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Author’s Note

Hey there, friends!

I wanted to share a little behind-the-scenes story about how this series came to be. Back in 2016, my amazing mom, Íeda Jónasdóttir Herman, published The Silver Arrow. She always dreamed it would be the start of an adventure series, and she even started writing Book 2, Inner Space Aliens, right after the first one came out. Mom had big plans: Erik would be the hero in the second book, and Kalli would step into the spotlight for the third, War of the Griddons. She was so excited, she even had all three covers designed in 2018! By 2019, Mom finished the first draft of Book 2 and had a summary ready for Book 3. We spent hours chatting about the story; what was awesome, what needed tweaking, and ideas for cool new twists. Sadly, she passed away in October 2019 before she could finish the series, and she left me all her stories-in-progress.

It took me a long time to be able to read her words again, and even longer to start working on her edits. In our stories, Finna’s weapon is the Silver Arrow, and Erik’s is his javelin. But I wanted Erik to have a special ability—something that would match Finna’s mind-connection with Orealis. That’s how Erik’s unique gift of tetrachromacy and the secret aurora language came to life! Mom and I had talked about it, but she never got to finish that part, so I took it from our notes and made it real. I also added a few things that help connect this book to the final one, War of the Griddons. For that last story, all I had was Mom’s summary and our talks, so I had to write it from scratch.

I hope I’ve honored her vision and brought her stories to life in a way she would love. I can’t wait for you to join me and Mom in these next two adventures!
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Prologue

Erik Árnison had never imagined his life would change so dramatically. At fourteen, he found himself thrust into a role he hadn't asked for but couldn't walk away from. He was an interstellar ambassador, and the weight of that responsibility pressed on him more each day.

They had told the story more times than he could count now. He and his twin sister, Finna, convinced their best friend, Kalli, to explore the caves below Snaefellsness glacier to search for clues to their missing grandfather's whereabouts. A hidden portal transported them to Orealis, where they met the living Nordic gods, ruled by One-Eye Óðin. They discovered and stopped a plot by Loki to overthrow One-Eye Óðin, then enslave Orealis and Earth. Finna had become a hero to Orealis' people when she killed Loki using an ancient artifact and her archery expertise. Óðin's forces had captured most of Loki's army in the aftermath, but intelligence suggested some of his inner circle had escaped into hiding, their whereabouts unknown.

Because of their bravery and cultural understanding, One-Eye Óðin named the three as interplanetary ambassadors from Orealis to Earth. Every major news outlet on the planet gathered at their home in Reykjavik, clamoring for interviews. Erik found himself embarrassed by the attention. Finna, of course, handled it with grace, but Kalli was angry about the criticism and those who disapproved of their positions.

Everyone seemed to have an opinion about them, but most said they were too young for such important roles and that older, more experienced adults should replace them as ambassadors. One-Eye Óðin had refused. He insisted they had earned his trust and were perfectly suited to be his ambassadors. He refused the efforts of Earth’s governments to assign human adults as advisors to help the three with their as-yet-undefined job duties.

Only the three teens and One-Eye Óðin knew the truth. He had, after all, given up one eye to gain the ability to see the future. He knew that no one on Earth was better suited to be ambassadors than these three teenagers. But Erik carried a burden his sister and friend didn't yet fully understand. The coming battle would require all three, but Erik would need to step forward as their leader.

 

 


Chapter 1

The First Warning

Erik – Iceland

Erik stared at the night sky, a deep frown on his face. The northern lights had started a few minutes ago, light green and waving gently in a curtain pattern, like the heavy folds of velvet fabric being pulled together at the auditorium stage at school. The green changed to pink for a moment, then purple. The pattern and intensity changed, too.

His eyes squinted as he concentrated on the message in the lights. This was big. He pulled out his phone and began recording when the purple curtain of lights changed to intense red waves flowing and undulating across the sky at an alarming speed. He couldn’t believe the message he saw.

He needed to talk to Kalli right away. He and his best friend had mastered the language of the ancient Nordic race together, studying with Óðin himself on Orealis. Óðin created the language and used the natural phenomenon of the Aurora Borealis, the Northern Lights, to hide his communications. Scientists who studied the aurora knew that charged particles in the solar wind came from the sun. When they reacted with different gases in Earth's atmosphere, the reaction made different colors. Erik learned all about it from school, but, during his time on Orealis, he also learned how Óðin used his power to manipulate energy on a cosmic scale, creating specific messages.

Until last year, when they’d all traveled to Orealis, Erik never knew he was special. But he was very special, with a gift that was almost a superpower. It was a very rare genetic trait called tetrachromacy, a fancy way of saying he could see a hundred times more colors than the average person. It made him perfect to read Óðin’s messages. When he looked at the Aurora, it was brighter and more colorful than it was to other people. It was a rare gift, especially since females mostly had it, so for him, it really was like a superpower.

Kalli couldn’t see all the colors Erik could, but they had both spent months learning to interpret the language of the sky. Four basic elements: color, intensity, movement, and tempo, determined the message. When light moved in waves or bounced, moving quickly or slowly, and the colors merged, changing from light greens to pinks, then fading to red. It all had meaning.

Pink was positive emotion, friendship, and warmth. The deeper the color, the stronger the emotion toward love. Once it passed into red, the emotion took on a darker meaning. It was no longer love, but obsession, then hatred. The dark red, when in a slow ribbon, meant a feud was brewing. If the sky patterns changed to fast-flowing movement or bouncing rhythm, an attack or war was imminent.

This is what Erik saw now. A war was imminent? That couldn’t be right.

He stayed on the rock, deciphering the message, until the colors faded. He stopped the recording and saved the video file. He had to save the world. Again. Erik's hands trembled as he pocketed his phone. War. The word sat heavy in his chest, suffocating. He was only fifteen years old, but as an Ambassador, it was his responsibility. His twin, Finna, was the one who'd killed Loki the previous year. She had the nerve, the aim, the instinct. Kalli could rally people with a single word, make them believe in impossible things. And Erik? He was the one with the special skill to see and decode messages, but felt sick to his stomach about it.

Óðin’s words echoed in his mind from their last contact through the aurora: You will need to step forward as their leader. But Óðin didn't understand what it meant to be human, to be afraid, to be this young and expected to carry the weight of two worlds on his shoulders.

Finna looked to him for answers. Kalli waited for his decisions. What if he made the wrong call? What if his doubt cost them everything? Erik looked back at the sky, now dark and ordinary again, and wondered if Óðin had made a terrible mistake in choosing him.

The next morning, he tapped on Kalli’s door early, barely past five a.m. He heard his step-brother groan and mumble. Erik opened the door, padded barefoot to the bedside, and whispered as loud as he could without waking his parents down the hall. “Hey, get up. I need to talk to you.”

The duvet flipped down, revealing Kalli’s sleep-flushed face and tousled hair. Erik nearly laughed, but the exasperated scowl killed the giggle that had started. “I’m sorry, it’s really important. There was a message from Óðin in last night’s aurora.”

Kalli sat straight up in bed, alert and focused. “What’s going on?”

Erik pulled out his phone and offered it. “You can read this as well as I can. I interpreted it as I watched, but when I realized how serious it was, I started recording. It’s missing the first part, but I want to know if you see anything I missed.”

Kalli swiped a hand across his eyes, rubbed them, then blinked before picking up the phone and watching the video. He stopped a few times to zoom in, then, after reaching the end, restarted the video and watched it again. Erik sat silently, watching every expression on Kalli’s face.

“War?” Kalli whispered. “What are we going to do?”

Erik spent the hours pondering that same question and had a few ideas. Erik and Kalli were both somber and thoughtful a few hours later as they headed off to school.

 


Chapter 2

Fjólsvin Plan Orealis

FJÓLSVIN - Orealis

Fjólsvin seethed with rage as he fled into the secret corridor, an eerie light emanating from the cuff on his forearm casting a variety of colors on the walls as he ran. Wild with anger at the death of his leader, he bolted from the pandemonium of joy that had broken out all over Orealis. When the earthling Finna shot with amazing accuracy, she had shattered Loki´s powerful magic stone as if it had been nothing but a piece of ordinary glass, destroying the stone and taking Loki’s life.

I will kill those three. The Ambassadors of Orealis, pfft. They are unworthy of the name given to them by One-Eye Óðin. His lips curled in a sneer. I will hunt them and kill them all. Then will I rule planet Earth, fulfilling Loki’s had plan!

Fjólsvin grit his teeth as he viciously kicked a rock. The clattering that echoed in the corridor brought him temporarily out of his rage. He must not be discovered. Gulping in a shuddering breath, he realized that the sounds of celebration going on outside Baldur’s castle overshadowed the minor sound he made kicking the rock. The thought of the celebration overhead only fueled his fury. The revelers thought the threat was over, the war won. Little did they know, the battles were just beginning, he thought. The war had barely begun, and he must continue to follow Loki’s strategy.

Angry that he could not mourn the loss of his leader, Fjólsvin kept his hurried pace through the underground maze all the way to the heliport, where the Ruler´s flying-machines were kept. This subterranean pathway provided the perfect corridor for Fjólsvin to reach them without detection.

Loki had been many things: ruthless, ambitious, and cunning, but, above all, he had been a strategist who trusted no one completely, not even Óðin. Years ago, when Óðin’s suspicion had first been raised, Loki had quietly begun his contingency planning.

He dreamt of a glorious army. Using Earth’s advanced, tiny microchip technology with Orealis’ ancient, powerful magic, he created the Glyphic, which bestowed communication, tactical instinct, and shapeshifting powers once the Glyphic was implanted above the recipient’s ear. The magic was unstable for Orealians, so he created the Meridian vortex to harness the magic in the glyphics, allowing him to communicate with them, without a glyphics himself.

Fjólsvin had been honored to be among that select few to know of its existence. The Meridian was the vortex of Loki’s Orealis magic and connected all the glyphics and was the true source of power. You alone will survive what is coming, Loki had said. Use what I have given you. You must finish if the time comes when I cannot.

The celebrations raging above were a gift. The guards would be distracted, drunk on victory, celebrating the death of their enemy. They would not yet be thinking of the purge that would inevitably follow, a systematic elimination of every operative, every sympathizer, every trace of Loki's influence.

Fjólsvin would be gone before that net closed. He would disappear into the hidden network Loki had so carefully constructed, and from there, he would rebuild. He would gather any surviving remnants of Loki's followers, access the hidden caches, and exact his revenge. Loki's foresight had saved him. And Fjólsvin would not waste that salvation.

Quietly now, he made his way to his chamber. As he entered, he touched a silver cuff on his wrist. A huge slab of rock slid back silently, revealing a massive cavern bathed in a lime-green light. The walls were a glistening black basalt stone that reflected the light. To one side stood an enormous stone bed, and across from it, a stone platform held a reflective silver panel. A large rough-hewn wooden box sat next to the panel.

Rushing across the room, he lifted the lid of the box and frantically clawed into it, pulling out a pair of baggy black trousers and holding them up to his waist. They were far too short. He crossed the room back to the chest and dug out a small burlap bag.

Shaking out two large grey pellets, he stared at them for a moment—all that remained of the magic Loki had leveraged. The rest of the supply had been discovered and destroyed by Óðin’s guards. Neither Óðin nor the guards knew the location of the Meridian nor the existence of a massive stock of glyphics. Fjólsvin grinned at this, knowing those two things would secure the defeat of Earth, and Óðin’s power could not save them.

When the ancient Nordic race moved to Orealis, Óðin stripped them of their shapeshifting and transformation powers, ensuring they could not return to the Earth world unnoticed. Loki spent centuries finding a way to reclaim that power, and he had succeeded. The glyphs, when implanted into the skull, allowed for transformation at will. For those from Orealis, they were required to rely on pellets taken immediately before shapeshifting. The energy fields and magnetic variances between Orealis and Earth made it too dangerous to use the permanent implants. Travel between the planets would fracture the magic, likely driving the recipient mad. Fjólsvin shivered. Fractured magic embedded in one’s mind was a terrifying thought.

Fjólsvin stared at the two pellets in his palm. One to become human. One to return. That was all he had left. He'd need to choose his moment carefully. Once he shifted back to his natural giant form, he would be unable to blend in with Earth’s population. He would be pursued, forced to hide, or return to Orealis. He rolled one pellet between his fingers. The surface was rough, flecked with crystallized Orealis magic that caught the green light before he put it in his mouth. The pellet dissolved bitter on his tongue. Three seconds. That's all the warning he had before fire ripped through him. His bones compressed, and his skin burned as it contracted. This is what Óðin reduced us to, he thought through the pain. What should flow like water now rips like knives. When it finally stopped, he was gasping, drenched in sweat. The ring clattered off his shrunken finger. He had to force his shaking hands to steady enough to catch it.

His body convulsed. The transformation ripped through him. It wasn’t the gradual, smooth shape-shift his ancestors had known, but a brutal compression. His bones ground against each other as they shortened. His skin burned as it contracted, the acrid smell of scorched flesh filling his nostrils. He doubled over, hands trembling violently as his nine-foot frame collapsed inward to five-feet-nine. His breath came in ragged, painful gasps. Sweat poured down his face.

The ring on his finger clattered to the floor. He staggered, his body still shuddering from the forced change, and watched the ring roll across the stone toward the bed. His hands shook so badly he nearly missed it, snatching it up at the last moment and shoving it into his pocket.

He trudged back to the chest, each step unsteady. His body still ached from what had been done to it, what he had needed to do. The ancient gift that should have been easy screamed against its chains, the long-suppressed power fighting to be freed.

He pulled on the baggy black trousers, which fit perfectly on his smaller frame. Opening the chest again, he retrieved a Dishdasha and a Keffiyeh. The traditional white robe for Arab males and the red-and-black checkered head covering would ensure he blended in with the crowds at his destination. He put the robe on over his baggy trousers and found the length was perfect, striking at his ankles. Shaking the long, floppy robe-sleeves, Fjólsvin adjusted on the Keffiyeh, securing it with the black Agal.

Growling, he bent down to hunt through the chest for shoes. Finding them, he sat to yank them on, then assessed himself in the reflective metal above the chest. He now resembled an ugly sun-tanned Earthling. He pulled a thick strand of his oily, dirty blond hair to cover his third eye. His third eye needed to be uncovered to access the primitive minds of the Earthlings, but he had to keep it hidden to blend in as he moved amongst them.

Finally, he pulled out a ten-foot coil of thin rope, which he swiftly wound onto his left arm. Starting at the long, ugly scar on the back of his hand, he worked the rope up tightly toward his elbow, tucking the end to keep it in place. He secured the wide cuff, still emitting light pulses, to his wrist.

Running his hand inside the lid of the chest, he found the rolled-up page containing a list of names and locations. It was a key piece of Loki’s plan, leveraging disgruntled humans against their own people. Fjólsvin would need to establish with these humans that he was their leader now and that they were under his command.

Now that Loki was gone, it was up to Fjólsvin to act as general and lead this attack. Loki had gone too slowly anyway, he thought. Recent events had made it all too clear that cooperation between Earth and Orealis was unacceptable. The thought of what those three Earthlings, The Ambassadors, had done made Fjólsvin ball up his fists in an uncontrolled fury. I will get even with them.

Glancing over the list, he committed one address to memory before folding the page and slipping it into his tunic pocket. Then, he carefully tucked the last remaining pellet deep inside, making sure it was secure. It would be vital later. From the chest, he grabbed a leather pouch heavy with coins and snapped the lid shut. Scanning the chamber to ensure he’d left nothing behind, he stuffed the pouch into another pocket.

Stealthily, he moved out of the chamber. As he touched the cuff at his wrist, the rock door closed over the opening to the chamber with a grating thunk. He crept down the corridor and veered off to a set of stone steps. Silently ascending the staircase, he crept upward until he was at a circular rusty metal cover.

Cautiously, he pushed on the lid with both hands. He cursed his small size and limited strength. Moving the cover would require little effort at his normal size. Grunting with effort, he was finally able to move the cover enough to slip through the opening.

After listening intently, he hesitated, then scurried across the corridor. He felt in the darkness for the stone lever. Finding it, he pressed with all his might until he heard a click and the stone slab shifted. He crawled inside the relative safety and pushed the slab back, hiding Loki’s secret chamber.

Inside, several enormous silver cylinders stood, pulsing green light. He crossed the room and pushed aside a panel on the largest cylinder. The cover slid open to reveal a small compartment containing a flat stone carved with ancient sigils—destinations Loki had forced into permanence. The runes pulsed faintly, an ugly greenish light that made Fjólsvin's skin crawl even as he used them.

From the carved marks, he selected one that glowed blue with a yellow ring around it. The symbols beside it were old Arabic script: ALLADRIQ LYAH, (Laodicea). He pressed his palm firmly against the sigil. The stone grew hot beneath his hand, and pain shot up his arm as the world tore open around him.

The transition wrenched him through space, and he stumbled forward as he materialized at the center of the Temple of Bacchus in the major port city of Syria. His legs buckled, and he caught himself, grabbing a pillar for support, gasping as the disorientation cleared.

Fjólsvin pushed up the Keffiyeh so that it hid most of his face as he looked around. No one had witnessed his sudden appearance at the temple. The location was familiar to him, thanks to his keen awareness of his surroundings and excellent memory. He had come here once before with Loki, and Fjólsvin recalled each detail. That trip had been successful in recruiting humans to join Loki’s cause. It was those humans he needed to contact now. It no longer mattered that Finna had destroyed Loki. Fjólsvin knew every detail of the plan; it was up to him now to execute it and execute any Earthlings that dared to interfere, starting with the three Ambassadors. The thought of Finna and the other two appointees made him choke with rage, and his face darkened with hatred.

Controlling a sudden surge of anger, he took a shuddering breath and then looked cautiously in each direction. People dressed in traditional robes walked with purpose; others in foreign attire walked more leisurely. Fjólsvin judged the second group to be tourists, visitors to this land. He looked towards the sky. A few clouds floated across the azure sky, but the air was still. No wind moved his hair, his third eye well concealed under the thick strands of greasy hair. No one paid any attention to him.

Fjólsvin darted out of the temple enclosure as a rusted taxi, its black paint now faded to a dingy charcoal gray, rumbled as it crawled down the red cobbled street. He waved it down. The driver stomped on the brakes, giving his prospective passenger a wide, toothless smile.

As Fjólsvin bent down to get into the cab, he touched his forehead, sweeping his hair away from his middle eye, allowing him to connect with the driver’s mind and speak Arabic. Setting himself in the backseat, he rattled off the address he had memorized, directing the driver to the waterfront. Leaning back, he arranged his hair so that the middle eye was partially covered, and he could still communicate with the driver when needed.

After driving several blocks at a fast clip, the cab slowed down as the driver checked the street numbers. Fjólsvin grabbed the back of the driver´s backrest as the taxi took a sharp turn and eased down a seedy lane. The vehicle stopped in front of a small wooden building that badly-needed a coat of paint. Openings that once served as windows were boarded up, the wood stained with the rusty residue that had run down from old nails in various places. Recognizing the location, he nodded, then pulled out his leather pouch and paid the driver before getting out.

He waited until the cab was out of sight, then stopped and wrinkled his nose at the pungent odor of rotten fish. Spinning on his heel, he walked three doors down and knocked using an arranged sequence. Two loud, two soft, two loud. The door opened slowly, a creaking groan signaling the reluctance of an infrequently used hinge.

A short man appeared, clad in a Dishdasha almost identical to Fjólsvin´s. The man put his hand up, palm out, indicating for Fjólsvin to stop. The man started to speak, but choked on his words as Fjólsvin pushed back his hair, exposing his middle eye. 

Powerless to do anything but comply, the man stared a moment, eyes bulging, then pulled his visitor inside and forcefully slammed the door shut. He released Fjólsvin’s arm and motioned for him to follow as the man started towards a dimly lit corridor that smelled strongly of fish. The corridor became a tunnel, winding this way and that in a confusing maze. As they passed, Fjólsvin saw old nets, ballasts, and fishing rods piled against the walls on each side of the tunnel.

He lunged, grabbing the shoulder of the shorter man. “What is this? This is not where Loki and I were brought on our last visit.” Fjólsvin growled.

“That’s right, we´ve had to make some changes,” the man barked back. He scowled at Fjólsvin and shook his shoulder to free himself. Slapping angrily at the wall in front of them, the stone seemed to split, and a large section slipped upward, creating an opening. 

The short man stepped back and motioned for Fjólsvin to enter. Grimly, Fjólsvin entered, followed by the short man, and he looked around the huge room, set up like a battle command center. He was surprised and pleased to see that every wall was covered with flat-screen displays showing television broadcasts and live-streaming cameras of various catastrophic events around the world.

The short man shook his head and grabbed Fjólsvin, shouting to the room. “Any of you know him?” He pointed at Fjólsvin.

“You dare bring someone all the way in here that you don’t know,” a furious voice challenged.

“He had the ability, like Loki, and he forced me. I do not know him, but I had no power to resist.” The short man whined defensively.

All six men who had been sitting at a table now jumped to their feet, sheafs of paper fluttering to the floor from their movements. Excited babbles arose amongst them, their questions and accusations growing louder as they began shouting over one another to be heard. One man stood at the head of the table, pounding his fist on the wooden surface in a posture of authority.

Fjólsvin impatiently shook the hand off his arm and pushed the short man away as he recognized the man in command. Arrogantly, he strutted over and greeted him. “Halil, you know me,” Fjólsvin said firmly. Halil nodded, his mud-brown eyes mere slits, encouraging Fjólsvin to continue.

“Loki is dead, and I now lead this mission.” Pushing Halil out of the way, he assumed the position at the head of the table and looked at each man one by one. “I am here to solidify the target information. I don’t know if I can trust that everything is ready and we can’t afford mistakes.” He reached inside his tunic and pulled out the rolled-up papers and waved them authoritatively in Halil’s face.

“Everyone else is dead, now, how can you have the power alone to lead?” Halil said, staring at Fjólsvin contemptuously.

Without breaking eye contact, Fjólsvin reached up and lifted the shock of hair, exposing his third eye. Halil’s eyes changed from suspicious slits to wide-open shock as his face turned dark red, then purple. He sputtered and choked, drooling spittle as he struggled unsuccessfully to speak.

“Get this quickly, as I intend to move fast. We were close to striking when Loki was killed, and things went temporarily out of control.” Fjólsvin slammed his fist down. “I am here to take control now.”

One of the men reached out, steadied the glass that had skittered across the table from the impact, then sat down. Stunned at this insult from their leader, the remaining men sat down as well and used the opportunity to bend down and gather up their scattered papers. It was customary here for the host to graciously motion for his guest to sit first, then for the host to sit, then for the remaining men. But, in matters of this culture’s customs, Fjólsvin was clueless, having no idea he’d just been slighted.

Halil was still staring at Fjólsvin with a mixture of fear and contempt. He cleared his throat, attempting to regain authority and control in the room. He stood up and grabbed the edge of the table as he leaned toward Fjólsvin and sneered. 

“You may have escaped from Orealis, but there is nothing for you here. No one will follow you. Spies have brought us the news that Loki and his followers are dead.” Halil frowned. “Killed by three human children, no less. And the girl shot the arrows that killed Loki and his mighty warriors. Hah!” Contemptuously, Halil spat a wad of tobacco juice in the direction of a spittoon, which was so stained it was impossible to tell whether it was brass or ceramic. He missed, and a black stream struck the side and slithered down the encrusted side to form a small puddle on the grimy floor.

Fjólsvin furiously rolled up the papers and angrily crammed them back into his pocket before putting both hands flat across the table from Halil’s hands. With the tips of their dirty fingernails touching, Fjólsvin grit his teeth. “I’m in charge now, and I intend on completing Loki´s plans for Earth. And I will destroy those three.” He said softly, his voice terrifyingly cold, sending shivers up the spines of the men in the room. “I want to know if the human leaders are in the same location, and if you are going to honor your allegiance to Loki’s plan. If
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