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The Aesir rejoiced in celebration and song at the return of their beloved Idunn, goddess of youth.

Their festive cries echoed throughout the halls of Asgard and all the Nine Realms. The

smoldering carcass of Thiazi, the giant who kidnapped fair Idunn, served as fuel for the

magnificent bonfire that lit up the night sky.

However, beyond the farthest reaches of the icy grey waters, past the depths of the ancient

magma rivers that heat the barren peaks, Skadi waited in her lonely home of Thrymheim for her

father’s return; he had gone after Idunn, his escaped captive. The sun cycled through canvases of

night and day, with still no sign of Thiazi’s return. Skadi’s eyes soon turned cold, yet her irises

burned with fury.

SKADI: How long must I wait for an answer I already have? My father is not one to find delay 

from wind or snow. No, there is only one explanation for the emptiness of these halls. My father 

is dead, and none but the Aesir could have killed him.
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Enraged, Skadi swept through each room of her home like a hurricane, donning her family’s

finest armaments. Wielding a magical sword and ancient spear and shield, Skadi stood atop the

highest peak, defiantly facing the heavens.

SKADI: I swear, Father, I shall not let your death go unavenged. Even if I must fight all the 

Aesir, I shall bathe the sky in their blood or else join you in honour and pride.

With that, Skadi soared to Asgard to seek atonement from the gods. Heimdall, the guardian and

gatekeeper, saw her figure streaking across the Realms as a shooting star. Immediately, he raised

the alarm.

HEIMDALL: All the Aesir, be afeared! A giantess comes, only distinguished by the enchanting 

grace she carries even in her fierce barbarity. What cause may be of this? Perhaps Thiazi, the 

giant killed in spite as retribution for Idunn’s abduction? If so, then this figure fast approaching 

can only be his daughter Skadi, which bodes a grave threat to us all.

Heimdall rushed towards the divine feast, his panicked look subduing the celebrative mood.

Odin, the supreme Allfather, was the first to address him.

ODIN: Heimdall, what madness possesses you? Did I hear you right that a foreigner has crossed 

our threshold?

HEIMDALL: Not just a foreigner, Great Father. I am certain I saw none other than Skadi, the 

titan on skis who dwells over the mountains. She must have come to seek vengeance for her 

father’s untimely demise.

LOKI: *whistles casually to avoid suspicion*
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HEIMDALL: What do you command? Shall we take up arms against her? Surely against all the 

Aesir a single giantess stands not a chance. We can drown this whole affair with just a little 

blood spilt.

The gods resonated in agreement with Heimdall’s suggestion.

ODIN: No, enough blood has already been shed over fruitless matters. When Skadi arrives, as 

you say she will, we shall not seek war but reparations. It was unfortunate the way we Aesir 

clashed with Thiazi, but such things cannot be helped. The best we can do is seek forgiveness 

and build a brighter future together.

HEIMDALL: So, you’re saying I can’t shoot her down?

ODIN: Of course not, you block of meat. When Skadi arrives, escort her here as a guest.

At that moment, Asgard rumbled from Skadi’s landing. Heimdall left, soon returning with the

furious giantess in tow.

HEIMDALL: Glorious Allfather and his children, I present Skadi of Thrymheim, daughter of 

Thiazi. Whatever you do, refrain from addressing her as “Barbaric Woman” lest you want a 

smarting slap on the cheek.

Heimdall timidly rubbed the throbbing red mark on his face before returning to his post.

ODIN: I welcome you, Skadi, to Asgard. Please, accept a drink before telling us of your woes.

SKADI: Do not even start, old man. How foolish you are to think you can assuage my anger with

drink and kind words. You killed my father, and I am bound by honour and love to demand 

compensation, even if that comes in the form of your blood.
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ODIN: Now, now, ease your tormented heart. None of us here wish for any more blood to be 

shed. We would be happy to offer recompense for your father’s death in the form of 

unimaginable wealth and riches. Will you accept this payment?

SKADI: Asgard must be a rock under which you live if you have not heard of my father’s 

wealth. His inheritance was so that from his own father, he and his two brothers had to measure 

out the gold in mouthfuls, such was the amount that numbers could not quantify it. Now, my 

father’s inherited gold belongs to me, and I shall never be in want of wealth so long as I live.

ODIN: I see. In that case, name your demands, and if we can fulfill them then be satisfied.

Skadi’s eyes passed over each of the gods, trying to determine whose blood would be fit

restitution for that of her deceased father. However, her cold gaze stopped on Baldr—sexiest of

all divinities that ever were and will be—and melted in the passions of love and lust.

SKADI: I want a husband.

ODIN: A husband?

HEIMDALL: A husband?!

ODIN: Heimdall, what are you still doing here? Get back to your post!

HEIMDALL: (faintly) Sorry.

SKADI: Not just any husband. One of my choosing.

Skadi met Baldr’s gaze and gave him a seductive wink. Baldr was slightly perturbed.

ODIN: Very well, but I would like to impose a condition of my own, if that would be acceptable. 

SKADI: Speak, and I shall judge.

ODIN: You must choose him only by the sight of his feet.

Skadi took a long look at Baldr’s sweet, seductive toes.
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SKADI: I accept. However, in the case I am still not satisfied, I also demand a second form of 

payment for my father’s death.

ODIN: Yes?

SKADI: I want you to make me laugh.

ODIN: That is acceptable. We shall begin with the selection of your husband, and if after you 

still yearn, we shall do all in our power to bring laughter to your belly.

With the conditions set, all the gods of Asgard lined up in the courtyard, their feet bare. Skadi,

shielding her eyes, walked down the line, inspecting each pair. Soon, she came upon a shapely

set of legs, and her heart told her that they could belong to none other than Baldr, the hunk of

Asgard. The thought of those feet sharing her bed was pure ecstasy.

SKADI: I choose the god to whom these feet belong.

ODIN: Ah, a fine choice.

Skadi excitedly looked up, ready to lose herself in the gaze of the boy wonder, but she was

instead met with the weathered skin and cloudy eyes of Njord, a lord of the sea.

SKADI: What?! I-I thought you were—”

NJORD: Be careful with your words, as they will be the first of our marriage.

SKADI: I…I’ve been tricked! You were supposed to be Baldr! How could such seductive legs 

belong to such a stormy face?

NJORD: (shrugging) At least you didn’t pick Loki.

LOKI: Her loss.

ODIN: Well, you now have your husband, a just consolation for the loss of your father.

SKADI: I am not yet satisfied. You have yet to make me laugh.
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ODIN: That shall be made right easily enough.

SKADI: Since my father’s death I have only known despair. I shall never laugh again. If you fail 

to meet my condition, I will not be appeased.

ODIN: Bring out the trickster!

LOKI: Ahem. You called?

ODIN: You know what you must do.

LOKI: Ah, such high hopes placed on my humble shoulders. Dear Father, while I would love the 

challenge of making this lady laugh on any other day, I am afraid right now there is something 

weighing on my mind that I must unburden.

Loki suddenly materialized a leather thong. The gods snickered, but Skadi’s face was stone.

LOKI: Hopefully, this tale doesn’t drag on, because I’ve already had to deal with enough 

dragging for one lifetime. See, I was heading to the market as all gods do, and as all gods do, I 

brought along my favorite goat: Heimdall.”

The gods, all but Skadi, burst into laughter as Heimdall reemerged.

HEIMDALL: Did you just call me a goat?

LOKI: Heimdall, you are the goat, but not this one. Go into the garden. There you will find the 

goat in question.

Heimdall left in a mess of emotions, returning with a fluffy white goat.

HEIMDALL: Behold the goat.

GOAT: Hey, babe, what’s shaking?

SKADI: (blinks) That’s a talking goat.

LOKI: I’m afraid that’s the only thing the goat knows how to say.
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GOAT: Shaking babe, what’s hey?

LOKI: Anyway, this goat and I were at the market looking for quality goods. I expected the goat 

to be a good kid—pun intended—and stay close to my side, but not a minute into our trip and the

goat was off peeking up skirts and trousers left and right. You know how goats are, don’t you 

lady? (winks at Skadi) They have a mind of their own.

GOAT: Babe, shaking what? Hey.

LOKI: See, both my hands were full, and they were only going to get fuller. I needed a reliable 

way to hold the goat on a leash. I was able to get one end on the goat easy enough.

Loki tied one end of the thong to the goat’s beard, leaving it dangling from the facial hair.

LOKI: However, that left the problem of how I was going to hold onto the leash. That is when 

divine Inspiration struck me with the idea to tie the goat to my tegument.

SKADI: What’s a tegument?

LOKI: You know, the stones that support the pillar. The balls beneath the stick. The sack hanging

off the end of the pole.

SKADI: Huh?

LOKI: My testicles, woman. I tied the goat to my testicles. Like so.

For the sake of decency, the normally vivid description of what follows has been elided. The

result was Loki and the goat being connected to two different extremities by a leather thong. As

the goat nibbled on some grass in the courtyard, the thong grew taut.

LOKI: Yes, this was the very picture of the goat and me at the marketplace, joined beard to beard

as it were. It was a crisp, early morning, quite bitingly cold. You know how it tends to recede like

a turtle into its shell during this kind of weather? No? Well, that’s not important. What mattered 
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was that despite the weather, I had a solid hold on the goat now while still being able to carry all 

my purchases. So, I would peruse the stalls of the market, being careful to guide the goat along, 

preventing any sudden stray movem—ACK!

The goat, seeing another patch of grass beyond its reach, lunged forward, yanking on Loki’s

precious cargo. Enraged, Loki tugged back.

GOAT: Baah! Hey, baahb, what’s shaking?

Back and forth the goat and Loki tugged at each other’s extremities, evoking maximum

discomfort. All the gods were swallowed by uncontrollable laughter, and it seemed like the

shadow of a smile curled Skadi’s lips. After many minutes of grueling struggle, Loki threw his

weight behind his special parts with such bravado that the goat went flying, dragging Loki along

with it. The pair landed in Skadi’s lap, panting and twitching.

GOAT: Hey, what’s shaking, babe?

Skadi, despite herself, couldn’t help but laugh. With that, Loki had succeeded, and Skadi’s

conditions were fulfilled. There was no more room in her heart for animosity, as it had now been

filled with genuine pleasure.

ODIN: I take it you’re satisfied, Skadi?

SKADI: (laughter dying down) My conditions have been filled, though not in the way I was 

expecting. I would be the one in the wrong if I were to maintain a grudge after receiving your 

generous hospitality.

ODIN: Then, accept this final gift from me.

Suddenly, two shining orbs materialized in Odin’s palms.

SKADI: (gasps) Are those…?
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ODIN: Behold, the eyes of your father whom you knew all too well. Let his loving gaze forever 

look down upon all of us as stars in the endless sky.

Odin hurled the balls of light up towards the heavens. A teardrop budded beneath Skadi’s eyelid.

Njord slowly approached her from behind, wrapping his arms around her.

NJORD: Come, let us go home. The crashing sea by Noatun awaits.

SKADI: Wait a moment. You speak of your Noatun as if it is also my home. I refuse to live 

anywhere but my beloved Thrymheim.

NJORD: How can you say such things when you have not even once visited?

SKADI: I could ask the same of you.

NJORD: (sighs) Okay, how about this? We spend nine nights in Thrymheim, and nine nights in 

Noatun. Whichever strikes both of our fancies shall be called our new home.

SKADI: Very well.

Together, Njord and Skadi departed from Asgard, crossing the barren oceans of rock and ice that

led to the blindingly white peaks of Thrymheim. The farther they trekked from the life abundant

at sea-level, the happier Skadi became, reminded of her childhood and the days when her

father’s presence filled her home. For nine nights, Skadi permitted Njord to join her in bed, but

not even the pleasure of Skadi’s company could convince him.

NJORD: I’m sorry, Skadi, but I cannot live here. It’s so cold and empty, devoid of all life save 

the howling wolves that fill my nights with dread and unease.

SKADI: I’ve heard of sea-legs. I suppose they really have no place on land.

NJORD: Come, let us go to Noatun. I can guarantee you will love it there.
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Njord and Skadi departed next for Noatun, a bustling shipyard brimming with the life and

activity birthed by the sea. Still, after nine more nights of sharing a bed, Skadi could not bear

another moment in that place.

SKADI: There is not a shred of peace in this place. All I hear are boats leaving, boats arriving, 

fish flopping about, and the incessant gulls’ cries. 

NJORD: Surely, it’s still better than your howling wolves. 

SKADI: Better? Who drove a stake into your eardrums such that your sense is so backwards?

NJORD: You’d have to be absurd to choose that mountainous prison Thrymheim over Noatun.

SKADI: That mountainous prison is a far better home than yours, and far better company than 

you could ever be.

NJORD: (timidly) It seems we shall never agree.

SKADI: (to herself) I bet Baldr’s hot ass would have.

NJORD: What was that?

SKADI: Nothing! I think you’re right. We just aren’t meant to live with each other.

NJORD: Does that mean we live apart?

SKADI: Perhaps I am but snow. When falling freely, I color the landscape with beauty. However,

when contained in a jar, I melt, becoming something other than myself.

NJORD: Then, that would make me the sea. Incredibly salty.

SKADI: Farewell, Njord. Despite our differences, your feet are supremely sexy.

NJORD: I wish you and your fine taste in legs the best, Skadi. Goodbye.

So, Njord and Skadi went their separate ways, determined to find themselves somewhere along

their own divergent paths.
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THE END
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