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Praise for the
Arthur Quinn
books

â€˜A brilliant creation â€¦ fast-paced and thrilling' â€“ Eoin Colfer, author of
Artemis Fowl

â€˜A clever blend of fantasy and the every day. It's like Harry Potter, Dublin style' â€“
Irish Examiner

â€˜One of the most exciting adventure stories published in Ireland in the last few years' â€“
Irish Independent

â€˜An absolute rip-roaring read' â€“
Sunday Business Post

â€˜A gripping supernatural thriller' â€“
Sunday Independent

â€˜Norse myth, Irish history and contemporary Dublin blend convincingly' â€“
The Irish Times

â€˜A mystical world of mythological characters comes alive, time stops, the unimaginable occurs, and the excitement is full blast from beginning to end' â€“
VOYA, Voices of Youth Advocates

â€˜An action-packed suspense mystery' â€“
School Librarian Journal

â€˜It's like a ride on the back of the Fenris Wolf itself, breathlessly exciting â€¦ perfect for everyone who enjoyed
Avengers Assemble
.' â€“ Alexander Gordon Smith,
Inis Magazine

â€˜A fantastic, riveting read and one you will enjoy over and over. Bring on the third book!!!' â€“ Mary Esther Judy, The Bookbag
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Prologue

Neil Conifrey felt a surge of relief when he saw the turn off the main road up ahead. It had been a long journey from Dublin and the snail's pace of the Friday rush-hour traffic had only made it longer. Kurt and Susanna had squabbled in the back for most of the two-hour-plus drive, while Joanna â€“ Neil's wife â€“ sat staunchly silent in the passenger seat, massaging away a particularly painful migraine. Now, as they approached the turn-off, the bickering finally came to an end. Neil glanced in the rear-view mirror at his two kids. Kurt was sixteen and had definitely inherited genes from Joanna's side of the family. With the cleft in his chin and the slightly bulging eyes, he was the spitting image of Joanna's older brother. He even shared his uncle's dark five o'clock shadow. Ten-year-old Susanna, on the other hand, took after Neil with her mop of wiry brown hair and poor eyesight.

He focused back on his driving as he turned up the laneway towards the holiday home. Despite the harsh winter they'd just emerged from, the gravel track was overgrown with brambles and bushes already. Usually he didn't have to trim back the growth until their annual visit over the May Bank Holiday, but by the looks of it he'd have to do some work on it this weekend.

Bad weather had forced them to remain in Dublin over Christmas. Normally they were glad to get out of the city to visit Joanna's parents in Leitrim, but the snow and ice had put a stop to that. Now â€“ to celebrate Joanna's birthday â€“ Neil had taken the family to their holiday home a few miles outside Mullingar. He thought it would be a much-needed break from the hustle and bustle of the city â€“ although, judging by the way it had begun, he figured he'd have gotten more rest back in Dublin.

The house itself was secluded at the end of the laneway, overlooking a small hillside. It was a compact bungalow, painted a cheery yellow and of a clean, modern design. The sun had set a couple of hours before and, as Neil parked the car, he was surprised to see light pouring from one of the windows.

â€˜Did anyone leave a light on last time we were here?' he asked, pulling up the handbrake. He turned to his children, irritated.

â€˜No,' Kurt answered sullenly, looking out of his window.

â€˜Wasn't me,' said Susanna. â€˜Honest.'

Neil turned to Joanna, raising a quizzical eyebrow.

â€˜Don't look at me like that,' she warned him. â€˜You probably left it on. You always do at home.' He unhooked his seat belt, unwilling to admit that she was more than likely right. He did have a habit of forgetting to turn off the house lights at night or any time he was going out.

They bustled out of the car. Joanna leaned back against the bonnet, inhaling the cool air deeply, glad to be out of the stuffy vehicle. She was holding a bag of basic groceries they'd picked up in a petrol station en route. Susanna ran off to inspect the apple tree she had planted the previous spring. As Neil heaved their one suitcase out of the car boot, Kurt was waving his mobile phone in the air, trying to catch some reception.

â€˜I have no bars,' he complained. â€˜Dad, there are no bars.'

â€˜Of course there aren't,' Neil said, pulling the wheeled case towards the front door. â€˜There weren't any when we came here last year or the summer before that or the spring before that. And there won't be any if we come here in May. But isn't it nice to be away from the pitfalls of modern society for a few days?'

Kurt chose not to answer, sighed and thrust the phone back in his pocket petulantly. Neil smiled to himself, took the house keys out of his pocket and tried to find the right one before his son could voice another complaint. Even after coming here all these years, he still couldn't work out the previous owners' key-coding system.

â€˜No apples,' said Susanna sadly, crossing back from the small front garden.

â€˜They'll grow in the autumn, Suzie,' said her mother. â€˜Don't worry. As soon as your dad gets the door open, we'll put on some nice hot chocolate. How does that sound?'

As if on cue, Neil managed to turn the correct key in the door with a click.

â€˜All aboard!' he exclaimed as he went in â€“ an old joke he'd used countless times before, which they all rolled their eyes at now.

Considering the house had spent some months uninhabited, Neil had expected it to be almost arctic inside, but he was bewildered to find that it was actually quite warm. As he put down the case, the family all piled past him into the kitchen â€“ to where he'd apparently left the light glowing on their last visit. None of the rest of them seemed to notice the warmth in the house, or, if they did, they didn't think it strange. He watched through the door as Joanna turned the stove on and his children rooted through the cupboard for supplies. He made his way slowly towards them, keeping his ears alert for â€¦ well, he didn't know what for. He didn't want to think about it, really. The back of his hand felt a radiator as he passed; it was hot to the touch.

â€˜Any marshmallows?' Joanna was asking as she heaped spoonfuls of chocolate powder into a saucepan of simmering milk.

â€˜Just a few,' Kurt replied, retrieving a near-empty bag of marshmallows.

â€˜We'll put some more on the shopping list for tomorrow.'

â€˜Joanna,' said Neil.

â€˜Hmm?' She didn't turn, just kept stirring the chocolate.

â€˜Joanna,' he said again, more urgently this time.

â€˜What is it?' she asked irritably, swivelling towards him.

â€˜Did you put that there?' He pointed to the breakfast table. The calendar from the wall had been left on it, open to the month of February. The first three weeks' worth of days had been crossed off â€“ right up to today. A rough-edged X the colour of rust marked off each day. It looked like it had been scrawled with a fingertip in ink. Or â€¦

â€˜Is that blood?' Kurt spluttered, staring at the calendar.

â€˜Hello there!' said a voice behind them. Neil spun to find himself facing a tall man. He had platinum-blond hair, cropped close to his skull. His beard was trimmed into what he'd often heard Joanna refer to as â€˜fashionable stubble'. His eyes were a shockingly pale blue and they darted from one member of the Conifrey family to the next. He was wearing pinstriped trousers, a matching waistcoat, shirt and tie. There was no sign of the blazer that would complete the three-piece ensemble. Over it all, he wore a frilly pink apron that had â€˜Kiss the Cook' scrawled across it in cartoony text and a print of a naked, muscled chest underneath it. He was grinning at them, exposing a row of flawless white teeth.

â€˜Is that hot chocolate?' he asked, slamming the door behind him. â€˜I do love hot chocolate.'

â€˜Whâ€“ â€¦ who are you?'

Without warning, the man leapt forward. He thrust a hand against Neil's chest and pushed him backwards. Joanna cried out as Neil flew through the air, crashed into the kitchen units and slumped to the ground.

â€˜Who am I?' cackled the blond-haired man shrilly. â€˜I am Loki, the Father of Lies,' he said, strolling nonchalantly further into the kitchen. â€˜And we're all going to have such fun together!'
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