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Odin awoke in the deep dark of the night to the sound of Frigg’s screams. 
As he stood, stepping off the bed, his fingers came away from the mattress warm and wet and gleaming in the dark.
Before he could take another step, he lost the feeling in his legs. His vision blurred.
Frigg screamed again. And he fell.
His eye opened. He was lying on a floor. The floor was smooth, grey and cold, and had a subtle grainy texture that rubbed against Odin’s face as he lifted his head.
It was a wide room. Wide and long. There was one bright, rectangular light in the middle of the ceiling. There was a big window stretching across the length of the wall. Through the window, Odin could see…Jotunnheim?
Yes. That was it. He was aboard some kind of space-faring vessel. Yes, there it was—the white noise, the low hum that Odin associated with those periods of transit between the realms.
But how? And why?
Odin sat up. His bed. The blood. It could only be… 
He felt his face and eyepatch, expecting to feel blood there, perhaps a dry and crusty line running down his cheek. But there was nothing. Only skin. Dry and clean. He ran two fingers down the length of his beard, lost in thought.
Something shifted in his peripheral. He wasn’t alone. Someone stood in front of the wide window. A tall, slim silhouette.
Odin stood. He held out his hand, summoning his spear, Gungnir, with his mind.
But it didn’t come.
The moment came and went, awkwardly. Odin lowered his hand. The dark silhouette tilted its head.
No, not it. Her.
It was the clothing that had thrown Odin off. Not a dress, but a bland, loose suit of some sort. It gave her a sort of androgynous look, at least far as the outline of her, even with all that long, dark hair. 
Her hair was straight, parted down the middle. It came down to her arms. It bobbed and rippled as she cocked her head.
“Who are you?” Odin said. “And where am I?”
“It is less a matter of where you are,” the woman said, “than when.” 
Her voice was soft, but it was also cold. Distant. Unaffected. It all but made the hairs stand up on the back of Odin’s neck.
“I don’t understand.”
She straightened, the shadow of her form undulating as she clasped her hands in front of her.
“You are nowhere. You are everywhere. You are trespassing in a forbidden place. You are exactly where you’re supposed to be.”
Great. Riddles.
“I asked you two questions. You’ve answered neither.”
“I answered the second as well as anyone can. As for the first? I am Verdandi. Second of the Norns.”
Odin crossed his arms. “The Norns? The weavers of fate itself? The Arbiters of all things, past present and future? I’m supposed to believe that?”
The woman gave a slight nod of the head.
“Right,” Odin said. “Pleased to meet you. I’m Nidhogg, dragon of the deep.”
“You are something far more remarkable than a dragon,” said the woman who called herself Verdandi. “You are Odin. The Allfather. Without you, the Nine Realms wouldn’t exist.”
“I had a part to play,” Odin said, modestly. “It was more of a joint effort.”
“But it was your idea, wasn’t it?” Vervandi said. “The plan was yours. Your brothers Vili and Ve shared your sentiments. But you were the one with vision. With a plan.”
“Maybe,” Odin said. He pointed at his eyepatch. “There is some irony in that, I suppose.”
“Not at all. It was the same vision, that same future-mindedness, that led to the loss of your eye. It is also what led us, the Norns, to you.”
Odin took a tentative step closer. “You mean, it is because I drank from the Well of Urd that I can see you, now?”
A nod.
“So,” Odin said. “You’re here to give me answers, then? Something more tangible and useful than these maddening visions?”
“In a manner of speaking, yes.”
“So, is it safe to say the Norns are my allies?”
She shook her head. “We are neither for or against you. We are agents of the Wyrd. I am here, with you, because I was always destined to be. I saw it, written in the weave. And so I came.”
“...thanks?”
She beckoned.
Odin drew yet closer. The Norn’s face was still shrouded in shadow. He wished he could see her, read her expression. But then, perhaps he’d rather not. Maybe there was a reason why she kept herself in a mask of darkness.
Verdandi gestured toward the window. At that moment the view of Jotunheim grew in the window, as if the vessel was being rapidly pushed in toward the surface of the planet. The perspective continued to zoom in, until the view of Jotunheim’s surface was vivid enough that they could have been half a league off the ground. 
It was a cold place. A wet place. A hard and dangerous place. Not a dead place—not yet. But it was a realm with an expiration date. The unchecked greed and malice of the Jotunn Lords had all but guaranteed it.
Craggy plains of ice and rock stretched for leagues and leagues in every direction, a pattern occasionally broken by pockets of snow or even brief stretches of green, moss-like vegetation.
The view continued to push inward. Or downward, depending on one’s view. Two different ships came into view, parked and nestled on flat outcroppings of rock. If Odin didn’t know better, he’d say he recognized those ships. One belonged to Loki, the other to Thor.
Odin pointed. “Are those…”
“They belong to your sons, yes. They’re in a remote region of Jotunheim called Utgard.
“I know where Utgard is. But why are they there!”
She turned toward the window. Her face was still obscured. It was like the shadows followed her, clinging to her like so many insects.
“Thor followed Loki here. Tracked him. Got sucked into the Vegvisir warp. Now, here he is. He’s a restless one, your son. They both are.”
“But…what’s Loki doing in a place like Utgard?”
“He has a second family there,” Verdandi said. “A Jotunn mistress named Angrboda. A daughter and a son: Hel and Jormungand.”
Children. Two of them. A daughter and son. Kept secret from Odin. But…for how long?
“Hel,” Odin said, tasting the name on his tongue. “Who names their own daughter after a place like Helheim?”
“They’re fifteen years old,” Verdandi said. “Both of them. Twins.”
It was a lot to take in. On the one hand, Loki had betrayed him. He had endangered Asgard, and Midgard in turn. If the Jotunn Lords discovered the existence of Loki’s secret mistress and progeny, they could use them as hostages, leveraging Loki’s knowledge and influence to their advantage. 
On the other hand, Odin, he…well. He was grandfather to a new set of children, it seemed. How was he supposed to feel about that?
Both Loki and Thor were visible, now. They stood across from one another, not far from the ships, each of them wrapped in travel cloaks, their long trains drifting about in the wind like reeds in a current.
They were arguing about something. And it wasn’t hard to imagine what. 
Thor had followed Loki out of boredom, and a bit of curiosity. And now Loki was only a few leagues off from the home of his mistress and children, trying to get Thor to leave so he could get back to his family.
But Thor was stubborn. He wouldn’t leave until he got what he wanted—in this case, his curiosity to be sated. But Loki certainly wasn’t going to tell him the truth. And in a situation like this, would anything less than the truth suffice? Would he really be able to lie his way out of this?
Probably. He’d been lying about Angrboda for years. Lying by omission.
“He and Angrboda have a foster child together as well,” Verdandi said, interrupting Odin’s thoughts. “But you’ve already met him.”
“I have?”
Odin thought back, combing his beard with his fingers.
Oh. Of course.
Fenrir.
Through the window, both Thor and Loki looked toward the sky at the same time. Jotunn scout ships were converging on their position. Two of them.
Missiles and gunfire hit the docked ships before Thor and Loki could reach them. The two brothers took off across the plains together, weaving between spires and mound-like outcroppings of rock. Gunfire erupted around them, chunks of ice and rock exploding in brittle shards.
Thor looked back long enough to throw his hammer, Mjolnir. It flew through the air, missing one of the ships before being called back.
Odin put his head in his hand. Foolish, foolish boy. They both were. They’d somehow managed to strand themselves in enemy territory.
“Is this happening…right now?” Odin said. “I feel like I need to ask.”
“In a manner of speaking, yes,” Verdandi said. “Though I think you’ll find that time passes differently here.”
Which meant Odin needed to find his answers quickly. While there was still time to find his boys and get them out of this.
Luckily, they were doing just fine for now. Sort of.
What had he and Verdandi been talking about?
That’s right. Fenrir. The son of Gorm, the Jotunn that had broken into Asgard’s defense systems. 
Odin has been forced to kill Gorm. But he would have let the boy live.
“The boy. I don’t understand why he took him. He would have been safer with us.”
“Loki feared for the boy’s safety,” the Norn explained. “Fenrir was the one to breach the Thurisaz. Not Gorm.”
…oh.
The Prince of Lies, indeed.
“An extraordinary boy, that Fenrir,” Odin said, grimly.
The Norn nodded. “More so than even Loki realizes. All his children are. The Wyrd has seen fit to grant them a Kenning. Even Fenrir.”
“That…that doesn’t make any sense. Not even Loki has a Kenning.”
In the window, Thor and Loki dove into a tunnel in the ground together, just as the opening was blasted by the scouts ships and collapsed behind them.
“Loki does







