, tunneling into her tight channel with everything I have. I keep the rhythm steady and controlled. I need to focus, to get her there regardless of how primed my body is. I reach forward and gently push the pad of my thumb against her rigid clit. I massage it gently for a few seconds and keep up the deep, driving, pumping thrusts. She tenses beneath me, and I watch her buck hard in a torrent of spasms that are so violent they seem to lodge my swollen dick in place. Un-fucking-believable. I’ll never get enough. Ever.

“Aaaaaahh …. Master!”

Her trilling, primal screams continue as I drop down to a forearm and let my hips go, hammering into her hard and fast while giving her the majority of my weight. I feel the sexy nipple clamps against my slick chest and hear her desperate cries. I can’t hold back. I pound into her in four brutal strokes and let go, letting loose a primal growl against her smooth neck.

Perfection, never had better. Not even fucking close.

Minutes pass in silence, and gradually, as coherent thought filters slowly back into my overloaded brain, I move my weight off of her, staying close to make certain she’s all right. Her eyes are closed. I watch proudly as a lazy smile passes across her rosy lips.

“Good?”

“Oooh, yeah, a stratosphere away, actually. I’m on a blissful high right now, Master.”

I laugh and tell her, “Hold still now.”

I slowly pull out and reach between her legs to dislodge the plug. She gasps a little but does as she’s told.

“Be right back.”

I step off the bed, nearly swaying from the head rush of the orgasm, and cross to the bathroom to rinse the plug before cleaning myself off with a fresh towel. I toss it in the hamper and dampen another one before returning to her.

As I gently clean her I whisper, “Okay, baby, I’m going to release the clamps from your nipples and I’m not gonna lie, it’s gonna suck in a bad way. You ready?”

Her eyes shoot open. She looks frightened as she answers me nervously, “I’m ready, Master.”

So trusting, so lovely …. So fucking beautiful and all mine.

I decide to consolidate the pain by releasing both at the same time. It takes a few seconds for the blood to rush back in, the agony catching her off guard.

“Oh God, shit, shit! It hurts so badly!”

She rolls to one side, arms held tightly across her chest. I crawl behind her and hold her tightly against me as I run my hand up and down her arm.

“It will ease up in a minute, Elora. You were such a brave little sub. I’m very impressed and proud.”

After a minute she stills. “Whew! It’s much better now. Those are wicked for such little things, you know?”

“Yes, so I’ve heard.”

She wiggles around to face me, a grin on her face. “Maybe I should put them on you sometime, just so you can see how painful they really are!”

My eyes narrow in warning. “Watch yourself, Elora. The clamps are far from the only instruments of pain I’m familiar with.”

She blinks in shock. “But, I-I was only kidding.”

I kiss her softly before telling her, “I know, but that doesn’t mean you can mouth off to your Dom, baby.”

“My Dom?”

“Yeah, your Dom. This is the start of us. I’ve been looking for you for a really long time, Elora, and I’ll be damned if I’m not going to be upfront and honest from the start. You’re my submissive, but more importantly, my woman from this moment on. You’d better tell me now if you have any objections because you already mean something to me, and I fucking hope it’s mutual and that you’re not just fulfilling some dark fantasy of living on the edge. Are you?”

Her head shakes back and forth. “No, of course not, Mikkel. I’ve been intrigued by you from the first day. You know that. I’ve never met, never dreamed of meeting, someone as … as overwhelming as you are to me, and I mean that as a sincere compliment. You’re everything I never knew I needed … desired.”

I pull her into my chest and bury my face in the delicious scent of her hair, whispering, “You’ve made me a very happy man tonight, sweetheart. Tusen
takk, min
skjønne.” A thousand thanks, my beauty.

 


 

  


Chapter Seven
  


New Friendships

“Do you need a ride tonight, Elora?”

“Thanks, but I’m good. Mikkel said he’d pick me up at seven. I’m glad that someone other than Bern and Mikkel are on bar duty tonight.”

Lisetta takes a delicate sip of her espresso before answering, “You know, that’s right. Bern knows I get irritated when he tends bar more than one weekend a month. The guys are all supposed to rotate, but things come up, and well, because Mikkel is in charge and Bern is the vice president, the ultimate responsibility falls on their shoulders.”

“When did he form Devil’s Wrath?”

She leans back in the overstuffed chair of the trendy coffee house and smiles at me. “I like that you’re all curious about my cousin. I get the impression that you two are falling hard for each other. Am I right?”

I laugh and try not to blush. “Well, it’s safe to say that you Norwegians are very perceptive. Must run in the family, actually.”

She runs a hand down her glossy, white-blond locks and grins. “Yep. You can definitely say that! But seriously, back to your question, he started the club in his mid-twenties, right after his shop took off. The guys kept meeting up with trouble in local bars, you know, just because they were bikers and rolled up on custom rides wearing leather and all. Every drunken asshole with a decent right hook wanted to fight them. After the fourth or fifth fight, Mikkel had had enough. He pooled resources with his closest friends and leased the club that spring. Back then I think they started out with only ten members. Now there are nearly one hundred. It’s good for everyone. The club is a safe place for them to let loose and party, you know, throw down however they wish.”

“He seems like a very complicated man.”

Without missing a beat, she leans in close and touches my jean-clad knee. “Oh, he is, Elora, undoubtedly. But know this: he will always be loyal to you, and if you commit to each other, my cousin will lay down his life for you if it ever comes to that.”

She stares at me for a long while, and I’m rocked to the core by her confession.

She continues, “Since we are onto serious topics and all, well, I’ve debated telling you this, but I think it’s only fair to warn you.”

My radar goes up. “Warn me? About what?”

“More than likely, his bitch ex-girlfriend Sansa will be at the club tonight. She’s a skank whore, with a vile mouth, and he broke up with her close to two years ago, but she still shows up at the parties fairly often. I guess by the way that she watches Mikkel, it’s safe to say that she wants him back, but don’t worry, the only emotion that crosses his face when he sees her is annoyance, seriously. He really should ban her ass but I think he feels a bit guilty about dumping her. Besides, a lot of the guys like having her around—easy lay and all that nastiness. He has to know that he made the right choice, especially with the way she makes the rounds with some of the single members. When it comes to spreading her legs, Sansa has no shame whatsoever.”

“Oh, wow.”

“Like I said, I wasn’t going to say anything, but I’m a firm believer in full disclosure. If she even so much as looks at you the wrong way, I’ll tell Mikkel and he’ll toss her out, okay?”

“Thank you Lisetta, but I can definitely stand my ground.”

“Yep, no worries, but know that I have your back.”

“So, tell me more about how your relationship with Bern started. Did you know he was the one when you saw him for the first time?”

She wiggles closer to me, swirls a pretty lock around a finger and whispers, “Darling, when I caught sight of that sculpted ass as he bent over, working on a motorcycle, my panties went instantly wet. Let’s just say it’s a good thing that there were other people in the garage, because I could think of nothing else but giving him something to ride that sure as hell wasn’t a damn motorcycle.”

I laugh and sputter out, “Go on, then.”

“Well, after that first way too quick intro at the garage, I kept waiting for him to say something to Mikkel about wanting to meet me. I saw it in his eyes, he was way interested, but also very shy. I love that about him …. Anyhow, finally my cousin invited Vail and me out to a big night at the club. The weather was really awful. I don’t know if you know about Ragnar getting shot?”

“Yes, he told me just the other night about Ragnar. I can’t believe that he was killed because the club refused to run drugs for the Russians. That’s positively barbaric.”

“Well, those losers got theirs in a big way. They were all deported and can freeze solid in a Siberian gulag for all eternity as far as I’m concerned. Serves them right.”

“I’ll say.”

“Anyhow, you could say our first one-on-one that night was going unbelievably well until all hell broke loose. On top of the loss of Ragnar, Mikkel ordered Alreck to get Vail, the lone witness that night, out of town. He was smart to do it, too, because two nights later, while I was having Thai with Bern on our first ‘official’ date, those monsters broke into my flat. I had to move in with Mikkel and tell my parents I was having my place fumigated for rodents. Crazy stuff, right?”

“Wow, sounds like the wild world ’o bikers is never dull.”

“You know it. Enough of this deep talk. I want to hear about your art. Mikkel mentioned to me that you were picked up by a gallery recently.”

“Yes, I feel quite fortunate. It’s three blocks west of here and is called Elektrisk. Have you heard of it?”

“Oooh, yes, I’ve walked by and peered in the windows many times. What a fabulous space! You should do well there, seeing as it’s such a high traffic area and all. When is the show?”

“Well, I’ve already dropped off the paintings I have with me and I’m expecting to have another completed by the end of next week. I’ve finally gotten comfortable working in my brother’s pristine space. Believe me, I’ve invested in drop cloths to the point that the neighbors must assume I’m a murderess!”

“I like you, Elora, you make me laugh. You’ll have to meet Vail when she arrives.”

“When is she coming for a visit?”

“She and Alreck are set to arrive next Saturday. They’re scouting out a few locations for their spring wedding.”

“Ah, that’s so lovely. I adore weddings: the planning, the flowers, the lot, actually!”

“Excellent, then you can clue me in, lady, because I’m the maid of honor and I need to step it up. Can you give me some pointers?”

“Certainly. With pleasure. Anything you need.”

“Excellent news, because I’ve been waking up at night with cold sweats thinking I’m going to drop the ball on something. I want to really be there for her.”

“I understand. You’re a good friend, Lisetta. And don’t worry about a thing. I’ve attended and have been involved in so many weddings back in England that we’ll get it well sorted for you.”

“Thanks Elora. You know, Mikkel’s really damn lucky to have met you.”

I shake my head and smile. “I appreciate that, Lisetta, but truly, I’m the lucky one. Mikkel’s absolutely remarkable.”

 


 

  


Chapter Eight
  


Verbal Thrashing

The soft hair of his goatee brushes against my ear, and his low voice is a warm caress. “You’re lucky we’re in public, Elora. That scrap of a dress has me inventing some seriously devious shit to do to you later, babe. You’ve been warned.”

A delicious thrill shoots down my spine at the dark thought. Before I have a chance to respond, he leads us through the crowd, jam-packed into his club. Lisetta and Bern are right behind, having arrived just after us. With the temperature tonight hovering just above freezing, I breathed a sigh of relief when Mikkel texted that he was picking me up in his giant SUV. I adore the freedom of the motorcycle but I’d have to dress like an Eskimo to brave that wind tonight.

A light touch on my shoulder and then Lisetta’s voice rings out near my ear, “Hope those sexy boots are comfortable, lady, because the next band up tonight is my fave!”

“I’m game. Just grab me when you’re ready.”

As we reach the bar, Mikkel wraps an arm around my waist and pulls me into his heat. “What are you drinking tonight, min
skjønne?”

“Mmm, I like choices.”

“Do you now, woman?”

My grin is promising. “In that case, I’ll have a Drambuie on the rocks.”

He arches a brow and stares at me, an open look of amusement on his features.

“What? Didn’t think I drink spirits?”

“Hush, woman, I’ll get your drink.”

I pull him down and kiss his cheek as he gives my waist a light squeeze. He raises an arm up to get the bartender’s attention, and after placing our order, he leans down so I can hear him over the pounding of the metal band. “There are a lot of potential recruits here—most of them I know, some not yet. My point is, stay close to me tonight. I don’t want to get into it with anyone for putting their hands on you, understood?”

Sometimes his possessiveness is undeniably sexy.

“Yes, you’ve made it clear, Mikkel.”

“Good, baby. You know how I fucking love it when you behave for me.”

My breath hitches and I feel dampness between my legs. I wish we were alone, but the build-up will be well worth it tonight. This man always delivers, as I’ve come to learn multiple times during our mind-blowing sessions. I appreciate the art of BDSM a bit more each time he takes me, always perfectly in control and never lacking in creativity.

He leads us over to a shadowed alcove with two jet black leather loveseats facing each other.

Instead of sitting, he leans a hip up against the high back of one sofa and pulls me close to his side. The scent of his leather jacket teases my nostrils as I take a sip of the honey and spice-laced scotch. He leans in and whispers, “Can’t wait to have those legs wrapped around me tonight, Elora. I’m not gonna stop until you’re screaming so loud that you shake my damn windows, baby.”

Oh God …. My heart just skipped three beats inside my chest.

He kisses my cheek and murmurs in a husky voice, “Damn, you smell so beautiful.”

I lean into him, wrapping my arm around his waist, enjoying the sensation, secretly wishing that we were all alone back at his remote house. Soon enough ….

 


An endless stream of bikers—some with girlfriends, some solo—meander up to chat with Mikkel. When they ask about Alreck, I can tell by the way he answers them—quickly changing the topic—that he misses his best friend and doesn’t want to discuss him in casual conversation.

Lisetta tugs on my arm. “Mikkel, I’m taking her for a bit, cousin. You boys can have at it with your coma-inducing motorcycle banter. See ya!”

I turn and wave and my hand slips through his as Lisetta leads us through the dense crowd to the middle of the dance floor. She sways back and forth to the wild, thumping music, shouting loud enough that I can hear her, “This band’s from Sweden. They’ve been here once before and I was floored! Pretty awesome, right?”

I’m not into crazy metal but their sound is more rock. It reminds me of the Sheffield-based Arctic Monkeys.

I yell, “Yes, they’re quite good. What are they called?”

“Rager.”

I nod and dance right along with her. The two stiff Drambuies have relaxed me. I look around and nearly laugh, stunned to realize that I’m completely at home in a full-on biker bar.

After we dance for two more songs, both working up a healthy sheen of sweat, Lisetta closes her hand around mine and leads us off the dance floor toward the ladies room. As soon as we’re inside, she turns to me and says, “I learned my lesson last time. I’m not letting you out of my sight so long as Mikkel is uptight about anyone else messing with you. Stay in here. I’ll be quick, okay?”

“Sure thing.”

She disappears into one of the two stalls and I turn to assess whether or not my makeup has melted off of my face from the dance-a-thon.

Out of the corner of my eye, I catch someone arriving into the decent size space. I reach out to turn on the water and freeze when a sultry voice cuts through the air like a dagger, “I’d never guess you’d be his type.” The accented voice drips with sarcasm, and before I even turn to see her, I know who it is, Sansa. The bitch-ex. Just terrific. Breathing in deeply for confidence, I straighten my shoulders and face her. She’s too made-up, but still quite beautiful. Coal black hair hangs to her narrow waist and her wide eyes are an alluring shade of dark green. There’s something I can’t put my finger on, a hardness, a severe edge about her that takes away from any attributes she has. I decide to take the offensive. “Sorry, I don’t believe I know you.”

She scoffs, “So polite, you British, unreal.”

I smile placidly, not letting her affect me in the least.

Lisetta comes out of the stall and says in a hard tone, the first I’ve heard from her, “What’s going on here?”

I politely hold up a hand. “I’ve got this, Lisetta. This person … sorry, I didn’t catch your name, darling?”

She places her hands on her hips and narrows her eyes. “It’s Sansa, bitch, and you should remember it, because it’s a certainty that Mikkel moans it in his sleep! Shit, he must be totally desperate to be with someone as boring and vanilla as you. Enjoy it while it lasts because that man gets bored easily, changes up his bitches as often as his rides, if you know what I mean. You’ll be on the curb by Christmas, but don’t worry. When he comes crawling back to me to give it to him with no limits—like he needs—I might let you watch.”

That one stuns me, and I can’t help but blink in shock as she continues mockingly, “Yeah, that really got him off the last four times we brought bitches back to his place. Have you been there? If so then you know how remote it is. He loves that.”

“Enough!” Lisetta shouts so loudly that my neck hairs stand on end. Her scathing words make me feel like my heart has been submerged into a vat of acid.

Keep it together ….

I head directly toward her, stopping right before her overdone face. With a smile, I say, “You know, back in England we have a term for women like you. Would you like to know what it is?”

“Fuck you, bitch!” She hisses out the words at me from her ruby red lips.

“No, no, darling. Actually the term I was referring to is ‘used up old slag.’ And don’t worry, I’m certain that you can locate the meaning on any search engine—that is, if you can type it in with your classy acrylics.”

She shrieks and lunges at me in a rage, catching a lock of my hair before Lisetta and I both pry her loose and shove past her. The last words I hear as we head out of the bathroom are, “You’re fucking done, bitch! You hear me?”

I’m pale and shaking by the time we reach the guys. Mikkel takes one look at me and pulls me toward the steps leading up to his office. I pull away and look him straight in the eyes, my gaze unwavering. “Take me home.”

He watches me closely, clearly stunned by my objection, yet he remains silent.

“Fine, I’ll find a ride then.” I turn and race through the crowd before he can grab for me. Tears threaten to fall as I try hard to hold it together. Just make it home …. Thank God you have your jacket on! I adore him, I do, but I won’t share, screw that! God, maybe he wasn’t truthful with me about how often he has sex? Damn! The humiliation is making my head spin into a kaleidoscope of thoughts and conflicting emotions. I should’ve known this was too good to be true. I need to get away from here and sort my feelings out.

My head is whirling as I push past anyone who stands between me and the exit. Twice I hear him shout my name, I don’t care if I’m disobeying him. If what that woman said is true, then I want no part of it.

The frigid air hits me in a jarring blast. I make it to the bottom step when I hear his furious voice cutting through the pitch-black night.

“Elora! I’m warning you. Don’t you dare take another step, woman!”

His severe tone leaves zero room for misunderstanding. I turn to face him and quickly take a faltering step back. He’s clearly enraged and if I wasn’t so upset I’d be petrified. Instead I whisper, “Why? Was I just something new for you? Some novelty?”

“Stop. Don’t say another word.” The control in his voice is chilling as he descends the steps to me. Instead of an argument he grabs my upper arm and marches me over to the huge garage, pulls his keys out, unlocks the door, and takes me inside.

I jerk away. “No! I want to go home. Just take me home, please.” I can’t help it, my voice cracks on the last word. His brows draw together and he quickly shuts the door and hits the overhead light. Before I can move away, he takes hold of both my shoulders and I start to tremble. “Please, please Mikkel.”

“Elora, look at me.” I reluctantly stare up at him and see both concern and confusion.

“I watched you on the dance floor with Lisetta. You both were having a great fucking time, baby. What changed? Tell me.”

“Sansa.”

As the single name falls from my lips, I watch his body turn into a sheet of steel. His voice drips venom as he asks the question, “What did that cunt say to you?”

I shake my head, embarrassed, and stare down at the concrete floor.

Before I can blink, I’m pushed up against the right wall. He melds his full body against mine, trapping me. I whisper, “Don’t do this to me, Mikkel.”

“Fuck that. You’re going to tell me exactly what went down. You’re my girl. You have an issue, you come to me, I fix it. Real simple, babe. You sure as fuck do not ever walk away from me in my own club based on some bullshit hearsay. Now, I’ll ask you again. What did she say to you?”

I have to tell him. He won’t stop until he knows. Fine. I straighten up and try my best to remain unemotional as I lay it out, “She basically said that I wasn’t your type at all and that I was the flavor of the week. Oh, and that you’d soon be ringing her up for a shag and I might get the pleasure of watching you two.”

He looks completely dumbfounded. Not the look I expected.

“And you believed that complete load of shit?”

“What?”

“You heard me.”

Suddenly the stress is too much and all of the pent up emotions boil over as I scream, “You picked me up on the side of the road, Mikkel! How can I be certain that everything you’ve told me so far is the complete truth? Maybe you just wanted to try something different, someone unfamiliar with your lifestyle. Maybe this is all a novelty to you?”

“Babe, stop fucking talking, right now. You’re starting to piss me off with the ridiculous bullshit that’s coming out of your sexy mouth. I kicked that bitch to the curb long ago, and I’ve been nothing but one hundred and ten percent straight up about my feelings and intentions toward you. What else?”

I sputter, “W-what else? What do you mean, ‘what else’? She said that you want more than one woman in bed! I’m selfish, Mikkel. I won’t share you, ever! Therefore this could never work between us.”

His eyes flash and he leans right into my face to whisper harshly, “Not that I need to explain myself, but I’ve never had a woman watch me while I fucked another one. Might have fantasized about it as a teenager while jerking off in the shower once or twice but that shit’s not for me. I could care less about another bitch watching me fuck or me watching pussy eat out other pussy. I get off on putting a laser focus on one woman, mine, and that is you. Now shut your mouth and give me those lips, Elora.”

Before I can balk at his order, his mouth crushes down on mine in a fierce display of possession. Instantly the seductive rhythm of his tongue twirling against mine has my head spinning for more.

“Oh!”

A sure hand snakes up my dress and rips my thong clean off of me. Grasping the hem of my fitted black knit dress he pulls it up to my waist seconds before he starts sliding a finger between my lips to shamelessly work my clit.

I can’t take any more. I’m on the verge of coming as I reach out blindly for his belt, opening it and popping the metal buttons of his fly. He growls and hastily shoves his pants down before heaving me up high against the wall. I twine my legs around his back and cry out as he immediately impales me on his searing erection and begins to furiously grind into me. He’s so strong that I’m held up effortlessly, his palms gripping tightly to the outsides of my bare thighs. His thrusts are ruthless as they pummel into me from below. Showing me exactly who’s in charge. Realizing that I’m being fucked up against the wall of a garage hits and the dark thought ignites me like a match. Suddenly he hits the perfect spot, so deep within my core, and everything explodes in a shattering tremor that rolls through me with unimaginable force.

“Oh God, Mikkel, yes! So damn good!” I’m mindless with pleasure as the orgasm sweeps me away.

He’s growling in that rich, rumbling voice, and the sound hums through the dim space as he drives me harder from below. I gasp at the way he fills me. He’s swelling impossibly larger within my already stretched sex. Suddenly, everything halts. He plants himself to the hilt, so very deep as he presses his face against my cheek and groans out my name as if in pain.

Overwhelmed, I whisper in a strained tone, “Mikkel, oh God, that was unreal. I-I’m sorry, I should never have doubted us.”

His head lifts and his beautiful eyes stare deeply into mine. He’s nearly breathless as he says, “Let’s get the fuck out of here. I’ll have Bern keep things tight tonight. I believe I need to spend some quality time with my girl, show her exactly what we both need and want from each other. Isn’t that right, Elora?”

Instead of answering, I pour my feelings for this man into a soulful kiss that swiftly has us going straight into round two. It’s a good thing that Swedish band is loud as hell.

 


 

  


Chapter Nine
  


Arctic Bound

“Come on Mikkel! The anticipation is killing me! Why won’t you tell me where we’re going?”

“Woman, you make it hard as hell to give you a surprise, you know that?”

“Pretty please?” I bat my eyelashes in hopes that my flirty pleading will lead to some sort of an answer. Last night was our first misunderstanding, and I’m still sore from how that turned out, although I must admit, in a very pleasant way. Mmm, just the thought of his sexy aggression has me lightheaded.

“No. You’ll get your answer soon enough. Wait here. I’ll be ten minutes, tops.”

He wedges the oversized SUV into an impossibly tight space, throws it into park and jumps out into the frigid morning air. I turn back and watch him step onto the sidewalk. I grin as people instantly give him a wide berth. Yes, he appears frightening with his imposing height and menacing image, but at this point I see him for who he really is, an honest, good man who has a heart of gold. I’m falling hard for him. It’s unavoidable and I love it.

What is he up to? I watch him swing open the door to a brightly lit shop called The Cliff. I huddle into my black wool coat, grateful that he left the heater running. I’d better get used to this weather because this is merely a teaser for the bitter cold winter to come.

After the mindless wall-banging session last night, we drove to his home in the forest and talked long into the night. I learned that he’s a man of many interests that run the gamut from sports to music. He’s also very curious, wanting to know about my childhood and the schools I attended. One painful topic I’m not quite ready to discuss is the loss of my parents. No, that’s locked so deep inside that it will take a pickaxe to pull it out. Maybe one day ….

When I woke this morning, he was propped up beside me, typing on his laptop. Before I could ask whether or not he was seriously working on a Saturday morning, he asked if I was up for a weekend getaway. I snuggled into him and said, “Absolutely.” Now, the endless list of destination possibilities is turning over in my head like a Ferris wheel. He told me that we’re only spending one night, that he’s backlogged with work and can’t afford to miss a day between now and Christmas. So, that must mean that we won’t be going very far …. Hmmm, Sweden maybe? When we stopped by the apartment and I asked him what I should bring, he simply said ‘kinky underwear and warm clothing’ because we would be outdoors. Okaaaayy ….

I turn on the radio and find an alternative station. “Fader” by The Temper Trap instantly puts me in an upbeat mood. The brilliant beat and cool lyrics have me swaying in my leather seat.

“Oh!” The door swings open, startling me out of my own private jam session.

With an amused expression, he rumbles, “Enjoying yourself, babe?” He tosses a large, white-handled bag into the back seat.

“Indeed I am.”

His chin lifts and he breaks into a full smile. “Glad to hear it. Gonna grab us some drinks and a couple of chocolate croissants. The shit at the airport blows. Any requests?”

“A hot tea would be lovely.”

“You got it.”

The rear passenger door slams shut and he strides confidently up the busy sidewalk, hands tucked into his front jeans pockets. He’s wearing a jet black Helly Hansen down parka. It’s the first time I’ve seen him in anything other than leather. A little thrill goes through me as I recall the naked fabulousness of his body. Since we first met, my libido has been in a delicious state of constant turmoil, easing a bit when he makes me come for him, but even then, only briefly.

A beep on my mobile interrupts my wicked memories. I slide it out of my purse and read the new text. “Hello, Elora. I may be arriving earlier than I’d initially planned. Looking forward to showing you around Oslo. I’m sorry you’ve been stuck there alone. I’ll keep you posted. Alexander.”

I text him back, “All right, sounds good. Don’t work too hard. Looking forward to catching up and hearing all about Asia. Love you, Elora.”

I’d like nothing better than to have my brother accept Mikkel, but deep down I’m very worried that it won’t be easy. Ever since the loss of our parents, Alexander sees himself as a father of sorts. My resentment of his patronizing attitude has been building for years, and at times it threatens to boil over. His advice can be suffocating.

Knuckles rap on the glass and I hit the window button.

“Here you go.” He hands me a tall, steaming cup of tea and a wax paper sleeve with a buttery chocolate croissant inside.

“Yum, thanks.”

“Yep.”

He rounds the front and slides in, places his coffee in the holder, sets down his croissant and pulls out into the busy street.

He glances over at me. “You excited, min
skjønne?”

With a sly grin, I say, “Well, I’d be more excited if you’d just tell me. Please?”

“You’re too damn adorable to deny. All right, ever heard of Svalbard?”

“Svalbard? No, I haven’t. Is it in Norway?”

“Sort of.”

“Not following.”

“It’s part of Norway, but it’s actually a set of islands in the Arctic. Midway between Norway and the North Pole. We’re hopping a flight directly to Longyearbyen, the only town up there with an airport. You’re into scenic shit with your paintings, so I thought it’d be cool to take you there.”

I go solid and manage to blink a few times.

“Elora, hello, you all right?”

“You’re taking me somewhere scenic, because you think I’ll like it?”

His brows draw together and he glances over to me. “Yeah, and?”

“Mikkel, I adore you. Really, I do.” I lean across the black console and place a kiss on his hot cheek. “Thank you for thinking of me.”

“Jesus, babe, what kind of fucking douche bags have you dated in the past?” He holds a hand up, stopping me before I can answer his question. “Wait, I don’t wanna know. Just know that it’s all good. You’re mine and I take care of what’s mine, baby, always. I want you to be happy, to be inspired, Elora, to live the fullest life possible.”

Tears well up in my eyes and start to spill over. I look away and try my best to blink them away before he notices.

“Look at me.”

When I do, he takes my hand and presses his lips into the center of my palm just before pulling back to say, low and slow, “Jeg beundrer deg virkelig, min skjønne.”

“What?”

“I said, ‘I really admire you, my beauty.’ ”

My brows draw together and I wonder if something was lost in translation. “Why?”

“Because you’re so completely open, so genuine. I don’t cross paths with many people like that, baby.”

“Thank you, Mikkel.”

“No need for thanks. It’s the truth. We’ll be at the airport in fifteen. Need to haul ass once we get there, because our flight leaves just over an hour from now. Reach back into that bag and grab the shit I bought for you. Slide the coat and boots on and pack the rest of it in your bag.”

“You bought me a bag full of clothing?”

“Yeah, damn right I did. There a problem?”

I puff out a long, slow breath. “My head is spinning with all this, this, well everything. You’re too much, Mikkel. I’ve never dated anyone who was so caring. Thank you.”

“Jesus Christ, woman, you’ll learn soon enough that your welfare is on the top of my mental list, although I appreciate the gratitude. I sure as fuck can’t have my baby freezing like an icicle up there, especially with what I have planned for us this afternoon.”

“And that would be?”

A sly, secretive smile forms on his lips. He reaches down to take a sip of his coffee, and without looking my way he says, “Oh you’ll see, and I can guarantee that you’ve never done it before.”

Oh my.

 


 

  


Chapter Ten
  


Longyearbyen, Svalbard

I can see the excitement in her clear eyes as the blustery wind causes snowflakes to swirl about her. Glancing out at the pristine white terrain, I can’t help but hope we’ll encounter what we’re setting out to find today. We’re headed in the direction of the colossal glaciers. I hope she’ll be able to take the arctic cold out here. I’m accustomed to it, but today it’s far colder than normal, close to unbearable.

“Okay, Elora, Sven just said that we need to follow close to him at a distance of no more than a snowmobile between us. You’ll be in the middle on your Cat and I’ll tail you, all right?” I have to yell over the whine of the three whirring engines.

“Yes, okay! You have your mobile on you, right? My battery died and I forgot to pack the charger.” She looks excited rather than nervous, which is a good thing.

“Mine is back in the room. Wouldn’t work in these temps. All right, keep it steady and raise your right arm up if you need anything. Stay close to me.”

She nods and I place my gloved hand on her shoulder before stepping away to mount my ride. I reach down to double-check the security of the black neoprene strap that’s attached to the Remington 700 Mountain SS. It hangs at an angle across my back. All good. Sven’s armed as well. It’s an absolute necessity as we head out on our tour of the glaciers today. Svalbard is polar bear country, and with males weighing well over a thousand pounds, you’d have to have a death wish to venture out without both a high caliber big game rifle and an experienced local guide. Up ahead, Sven raises his glove and makes a forward motion, signaling that we’re off.

When I mentioned observing polar bears, I thought her eyes were going to pop out of her skull. She gushed, “Yes! I’ve always wanted to see them, and in the wild would be a dream.”

We had only enough time to drop our gear back in our room in the Trapper’s Lodge Hotel before we needed to be in the lobby to meet our guide. He checked her over, making certain that she was dressed appropriately for the elements. I bought her the most expensive North Face down parka they had. The shade of rich teal matches her eyes and the oversized fur hood makes her look both adorable and supremely fuckable. I shift around a bit on my wide leather seat. My throbbing erection has been constant since we took our seats on the plane in Oslo. I can’t keep my hands off her, and from the way she responds to my touch, it’s clear that the feeling is more than mutual. Yeah, gonna lay into her hard tonight. Hope there’s a stereo in the room ’cause it’s gonna get nice and loud.

Sven offered Elora a gun if she could provide a driver’s license. She didn’t have one and I assured him I’d look after her. She could end up hurting herself without proper training. She agreed. I could tell that she was apprehensive about even touching a rifle, which is reasonable because it’s just as rare to see a weapon in Norway as it is in England. Guns are highly regulated. Cops in both countries don’t carry them and the majority of guns in Norway are rifles that are used primarily for hunting. Like most of my buddies, I have several. The ones that can be registered, are, and the others, well, that’s my call. With the random shit that comes our way, it would be tantamount to a death sentence not to have protection.

We’re heading away from town toward the shore and the glaciers. The landscape is a total whiteout. The wide, yellow lenses of our goggles allow for maximum visibility, but with the snow coming down at a pounding, sideways angle, it is difficult to discern anything in the distance. It doesn’t take long before we spot a bear, most likely a male because he’s solo and massive. In Svalbard they are protected as endangered animals but if one attacks, you’re allowed to shoot. Sven told us that nine times out of ten they see humans as odd curiosities, exhibiting little to no interest in us. Before riding out we had to show him that we were carrying nothing edible—not even a drink other than water—because that shiny black nose of theirs can scent shit for miles, not to mention that they’re shockingly fast when in pursuit of something they want.

Before we get too close, about a hundred meters out, Sven raises his arm, a signal for us to halt. I pull up near Elora and take in the look of wonder in her wide eyes.

Sven calls out, “Leave the Cats running; we can dismount and have a look. Remember, no sudden movements, and stay close to the rides.”

“All right.”

Just as with my motorcycle, I swing a leg off and walk across the packed snow and ice to stand next to her.

I lean in so she can hear me over the engines. “You ride well for someone who’s never driven one of these, babe. C’mon, hop off and pull out your camera. Can’t take any while driving and the light’s gonna be nonexistent in just over an hour.”

She hops off, pulls down her neck gaiter and smiles up at me. “I hope my camera still works in these temperatures. I will never, ever complain about cold, dreary London days ever again. Svalbard takes cold to an entirely new level!”

If I have my way, she’ll never live in England again. I want her with me, in my life on a daily basis, forever. Every day I think the ache, the mental and physical need will lessen but it only hooks me deeper. I know it, can feel it to the depths of my soul. I’m in love with her. It’s a stone cold fact.

I stare down at her as she fucks around with the lens cap just before slinging the strap over her neck. Sven walks closer to us. In English he tells her, “Okay, Elora, the male looks like he is focused on the hunt. See how he’s perched on the edge of the ice here?”

“Yes.”

“Their main diet is ringed seal, and the bears are very powerful swimmers. All those layers of fat keep them from freezing. Take your pictures now, because he looks like he’s about to go after something. I’ll get out my binoculars and scout for more. The other day there were seven of them in this area, so they shouldn’t be too far away. After you take your pictures we need to head across to the glacier. We want to be certain to return to Longyearbyen well before twilight.”

She adjusts her lens a few times and begins to get busy. Her arms are trembling slightly.

“I’m sorry we couldn’t bring anything hot to drink out here, but it’s just not safe. We’ll get you a nice spiked hot cider when we hit the lodge, baby.”

Still peering through her lens she says, “No, really, I love it out here. I never knew that someplace like this existed. I can’t thank you enough. Truly, it’s astounding and I’m already sad that we have to go back tomorrow.”

I step behind her and spread my legs open in a wide stance while holding her around the waist. Sven is busy scoping out shit with his binoculars when I lean low to murmur against the right side of her hood, “We’ve got a lot to explore tonight, new sights and sounds. Are you looking forward to it?”

Her head turns and her mouth parts lightly as she breathes out, “Oh, yes.”

“Good, baby, that’s what I like to hear.”

“Ah, ha!” Sven calls out in excitement and points off to his left. “I’ve spotted a mother with two cubs. I think it’s best we stay here so as not to disturb them, but your lens should be able to capture them in detail, Elora. Here, take my binoculars and have a look.”

We walk over to him and she takes the long-lens binoculars from his gloved hands. After a moment she exclaims, “They are so adorable!” She hands the binoculars back and fumbles with her camera, saying, “I have to get some good ones of these little guys, Mikkel. Take a look.” Seeing the giant smile on her face, I feel my heart swell as I stare at her. She’s so damn vibrant, like an angel, and I can’t wait to have my wicked way with her tight, sweet ass the moment we hit that damn lodge.

 


“Mikkel!” She shrieks with laughter and smacks playfully at my bare chest as I haul her in closer for a kiss. We’ve only been in the floor to ceiling teakwood sauna for a few minutes, but we’re both already drenched.

I release her waist and tell her, “Lose the towel, sweetheart.”

She holds it tightly to her chest and says in a worried tone, “Mikkel, someone could walk in on us. No, I’m not taking it off.”

My voice drops a few levels to a low rumble, “Behave, Elora. I paid the front desk guy nine hundred kroner to keep anyone else away for the next hour. Now, unless you want to earn additional punishment, I suggest you curb that sassy mouth, woman, and drop the towel. Now.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispers, all wide-eyed and completely fuckable.

Easy, big boy, nice and slow. I want to shove into her like a stag in season but I pull in a deep, calming breath and prop my arms out wide on the upper deck behind my back.

With the steam swirling between us, she unclasps the fabric and allows the towel to drop to the slatted floor. The vision of her glistening body nearly stops my heart. She can’t be real …. And on top of all that she’s kind, good. Shit, I already want her to be the mother of my children. Jesus Christ, what the fuck is happening to me?

“Very nice. Now, I’m gonna keep my arms put and I want you to undo my towel and climb up onto my lap, baby.”

Her little pink tongue peeks out to wet her full lips and she glances sidelong at the door.

“Eyes, babe. Nobody’s coming in here, and if they do, I’ll kick them the fuck out. Now do as your told, little one.”

Her eyes glaze over with desire at my dominant tone of voice. She takes the two steps, reaches down and undoes my towel. She gives a little gasp of surprise as my dick jerks forward, so damn hard it feels like it’s made of reinforced steel. It’s been a long damn day, I’ve gotten a taste of her, and already I want that soft pussy of hers on a regular basis.

“That’s right, good girl, now hold onto my shoulders and climb up. I want to see your riding skills.”

A low moan works its way out of her throat as she does as she’s told. Once she’s hovering inches above me, I whisper, “Is that sweet pussy nice and wet like I think it is, baby?”

Her damp cheeks tinge pink as she answers me, “It is, Master, it always is for you.”

“Good girl. Now take me in your hand and guide me in—want you to feel me so deep that it’s like I’m up in your throat, Elora.”

She exhales a shaky breathy, clearly aroused. She sighs and says, “Mmm … Master.”

My palms press hard into the hot wood. Her tits are right in my face. The anticipation is thick as the steam as I rasp, “Move closer. Wanna suck on those tight nipples while you take me, sweetheart.”

She arches in close and I swipe my tongue up one hard, eager bud.

“Oh God, yes,” she moans while lowering herself down, spreading her slick legs wider so my cock can fill her to the hilt. Her tight heat is fucking magnificent. I can’t wait to watch her ride me. I love it when she lets her guard down, that veneer of politeness, and gives into her primal need.

“Ohh, oh! Master, it’s so hard, so good.”

“More, work yourself down lower on it. You can take me deeper. Make me proud, sub,” I grit out through clenched teeth.

She pants and grinds her hips down until her wet, round ass is smack against my thighs. Leaning in, she breathes in shallow pants against my lips, “Oh God, Mikkel, I feel all of you, so wide and throbbing, Master, so perfect.”

I press a kiss on her lips before snaking my tongue out to lick across the seam.

In a steely voice, I tell her, “Show Master your skills. Want you to ride me hard, Elora. Fuck me like you mean it, like you can’t live without it. I want you to give me everything and let go when you feel it bearing down on you. After you cum, keep riding me ’til you get me off too, baby.”

“Oh, Master.” Her eyes glitter with lust as she plants her palms on my damp shoulders. She begins a slow pump of her hips, working herself up and down my straining sex. I can feel how completely stretched she is around me. I’ve never been this hard in my life. I grind my teeth harder and try to think of ice hockey stats in order to outlast her. Her soft moans are loud and constant as she increases the tempo. She’s so fucking wet that I can feel it running down between my thighs. Aww, fucking hell!

“That’s right, baby, ride me good and hard, just like that, show me how you love to take Master’s cock.”

The dirty talk incites her, making her hips buck harder. Her rhythm becomes furious and I’m nearly in a trance, watching her full tits bounce right in front of my face. She takes me deep, gliding down to the root, and suddenly a strangled scream erupts from her mouth. I grab the back of her neck, pull her head forward, and crush her lips to mine to silence her as the hard contractions of her orgasm squeeze my cock like a manacle. It’s my total undoing. Nearly mindless with lust, I reach down to grab her hips as I hammer up into her, pulling her in harsh movements up and down my dick with ruthless possession. Her lips pull back from mine and her desperate cries bounce off the walls around the small enclosure. On the third savage stoke I lose it completely, grind my teeth together as I cum hard inside of her, the orgasm so shattering that I can’t think straight. Un-fucking-believable.

She touches her drenched forehead to mine, and with eyes shut, she whispers through the steam, “Oh, Master, the things you do to me, the things you make me feel …. I’ve never—”

I cut her off, “Shhh, min skjønne, I know.” I silence her with a long, slow kiss.

 


“Reservation for Torvik. Ah yes, here we are, sir. We have your table ready for you and your companion if you would like to follow me, please.”

She squeezes my hand and whispers, “You don’t have to speak English for my sake, Mikkel.”

“Shh, hush babe, besides, you’ll have plenty of time to learn Norwegian. I’ll teach you.”

“Takk.” I nod and thank the hostess before she walks off. I pull out her chair and I whisper quietly, “Oh yeah, I have all sorts of lessons planned for you, little one, just you wait.”

Her smile is beaming, but she glances around nervously to see if anyone has heard. “This is a very posh restaurant. Are you certain that I’m dressed all right in jeans?”

“Yeah, babe, look around. In sub-zero temps it’s hard to be formal. You look beautiful.” I take in the fluffy white sweater that hangs low off of each shoulder. It’s clear that she’s not wearing a bra, and instantly my thoughts turn to how fast we can consume dinner. Hmm, maybe take-out?

“Everything all right, Mikkel?”

“Oh yeah, babe, just distracted.” I give her a heated look and she suddenly seems shy, glancing down at the parchment menu.

“Huset. Interesting name for a restaurant, have you eaten here before?”

“Yeah, once with my father when we were up here ice fishing a few years back. What do you think?”

She takes in the dimly lit, modern restaurant, stopping to linger on the cherry wood floor to ceiling wine wall. “It’s incredibly romantic, and I’m amazed how you managed to secure a window table. The Northern Lights are so surreal this far North.” She gazes out at the green and purple swirls of color that streak the night sky in their unmatched splendor.

“Yeah, we call them Nordlys. The best part is, it’s only a hundred meter walk back to the lodge. See, your Norwegian lessons are ongoing, babe.” I flash a devious grin as she tries in vain to stifle a giggle.

“You, Mikkel Torvik, are an insatiable, hedonistic sex machine.”

“Been called worse.”

The server arrives and I speak to him in Norwegian, ordering a double Blanton’s neat for myself and a bottle of White Star for her.

“I hope you like champagne?”

“Yes, of course. What female on the planet doesn’t?”

“Good point.”

“Wait, I thought you only drank Aquavit?”

“Mostly, yeah, but I enjoy bourbon as well, especially with a fine meal. So … is there anything you are apprehensive to try?”

“I’m fairly open to anything that’s not too squishy, like maybe lutefisk. I’ve heard from my brother that it’s pretty, well, disgusting, actually.”

I laugh as her little nose wrinkles up in distaste. “Do you know what lutefisk is?”

“Um, no. Smelly Jell-O fish?”

I shake my head and grin at her. “It’s stockfish that has been soaked in a solution of cold water and lye. That’s what changes its consistency, and I suppose what makes it smell so strong. I admit, you need an iron stomach to eat it. I only touch it when I’m well on my way to torn up. Think I’ve tried it maybe twice in my life, once with Alreck up at his rorbu—he’s into traditional foods, being from the North. Not really my taste.”

“What’s a rorbu?”

“It’s a small cabin, usually used for hunting and fishing.”

“You must miss him.”

“Hell, yeah, but I’ll see him soon enough.”

The server returns with our drinks. After setting my drink down, he opens up the bottle of champagne and asks if I’d like some as well. I let him know that it’s all for her. He places it in a silver stand full of ice right beside the table, and starts to tell us the specials. I stop him after the first one—fresh reindeer steaks with the chef’s hollandaise sauce, sautéed vegetables, and roasted new potatoes. Hope she’s game.

He disappears and she leans in. “Did you just order for me?” A sly smile forms at the corners of her mouth.

“I did. There a problem with that, woman?”

“No, no problem.”

“Well?”

“Well, I think it’s sexy—you know, the way you take charge—that’s all.”

I lean in and clasp the fingers of her right hand in mine. They seem so small against the white tablecloth. I look up and take her in, the glow of her cheeks, the brightness in her eyes, so innocent and gorgeous.

Breathing deeply, I tell her in a low, serious voice, “Jeg elsker deg, Elora.”

She tilts her head, obviously wanting to know what I said. It’s important that I told her first in Norwegian. It’s more meaningful to me in my language.

I watch her carefully as I continue, “I said, ‘I love you, Elora.’ ” I close my fingers tighter around hers, wishing that we weren’t in public so I could lean across to kiss her. I needed to tell her because I didn’t want to proclaim my strong feelings while we were fucking. It nearly slipped out when we were going at it in the sauna. No, this is the right time.

“Mikkel,” her hand starts to tremble in mine, “Mikkel, oh God. I feel the same, I love you. I-I’m so happy that you told me. I’ve been feeling it since we had dinner at your house. It’s getting stronger and stronger each day. You’ve make me so happy, Mikkel. You’re what I’ve always dreamed about.” She gives a soft laugh and shakes her head in disbelief. “And now, here you are. I’m still waiting to wake up, actually.”

“I want you to be happy, baby. Always. So long as we’re together, I vow never to let anything bad happen to you. You believe me?”

“Of course I do.”

“Good. Now, you know the phrase, for when I use it in the future, right?”

“Say it again, please.”

I bring her soft fingers up to my lips, brush a kiss across them and rumble, “Jeg elsker deg.”

Her eyes soften as she reaches out to take my other hand in hers. “I love hearing you say it, Mikkel.”

“Get used to it, min skjønne. Thinking this calls for a toast.”

We lift our glasses, and just before they touch, I say, “To us, Elora. To us. Skål.”

She smiles softly, “Skål.”

“You like the champagne?”

“It’s delicious. Yours?”

“It’s liquor.”

She shakes her head, obviously amused with my answer. I ask, “I usually swing by my folks’ place in the city on Monday nights for dinner. I’d like for you to come with me if that works?”

“I’d very much like to meet your parents.”

I reach over and push a long strand of hair back across her shoulder, loving the perfect feel of her. “That’s good, baby.”

The oversized white plates are set down before us and she looks the dish over. Her eyes lift to mine and she asks, “Should I bother asking?”

“It’s reindeer. Quite common in the northern areas.” I nod. “Give it a try. If it’s not for you, we’ll get you something else. Not a problem.”

“It smells divine.”

“Taste it, before it goes cold.”

I cut into mine and take a bite. Fucking fantastic. I watch her chew. “Well?”

“It’s very flavorful, almost like a fine steak. It’s delicious.”

“Here, let me pour you another glass.” I fill her nearly empty flute as we continue to enjoy each other’s company. “So, tell me about your brother. What’s his name?”

She sets down her fork and touches the linen napkin to her lips. “Alexander. Well, I suppose you could say we’re exact opposites, really. He’s incredibly conservative, Cambridge-educated and all that. He’s three years older. We get on fairly well, although I suppose after the accident things have become tenser between us. You see, he seems to have committed himself to running every aspect of my life. Maybe he feels he has to replace our father in some way.”

My brows draw together and I say quietly, “Accident? You lost your parents?”

She looks out the window for a long moment before turning back to me. “Yes. It’s obviously not an easy subject to discuss, but about five years ago they were in South America, Belize, doing charity work for a London-based foundation. Anyhow, they had hired a car and were en route from one tiny town to another.” I watch her stop and breathe deeply, trying to keep it together. She drinks deeply from her flute before continuing, “So sorry. It had been raining steadily for days, we were told. The road they were on was high and narrow; it hugged the side of a mountain. With no warning, the mudslide washed their car down into the ravine below. They were, oh God, Mikkel, they were buried.”

I hold tightly to her hand as bites her bottom lip, trying hard to not lose it.

After a moment she says, “Sorry about that. I rarely speak of it. I suppose it’s just so raw. I think of them often though. Sometimes, when I paint, my work starts to reflect my loss. The very worst part is the abruptness of it all, not having any closure. You wish you had done more, spent more time together, expressed more affection. That’s what eats away at me.”

“Jesus Christ, that’s horrible. Fucking amazing you keep it together so well, babe. Proud of you.”

“Thank you, Mikkel. Please, let’s enjoy our evening. We can talk about all this another time, all right? For now I want to be in the moment with you.”

“Just so you know, Elora, I’m a good listener. I’m impressed that you shared this. I want you to talk to me, especially if you’re upset or sad. Understand?”

“Yes, I appreciate that. The time we’ve shared has made me feel so happy, so loved. Although, I have to admit, you are quite a distraction! I must learn to manage my time better or I’ll never have the pieces completed that I need for the gallery.”

“Mmm, sweetheart, I can think of a million ways to motivate you.” I give her a devious stare.

“Can you now?”

“You better believe it. And you can be damn certain it’s gonna be on right after dinner, Elora.”

“Is that a promise?” Her eyes glitter with desire.

My cock throbs. “Damn straight, min
skjønne. Now eat up, baby, you’re gonna need every ounce of your energy.”

 


After hauling ass though the pounding snow, we’re back in our spacious room. She’s both excited and nervous. She’s bound to be feeling good, having downed three glasses of White Star. I cross my arms in front of my chest and stand still, tracking her sensual movements as she cautiously backs away over toward the gas fireplace in the far corner. The light cast from the fire makes it seem as if her hair is in flames. Fucking stunning. I’m not waiting a moment longer.

“I hope you remember that you’re still in for it for mouthing off earlier in the sauna. Am I wrong?”

She blushes deeply and begins to break my intent stare but catches herself at the last second. “No, no Master, you’re not wrong.”

Good, she knows how I like to be addressed when we play. The sexual tension vibrating between us is so dense it seems close to tangible. “Lose everything but your panties.”

I watch her race to obey, which makes my already solid dick swell and throb. When she’s almost naked, I watch her closely. She’s trying to anticipate what’s to come, nervously running a hand through her hair.

Quietly I tell her, “Do you know what made it through baggage check in Oslo, little sub?”

I watch her blink in confusion and shake her head, “No, what’s that, Master?”

“Master’s all-leather flogger.”

Her eyes widen as her breath hitches. “It did?”

“Oh yeah. It did, min
skjønne. The guy who searched my bag gave me a ‘Fucking lucky bastard’ grin as well. Are you excited to feel the sting of Master’s flogger on your sweet little ass, Elora?”

Her chest rises and falls as she says, “I am, Master.”

Without realizing it, I watch her shift from foot to foot. The sex talk has gotten her going. Not just yet, Elora, not just yet ….

Methodically, I begin to take off all my clothing, beginning with my parka, followed by my boots, black Dale of Norway sweater, and jeans, only stopping when I’m in my boxer briefs. She stares down at my pulsing erection, straining hard against the cotton. I watch her swallow hard. Oh yeah, look your fill, because this is gonna be buried deep within you tonight, little sub.

“Please go to my bag and bring me the flogger and the bottle of lube, baby.”

She crosses the room and returns with my white, braided-handle flogger and the lube. She hands them to me and waits. I run a slow finger down the curve of her silky neck, trailing along her bare chest and stopping at the sheer band of her black panties. Tracing a lone finger back and forth across the top of the seam, I murmur, “I like these. A lot. I look forward to buying you wicked lingerie, min skjønne. Would you like that?”

Her mouth is open slightly, and she is breathing in rapid little pants as she says, “I would, Master. I love wearing sexy things, only for you.”

“That’s good, little one. Now, I want you to crawl up on that bed, lower down onto all fours and embrace the punishment as I give it to you. Make me proud.”

“Yes, Master.” She whirls and moves quickly toward the high bed. I take in the thin strip of sheer fabric that disappears between her rounded ass cheeks. It’s a good thing that she’s nice and relaxed from the alcohol because it will be a challenge to take her ass tonight with anything approaching gentleness. No, I want to ram my cock so far into her that she cums from the first brutal stroke. As much as the dark thought ramps me up to near explosive levels, I know that I have to break her in nice and easy. Ass play is my absolute favorite, and the last thing I want is for her to be frightened or even worse, in pain.

I step in close, liking the fact that the bed puts her at just the right angle for thrusting. Shit, yeah. I want it so fucking badly that I’m salivating for her.

With slow strokes I run my left palm in soothing sweeps across her back. “Spread your legs out wider, please.” She works them out against the fluffy comforter as I praise her, “Good, that’s a good girl. Now I’m going to lay into that ass for twenty strokes with my flogger. You’re going to hold still and take the swats gracefully. Remember to use your safe word if you need to, baby. All right, here we go.”

I take a step away, pull the flogger high up over my right shoulder. As I bring it down, it cuts through the air with a distinctly crisp sound, just before the long strips connect with force against her perfect ass.

She cries out in surprise as her skin blooms in red lines from the hard strike. It’s a gorgeous contrast with the black color of her thong. I maintain a steady rhythm of down and up movements that cover her ass and both thighs with beautiful precision. She’s turned back to watch me, letting out sharp cries of pain when the flogger connects, but she’s taking it obediently.

After the final lash connects hard with her now apple-red ass I drop the flogger to the floor and step closer, pulling her thong down and off of her trembling legs. I toss it onto the floor and watch the beads of sweat that have broken out on her back. Covering her with my heat, I speak softly against her ear. “All done, Elora. You were so brave, baby. Master is so impressed with how you behaved. Would you like your reward? Would you like me to make you cum so hard that you can’t do anything but take it?”

I reach around to fondle one of her hanging breasts.

A low groan emerges from her throat, followed by, “Oh god, Master, yes, yes, please make me come, please!”

“Good girl. Keep behaving and you’ll get exactly what you need.”

I push away and drop down to my knees. Using my palms I spread her cheeks out and get busy working her on my tongue. I give a measured lick from the top of her creaming seam back over her pink little hole. I need her right on the verge before I enter her. The pleasure from her orgasm must outweigh the pain of my entry.

She’s wiggling around, desperate for my mouth on her. I slide my tongue deep inside her pussy and she gasps above me. I work it in and out in slow, even thrusts before pulling away to give attention to her little asshole. I rim the edge very slowly before going lower to lap away at her clit, and she starts up a steady stream of desperate whimpers.

“Shhh, baby, Master’s gonna give it all to you. Just a little longer, Elora. You’re behaving so well for me. I’m so pleased with my sub.”

The wait is crushing me. I’ve got to have her. I stand and work my boxer briefs down and off my legs. Reaching for the lube, I liberally coat my rigid cock, working it with long, twisting pulls. When it’s fully slicked up, I add some additional wetness to my index and middle fingers before tossing the bottle over to a leather chair and stepping in between her legs.

“Okay, Elora, I’m going to play with you for a little bit with my fingers. Then, when I feel you’re ready for me, I’m gonna take your fine ass. All right, my love?”

“Oh yes, Master. I want you to take me. I’m so ready … I-I need you badly.”

“I know sweetheart, I know.”

My left hand snakes around and I brush across her sensitive clit. She jumps at the sensation, and I growl out a warning, “Stay still, girl. Remember to behave.”

Her little fists open and close before her, clearly wrestling for internal control.

I slowly work both my slicked up fingers into her back passage. I keep praising her, “Good girl, breathe deep and push out. Let me pump in and out of your ass. It feels so good, doesn’t it, baby?”

I roll her clit a few more times with my free hand as she lets out a strangled moan followed by, “Oh God, so good, Master!”

My blood is on fire for her. I can’t wait.

I work her with my fingers a few more times before pulling out, only to immediately replace them with the engorged head of my cock. “I’m going to grip your hips and start to push in, Elora. It’s gonna sting, but I want you to breathe through it and push out. I’ll go slow. Once I’m in, it’ll feel amazing, baby, I promise. I want you to go ahead and reach between your legs and rub that little clit, baby. Work it hard until you explode around me. You have my permission to come.”

A soft cry erupts, “All right, Master.”

Gripping her hips tightly, I push forward, working the head back and forth, trying to get her to let me in. After several attempts I breach her as the head pops into her magnificent ass. She cries out in shock and I rub her lower back in circles, “Shhh, I’m in, min skjønne. Make me proud, work that clit, come hard for me now, little one.”

My voice seems to spur her on. Her cries swiftly turn into guttural groans as I begin to thrust into her perfect, reddened ass. My eyes slide shut for a second. The unaccustomed tightness almost unnerves me. Suddenly, I feel her tense up beneath me. She’s about to let go ….

Just as I start to feel the first pulses of her orgasm begin to roll through her, I lock down onto her hips and push, gliding my dick in with barely controlled restraint. The heat and tightness are shocking. The feel of her cunt contracting, making everything tighter, causes me to lose it. I pull back, and after two deep, animalistic strokes, I shatter inside her. My roar of release fills the room, blending perfectly with her passionate cries. My legs begin to shake from the force of the fierce orgasm.

When my eyes can finally focus, I see her lying limp and sweaty on the bed beneath me.

My voice comes out in a barely audible rasp, “Hold tight for a second, baby, I’ll take care of you.”

I pull out as gently as possible and grab a damp towel from the bathroom. I lay her down on her side and clean gently between her legs. Lying down next to her, I prop myself up on an elbow and kiss her damp shoulder. “You were perfect for me, Elora. You’re gonna be sore tomorrow, but I’m so very proud of the way you took me tonight. I know it wasn’t easy for you. Jeg elsker deg.” I love you.

She slowly wiggles around to face me, and I curl my arms around her in a possessive embrace. Her mesmerizing eyes are still glazed as she whispers to me, “Being with you, Mikkel, is like living life at light speed. I love the creativity that you bring to my world. I love you too, so very much.”

I grin at her and whisper back, “Say it again for me, baby. I’ll never get enough of hearing it come out of your beautiful mouth.”

“I love you, Mikkel.”

My heart swells in my chest, and suddenly I feel like the luckiest bastard on the damn planet.

 


 

  


Chapter Eleven
  


Convergence

“Elora, look at me.”

Lifting my chin high I meet his soft gaze, “I’m fine, really. Just nervous, I suppose.”

He sifts his fingers through my hair as we enter the lavish historic building. In a low tone he says, “Don’t be, sweetheart. They’re gonna love you.”

“I really wish I spoke the language. I’m kicking myself now for not taking Norwegian lessons back in London when Alexander first moved here over a year ago.”

“Don’t worry about it, baby. They speak perfect English. Just take a deep breath and relax, all right?”

I squeeze his comforting, warm palm. “I’m good.”

The doorman glances up from his desk and nods once at Mikkel. Once we are in the elevator, I watch him enter a key and simultaneously push the button for the top floor, number seven. I try my best to slow my breathing. I can’t remember the last time I met a lover’s parents. What if they’re disappointed I’m not Norwegian? Get a grip, Elora. You are who you are, lady, just be sincere. No backing out now ….

He squares his shoulders to face me, “I have a surprise for you.”

I blink and smile, “You do?”

“Yes, Lisetta and Bern are dropping by for dinner as well.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I thought they would be a nice addition tonight, don’t you think?”

“That’s wonderful. I’m glad they’ll be here.”

The ornate elevator slows to a stop and the doors open into an interior hallway. Immediately I realize that we’re inside their home. Pinpoint LED lighting spotlights a long row of paintings, some sweeping landscapes and others magnificent sketches under glass. Wait … is that a Degas?

I drink in the beauty of the fine art as Mikkel urges me along down the white marble hallway. A delicious scent wafts our way as we reach the end.

Mikkel calls out in his deep voice. “Hallo!” Hello!

Immediately his parents emerge from somewhere in the glamorous penthouse. The first thing I notice is that Mikkel really takes after his father in the looks department. With the exception of a liberal amount of gray on the sides of his hair, a sleeker build and no facial hair, they are undoubtedly father and son. Both parents are donning warm, genuine smiles that immediately put me at ease.

His father begins in a low, soft voice, “And this must be Elora, who we have heard so much about recently. Hello, I’m Nils and this is my wife, Silje. We’re happy to have you here in our home this evening.”

“Thank you. It’s a pleasure to meet you both.” I smile shyly at his beautiful blond mother, who looks like a fairy, with delicate features and pale, ice-blue eyes. “These are for you, Silje.” I hand her the bouquet of white tiger lilies.

“Thank you, Elora. My very favorite, how did you know?”

“It was merely a guess, actually. I’m glad you like them.”

“Yes, very much. Please come into the living room and make yourself comfortable. Son, would you please place her coat in the closet?”

“Sure.”

She motions to one of the two snow-white sofas flanking the roaring fire. “Please have a seat, Elora. I’m just going to put these in a vase.”

I follow Nils and take a seat opposite him at the end of one of the sumptuous sofas.

He crosses his right leg and I note the perfect crease in his charcoal colored dress trousers. With a crisp white dress shirt unbuttoned at his tan neck, this man is polished perfection. His calm and assertive demeanor immediately reminds me of Mikkel.

“So Elora, my son has shared with me that he rescued you from the side of the motorway not long ago.”

I smile. “You’re correct. He swept in just before it was dark and made certain I arrived home safely.”

He grins at me. “Quite chivalrous of him.”

“I heard that,” Mikkel calls out jokingly as he enters the room.

He shakes his head in mock annoyance and takes a seat next to me, draping his long arm across my shoulders, a move that his father doesn’t miss.

A lilting female voice asks, “Mikkel, Aquavit?”

“Ja, mamma.”

“You said ‘yes, mother?’ ”

“Yes. See, you’re learning already, baby.”

Nils asks, “And Elora, I’m having champagne. Would this work for you also?”

“Yes, lovely. Thank you.”

His father leans back against the numerous pillows. “So Mikkel, how is work for you?”

Mikkel shakes his head, “Bad topic. Dealing with a snowball effect of delayed parts from the U.S. We’re doing our best to meet deadlines and meanwhile the orders are backing up like you wouldn’t believe. Need to hire at least two more guys, but it’s not easy to find qualified mechanics who are willing to put in the long, strenuous hours. Enough of that; how is everything at the hospital for you? Or should I ask?”

“Not so unlike yourself, we’re backed up many months with scheduled surgeries. The direst cases, of course, nudge their way to the top of the list. I can’t complain. Aside from wishing I had more holiday time to spend with your mother on the beaches in Spain, I’m a happy man.”

I’m about to ask what type of surgery he specializes in when a buoyant, feminine voice calls out in English from the hallway, “Hello, hello! We’ve made it.”

Seconds later Lisetta and Bern emerge, leather clad and looking gorgeous as always.

Her cheeks are flushed a deep pink color as she says, “We rode over on Bern’s new ride. It was freezing! The news reported that snow is supposed to come in two days, but it feels like it will come tonight. Brrr!”

A black and white uniformed butler emerges from the kitchen, carrying a tray of cocktails. Silje is directly behind him with the flowers, now neatly arranged in a low, cut crystal vase.

“Hello darling. Oh my, did I just hear that you braved the weather on Bern’s motorcycle? Come, sit by the fire and warm yourself. Hello, Bern.”

His low, soft-spoken voice answers in Norwegian, “Hallo, Fru Torvik.”

“Ahhh, Bern, so polite. Please, come, give your coats to Erik and join us.”

He switches to deeply accented English, “This is for you, Fru Torvik,” he reaches into his black backpack and pulls out a bottle of red wine, “from Lisetta and me.”

“Thank you both, that was very kind. We’ll open it with dinner.”

“Mikkel, Elora.” Bern dips his head to both of us. I can see why Lisetta is attracted to him. With his chiseled facial features and hard physique, he is undeniably hot. I take in his cropped platinum hair, thinking that if it was long it would be beautiful, but it would undoubtedly soften his looks. This man is quiet, fully contained power.

Lisetta takes a seat next to Mikkel and Bern drops down beside her. She leans forward. “Hey, Elora, I’ve been meaning to ring you. I’d like you to come over for a spa day. We really need a girl’s night, and soon! I love going dancing this time of year, the hottest nightclubs are all so fantastic. Let me know when you’re available.”

“She’s not,” Mikkel states firmly.

I’m about to ask him what that means when Lisetta beats me to it, with a playful slap on his shoulder. “Relax, cousin, you know I can handle everything. Besides, there’s no harm in dancing!”

“Drop it, Lisetta.”

She pushes out a puff of breath from her glossy lips. “Always so cautious, Mikkel.”

“Please, everyone, take a glass. Bern, I had Erik pour you an Aquavit as well.”

“Takk, Silje.”

Mikkel hands both Lisetta and me the full, slim flutes just before Nils raises his glass to proclaim in a clear voice, “Skål, to family!”

“Skål!” We all toast back before settling in to enjoy the fine champagne and plentiful canapés served by Erik. While everyone is engaged in conversation, I look around and determine that the massive apartment is incredibly luxurious. Floor to ceiling silk curtains are pulled back, offering a sweeping view of the city. A high, coffered ceiling—painted in a tasteful blend of ivory and deep-mocha—lends warmth to the open space. Not that it matters, but I never imagined Mikkel’s family would be so affluent. My own parents were upper class, but not to this extent. It’s comforting to know that they come across as genuine and kindhearted, with an open respect for their son, despite his very different lifestyle.

Sitting beside her husband, Silje says, “My son tells me that you’re an artist, Elora?”

“Yes. A painter.”

“How lovely. What do you paint?”

“Mostly large scale abstracts.”

Mikkel adds, “Her paintings were just accepted by a gallery in the City Centre.”

“That’s wonderful, Elora. And how long do you plan to stay in Oslo?”

“Well, indefinitely, for now. My older brother, Alexander works here for Barclay’s Bank. He’s the reason I’m here. It was too hard being apart. He lives quite close by, actually. His flat is only two blocks away. He’s been away in Asia recently.”

“How nice, and will he return home for the upcoming holidays?”

“Oh yes. He messaged me just a few days ago saying that he may be home early, quite possibly this week.”

“And what about your parents? It must be difficult to have both their children living in a different country.”

I tighten up, dreading having to answer her, but then Mikkel cuts in, “They’re deceased.”

His poor mother blanches but quickly recovers. “Oh, oh, I am so very sorry. I had no idea.”

“No really, it’s fine,” I say. “You had no way of knowing.” I take a generous sip of my bubbly and wait for the awkward moment to pass. Mikkel surprises me by pulling me closer and placing a soft kiss on my right temple. Both his parents watch in smiling approval.

His father addresses Bern, “So, Mikkel is having you put in the added hours I hear?”

“Yeah, ever since Alreck headed to the states this past spring it’s been balls to the wall … er, sorry, unbelievably busy. But I’m not complaining. We’re happy to have the backlog of work.”

“That is good to hear. I really should stop by sometime.”

Beside me I sense Mikkel tensing up and wonder where this is leading.

Bern adds, “You really should drop in, come to think of it. We haven’t ever seen you at the garage. Guess you’re just really busy with shit, I mean, work at the hospital, right?”

I watch as Mikkel downs his drink in one swig.

Silje interjects, “Yes, Nils, you should find time to see some of Mikkel’s designs. I think that is a fine idea.”

Looking uncomfortable at the change of topic, Nils sets his drink down. “Yes, I suppose I will one day.” He stands and says, “I believe that Erik has dinner ready for us.”

What the hell? I’m beginning to think that Nils might be less than pleased by Mikkel’s chosen profession. Did he have plans for Mikkel to become a physician as well? Has he never seen his work? Does he just politely ignore the fact that his son is a talented motorcycle designer and biker to the core? How bizarre.

 


“Thank you again for joining us, Elora. It was such a pleasure meeting you.”

I lean in as Silje reaches out for a friendly embrace. “Thank you both for having me to your home. Everything was delicious. I believe that I’ll have to run an additional mile tomorrow after your rich trifle, Silje!”

Nils gently shakes my hand. “You are welcome in our home anytime, Elora.”

“Thank you.”

I give one last over the shoulder wave as we step onto the elevator. Mikkel takes my hand. Bern and Lisetta left nearly a half hour ago because both of them have to work early in the morning.

“Well?” His mysterious eyes watch me as he tugs me into him, wide hands spanning my waist.

“I had a wonderful time. I’m really glad that you introduced us.”

“Good. You sure you can’t stay with me tonight?”

“Tempting, mmmm … so tempting, but I’ve been away since Saturday and my mobile died, remember?”

“Yeah, know that babe, and …?”

“Well, I left the charger at Alexander’s. He has most likely tried to contact me. I don’t want him to worry, which he inevitably does if he can’t reach me. Besides,” I smile and go up on tiptoes to whisper against his full lips, “It’ll give us a chance to miss each other, my sexy Viking.”

“Sexy Viking, eh?”

“Oh yeah,” I purr in a naughty girl voice, “without a doubt.”

When we reach the lobby he takes my hand and leads me out into the frigid night air.

“Let’s just grab your gear and walk the two blocks. It’ll take forever to find a parking spot.”

“That works.” I huddle in closer to him as we walk briskly down the sidewalk. “God, the temp really has plummeted, hasn’t it? Maybe it’s too bloody cold to snow!”

His lips twitch, making him even more handsome. “You haven’t seen anything yet, woman. They’re calling for a big snowstorm. It’s supposed to hit in the next forty-eight hours. Then you’ll see fucking cold.”

“Rest assured, I’ll be living in the fabulous new parka you bought me.”

We stop at the sleek black SUV and he cages me in against the side door. His head drops, lips inches from mine, and he rumbles, “Glad you like it. Would like to see you in only that and a white thong laid out in front of my fireplace. Mmmm … yeah.”

My heart begins to gallop inside my chest. “You know, Mikkel, you’re a very wicked man.” I playfully run my index finger down his tight, midnight blue shirt.

“Am I then?”

Nearly breathless with desire for him to take my mouth, I stumble over the words, “Y-yes, definitely.”

He cups the back of my neck firmly enough to make my lips part before he says in a strained, thick voice, “Come home with me then, and we’ll test that theory, min
skjønne. I’ll give you a personal introduction to the meaning of wicked.”

Scorching heat pulses deep within my sex. The need for him is so potent that I can barely think straight as his lips press firmly into mine and his skilled tongue demands entry. I cling to him as he works my mouth, giving me an unabashed taste of the pleasure he can offer if I relent and go with him. Over and over he glides his slick tongue against mine. The sensation is so heady and perfect that I suddenly realize I never want any lips but his on mine again. He’s the one, the only one ….

All too soon he gives a low groan and pulls back to stare at me.

“Mikkel,” I whisper up at him, wanting desperately to express how strong my feelings have grown.

He cuts me off, “Shhh … at the end of my rope here, baby. I’ve been hard as a fucking brick all night long. I’m about to throw you in the truck and take you back to my place regardless of what you want.” He presses his forehead against mine and takes a calming breath. “You sure you won’t come with me?”

I place a feather light kiss on his glossy, wet lips. “I want nothing more, but I haven’t gotten any painting done, I’m so behind and more importantly, I have to see if Alexander has been trying to reach me. Unfortunately, it’s back to reality for this girl tonight.”

“All right, babe. I’ll grab your gear.”

Reluctantly and with a very displeased look on his face, he pushes away from me and opens the rear door to grab my bag.

We cover the short distance to my brother’s building in comfortable silence. Anders is at the front desk on the phone, looking down at something. As we step onto the elevator I hear him call out, “Oh, Miss Thornthwaite … please wait!” But the doors have already slid shut before I can answer him.

With a furrowed brow, Mikkel looks down at me, “Want to go back down?”

“No, it’s all right. Let’s get this heavy bag inside. I’ll come back down with you on your way out.”

He embraces me with one long arm draped over my shoulder. As the doors open he tells me, “Alreck and Vail will be coming to town in a few days. Was thinking about booking a reservation at a nice restaurant for the six of us. Lisetta can’t wait, and Bern had just begun to get close to Alreck when he left the country.”

We’ve just reached the door to the flat and I begin to say, “I’d really ….”

The words die on my lips as the apartment door is thrown wide open and Alexander steps out, enraged. “Elora, where in the bloody hell have you been? I’ve been trying to reach you for over twenty-four hours now!”

Two things occur at once. Mikkel drops my overstuffed Prada bag to the floor and sweeps his forearm out and around my waist, drawing me back behind him, away from my brother’s wrath. Alexander’s eyes widen as he takes in Mikkel from head to toe and breathes out, clear disdain lancing through his crisp accent, “What the hell?” He tries to lean around to make eye contact with me, but Mikkel shifts, making it impossible.

In a near hiss Alexander tells him, “Release my sister.”

Silence.

I peer around Mikkel. “Alexander, calm down. We’re together. This is my boyfriend, Mikkel.”

My brother looks as if he is about to pop a vain in his temple as he rages, “The hell you say! You get inside this instant, Elora.”

Mikkel’s low, calm voice floats down to me, “Back up and tag the elevator button, Elora.”

I’m frozen in place. I’m only delaying the inevitable. As much as I want to go back to the tranquility of Mikkel’s home, I know I have to clear things up with my brother.

“Alexander, please go inside. I’ll be there in a moment. This is obviously a misunderstanding.”

Mikkel locks up, not liking it in the least that I’ve balked at his command.

I step out to the side of Mikkel, and Alexander’s blue eyes dart between us. He’s clearly furious as he shakes his head back and forth and grumbles, “You have five minutes,” before turning and slamming the door shut behind him.

I look up and begin, “Mikkel ….”

“Stop right there, Elora. You do not defy me, ever.” His eyes are hard and flinty.

I step back and breathe out, “What?”

“That guy is off the chain fuckin’ pissed and I don’t want you within ten feet of him. You’re coming with me until he calms the fuck down. Consider yourself warned, baby, major punishment earned.”

“Mikkel, I can’t come with you tonight. He’s my brother and he’s only upset because he loves me. Think about it … if you had a sister and she showed up with an intimidating looking person, well, wouldn’t you be alarmed as well?”

His lips tighten, but he knows I’m spot on.

I continue, “Let me set things right with him, and we’ll go forward with our plans two nights from now.”

He cups my cheeks like fine porcelain, “I heard what you said at dinner about finding your own place. Screw that. I want you to come live with me, Elora. I want you to paint and be happy with me, baby. I can’t get enough of you and I can only fucking hope you feel the same way.” He shakes his head once before adding, “Shit, I didn’t want to have this conversation in a damn hallway, but there you have it.”

“Mikkel, I love you, I really do. Let me get my head wrapped around dealing with my brother before we go there. I’m overwhelmed right now, and having my only family member furious with me only adds to the mountain of stress. Let’s talk about this further on Wednesday night, all right? Please, I need time to process all this.”

“You sure you can calm him the fuck down?”

I touch his cheek, “Without a doubt. Don’t worry about me, my sexy Viking. Now promise you’ll drive safely?”

“You know it.”

I rise up on tiptoes, place a kiss on his warm lips and whisper, “Tusen takk for a perfect weekend. I’ll always remember the beauty of Svalbard. I’m glad I saw it with you.”

His wary eyes soften. “All right, Elora, but you call me if he gets worked up again or if you’re scared. I don’t care if it’s four in the damn morning, I’ll come for you, understand?”

“I appreciate the offer, and of course I’ll let you know, but you needn’t worry, truly.”

“I’ll call you tomorrow from the shop.”

“All right, Mikkel.”

He leans in and purrs, “God natt og drøm søtt min skjønne.” Good night, sweet dreams, my beauty.”

Oh hell, how does he know the exact way to push my ignite button?

“Mmmm, you know I love that.”

“Yes, yes I do.”

Without another word I watch him turn, punch the button and step into the waiting elevator.

Time to face the music …. Shit!

I suck in a deep breath, hoping beyond hope that Alexander has calmed down. I never wanted them to meet like this. What a total disaster!

The second I set foot inside I see that he’s not calmed down in the least. He’s in a wide stance in the center of the living area with his dress shirt sleeves rolled up and arms crossed defiantly across his chest.

Before I can get a word out, he seethes, “Are you completely mad?”

I drop my bag on the stone floor and walk over to him, my anger at his irrational behavior swiftly mounting. “What makes you say that? How about, ‘Nice to see you Elora?’ or ‘How are you getting on in Oslo, Elora?’ ”

“What bloody hole did you find that savage in? Or should I say, where did he find you?” He shakes his head back and forth, clearly disgusted, and continues, “You know, I gave you the benefit of the doubt, but even as a grown woman I can see that you are clearly incapable of making rational choices in men. And for God’s sake Elora, this one is the pinnacle of barbaric! What in the hell do you see in that, that … character. That, biker person?”

Blinding rage surges through me like a lightning strike. I do my best to get a handle on it before replying in a chilled tone, “You have no idea what you’re talking about. You only see things at surface level, Alexander, you always have.” I throw my arm out. “Lifestyle, money, cars, perception, that’s all that matters to you, isn’t it?”

“Stop right there, Elora. That’s uncalled for and you know it. The fact that you’re trying painfully to deny is that, that person is simply not suitable. I absolutely forbid you to see him ever again. Do you understand?”

His cruel words explode in my ears as I lean in to hiss, “Not suitable?”

“You heard me.”

“You’re the one who’s mad. You know nothing about him or his family. I guarantee you would eat your words if you did, Alexander.”

“I could care less, but I’ll tell you right now that if you ever see that heathen again I’ll toss you out. I simply won’t stand for it, Elora. Christ, mother and father—”

“No, Alexander! Don’t you dare bring them into this, don’t you dare! All they ever wanted was for us to be happy. I won’t let you poison that fact with your pompous attitude. In fact, you know what, I’ve had enough tonight, I’m going to bed because I can see that this awful conversation is going nowhere fast.”

I move swiftly, grabbing my bag and carrying it to my room. I avoid eye contact as I hurry past him.

“Fine, you want to shut me out, go ahead, but it doesn’t change a thing.”

I slam the bedroom door, drop the bag and wrap my arms around my stomach as the hot tears let loose, streaming endlessly down my face. Mama would understand. She would welcome my happiness. Why can’t she be here?

 


 

  


Chapter Twelve
  


Lisetta

“Does the robe fit all right, Elora? You know they say one size fits all, but I think it’s crazy how huge they are!” I watch as she finishes tying off the long white belt loop. Lifting her length of red hair out from under the collar, she looks up with a smile.

“No, it’s fine, Lisetta. I’m so glad you texted me this morning. This place is just what I needed. It really is amazing. How long have you worked here?”

“About four years,” I say. “I was the receptionist for three years before I was promoted to manager. I like working here—really terrific clients and the owners are easygoing. They carry a lot of the same products I normally use as well, so the discount helps out. Follow me.”

We step out of the intimate changing room into a larger space that we use as our client’s relaxation area. The theme is a Zen garden of tranquility and the sounds of the numerous gurgling fountains surround us in the low-lit space while we await our massages. It’s early, and we’re booked in as the first two clients of the day. When I came in this morning, we realized there had been a schedule mix-up, that it was my day off. Rather than go home, I rang Elora to see if she wanted to swing by. I’m glad she took me up on the offer. It’s nice to have the ethereal space to ourselves.

“Choose whichever lounge chair you’d like, Elora.”

She goes with one that’s at the far end of the zero edge mini pool that runs the length of the shadowed room. I stretch out in an identical one right beside her. She looks over and grins at me. “You know, I’m really beginning to see the major perks of making new friends in Oslo,” she says. “You are really to kind to invite me, Lisetta, seriously.”

“Come on, Elora, you know how much I like you already. Besides, it really makes me happy to see Mikkel so relaxed and content. I’m not kidding when I tell you that I can’t recall him ever acting like this with a woman. I see how he treats you, how he watches you. You’re a treasure to him. It’s really fucking nice. I love my cousin, just saying.”

Before she can respond, an attendant comes in and pours warm water into the white porcelain bowls resting on the floor in front of our chairs.

Once she’s left, Elora watches me for a moment then says in a quiet voice, “Thanks Lisetta. All I want is to make Mikkel happy. I adore him more than I can express. Every day he surprises me so much with how big his heart is. I admit, at first I was completely overwhelmed with him, how larger than life his personality is, but I’m coming to understand him better and I know how fortunate we both are to have met by chance.”

I wrap a length of hair around my index finger and contemplate what she’s just told me. I’m glad her feelings for him are as intense as his for her, but I already knew that. She’s honest, different from the others he’s gifted with his time.

“Yes, Elora, I understand.”

Dipping my feet slowly into the scented water, I let my eyes slide shut. It’s nice to share this experience with a new friend. I’m offered five freebies a year, and those can be shared with friends or family members. The more time I spend with Elora, the more I like her. The witty Brit is not someone I would have ever imagined for Mikkel, but now that I see them together, it all makes sense. She radiates light and he loves that about her. I can tell he’s already in deep. He has the same look in his eyes that I had when Bern and I first got together. I try to relax, to shove away what’s been gnawing at my thoughts for a month now, but inevitably it surfaces. Maybe she would be a helpful confidant?

I pull my toes up from the warm water and wiggle over in my seat, shifting my hips and shoulder to the right to get a better look at her. I decide to go for it. “Elora,” I begin slowly, hesitantly.

“Yes?”

“I can trust you, right?”

Her auburn brows draw together as she leans in closer. Only three feet of space separates us. “Lisetta, anything you tell me that’s private is between us only, I promise you.”

I’m relieved to finally share my secret with someone. “You remember the guy Mikkel fought with? He told me you showed up when a fight was going down.”

“Yes, Dag.”

“That’s him, yes.” I puff out a long stream of air and continue, “Well, I don’t know how much Mikkel has told you about him,” I hold up a palm and continue, “and I don’t care, but what nobody knows is that he’s been following me, no, stalking me is a better term, for over a month. Elora, it’s more than he’s ever done in the past. It’s getting worse, and I have this horrible feeling that something bad is going to happen to me and maybe even to Bern. Shit ….” I look away so she can’t see the way my bottom lip trembles.

Her soft voice calls out to me, “Lisetta, please, don’t turn away. Please, look at me.”

I turn back and see that her eyes are wide with concern. “Talk to me, tell me what’s been happening. Whatever it is, we can find a solution.”

I shake my head. “Believe me, Elora, I’ve wracked my brain, trying to think of how to get him to leave me be. But he’s doing nothing against the law, so my hands are tied. Just yesterday, he sent a dozen red roses here to the spa. The card said, ‘The wait is almost over. –D.’ I broke down in the restroom, where nobody could see. That afternoon I stepped out for a coffee, and he drove past me three times on his motorcycle. I have to change mobiles on a regular basis, making up lies to Bern and Mikkel that I drop them in the sink or shit like that. Oh fuck, Elora. It’s really wearing me down. Now here I am, ruining our nice morning by whining about it.” I clutch the cuffs of my thick robe and struggle not to cry.

“Lisetta, why won’t you discuss this with Bern? He’s your lover, Lisetta, he can help you. Or, even Mikkel. He wouldn’t stand for it; you’re family.”

“N-no, I can’t. Bern is a third degree black belt. He’s lethal. I’ve never seen him angry and I know that if he ever lost it, there would be major collateral damage. Elora, he’d go to prison just like Alreck did. He’s a man of honor, and he’d never tolerate someone disrespecting his lady. No, I couldn’t bear it. Mikkel would do the same, and if he got sent away, he’d lose his business, everything he’s worked so hard to achieve in life. Bern would be out of work, too. No Elora, they can’t know. Please, please don’t say anything. They can’t know … ever.”

“All right, Lisetta. I promise to keep quiet, but we’ve got to come up with a solution. This can’t go on. He’s sick; he could possibly be dangerous. Give me some time and I’ll come up with something, okay?”

I nod and dry my tears with the cotton of the robe. “Yeah, okay.”

The far interior door swings open and one of the two massage therapists greets us with, “Ladies, we’re ready for you now. Right this way.”

If only I had some way of knowing what was about to happen. And I don’t mean the massages.

 


 

  


Chapter Thirteen
  


Expect the Unexpected

I glance down at my watch, knowing that I should wrap it up and get dressed. After the blow-up last night, Alexander must have come to his senses, because I found a note this morning before I met Lisetta stating that he wanted to work things out between us over a nice dinner tonight. When he’s in town he normally arrives home by six, and it’s already a quarter to. I step back and observe the piece I have been so focused on since I returned from the spa this morning. Midnight blues meld with black and dark red brush strokes. The square painting is dark, but with the rich red strategically placed, it surges with life. I’m very pleased and wonder if getting angry more often might actually serve as inspiration.

I rinse my brushes and begin to pack away my work-station, careful not to bump the wet canvas, when my thoughts drift to Mikkel. I spoke with him this morning, telling him that I was still working it out with my brother. I felt like I was keeping a secret, not telling him about Lisetta’s situation, but I made her a promise and I wasn’t about to violate my friend’s trust. He confessed that he didn’t sleep well because he wasn’t holding me in his arms. That made me melt. He said that he wanted to cook for me tonight, but I explained that I needed to go to dinner with Alexander, to explain how serious my relationship really is. He told me that he’d pick me up the following evening directly after work and that I should ‘have whatever shit I needed to spend the night.’ Before we disconnected he told me quietly that he missed me. I told him the same before reluctantly hanging up. My heart actually feels heavy being away from him. I can’t wait to show him how much I’ve wanted him … hmmm … and I’m thinking that a spicy little red Strumpet and Pink balconette bra and lace panty set might bring my big Viking to his knees. Hell yes …. I grin at the wicked thought as I step into the shower and let the warm water wash the paint splatter off of me.

* * *

The cozy Italian ristorante is bustling as we step inside, grateful to be out of the freezing night air. I stand beside Alexander as he addresses the host, “Reservation under the name Thornthwaite.”

The slim, elegant maître d’ glances up from his computer screen. “Very good, sir, the other member of your party has already arrived. Right this way please.”

He must be mistaken. Other member?

I tug discreetly on my brother’s wrist, hoping for an answer before we arrive at the table. He ignores me as alarm bells begin to go off. We stop at a table with an impeccably dressed man who immediately stands to address my brother in Norwegian. After they shake hands, my brother holds out his palm as if to ‘present’ me to this person as he says proudly in English, “And this is my sister Elora. Elora, this is Lars. We work together in mergers and acquisitions.”

Suddenly, I feel as if I’m on a skateboard that someone has forcefully shoved down a steep hill. Oh my god! How could he? How could he possibly do this to me? No wonder he asked that I wear a specific dress, saying that it was his favorite. He’s setting me up!

A beautiful, rich voice addresses me in my stunned state, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Elora.”

I stare at the outstretched, manicured hand and for a second I’m uncertain whether to shake it or run out. Slowly, I press my palm to his and look up to murmur, “Likewise.”

He’s undeniable handsome with short, golden blond hair that has a slight wave to it. His skin is tanned, as if he’s just gotten off a jet from Ibiza or some other exotic destination. I’m in a daze as he steps in to assist me with my chair. Once seated, I glance up into deep blue eyes and quietly thank him. He nods once and gives me a warm smile.

I stare at my brother, who opens his leather-bound menu with a pleased look plastered on his face. How could he possibly be so callous and insensitive? He’s so done for once we reach the flat!

I watch Lars lay his black cloth napkin across his lap before inquiring, “Alexander tells me you’re quite the artist. Are you showing anywhere here in Oslo, Elora?”

I try not to seem distracted. It’s not his fault that we’re in this ghastly situation. “Yes, I’ve recently started showing in a gallery in town called Elektrisk.”

Alexander sets his menu aside, clearly interested. “Well, in that case we should celebrate, Elora. I had no idea. That’s fantastic news.”

I glare at him. “It seems there is a lot you’ve yet to learn about me.”

He looks taken aback at my defiance. Thankfully the waiter arrives to break up the tension as Lars takes the lead and orders a bottle of French Cabernet Sauvignon for the table.

“Actually, Elora, I’m quite familiar with that gallery. It’s on my morning run route.”

I perk up. “Oh, you enjoy running, Lars?”

He laughs. “Why yes. Is it hard to believe that bankers wear anything other than suits?”

I smile. “No, no, I’m sorry. It’s been quite an eventful twenty-four hours. Forgive me if I seem distracted, Lars.” I can’t be rude to a man that has no idea what is going on between my brother and myself.

“Certainly.”

Thankfully, throughout the majority of our meal together the topic of conversation keeps floating back to their work, which is fine with me. I purposefully left my mobile back in my bedroom, wanting to give Alexander my full attention this evening. I regret that now. I wish that I could call Mikkel and let him know what’s going on. Merely sitting here, I feel like I’m betraying him somehow, even though the planning of this evening was entirely out of my hands. Deep in thought, I hardly notice Alexander standing. At first I think that he’s heading to the men’s room, until he smiles down at me. “I have some work to catch up on before a big meeting tomorrow,” he says. “I’ve already arranged for Lars to transport you home safely tonight, Elora. Perhaps you two might enjoy cocktails somewhere. I’ll tell Anders to look out for you later this evening. Goodnight.”

I gape at him, stunned, before I get it together and stand quickly, ready to race after him. A smooth, warm hand gently reaches out to cover mine. His accent is so fluid and silky when he says, “Wait, Elora, please. Just a moment, if you don’t mind.”

My head is spinning. I’ve never, ever been so furious with my brother, yet it’s not this man’s fault. Stiffly I sit back down and stare at the virtual stranger across from me.

“Elora, I know this is awkward, and I’m not pleased that Alexander clearly didn’t tell you I would be dining with you tonight. I want you to know, whatever it is, I can be nothing more than a friend. How is that?”

“I’m sorry, Lars, but, I have a serious boyfriend, and it is not right that I’m here in this romantic restaurant, dining with you. You’re a very attractive, incredibly interesting man and I’m sorry if you were misled, but I would very much like to go home now. I’ll have the man at the desk hail a taxi for me.”

He looks disappointed, but being a perfect gentleman, he motions for the check, settles up quickly and escorts me to the front. I shiver, wrapping my arms around myself. Lars stands beside me and manages to hail a taxi. As it begins to slow, he pulls me in for a friendly hug, whispering, “Whoever he is, it’s a pity that I didn’t get a chance to meet you first, Elora. He’s one lucky guy.” I barely hear him because a motorcycle whips around the stopped taxi and both riders turn their helmets to stare at me, the whites of their eyes wide open in shock. Lisetta and Bern. Oh, fuck!

I want to scream out, ‘It’s not what it looks like!’ But it’s too late, the damage has been done. Oh God, what does she think of me? She trusted me and now this, damn, damn!

In a fog I step out of Lars’ warm embrace, tell him goodnight, and get into the taxi. Tears prick my eyes, and I hope I can get to my phone before they can tell Mikkel what they think they saw.

I dash out of the taxi, toss a wave to Anders and nearly bounce in my heels in anticipation of getting to my mobile.

Please let him not think that I’ve cheated, dear God, how reprehensible!

Alexander’s waiting eagerly as I unlock the door, offering a cheery, “Well that was quick, I didn’t—”

I cut him off, “Not now, please, Alexander.” The pained look on my face stops him in his tracks as I race to the bedroom. The second I shut the door the phone starts ringing. I check the screen and see that it’s him. Deep inhale ….

I hit answer and immediately he growls out in a livid, chilling voice voice, “Got something to tell me, Elora?”

“Yes, actually, I do. If the offer to move in with you is still open, I’d like to take you up on it. I can have all my things ready by the time you get off work tomorrow.”

That clearly isn’t what he expected me to say, because there is silence on the other end.

Cautiously I ask, “Mikkel? Are you there?”

“Yeah. I’m here. Who was the guy who had his hands on you?” His voice sounds strangled as he chokes the distasteful words out.

Quietly, I tell him, “Alexander set me up and then left me with his work colleague. Mikkel, believe me, I had no idea, really. He pulled me in for a hug as he hailed a taxi. It was unavoidable and happened to be perfectly timed for Lisetta and Bern to act as witnesses. It was not at all what it seemed. Nothing has changed. I want to be with you, only you, Mikkel.”

I hear him breathe out a sigh before saying, “Jesus Christ, nearly gave me a goddamn heart attack. Fuck! Yeah, all right then. I’ll be by to get you and your stuff tomorrow. I’ll text you when I’m coming. And you let your brother know that your dating history is just that … history. He sets you up again—or even fucking thinks about it—then we’re gonna have an even bigger problem to address with each other.”

“I understand, Mikkel, but know that I’m angrier than you are about this.”

“That’s highly doubtful, babe.”

“It’s true. But anyhow, let’s forget it. I’m looking forward to seeing you tomorrow,” I whisper low. “I’ve missed you a lot and I have a surprise for you. It’s red, and that’s all you’re getting out of me, my sexy Viking.”

“You do realize that you just sent me into the night in complete agony, right? I just went hard as granite, woman. And for the record, remember that you’re still owed a punishment for not listening to me. I’m thinking I’ll have to introduce you to a new toy or two.”

My nipples tighten and my pussy clenches, longing for his filling heat. “I’m certain it’ll be worth the wait.”

“Oh, you’d better believe it. Now rest up. You’re gonna need it, sweetheart.”

I smile and whisper into the phone. “Goodnight, Mikkel. I love you.”

“Jeg elsker deg, min skjønne. Take care.”

 


 

  


Chapter Fourteen
  


Retribution

“You’re using the wrong ratchet, jackass.”

I’d know that strong, distinctive voice anywhere. Alreck’s back. A laugh threatens to escape my twitching lips. I try to sound serious, still working on the ride, as I reply, “Yeah, well some of us don’t have the luxury of trekking across the globe on permanent fucking holiday, you lucky bastard.”

I stand up from my low crouch and cross over to him. It’s all good and natural as we embrace. I’m still holding him tight, and I’m not ashamed of the emotion in my voice. “Shit, never thought I’d miss your sorry ass so damn much. Lookin’ good though.”

I pull back and grin at him. We’re eye to eye, and I swear I see moisture in his clear blue eyes as he murmurs, “Fucking missed you too, man.”

I clap my hand on his leather-clad back and clear my throat. “So, where is that stone cold fox of yours?”

“Bit of jetlag. Vail’s back at the hotel taking a nap before we head out tonight.”

“Any flight delays with the snow?”

“We caught the last flight out when we changed planes at Gatwick. Looks like we made it just in time.” He nods his head to the near whiteout that’s started up.

“Yeah, it started pummeling down about thirty minutes ago. You should’ve called. I would have dropped everything to come and get you.”

“I know you would,” he says, his smile stretching from ear to ear, “but I heard how work’s been piling up. Besides, I know how you fucking hate surprises, so I thought I’d give you one.” He plants his hands on his hips and smiles.

“Damn straight,” I say. “Fuck, Bern tell you about the backlog?”

“Yeah.”

“Happy to be back?”

He’s just about to answer when a loud, frantic male voice cuts through the large space. “Mikkel, Mikkel! There you are. By God, I must speak with you!”

I lean around Alreck and stare in disbelief at the fucker who is sprinting for me from the wide open door of his Jaguar. Elora’s brother, Alexander. “Jesus Christ, you gotta be kidding me.” I growl as anger wells up within me. Of all the possible bad fucking timing. I’m shutting this shit down. Immediately.

In a menacing tone I say, “Take one more step, my man, and I’ll wipe up the entryway with your smug face. That’s no lie.”

Alreck goes rigid but remains silent and watchful.

The passenger door flies open and Elora is running toward me as well, face white as a sheet. What the fuck?

Something’s not right.

The brother starts in a rush of frantic words, “Elora’s friend has been taken. She said that bikers took her. I only brought her here instead of going to the police because they attempted to snatch Elora off the street along with her friend, and I want you to tell me what the bloody hell is going on? Why is my sister now involved with people who want to kidnap her?”

A white hot shot of pain lances straight through my chest. The agony is so forceful I nearly sway into Alreck. I feel my stomach lurch and twist into a painful knot. My worst nightmare has just sprung to life. My blood begins to pump so hard inside my head, it feels like a monsoon is pounding on it. Just before the fear begins to creep in and take over, an inner voice speaks low and calm, Lock it down. You’ll never save her if you lose your shit, you know that.

Elora runs over and is trembling so hard her teeth are fucking chattering as she stammers out, “W-we were jogging together, not a block from Alexander’s office. A black van pulled up to the curb, and the door slid open. Oh God, Mikkel, two men were on us before we could blink. They threw Lisetta in first. Her screaming attracted a couple who began yelling and hitting the man who had me. Somehow his hold loosened and I shoved my thumb in his eye. He released me and the van took off. You have to hurry, Mikkel! I’m terrified for her! It was them, the Hellraisers. I saw the badge on the back of the man’s jacket as he jumped into the van. We have to do something!”

“You tell the cops anything yet?”

“No, Mikkel, we came straight here.”

“Stop right there, Elora. I want details about this crazed situation and I want them right now,” Alexander says.

I ignore him. I know there’s little time. When a man goes to the extremes of abducting a woman, he’s not planning to fucking play a game of tennis with her. I glance at Bern, who has been listening from a distance. He’s shaking with rage as I call out, “Keep your shit tight, brother. Grab your gear. We’re heading out.”

I race to the office to grab my keys and leather jacket. As we’re making a beeline to the SUV, Alexander gets in my face. “I’m coming along.”

I growl low, having not an ounce of patience … or time. “You fucking are not.”

“I’m an excellent shot. I’ve hunted since I was a child. Besides, I owe it to my sister. I’m not losing her.”

“Get in the truck.”

I glance over at Elora, who is so wired with fear that she looks like she’s about to black out.

My eyes fly to Alreck’s. “What’s your hotel and room number?”

“Oslo Mark Hotel, 309.”

I grab her shoulders and give her a shake. “Elora, baby, listen to me. Use the phone in the office to call for a taxi. Here’s some money. I want you to go to Vail’s hotel room, lock down tight and wait there for me. Can’t have you going back to your place … too risky. Don’t worry about Lisetta. We’ll get her back, I promise. Now do as I say.”

I want to hold her but there’s no time and we both know it. “Please be careful,” she whispers before racing to the office.

I sprint hard for my truck. I keep seeing the sand trickling down a fucking hourglass with Lisetta’s name etched into it. I’m laser-focused, refusing to acknowledge my fears for her safety. When I get her back, I will leave behind nothing but fucking ashes. That’s a promise. Nobody fucks with my family and gets away with it.

We load up inside of two minutes, and as we tear out of the lot in the Durango, Alexander says, “Perhaps we should make a quick stop at the bank. I can get funds, you know, in case they want to negotiate for her release.”

“No,” I reply, hard as ice, “they don’t want money. Besides, there’s no fucking time. Now belt up.”

He sounds confused, asking, “What do they want then?”

“Retribution.”

 


 

  


Chapter Fifteen
  


Lisetta’s Monster

“Tell me you’ve always wanted me. Admit it, Lisetta.”

“Go screw yourself!” My rage is palpable, shockingly outweighing the fear I should rightfully be feeling. Why do the worst monsters come neatly disguised in pretty packages?

He lowers his tall frame down to sit on the end of the low bed. My legs are free and I twist to get as far away from him as possible. The cold, abrasive concrete of the wall allows me to go no farther, but it’s still better than his vile touch. Just the nearness of him makes me sick. His hand reaches out to run across my left calf—thankfully covered by my Lycra running pants. I gasp as he suddenly clamps down in a painful hold. Still smiling, he leans in, watching me with those cruel blue eyes of his that are so very cold and sinister. His rhythmic voice is just above a whisper, “Oh you will tell me, Lisetta, and you’ll make me believe you or you’ll regret it.” He digs deeper with his strong fingers, and despite my best efforts, I can’t help but cry out in pain.

“Isn’t that right, my little sweet girl?”

With tears threatening to spill over, I grate out, “Fuck. You. Dag!”

He releases my leg and busts out into a full laugh.

Oh my God, he’s crazy.

He slaps a hand down on his jean-clad thigh and stands up, manic amusement distorting his handsome features. “I’ll tell you what. You do as I say and I won’t send the boys over to the Oslo Mark Hotel for a little pick-up.”

“What?” My already overloaded brain tries to process what in the hell he’s talking about.

“Your friend Vail is in room 309 right now. I can have her here within the hour. Then it will really be a party, don’t you think? Hmm, come to think of it, maybe when I’m through with you I’ll have her next.”

His cruel taunts enrage me further, and I start to struggle wildly against my restraints. Both my wrists are tethered above my head to the narrow slats of a wooden headboard. The hard plastic of the zip ties has already cut into my skin, and blood is seeping out of the cuts, running down my arms, staining the baby blue sleeves of my shirt.

“Now I’m going to cut those ties, and you’re going to be my good, sweet little girl. I’m right, am I not, Lisetta?”

I narrow my eyes, wanting nothing more than to leap on him and squeeze his throat until he chokes, but I simply grind out, “Fine.”

“Excellent. I knew that I could bring that fire of yours to heel for me. See, Lisetta, it just took the right man. I’ve always known what’s best for you. Unlike that stupid boy you chose over me.”

You make me want to puke is on the tip of my tongue as he pulls out a traditional Helle knife, hovering over me to work on the restraints. I look up at him and shudder. He’s undeniably handsome and positively Nordic in the chiseled splendor that masks his true inner monster. Perhaps that’s why he’s so terrifying. If he looked like an ogre, I could better understand his maniacal behavior. But as he is now, he’s the ultimate contradiction of what we are led to believe a predator should look like. It’s as if the hooded figure of death himself tossed back his covering to reveal an angelic countenance.

“Hold still now, wouldn’t want to cut you. Not just yet, anyhow.”

I can’t hide the trembling with him so close, only inches from my lips. With his perfect control he watches me for a long time. His warm breath floats down to me.

“Now be a good little girl and behave for me, Lisetta. I’ll be very disappointed if you don’t.”

“Get away from me. You make me sick, ” I hiss up into his face.

He tilts his head, his expression placid, unreadable. “I think you’ll have a change of heart after you realize what I can allow or forbid within this building. Mikkel and that sorry excuse for a lover of yours, Bern, aren’t here to save you. By the time they even realize you’re missing, there won’t be a trace left of you. Therefore, only you can decide how you’d like to go out. Quick and easy, which I can allow with good girl behavior, or long and unbelievably painful.” His long fingers reach out to caress my cheek. “Ever been fucked by a gang of bikers, Lisetta? One after the other, until you pass out from the pain and exhaustion, only to be slapped awake to the ongoing nightmare? I’ve seen it. It can last for days, until you finally give up the fight. I can offer you a quick out if you behave for me, girl. You have a lot to make up for. Trust me, you’re too sweet to withstand their rough bodies shoved deep inside your every orifice.”

His graphic taunts hit their mark, and sobs burst forth from my lips. Hot tears track down my cheeks and onto my chilled neck.

He sighs and presses his forehead into mine. “There’s a well-behaved girl. That’s the compliance I was looking for. It all could have been different, you know. You could’ve had the honor of being my woman, but you ignored me for so long and baby, for a man like me, that’s fucking unacceptable. Get up now, and don’t worry, I’ll be back soon. I won’t make you wait long. I’ve wanted to break you in since the moment I saw you at Mikkel’s so many years ago.”

I turn away and cry harder, unable to deny my terror. He runs his hand across my hair once; then I hear him leave, the metal door slamming shut behind him. I curl into a tight ball. My wrists are pulsing with pain as I plead quietly into the silence of the room, “Someone, please save me.”

* * *

I roll the truck to a slow stop. Their warehouse compound is a dark shape set against the driving snow.

“We’re stopping here. If they spot an unfamiliar vehicle approaching, we’ll never get in. The only advantage we have is the element of surprise.”

“Do you think they’ll be armed?”

Alreck and I stare at each other in disbelief at Alexander’s naïve question.

I turn and say quickly, “Do yourself a favor and keep your fucking trap shut. Gonna give you a rifle. You see trouble, you point and shoot, that’s it. Got it?”

He blanches at me but says, “Yes, of course.”

“You’re gonna freeze your balls off without a coat. Reach in the back. Think there’s a spare fleece somewhere.”

A second later he says, “Got it.”

Alreck speaks up, his voice thick with anger, “We’d do best splitting up. I’ll take the front with Bern. Most of their brothers should be in the front area if the layout is a typical biker club. Let the Brit flank the left. Hopefully he can provide cover from low windows. Mikkel, you can go around back. Should be some kind of back entrance with a building this large. He most likely has her in a back room or some shit.”

My head nearly explodes at the thought of Dag’s hands on my delicate cousin. I’m concerned that Bern might not keep his shit together. He’s been silent the entire ride, too silent. He looks as if he’s prepared to commit mass murder.

Agreeing with Alreck’s plan, I say, “Got it. Let’s grab the guns and roll. Gotta stay inside this tree line as we make our way closer. When we’re close enough, we’ll make a dash for the doors.”

Alreck nods and Alexander says, “Agreed.”

A deep growl echoes from the back, “Let’s fucking move!” Bern grates out.

As we step out of the shelter of the truck, the snow begins its steady assault, dumping down so hard that it covers us instantly. I open up the back and lift up the dark gray carpet to reveal a hidden compartment containing my steel gun case. I have a Browning .22 takedown rifle and two Walther P 22’s. I quickly assemble and load the detachable rifle and hand it over to Alexander. Alreck is already shoving the magazine into one of the handguns. He stows an extra magazine in his front jeans pocket and tosses one over to me so I can do the same.

Should’ve stored more ammo. Too fucking late to sweat it now.

My eyes flick over to Bern’s. “You packin’?”

“Yeah, I’m good.”

I know he has a gun that he keeps in the office of the garage. He often works late into the night on his designs and takes necessary precautions because of it.

With all emotions wiped aside we creep through the trees, working our way ever closer to the compound. Because they have the motorcycles in a garage for protection against the weather, there’s no way of knowing how many members are inside. Parked alongside the building is a black van, an older blue pick-up truck, and a black-on-black Volkswagen Touareg.

Once we’re parallel to the structure, we halt.

I look them each in the eye. “All right, we’ve got to move quickly. I’m busting in the minute I reach the back door. Alreck, you and Bern take down the front and just maybe with the confusion we’ll be able to force our way in. It’s still early, so most likely there won’t be too many of them here yet. Everyone good?”

Alexander’s eyes tighten as he says sternly, “Let’s go.”

We jog swiftly down the white incline of the small embankment and split apart the minute we hit flat ground. I crouch low and wind my way around the vehicles in an attempt to get right up against the building and away from the windows.

To my relief there’s a receiving dock with a metal door at the end of it. I check the handle. Locked, of course. I draw in a deep breath, feeling the sting of the bitter cold air enter my lungs right before I level the muzzle and fire at the lock. Thankfully it’s old and brittle and the thing shatters instantly. I lift my right knee, pull it back and kick hard as it bursts open, revealing a darkened back hall that’s hazy with cigarette smoke. I race in, reaching the end of it in eight strides. My gun is clutched in both hands straight out in front of me. Three things happen simultaneously. Sansa, of all fucking people, jumps up from her prone position on a big biker’s lap; the shock of my fury has her scrambling for cover. Another shot rings out just before my guys bust through the front door, and a prolonged, terrified scream comes from behind a closed door, so frantic that it turns my blood to ice. Lisetta ….

Have to get to her ….

The bearded biker closest to me has a gun leveled directly at my head. I give him a stern warning, “Take a shot and the guy behind you will take your head off. We’re only here for the girl, that’s it. Don’t be fucking stupid.”

The odds of us all surviving a gunfight aren’t favorable. The guy glances back to see the second gun on him then takes my measure for a long moment. Finally he lowers his gun and cocks his head at a closed door. “You’re not gonna get away with this,” he says menacingly. “You know he’s got it out for you.”

I ignore him and flick my eyes to Alreck, then to Bern. “You both keep everything out here tight.”

Only Alreck replies, “Yeah, brother.” Bern’s inched forward and has his gun against the other guy’s temple. Fuck … don’t let him do anything stupid!

My feet feel like sandbags are tied to them, I can’t move fast enough to reach her. I wind my way around a steel post toward the shadowed right corner and just as I reach out for it—my gun clutched tight in my right hand—her voice cuts through the air like a blade, this time in pain, so tortured that the hairs on my neck stand at full attention. I burst in and come close to passing out at the sight before me. Inside of an instant, blind rage takes over and I’m swept away.

* * *

The door opens once again. Dag smiles cruelly down at me and I leap away to huddle in a corner, as far away from him as humanly possible.

Just think of Bern, remember your closeness, his love for you. I’ve heard of abuse victims tuning out to deal with the trauma; however, I never really understood it. Now, huddled into myself in a freezing room, I’m only a fraction away from unraveling as I tug at the hem of my Polartec running top, desperate to shield myself from the hungry gaze that is devouring me like prey.

He casually leans back against the closed door and folds his arms across his black thermal, watching me carefully. Eyes glittering with excitement, he says in a measured voice, “Stand and turn around for me, nice and slow my sweet. Wanna see that fine ass in those tight pants.”

Something about the creepiness of his voice breaks through my fear. Deep within, a voice speaks to me, Delay what you know is coming. Stall him. Even if it hurts, don’t give in to him easily. You’ll hate yourself.

I stand up, square my shoulders and do my best to speak in a cold, level tone, “Make me.”

If I can just get through that door ….

His teeth flash into a brilliant smile as he pushes away from the door. “Oh, you’ll pay for that one, Lisetta.”

He stalks toward me in measured, even steps, as if he’s calculating every move I might make against him. I know he’s uncommonly smart, always has been. Mikkel’s never kept stupid company. My fear is my Achilles heel in this situation. If only I had a way out, a plan, a weapon … something, damn it! My blood thunders in my body but I manage to lash out in a hiss, “Oh yeah? That’s doubtful. Men who threaten often lack in other departments, if you know what I mean.”

My new goal, my last resort—as crazy as it might seem—is to enrage him so he’ll slip up somehow.

“You’ll get no mercy now.” His voice is different, menacing and low.

Keep it together, time your strike, get him where he’s vulnerable. In the eyes or crotch might work.

The moment he closes in on me I attempt to knee him in the balls, but he shifts away quickly and grabs a fistful of my long hair. Twining it roughly around his clenched fist, he drags me up against his powerful body.

“Stop!” I start to writhe like a hellcat, kicking out with my bare feet. It’s pointless. He’s so strong, and his free hand closes around my throat and squeezes. Panic explodes within me as my air is cut off. A strained gurgling sound is all that comes out of my mouth as he shoves me hard against the freezing wall, his body pinned tightly against mine. His face is so close that I can feel the hot air from his nostrils puffing like an infuriated animal’s against my cheeks. His head tilts in question, “What was that? Nothing to say now, Lisetta? You’ll learn to behave, girl. Your pussy-whipped boyfriend might let you get away with that bitch attitude, but I can assure you I am far less tolerant.”

His face is blurring out. Black spots and stars are crowding my vision as I waver on the edge of consciousness. I will my body to go limp. He expects a struggle. If he thinks I’m out, maybe he’ll release me.

Finally, his fingers slowly open and I gasp and choke, involuntarily falling forward and clutching at him. I suck in massive gulps of air, never so relieved to be experiencing the simple act of breathing. His body is pressing against mine and I’m too frightened to fight. He’ll choke me out and rape me while I’m unconscious.

His large hands cup the sides of my face as he whispers, “I’ve thought long and hard about how to get back at you, Lisetta, did you know that? I wanted you, so badly, almost had you too. You would’ve loved it, and we could’ve been happy together. But Mikkel was too controlling, too protective of his little baby cousin. I regret that he was able to stop me, but I was younger then. Do you know how frustrating it was, being kept from you all these years? I fucking adore you. I’ve tried to take you before but that asshole boyfriend of yours is always hovering, watching. But now, Lisetta, I have you. Nobody can tear us apart.”

I whisper, disgust lacing my voice, “You’re delusional, Dag.”

“Perhaps to you, but I see the whole picture. You’re mine, willing or not, and you’re gonna meet my every desire. Fuck knows I’ve waited long enough for you. And the best part is, I know what you mean to Mikkel. I’ve finally located a weakness in the invincible Mikkel Torvik, and I’m going to destroy him by mutilating his sweet cousin. But not before I have my fill. Now, let’s have a look at that addictive little snatch of yours, shall we?”

A wild scream involuntarily rips out of my chest as he tears my running pants and panties off of me with one forceful, downward tug. I shove against his chest, but can’t get enough leverage to have any impact.

A loud, cracking sound like a shot comes from the other side of the door. For a second I cling to hope that it’s Bern or Mikkel. He shakes his head in annoyance as he mutters, “Fucking guys are always getting hammered and discharging their guns.”

My heart sinks.

His fingers roughly reach between my legs and spread me as I try in vain to squeeze my legs shut. It’s no use; his boots and powerful legs are wedged between mine, forcing them open. A finger roughly shoves into me and I lose it. In utter desperation I do the only thing I can: I thrust my head forward and bite down hard on his cheek.

“You fucking cunt!” he howls out in pain and steps back, momentarily in shock. Then he backhands me with such force that I’m flung down onto all fours, instantly seeing stars and struggling to hold onto consciousness from the cruel blow.

I crawl slowly away, not sure which direction I’m headed because I’m so disoriented. Through it I hear the zipper of his jeans right before he descends on me from behind, grasping my hair and pulling my head back. Using every ounce of strength I have left, I writhe and push, but his weight and strength is tremendous and I’m clearly no match for him. He shoves my face down into the cold concrete and growls, “Get used to this, baby, ’cause this is how you’re gonna get it until you beg me to put you out of your misery.”

Nausea washes over me as the hot, broad head of his cock begins to nudge urgently against my tightly squeezed sex, trying to breach me. I cry out, screaming in agony for all I’m worth, not wanting to give in, to let myself be violated on this stone floor by a maniac. Terror courses through me, the likes of which I never knew existed.

Then a miracle happens. He suddenly jerks away, and I lift my face up to see what has stopped him. Through a cloud of tears, I see Mikkel. His stunned look is swiftly replaced by a ferocity that is so intense I’m shaken to the core. The only thing I can do is crawl away into the far corner, pulling at the shreds of my running pants, trying to get away from the colossal violence that is about to be unleashed.

* * *

Seeing her on her knees, trapped beneath him, ass bare, about to be fucking raped, snaps my calculated control inside of an instant, and black rage rips through me with the force of a tornado. Letting loose a primal roar, I gun straight for him, reaching him in three long strides. He whips his head around to look at me, his face a mask of twisted lust. He has no choice but to release her and is struggling to get back up to his feet as I reach him. He won’t get the chance. I shove my gun down into the back part of my waistband and grab for the front of his shirt, hauling him up to within inches of my face. I yank my right arm back and start pounding away, driven to make him pay. He takes three brutal blows, howling in outrage as the third crunches into his nose. He butts me squarely in the forehead with his head, and I stagger back, his blood spray momentarily clouding my vision. But I’ve still got him tethered, my fist clamped down on his shirt. I’m vaguely aware of Alreck behind me, his gun leveled outward, a crystal clear threat to anyone dumb enough to try for a challenge. No matter, ’cause nothing is gonna stop me this time around.

Things get ugly when I take Dag’s legs out in a clean sweep and we land in a tangled heap together on the stone floor. Thank fuck Lisetta knows enough to get out of the way. My thoughts are fragmented. I am blinded by years of pent-up anger and hatred, and my one primal desire is to inflict brutal pain on this piece of trash. I maneuver my heavier weight on top of him and go for his throat. He jerks and bucks wildly, desperate to throw me off. I squeeze hard as he frantically claws at my jacket, making wet gurgling sounds from his airway being cut off. Nothing has ever been clearer to me. I know what must be done. The repercussions can be sorted out later.

Through my savage anger I hear Alreck yell, “Mikkel, choose now!”

What the fuck?

His somber voice rings with clear, solemn intent as he continues to yell from behind me, only louder, with greater force, “Choose now, brother. You do this, then it’s over and done with Elora and you know it! You’ll be doing at least twenty years or more if you take him out. You sure you fucking want that life, my brother?”

I press down harder, watching Dag’s face turn a deeper shade of purple. I shake my head in confusion. All I’ve ever wanted was justice. He might try and hurt her again. Maybe I won’t be there to stop him next time ….

I hear Bern’s deep voice yelling frantically from the other room, “Lisetta? Lisetta! You all right? Fuck! Mikkel, tell me you got her man or I’m taking these guys down right now and coming in!”

Alreck yells back, “We’ve got her, Bern. She’s good. Stay in position. Mikkel.” He speaks quieter so that Bern can’t hear him, “don’t make this mistake, brother, you’ll regret it. I promise you.”

I hear Lisetta’s trembling voice coming from the corner of the room, “Mikkel, please ….”

My eyes flick up to lock with her wide, wild ones. “Please don’t. He’s not worth it.”

With a frustrated growl I release him. Immediately he’s coughing and sputtering, clutching at this bruised throat, gasping for breath.

I growl out the words, “You piece of fucking shit! You deserve a slow death!”

“Fuck you! Get the fuck off of me!”

I shove my palm into his face to shut him up as I lean down to speak against his ear, “You ever touch a woman, any woman, like that again, I’ll find out. And when I do I’ll put your ass in a shallow grave, and that’s after I stuff your limp cock down your throat, motherfucker! And rest assured there won’t be any witnesses, you feel me?”

Suddenly, in a blur, I hear Alreck shout out just as white-hot pain explodes through my left shoulder. How the hell did he get his hands on a knife? I jerk away, momentarily stunned before a cracking shot shatters the glass behind us.

Dag jerks hard beneath my weight and screams in agony as blood begins to pool onto the gray floor from the open wound in his upper leg. His fixed blade knife skitters across the floor. I’m not taking any chances, uncertain if the bullet was meant for me or not. I crouch low and run over to my cousin. I whip off my leather jacket to cover her as best as I’m able. My shoulder is burning like a motherfucker, but I grit my molars and lock the pain down. I hear Alexander’s distinct accent coming from the other side of the shattered glass. “Move an inch and I’ll do the same to the other leg. Your choice.”

Lisetta is terrified and shaking uncontrollably as I lift her up into my arms. I can feel a tearing in my shoulder from the strain, but I’m too focused on getting us to safety to let it slow me down. She buries her face in my chest, wanting to shut out this real-life nightmare.

“Get those guys back.”

Alreck levels his gun at one of the bikers he’s holding at bay while shouting to the other, “Make a move or try to follow us and we won’t hesitate to unload. Now back the fuck up!”

Sansa is cowering behind one of the bikers. Her eyes are twitchy and devious.

I glare at her. “You’ll get yours, you stupid bitch. I know you had a hand in this.”

“Go to hell, Mikkel. I was the best you ever had and you know it!”

I shake my head in disgust and haul ass for the door. The cops could be here any moment and the fact that Alexander the banker just capped a biker has upped everything to the next fucking level.

I yell out over my shoulder, “Alreck and Bern, cover us. Don’t let Lisetta take a hit!”

“On it!” Bern shouts.

The snow is pounding down in sheets as I race across the grounds, hell bent on getting Lisetta back to the safety of the truck. Sprinting over the snow, I know that Alreck and Bern have my back. I hope Elora’s brother doesn’t lose his shit and do something stupid. Damn fine shot, though. Maybe he’s not such a jackass after all ….

Her shaking becomes violent and I have to nearly crush her against me to maintain my hold. I hope she doesn’t black out. I’ve never seen her so freaked. Suddenly, my anger surges again and I almost regret not doing him in back there. But Alreck’s right, murder is murder. I’d do the time and lose Elora in the process.

We’re both shuddering from the brutal cold by the time we reach the vehicle that’s now covered with a fresh dusting of powder. I know that with my shoulder so jacked up, there’s no way I can fish my keys out of my jeans pocket and keep her bare feet off of the snow at the same time. She’s clinging to me like a lifeline.

I turn to see my boys closing in, rapidly walking backward to ensure cover. It’s a good thing no one was stupid enough to follow.

“Bern, take her now. Gotta get my keys out.”

A petrified whimper comes up from her throat as she clings harder to me. She must be in total shock.

Bern steps in close and gently lifts her away from me, quietly whispering sweet words to her.

I immediately feel the wet stickiness oozing down my arm. My shoulder is pumping out blood. “Need some fucking stitches. Alreck, you’d better drive. I might black out.”

“I got you.” He takes my keys, opens the back passenger door, and shouts, “Alexander, stow the weapons, then you’re riding shotgun.”

“All right, mate, I’m on it.”

I get into the back seat and collapse. Lisetta is clinging to Bern as she struggles to speak. “T-take, take m-e ….”

Bern smoothes the hair back from her face. “Shhh, baby, nice and easy, slow it down, I’ve got you. You’re safe.”

Tears start to pour down her angelic face. It’s ripping my heart to shreds to see her like this.

The guys are loaded in and the heater cranks up as the SUV is thrown into reverse. This could have ended up a hell of a lot worse.

She leans back a little but still clings to his neck. Staring into Bern’s eyes, she pleads, “Take me to the police. I-I must press charges.”

“Shh, easy, baby.”

She starts to cry harder, becoming more upset. She turns to speak to me, her voice cracking as she continues, “No, they have to arrest him! He’s going to do this again, don’t you see? He won’t stop! He knows where Vail is staying. He told me. I-I saw it in his eyes. He’s so evil …. Oh God, Mikkel, I’ll never forget ….”

Alreck growls low and whips out his mobile, connecting with Vail in an instant, explaining to her in English that she and Elora need to move to another room immediately.

I should have killed that sick fuck!

Bern wipes the falling tears off her face as I tell her, “Lisetta, he’s gonna go down for this. You wanna press charges, fine, but let’s get you some fucking clothing first, yeah?”

She turns and stares at the red that is saturating my shirt.

“Oh my God, Mikkel, here, let me get something to slow the bleeding!”

“No, Alreck will get me to the hospital soon enough.”

I clear my throat and say, “Alreck, drop Bern, Alexander and Lisetta at Alexander’s place in the city. They’ll keep her safe. Alexander, you want to take a piece with you?”

“No, I have a pistol in my safe. We’ll be fine.”

Lisetta’s shaky voice rings out, “I’m going with Mikkel.”

I look across to her as she clings tightly to Bern. I hate denying her, especially after what happened back there, but she needs to warm up in a quiet, calm environment.

“No, go with them, Lisetta. They’ll keep you safe, get that split lip tended to. Before you know it I’ll swing by and pick you up. If you’re still up for it, we’ll go to the Oslo police together. We do this on one condition, right? Alreck was never there and who the fuck knows who shot Dag. Everyone in agreement?”

“Absolutely,” Bern and Alreck say in unison.

“Alexander, to be clear, Elora will be staying out at my place from now on. The Hellraisers are gonna be gunning for retaliation from this insult. You and your sister are gonna be right at the top of their list, feel me?”

His brows draw together. He’s clearly not pleased but he nods once, saying, “I’m due to leave for New York in just under a week, so it’s probably a good thing that I know she’ll be safe. I can tell that you both”—he hesitates before continuing—“care for each other deeply. That’s what our parents would have wanted.”

Silence hangs thickly in the Durango as we haul ass through the whiteout back toward the direction of the city.

 


 

  


Chapter Sixteen
  


Damage Control

Our run feels so invigorating. We’re chatting away as we jog at a healthy pace alongside each other. I tell her that I’ve decided to suck it up and join a gym. Winter is here to stay and even if snow wasn’t on the way, the frigid air makes distance running a challenge. Lisetta agrees with me and suggests that we stop at a small café after our run. We never reach it.

A scream tears from my lips as I’m suddenly hauled up into the air in a vice-like hold. As if in slow motion, I watch in horror as Lisetta is suddenly tossed inside of a dark van. I struggle like a wildcat, desperate to get away from the thug who has me in his unyielding grip. Dag’s face suddenly comes into view as he crawls on top of her, holding her down on the floor of the van while she writhes and screams. In a creepy voice, he looks between us and says loudly in accented English, “Gotcha both. Now you’ll see how I like to play.”

Suddenly, the guy holding me grunts and his hold loosens. I spin around in his arms and shove a finger in his eye. It works, and once I’m let go, I stumble forward, grasping for the first person I encounter, a shocked woman. The vision before me blurs and I scream out at the top of my lungs at the horror of it all. I turn just in time to see the dark van speed away ….

 


“Elora! Shit! Wake up!”

Someone is shaking me vigorously. I slowly float back to the surface of consciousness and my eyes fly open.

Mikkel. Safety.

I roll to my side and curl into myself, struggling not to flip out. He crawls into the bed beside me and wraps his warm body around mine from behind, whispering in a quiet voice, “Another bad dream?”

“Yes.”

He kisses the back of my hair, “Everything’s gonna be all right. I love you so much, Elora. I’ll protect you. Believe this, baby.”

I turn over to face him. When I’m with him I know that nothing can harm me. I’m concerned, though. It’s already been five days since the incident and nearly every time I allow my eyes to slide shut some portion of the ordeal creeps into my dreams. It’s wearing me down. I don’t want him to know of the guilt I feel for not being able to stop them from abducting Lisetta. I can’t begin to imagine the internal struggle that she must be dealing with. I should’ve done more.

I softly run my hand through his cropped hair. “I love you so much, Mikkel. I’ll be fine. Don’t worry.”

“I’ll call Alreck and cancel our plans for tonight. I don’t think you’re up for it.”

“No! No, please, I’ve been looking forward to all of us getting together for dinner. Just give me a moment. I promise you I’ll be right as rain after a shower.”

“You sure?” He looks concerned.

“Positive. I really want to meet Vail, and Alexander said he’ll join us as well. He’s off to America tomorrow and I’d like to see him before he departs.”

He scans my face for a long moment before leaning in for a soft kiss, “All right, min
skjønne, but if you’re feeling upset at all, you need to let me know, got it?”

“Yes, understood. How is your shoulder?”

“Better, but these fucking stitches are driving me insane! They itch like hell.”

I straddle him. His look of surprise is swiftly replaced by ravenous hunger.

“Well then, I’ll just have to come up with a sinful way to distract you, won’t I, Master?”

His lips part and he sucks in a deep breath before saying, “Mmmm, damn, woman, I like that idea.”

“I think I have something in mind that we’ll both enjoy.”

I smile like a vixen and slowly pull my dark blue lacey camisole off my body, leaving me only in my matching teeny knickers. He shifts back to rest his back against several down pillows, and with his molten gaze does a slow once-over down my chest and back up. My nipples tighten as his eyes devour my body. He’s always so hungry, so intense. I sweep my hair over to the side and wiggle down to work his belt open. After popping open the buttons, I tug them down and off his smooth hips. He lifts up slightly to help me out. I glance up to see that his sculpted arms are folded behind his head. He’s watching me with heated intent burning in those intimidating eyes. So sexy ….

Impatient, I take his black Hugo Boss boxer briefs down with the rest. Oh yeah, he’s eager.

I give him a naughty smile and wrap my palm around his silken heat. His breathing immediately becomes ragged as I lower down to take the delicious head between my lips. A low groan floats down to me, and I start to work his perfect cock in and out of my mouth. He’s always seeing to my pleasure, and I want to return the favor, to make it so unbelievably hot for him this time. I increase the tempo on his delicious thickness and his legs spread out wider beneath me. His muscles have gone rigid. He’s close ….

“Oh! Mikkel!”

I’m hauled up and pivoted around in mid-air by impossibly strong arms.

He growls against my spread legs, “Wanna taste that sweet pussy when I let go in your mouth, baby. Now, let’s get these damn fine panties off of you before I rip them off.”

I shudder with excitement and shimmy out of my panties. The second they are off my legs, he clamps down on my upper thighs, spreading me wide, and sets in on my already drenched sex. The power and precision of his tongue are astonishing.

“Master, ooh!” I call out before I do my best to keep it together, lowering my body over his to work his straining cock once again. I lick his heated sex, twirling my tongue around the sensitive head.

The second I take him fully into my wet mouth he lets loose a rough groan that vibrates through my wet channel. So close ….

I take him as deep as I can manage, feeling him nudge against the back of my throat. Pleasuring him like this is such a turn on. The throbbing ache in my pussy increases as I fight a losing battle to focus. I’m pumping his shaft up and down; he’s getting bigger and I can taste the salty pre-cum. I fondle his tight balls and sigh as he growls loudly against my core.

A strangled moan escapes me as his hot tongue forces its way deep inside me right before he pulls it out, only to replace it with two skilled fingers. He pushes up on my thigh and that wicked tongue of his sneaks lower and begins sucking sweetly on my throbbing clit. His shaft is deep in my mouth and I suddenly lose it, coming completely undone on top of him. I buck wildly as the perfect contractions tear through me like a hurricane. At the same time he grabs the back of my hair in his fist and begins working my head up and down on his swollen cock. I suck hard, still shuddering and pulsing as he yells out beneath me, his warm cum flooding the back of my throat.

Falling over to my side in a blissful heap, I tilt my head to stare at him.

He’s panting hard, struggling to catch his breath. “Jesus Christ, Elora. I’ve never come that hard. Thought I was gonna black out for a second.”

I giggle and run my palm against his strong leg. “My ultimate goal is to please you.”

“You did far more than that. I hope you know how much I care for you. Come up here to me.”

I crawl up and nestle into the warm enclosure of his open arms. He rolls slightly over me to stare into my face. With a light brush of his lips against my forehead, he whispers, “Jeg elsker deg så mye.” I love you so much.

He touches his lips to mine, pulls back and says in English, “I love you so much. God, I would have lost it if they’d taken you.”

“Mikkel, I’m so in love with you too. You once told me that you’d never let anything harm me. I believed you then and I believe you now. The police have both of our statements and Dag’s in custody. I have full faith in the Oslo court system. Let’s just put it behind us as best we can.”

“Yeah baby. You’re right.”

I glance over at the clock, “Oh no! If we don’t hurry, we’re going to be late. You, you bad man! You and all your sexiness!” I scramble out of bed and race for the walk-in shower as his rich laughter echoes through the tranquility of our bedroom.

 


We’re the final couple to arrive at the dimly lit Brazilian steakhouse. He leads me over to a long table where our boisterous group is already getting the party started.

Alreck raises up a full pint glass to Mikkel. “I won’t even ask what held you two up. Sure as hell wasn’t the weather.”

I blush deeply as Mikkel laughs. We take our seats across from him and immediately I notice a stunning woman sitting between Alreck and Lisetta. She’s petite, with a tanned complexion and gleaming, dark hair. Her uncommon, pale eyes sparkle, and she’s grinning at me.

“Hello, you must be Vail then?” I ask.

“Yes. Hi, Elora. I’ve heard a lot about you from Lisetta. So nice to finally meet you.”

I watch Alreck’s long arm slide possessively over her shoulders and she leans into him, clearly comfortable with his open affection. It’s immediately obvious that he adores her.

Alreck lifts his chin as the waiter sets down Aquavit for Mikkel and a glass of white wine for me. “Went ahead and ordered drinks for you, brother. Elora, you want something different, just let the waiter know.”

“No, this is lovely. Thanks, Alreck.”

He dips his chin and smiles. God, sitting across from these two is mesmerizing. They are both uniquely gorgeous. The way they move together, it’s as if they were designed for each other.

“Elora.” Lisetta’s voice pulls me out of my thoughts.

She is dead serious as she tells me, “Together we’re going to put Dag away for a very long time, Elora, so he can’t do harm to another woman again.”

I can’t help it, I start to tremble and the tears flood my eyes. I take a deep breath through my nose and Mikkel pulls me into his side. I reach for my glass, drink deeply of the oaky chardonnay and say quietly, “Absolutely Lisetta.”

She nods and says, “Now that that’s out of the way, let’s forget the past and enjoy our evening.”

I look down toward the end of the table to see Alexander with a stunning blond at least five years younger than he. I smile and arch a brow in question.

Knowingly, he grins and makes the introduction, “Elora, this is Andrea. Andrea, my sister Elora. Andrea is a work colleague of mine.”

“Pleased to meet you, Elora.”

“You as well, Andrea.”

My brother breaks into a sinful grin. “And in case you’re wondering, no, this is not our first date. We’ve been seeing each other for the better part of a year now.”

My eyes shoot wide open in surprise. This must be serious, because to my knowledge, Alexander has never dated a woman longer than a few weeks. “That’s wonderful news, Alexander.”

He smiles, covering her left hand in his. Suddenly, I’m taken aback by the amount of love that the four couples here at our table have for each other. It all could’ve ended so differently if my brother hadn’t gone with Mikkel that day. I realize in this moment that I’m going to embrace life with everything I’ve got. There truly are no second chances.

Alreck’s richly accented voice calls out, “All right, everyone, I have an announcement to make.”

Bern lifts up his tall beer and jokes, “Yeah, yeah, we’ve all heard, you’re finally going to make an honest woman out of Vail.”

“Shut the fuck up, Bern.” Alreck’s lips twist into a smile as he continues, glass raised, eyes focused on Mikkel’s. “Vail and I have made the decision to move back to Norway—that is, if my brother here could still use my help around the garage?”

Mikkel’s body locks into place and his arm tightens around me. Clearly, he wasn’t expecting this to happen. He’s silent for several seconds, staring into Alreck’s liquid blue eyes, before I hear him clear his throat to say, “Of course, Alreck. Always, brother.”

They stare at each other for several seconds, and an unnamed emotion passes between them. Vail beams as she lays her head against the arm of Alreck’s black sweater.

Mikkel continues, his laughter barely contained, “But I’m warning you in advance, Alreck … you fuck anything up, and I’m taking it out of your wages.”

Alreck’s sculpted lips form a beaming smile as he says, “Yeah, we’ll see about that, boss man.”

 


 

  


Epilogue
  


Relentless Beauty

They chose the perfect day for it. The warm May sun is filtering down through the high trees, causing the water on the lake to shimmer like diamonds. Alreck’s motionless as he stands beside me, but I can tell that he’s nervous. So much so that I can nearly feel the energy vibrating off of him in waves as she comes into view at the top of the high stairs that lead down to the dock.

Holy fuck … she’s so unbelievably gorgeous.

I lean in close and whisper to him, “After all the shit you went through to get her, don’t you dare pass out now.”

He doesn’t respond, and when I lean forward a bit, I see why. His gaze is intent and laser focused on the petite angel who’s making her way toward him. I can understand why he’s in a daze, because she looks like something out of a mythical legend. Pale, lilac-colored wildflowers are strewn through her upswept hair, the same color as the flowers in the generous bouquet she holds delicately in her hands. The dress, held up by thin straps on her bare shoulders, begins in a tight bodice then flows down and out to countless layers of diaphanous material that trails far behind as she seems to float like a magnificent vision straight toward us.

My eyes catch Elora’s bright ones just as Vail passes by the small gathering seated in white chairs on the lawn in front of the dock. She’s watching Vail with a radiant smile of joy on her face. I breathe deeply, struck by how fortunate we all are to have survived the crazy-ass events of the past year. I hope that I’ll somehow be able to pay back karma for sending me Elora and bringing Alreck back into my life. I’m one lucky bastard, and don’t I know it? It’s only been two weeks since Dag was sentenced to twelve years in Halden prison. During the emotional trial I secretly wished we were in America where he could get life or at least something close to it for the shit he pulled. Here in Norway, the maximum sentence for any crime—regardless of how violent—is twenty-one years. They are firm believers in ‘rehabilitation.’ Fuck
that bullshit. It doesn’t matter, because I’ll have twelve years to sort out that jackass’ post-prison rehab program. For now, it’s a relief that Lisetta finally has a semblance of closure. Elora is thriving. Her complex, colorful paintings adorn the walls of our home. It seems that nearly every week she’s changing them up, due to constant demand from the three galleries that are selling that shit like mad. My woman’s healthy and happy which makes me deliriously happy, enough said.

Vail comes to a stop a foot away from Alreck, having chosen to walk solo out of respect for her deceased father. Her mom is in the front row, tissues already out.

The priest speaks the traditional vows in Norwegian. Alreck told me that he started teaching her Norwegian the minute he showed up in California last summer. She says her vows to him with delicate precision. Impressive. When it’s over, I can’t resist the full-blown smile that spreads across my lips. Alreck lowers his huge frame down to cup her face before giving her a long, heated kiss. The small group of guests break into congratulatory whistles and shouts. He looks over at me, and his smile is blinding, filled with such pure, undiluted joy that I can only stare in awe and smile right back at my brother before clapping him once on the shoulder. I’ve never seen him so happy in his entire life.

I can’t wait to hold Elora, to feel her ….

“Ooh!”

Vail gives a small cry as Alreck scoops her high up into his arms in a sideways carry. I’ve never seen him in a suit before today and I have to admit, the big bastard looks damn handsome. I watch them make their way down my long dock, Vail held firmly in Alreck’s steady embrace. I shake my head and smile at Lisetta, the maid of honor. She gently wipes tears of joy from her pink cheeks. I wrap my arm around her shoulders and lead her down the dock. Pink and white rose petals float in the air around us.

“You good?”

“Yes, oh God, I’m so happy for them, Mikkel!”

“I know, sweet cousin, I know.”

As we reach the end of the dock, we see that they are surrounded by family and friends. I hug Lisetta tightly before handing her over to an eager Bern. I overhear him telling her in his quiet way how beautiful she looks in her long lavender gown. Good man.

Now to my beauty ….

She’s turned to the side, standing patiently, waiting to congratulate Vail and Alreck. I drink in her body, so sexy in her sleek, blue-gray dress and silver heels. Damn, she’s so going to get it hard from me tonight.

I tag her small hand and begin making my way up the steps toward the house. She’s caught off guard, sputtering, “Wait! Hold on, I haven’t told them congratulations yet!”

Without turning her way, I murmur, “Later.”

Curiosity and interest thread her melodic voice as she says, “What in the world … Mikkel?”

I slide open the door on the back deck and lead her quickly through the living room, down the hallway toward our bedroom. Once inside I let go of her hand and cross to the closet, where I crouch low to open my fingerprint safe. When I have what I want, I secure it, stand and turn around to face her. A healthy flush spreads across her cheeks, and her chest is rising and falling with excitement, yet she remains silent, eyes tracking back and forth between my face and the two leather boxes in my hands. Good little sub, waiting so patiently. I’m already making a mental note to reward her ….

I toss the larger box over onto the bed and drop down to one knee before her. My eyes never leaving hers, I open the box with the ring I had crafted for her. I start in my native language, knowing by now that she understands me, “Jeg vil være sammen med deg for alltid, Elora. Jeg elsker deg så mye.” I want to be with you forever, Elora. I love you so much. She’s trembling as I slip the vibrant diamond onto her small finger. The moment it’s in place, she drops down onto her knees, twines her arms around my neck and presses her sweet lips to mine. Before the kiss can go further, I pull back and ask jokingly, “Ah, I take it that’s a ‘yes’ baby?”

“With all my heart, yes, yes! Oh God, how I love you. I belong to you. I hope you know that. I am nearly bursting with love for you, Mikkel Torvik.”

I pull her into me, wanting to meld my body to hers. Just before our lips meet, I whisper, “I know baby, I know. And believe me, I feel the same for you, min
skjønne.”

Her silken mouth parts eagerly as our tongues delve into each other, tasting, exploring, hungry for each other. Such fucking perfection that my brain nearly shuts down from it all. Reluctantly, I pull back slightly to say, “If I wasn’t due in town soon to give the best man speech at the reception, you’d be completely naked and covered by your Master right now, woman.”

“It’s for a good cause. I’ll just have to wait then, I suppose.” She glances over at the slim black leather box. A wicked little gleam ignites in her aquamarine eyes, “So … what’s in there?”

I can’t hold back a grin, “Your custom collar, Elora. Thought I’d give you a matching set. Something traditional,” I squeeze her left hand, “and one … less so.”

Her pink lips part and her breath hitches slightly. I know that look. She’s so hot, loving the idea of my collar on her, of being possessed by her man. She owns me just as much as I own her.

I arch a brow and watch her closely. “You want to try it on for me now, min
skjønne?”

Lifting up her long hair, twining it on top of her head in a twirl, she smiles and says, “More than anything, Master. You’ve brought so much love into my world. I want to be yours, completely, always.”

My chest burns deep inside with how much I love and worship this unique woman. I still find it hard to fathom that after so many years I finally found her.

I run the back of my fingers down her silky cheek and tell her quietly, “That’s damn good to know, sweetheart, because you already are, Elora. You’ve been mine since the moment I wished you sweet dreams in the hallway that first night.”

 


 


* * *
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