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            AUTHOR’S NOTE:

          

        

      

    

    
      This is the fourth book in the series.

      When I started writing, they were supposed to be quick and simple one shot adventures. Loki had other plans. As such, it is a continuing story (at the moment).

      Please consult my book list for reading order before continuing with this one, otherwise you’ll be lost. Neither one of us wants that.

      
        
        Thank you!
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      If you’re willing to believe that I, Loki of Asgard, could tell the truth, then let me be completely honest with you. I have a dreadful feeling of what I will find when the elevator stops and I step out. I’m not sure why I have this chilly tingle scampering up and down my spine, but it’s there.

      Fenrir buries his head under my arm. Can he sense my apprehension? Or does he just want attention? Maybe he needs to sleep now? We have been around the world in a day.

      The bell chimes, announcing that we’ve reached our floor. Something about the tone’s resonance seems so final. The waning sound parks like Thor’s hammer in my stomach as the elevator wheezes a mournful sigh and slinks open. Emotional doors, just what I need. Yet, maybe Douglas Adams was right about never forgetting a towel. Considering I probably look like a wet menace after being down in the well, maybe I should sigh too.

      Or not.

      I leave the relative safety of the elevator and close my eyes as I turn toward my hotel room. I truly expect to find a frozen koi outside the door. Maybe I’ll be lucky enough to find a Babel Fish rather than a koi. I’d love something that could translate the strange events of the last few days.

      I walk the short stretch down the hallway, trying not to look down. Instead I focus on the numbers. Room 435. So far, so good. A faint cherry perfume covers the top of the disinfecting odor all hotels seem to have, as if they spent an extra ten cents to get scented bleach.

      It’s time to unlock the door. I glance down, envisaging a koi frozen within a chopped block of ice propped up against the paneling.

      There’s nothing there.

      I slide the keycard in and out of the lock. A little green light beeps as the mechanism clicks. I open the door and carry Fenrir inside. Had I not had the puppy in my arms, he wouldn't have been able to enter, not with my protective charms on the room. Even as it is, I feel a small resistance as I cross the threshold as if I am walking through a thin elastic film covering the doorway.

      I give a sweeping glance around the suite just to make sure everything is untouched.

      Placing Fenrir on the floor, I wonder how I'm going to feed and water him. In days of old, I would have just manifested everything he needed. Now, it's a little trickier and certainly an inconvenience.

      But I don’t have to deal with the hassle.

      With a smile, I pull my phone and speed dial Jason's number.

      "I’m already on it," he answers before I say a word.

      Damn, he is good.

      But what if there's another situation that has come up in my absence, one I'm not yet aware of? "Supplies for Fenrir?" I ask.

      "I'm in the elevator now."

      "Is that a yes?"

      "Yes, Loki. Five years I've been your assistant. When are you going to quit treating me like I just started?"

      "You did just start," I quip back. "I fired you earlier today for incompetence."

      "Then you rehired me."

      "Hence, you just started. Quit making me fire you and you won't have to keep restarting."

      Jason laughs. "I give you this round."

      In the background I hear the elevator bell ding as it reaches the top floor.

      "Are you going to get the door, Loki?" Jason asks. "These bags are heavy."

      "You do it. You have amazing powers of mental prowess apparently."

      I hear Jason sigh. "Very well," he says.

      A moment later the lock clicks, releases, and the door opens. Jason enters, keycard between his teeth and shopping bags in each hand. He stops, puts down groceries as the door shuts behind him, and takes the keycard out of his mouth. "You should see the look on your face."

      "You're fired."

      "Whatever." Jason starts to pull out cans of food and sets them on the table. "He does eat normal dog food, doesn't he?"

      "It'll be enough," I answer. How is one supposed to explain exactly, especially when I am a god who doesn't have to eat and Fenrir is a creation from me, part of me and therefore part god, but is part other as well. Other. How interesting I would choose to describe it that way. One thing about us gods, we are inventors at heart and love to create. I did produce Fenrir, contrary to what the myths say, not from a typical union of male and female, but from my own material energy and power drawn from a void realm where only thoughts exist. I had to be assured that no Asgardian would ever have control over my wolf son as they did my other children.

      “So why did you think about bringing him food?” I ask.

      Jason looks up at me, his lips parted as if I’ve lost my mind and he can’t fathom the reason behind my question. He starts to make these gestures with his hand, and then begins pointing obscurely behind him as if that alone explains everything. He grabs a bag of dog food and yanks the thread angrily out of the top seam. “I saw him tear apart that bus, Loki,” he says pouring some dry dog food from a bag into a bowl. “That’s not something I want to be on the bad side of.”

      He fears my son, yet he considers me laughable. I wish Jason would remember who he was dealing with. It has obviously been a long time since he’s had to deal with a god other than me. I’ve been too easy on him, thinking that he is a mere human. Now that I know otherwise… well, that’s a different story entirely.
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      I flick my finger and the chair I had placed by the window spins around. I drop down into it, crossing one leg casually over the opposite knee. I have so many questions, but I don’t want to jump in too hastily. Acting rash is how one usually gets burned. Instead, I watch him until he notices me and tries not to. I hear his heartbeat quicken and feel his temperature rise. Even across the room, I sense his nerves tense.

      Jason of the Argonauts, a once brave ship captain sailing the Mediterranean for adventure, women, and gold, yet he breaks into a sweat under scrutiny.

      I lick the tips of my thumb and index finger and give a quick gust of subzero breath over the wet saliva. On the flesh, a thin, cold layer forms. I inhale the still frosty air into my mouth and begin to roll a little sliver of ice on my tongue. It quickly grows to the size of a pea. I take it from my mouth with my chilled fingers, gyrate it around a little to pick up the icy fragments from my skin, and place the little ball into my palm. I close my fingers around it as if I were a gambler in Vegas picking up dice, and much the same, I blow into my closed fist, flash freezing the ice harder.

      Fenrir moves away from his food and lies down where he can watch.

      Jason has a moment where he looks repulsed. “Did you just spit into your hand?”

      “Not quite. Watch.” I twist my hand and balance the glacial ball on the top on my index finger. Now it’s about the size of a quarter. Not quite as cool as a basketball-spinning Harlem Globetrotter, but I’ve just begun. With a flick, the snowball goes into the air. I clap it as it reaches the zenith and it shatters. Sparkling snow glitters in the air. I exhale, sending the flakes erratically gushing back toward the ceiling.  Barely rising off the back of the chair, I reach out and summon it all into my cupped hands, which I bring to my mouth and give another cold breath.

      The magic of Jotunheim, my natural birthright, shivers through me. My hands turn as white as the ice I hold in my palms. I mash it all together, pressing and rolling it compact to about the size of a golf ball.

      I lick it again and then guess what? Yes, another icy breath over the surface. Just like playing Jack Frost, one of the many mythological characters born in Midgard’s collective consciousness based on me.  Welcome this hitchhiker to your galaxy. Who needs a towel when you have the entire fabric of Midgard?

      Oh, was that my ‘out loud voice’ again?

      It’s so easy to get caught up in my godliness, especially when a human is observing.

      Jason watches as I grow this snowball and spin it around in my
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