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Odin sank into the hot water, leaning the back of his head against the rim of the tub. Steam rose from the water's surface in ghost-like tendrils, tinged with orange from the scented candles flickering in the far corners of the tiled chamber. Shadows ebbed and flowed across the walls and ceiling like an encroaching tide. 
Odin held up a hand, putting it in front of his bandaged eye socket. He kept moving it along the front of his face, until he could see it with his remaining eye. Testing his perception.
It was so strange, still. It had been days since he’d lost his eye. He was beginning to doubt he’d ever get used to it.
On top of that, he had yet to experience the so-called gifts that should have been awarded him after drinking from the Well of Urd. The only reward for his trouble had been disorientation and pain. He was beginning to think that the next time he saw Mimir he might actually kill him.
The shadows shifted in an unnatural way. A blob of darkness emerged, then took form, becoming a tall male figure, thin and with fine and fair features. He had long dark hair, and wore smooth, sophisticated robes of green and black. 
His hands were clasped behind his back. “Father.”
Odin sat up, sloshing the bathwater. “Loki? How…when did you—” 
He broke off. Meanwhile, Loki just looked at him, one eyebrow raised.
Odin sat back. He was on edge. Out of sorts.
To be fair, he was normally right to be wary of Loki’s antics. But as far as Odin could tell, there was no mischief in him at the moment.
“Nevermind,” Odin said, relaxing again. “On with it. You're here for some reason, surely.” It was the first time Odin had seen any of his family since getting back from Yggdrasil. But he doubted Loki  was simply looking to catch up with his father.
“Of course I do," Loki said. "It’s a rather urgent matter, actually. There’s been a breach in the Thurisaz.”
“A breach?” Odin rested an elbow on the rim of the tub. “I thought the entire point of the Thurisaz was to protect us from a breach.” 
“That’s just it,” Loki said. “Someone’s managed to infiltrate the network, leaving a back door in the system. It’s completely vulnerable.”
Which meant that Asgard was completely vulnerable. Thurisaz was what housed the brain—so to speak—of the realm’s defensive protocol technologies. The whole realm would have to be on high alert until the vulnerability could be patched up.
What a headache.
“So we need to mend the Thurisaz. As soon as possible. Do we have anyone fit for the job?”
“We do,” Loki said. “Unfortunately, the best candidate is the person who perpetrated the vulnerability in the first place. A Jotunn by the name of Gorm.”
Odin frowned. “You’re joking, right?”
Loki shrugged. “I could do it myself. But it would take time. Months, maybe longer. In this case, the person that broke it is best suited to put it back together again. In fact, he came to us with the offer."
Odin brought one hand up out of the water and ran a few fingers through his wet beard. “He breaks the Thurisaz, then offers to fix it. That’s certainly…well, ‘brave’, let us say. What does he want in return?”
“He hasn’t said. He’s being held in the dungeon. He resists our attempts to question him. Thor has expressed a desire to handle the situation with less…tact than I would, personally. And he’s not the only one.”
Odin nodded. “Have him brought to Valaskjalf. We’ll convene a meeting there.”
Loki gave a quick bow. “Of course, father.”
He stepped backward, blurred into the darkness, and disappeared.
It wasn’t until a few moments after that Odin realized Loki hadn’t asked about the bandage over his eye. Hadn’t bothered to mention it at all. He'd simply taken it as a matter of fact.
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Frigg, on the other hand, seemed to require some adjustment. She stood in front of Odin, wearing a simple dress and apron, her hair braided behind her head. She kept putting one hand over Odin’s bandaged eye socket, then removing it, examining his face all the while. 
Odin stopped her, grabbing her wrist in a gentle grip. “Beloved, I have to get dressed. I must be going.”
“I’m…I’m just trying to remember what you looked like before. It’s a lot to take in.”
“Don’t be ridiculous. There's hardly a difference.”
“Of course there is! It’s a matter of symmetry, my dear.”
Odin rolled his eyes—no, eye—as he moved past her. He clicked a button on his bedroom wall and a section of the grey wall scooted out in front of him. His blue robe was there, clean and pressed.
He threw on the robe, dressing himself. “Seems a bit artificial, coming from you.”
Frigg glared at him with eyes half-lidded. “The one I married had two beautiful eyes. I’ll never look into them again. Forgive me for mourning the loss.”
Odin sighed, tying his belt. “Perhaps I should have consulted you.”
She brightened suddenly, thankful for the validation. “Perhaps. But what’s done is done. I’ll have to get used to looking at just the one. Oh, you should get an eyepatch. Could be fashionable.”
“I’m sure the Asgardians will be lining up to give their eyes to Mimir in no time. It’ll be all the rage.”
Though he was trying to be lighthearted, a bitterness had crept into Odin's tone. He could practically taste it on his tongue.
“So, do you know anything about this Gorm? Anything the divine knowledge of the tree has seen fit to bestow upon you?”
“No,” Odin said darkly. He wanted to change the subject, as far as Mimir and the Well of Urd went.
“He must want something. If this was simply a matter of Asgard’s destruction, he would have handed over the Thurisaz to the rest of the Jotunn. But what is he after?”
“That’s what we’re going to find out.”
Long beams of sunlight streamed down through the high slitted windows, casting bars of light across the floor of the grand, silver hall. Two rows of tall, shining pillars ran along each side of the massive chamber. In the middle space, between those two rows, a small crowd had already gathered—gods and goddesses, dwarves and elves, the various citizens of Asgard—here to see what was to come of this new predicament. Word had traveled fast, too fast. Loki had been right to contact Odin so early. In truth, he should have been contacted sooner.
After Yggdrasil, Odin had arrived home quietly and without fanfare, avoiding his fellow Asgardians. He was still processing what had happened back at Mimir's hall. He wasn’t yet sure what to think of it. The fact that he’d lost that eye, what did it mean? What did it represent?
Of course, the duties of the Allfather superseded any of his personal feelings. There was no time to decide for himself what he thought of what had happened. He would wear the loss of his eye like a badge of honor. He was the King of Asgard. 
As he approached the stairs leading up to the silver throne, he passed Loki, who bowed reverently. He also passed another one of his son’s, Balder, who bowed briefly before rushing to him and sweeping him into a hug, his curly blonde hair cascading behind his head in a golden afterimage.
He was tall and broad, with bright eyes and a strong jaw. Balder’s looks were a testament to his mother’s genetics. He was incredibly attractive and incredibly popular, even among the ladies, despite the fact he was long married. As for Balder's strength, self-assuredness, and ability to think rationally and keep an even keel; Odin hoped he could take credit for at least some of that. There was some vanity there too, perhaps. But when you looked like Balder how could you not be a little vain?
As Balder took a step backward, pulling back from the hug, his hair shone in the light, glinting as much as the shimmering silver armour he wore, the Ljossverd. His purple cape rippled behind him. His brilliant white eyes traveled across Odin’s features, settling on the bandage over his eye.
“What happened there, father?” 
“Just a trifle.” 
“You’re bleeding,” he said, with a hint of genuine concern. 
Odin felt the cheek under his missing eye, and his fingers came away warm and wet.
So he was. Curses.
Odin rubbed his cheek with the back of his hand, wiping the blood away. “Just a trifle.”
He was going to kill Mimir the next time he saw him. He was going to cleave his head from his shoulders. He was going to—
A wave of pain injected itself into the middle of Odin’s forehead. A massive headache. The worst migraine he’d ever experienced in his life.
He faltered, almost tripping on the steps. He slumped, put a hand to his head, clenching, trying to will the pain away.
As the feeling faded, he straightened his posture, ignoring the lingering remnants of pain.
He really was going to kill Mimir.
He waved off Balder’s questions about it, though he could hardly hear them. His ears were ringing.
“I’m fine. Really, I’m fine.”
Not exactly a great look. Not for the ruler of Asgard and the guardian of all of Midgard. The Allfather, brought to his knees by a measly headache. 
“What do you know of this ‘Gorm’?” Odin said, changing the subject as he slowly ascended the steps. The headache had come, and it had gone, and he was already feeling better. The ringing in his ears disappeared. It was almost like nothing had happened.
Balder walked alongside him. “What is there to know? He’s from Jotunnheim. He somehow managed to poke a hole in the Thurisaz. I’d thought such a feat was almost impossible.”
“I was told so as well.”
“Oh please,” came a new voice. A feminine voice, low and husky. “We’re too trusting in the dwarven inventions. To put our trust and security in a device we hardly understand; it’s a recipe for disaster.”
Freya hopped up on the steps next to Odin, her cloak of falcon feathers rustling with every step. Her brown hair was tied back in braids, held with blue ribbons. Her bow jangled in the harness strapped across her back. She seemed to move with both swagger and feminine charm at the same time. The vast majority of men found her both enticing and intimidating. She was a goddess of Love, and a goddess of War. Her soft curves, her beauty, was a contrast to the fierce look in her eyes and the deadly strength obvious in the feats she performed. She was a walking contradiction. And that was part of what Odin liked about her. 
She side-eyed Odin, smirking. “I seem to remember a certain Aesir insisting as much.”
Oh, that’s right. Odin had initially been very much against the institution of the Thurisaz, and the automated defense system in general, all those years ago. Of course, Loki had worn down all of the dissenters, including Odin himself. He’d simply been too persuasive. Odin had agreed to a tryout period. And the rest had been history.
It came down to this: despite Odin’s general misgivings with dwarven technology, the Thurisaz simply worked.
Until now, that is.
“Being proven right for once. Not quite as sweet as I thought it would be,” Odin said, giving Freya a wry smile in return. “Not going to ask about my eye? Everyone else has.”
“I just assumed you’d already been to see Mimir,” Freya said, matter-of-factly.
Right. Mimir had said something about Freya visiting him, trading her necklace Brisingamen in exchange for information. But how had Freya known about the eye?
“What did he tell you, exactly?” Odin asked.
“Does it matter?” she said, bluntly. “It was between me and him.”
Perhaps not. Though Odin had to wonder.
“It’s good to have you back, Allfather,” Freya said with a quick curtsy. She broke away, heading back down the stairs.
Balder gave Odin a questioning look.
“I’ll explain later,” Odin said. Even if this seemed optimistic, seeing as he was still trying to put it all together himself.
Balder nodded, giving Odin one more pat on the shoulder, and another bow, before following Freya in her descent down the stairs.
Odin finished his ascent, seating himself on the Silver Throne. He placed his palms on the wide, flat armrest. There were buttons there, on each armrest, just above his fingertips—the controls to a vast solar system-spanning surveillance program. There would be no







