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File #1

Author’s Note: This is an adventure story. It has some dark parts, it has some fun parts. It’s slightly based on Norse mythology, but that’s all. I used the parts I like and find fascinating and didn’t care much about correctness. Thus Skuld is a guy (and not the female Norn of the past). Thus, like in the Marvel universe, Thor and Loki are brothers (ok, I did take quite some pointers from Avengers, but that was just what spawned my ideas). To explain discrepancies between the mythology and my story, I claim it’s Loki’s fault. Prove me wrong.

The poem I use twice in this novella comes from the intro of the RPG game “On the Rain-Slick Precipice of Darkness - Part 1.”

Content warning for “Heart of Ice”: the story contains violence, depression, and the seeming death of a loved one.
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His eyes wandered over the world of Asgard, feasting on the lush green of the meadows and the sparkling gold and copper tones of the buildings. Even though he had no direct comparison, he was rather sure Asgard was more beautiful than his other home might have been. The land of the Frost Giants was dark and cold. The smallest of all Frost Giants, he thought and smiled. So small, the people of Asgard recognize me as one of their own. So small, they believe me to be a son of Odin.

A guard stepped up behind him. “Master Loki, the lord wishes to see you.”

Loki turned and acknowledged the information with a quick nod. “Thank you.” Then he strode away, towards the palace. There is a new mission waiting for me, I wonder what it will be this time. He walked past the guards in front of the throne room and entered it. With a swift movement, he sank on one knee in front of his lord. “You called for me, father?”

“Your brother has travelled to earth ... against my wishes ... and I want you to find him and keep him out of trouble.”

Loki sighed. Thor sometimes had a tendency to do things their father didn’t approve of, but so far, he had at least kept to Asgard. Earth was complicated, Loki probably the young god with the most experience of dealing with mortals. His missions regularly took him there, after all. He rose and turned, calling his magic up. Then he swept one arm in front of his body and drew a magic window in the air. Through it, he could see Thor - who had already gotten himself into trouble. If he wasn’t mistaken, the room he could see was somewhere in a military base - a research facility. He turned back to Odin. “I’m afraid it’s too late to keep him out of trouble, father, but I promise to get him out of it and bring him back.”

“Do so.”

Loki bowed. “Thy wish be done, father.”

A head-on attack on the base, even once I have identified it, would be useless. Humans still might be mortal and far from the development level of Asgard, but they have a knack for weapons. Perhaps because the art of war is no longer an art for them. They are quite efficient with their weapons, far more efficient than the noble warriors of Asgard. And among the noble warriors, I don’t even rate. My power is magic and deceit, not battle. I can hold myself in a fight and escape a duel without too many injuries, but I don’t allow myself to shift into my Frost Giant shape in Asgard, which puts me at a disadvantage when it comes to strength. On the other hand, my general ability to shift form has its uses.

He walked back to his living quarters and reconfigured his computer. Having access to the networks of earth made his work easier. He was a sorcerer, commanding powers most people in Asgard didn’t know anything about. In addition, he had become a specialist for the technology of the mortals. Hacking into the databases of the military was more difficult than his usual internet surfing, but it wasn’t impossible. Little was impossible for a god, even if he was only a god by adoption, strictly speaking.

It took him ten minutes to hack into the right database and gain access to the data he needed - Location, already gathered information, names he would need to know, and an email. A mail which told him General Morton, in charge of the investigation on the strange mercenary, had requested a specialist on ancient languages. Seemed like Thor had amused himself by speaking an old Scandinavian dialect, just for the hell of it. He grinned, realizing that ages of playing pranks on his brother had finally woken the other one’s sense of humour. It has been hard work, but it was worth it. Thor, mighty warrior, noblest of the nobles, is in dire need of a sense of humour. And a dictionary to explain the principles of common sense, sensibility, and subtlety to him, of course.

Loki walked to the rainbow bridge. He knew thousands of ways between the worlds, he could easily sway the world tree into opening portals for him, but to pick Thor up, taking the official route was a better idea.

He met Heimdall on the bridge and nodded to the Gatekeeper. “I need passage to earth.” He added the precise coordinates. “And I need you to stand by for emergency protocol. I’m not sure how long it will take, but when I come back, I will have Thor with me and he, I, or both of us might be in need of medical help.”

“That serious?”

“He got himself caught by the military. They usually are not happy when you take away their new toy.”

“Good luck.”

“Thanks, I’ll need it.” He watched the gate built up and jumped into the jet-stream the moment it had completely developed. No more time to lose, not if I want to catch that specialist before she arrives.

* * *
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Loki shot down the jet-stream, pushing it with all his might. The earth drew closer, the desert drew closer, he only slowed down at the last possible moment and landed hard on the ground. Immediately, he did a location spell to find the specialist. The car was less than a mile away. He called up the ice magic which was part of his being, watched his left arm grow dark, and then shot a spot of ice in the middle of the road, just in time for the car to hit it and start spinning. Of course, no human would suspect ice in the middle of a desert. Two more junks of ice stopped the car before it could topple over. A short whisper of magic followed, securing the humans. He walked over slowly and opened the door on the driver’s side.

She sat right in front of him, large, brown eyes staring up at his face. “Sir, can you help us? The seat belts...”

“They are locked down, I’m afraid.” He bowed forward and touched her face with his left hand. The index, middle, and ring finger rested on her forehead, the other two on her cheeks. After a few seconds, he took the hand away and placed it on his own face in the same way. He shifted until he was a perfect copy of the young scientist. “I could have fared worse, at least I still look attractive. The seat belts will unlock in an hour, maybe a bit less. It will buy me the time I need. I apologize, however, for the uncomfortable situation. Let me make it a little more comfortable for you.” He swept his hand across the roof of the car and coated it in ice to lower the temperature inside. Then he walked away.

He reached the base a few minutes later. After explaining the absence of his assistant with car troubles, he was handed a badge and led inside. So far, everything is going as planned. As I really shift, instead of using a glamour, there is no way of proving I’m not Sarah Lucas, the specialist on Scandinavian languages. Especially as I speak most of them, the ancient ones as well as the modern ones. He met the general on a subterranean level.

The man offered his hand in greeting. “Dr. Lucas, nice to meet you.”

Loki shook it. “General Morton, I’m glad I can be of service. What can you tell me about this man who speaks an old Scandinavian dialect?”

The general led Loki to his target and told him how Thor had gotten drunk, into a fight with a few military guys, and then into a holding cell he couldn’t break out of. Inwardly he was shaking his head, but outwardly he smiled and nodded.

“One of the computers could identify part of what he said as a Scandinavian dialect, but we weren’t able to translate it ourselves. And since you are a specialist ... well, we hope you can talk to him.”

Oh, I definitely will talk to him, Loki thought, but answered: “I’ll do my best, general.”

They reached a guarded corridor with a lot of men holding MGs. This will not be easy, too many of their damn guns. And I have less than 45 minutes to do it. In front of him a set of double doors were opened and he saw Thor, held in place by a force field and unconscious. Great, as if underground in a military base full of people with guns isn’t enough. There are times when dark and cold doesn’t sound that bad.

The general pointed at Thor. “This is him, Dr. Lucas.”

“How am I supposed to talk to him while he is unconscious?”

“I think you should first identify the dialect from our audio files. He is extremely dangerous and we have to play it safe.”

“I understand. Can I study the files in here?”

“Of course. I will leave a guard with you, just in case.”

“I certainly feel safer like that, thank you, general.”

He was left alone in the antechamber of the cell, even though with a guardian. Time is running out fast. He opened one of the audio files and listened with one ear while he tried to breach the security system. The rather rash curses which came over the speaker almost made him laugh. Why did you have to find your sense of humour while I wasn’t around to enjoy it, brother?

He was just about to dismantle the last security level when the general came back in. “Have you identified the dialect?”

“Yes, I have.” Making sure to stand in front of the monitor, Loki rose. “It’s the dialect of a remote village in Denmark. It’s no longer spoken today, but I have read enough texts to understand it.”

“Then we will wake him up for you.”

Thank the All-Father. Loki eyed the clock on the screen. I’m really running late here.

Suddenly, there was a commotion outside the door. The general nodded to one of his soldiers who opened it. Loki bit back a curse as the real Dr. Lucas stumbled into the room.

“He’s a fake.” She pointed at Loki.

“He?” The general’s brows furrowed as he looked at both specialists.

“Before he met us, he was a man. He stopped us out in the desert and somehow copied my body.”

Several MGs were pointed at him. Loki sighed and lifted his hands. Then he shrugged and shifted back into his normal shape.

The specialist looked at him, then at the still unconscious Thor, back at him, at the general, at him again, and then at Thor. “Oh gods.” Her voice dropped into a whisper.

The general stared at her. “What is it?”

“General, you have caught two gods of Asgard.” Her hand shook as she pointed at Thor first. “This man who fought with a hammer, he is Thor.” Her hand moved on to Loki. “And he, the shape shifter, the man who does magic ... can he be Loki?”

Loki bowed his head slightly in her direction. “Thank you for making introductions, Dr. Lucas. You are indeed a specialist.”

“You left us out there in the desert!”

“With a thick layer of ice to keep the temperature of your car down.”

“Well, yes. But you still stole my face.”

“I had intentions of giving it back. I like my face a lot better and I prefer staying male whenever possible.”

“Get him drugged.” The general drew himself together. “We will question both of them later.”

Loki ran through his options at high speed. Escape was out of the question, he would never get inside again. He could not allow the drug to enter his system, either, it would render him helpless. He would not fail his father or his brother. Two soldiers held his right arm while a man in a lab coat approached him with a syringe. Only one more way to do this. As the needle pierced his body, he shifted enough to wrap a strong layer of ice around the fluid. Some of it escaped, but most was locked in the ice. He felt his mind fog over and allowed himself to be pulled into unconsciousness. It won’t be long and it will make them feel safe.

He woke up again soon, but his position definitely wasn’t the best. He hung in the same kind of force field which kept Thor imprisoned. Just as he opened his eyes a slit to check his surroundings, a few soldiers came in and took his still unconscious brother from the other cell. What to do? Shifting is the obvious solution, but into what? He only had relatively few shapes he could call up at will. I need to become heavier to bring the force field down. The Frost Giant. I will shift completely this time. He might not be a lot taller than my usual self, but he’s heavier. This is not a time for playing fair, this is a time for getting away and back to the safety of Asgard.

He shifted and smiled at the alarm. The force field flickered, trying to adapt, but he wouldn’t have any of that. A spark of magic was enough to make it short out. He fell to the ground and called up a spear of ice. It crashed through the glass pane and showered the soldiers in front of the cell with splinters. While they cursed, he jumped through the hole and located the energy flow. Darkness was of the essence, the Frost Giant gained power in darkness and it put the humans at a disadvantage. He rammed his fist into the wall, wrapped his fingers around the wires, and shot another spark of magic into them. The system went down and the lights went out. He moved through the room, not taking more time than necessary to incapacitate the soldiers. As much as he tried to avoid bloodshed normally, an ice blade through the heart was the fastest way. He did another location spell and found Thor in the next room. Using an explosive spell on the wall, he stepped through the debris around the new opening. He sent a spear of ice to the general, piercing the man’s shoulder and nailing him to a wall. The specialist he froze to her chair by her wrists - after all, she wasn’t actively trying to do terrible things to him or his brother.

He shifted back to his normal shape, then he shook Thor by his shoulders. “Wake up, brother!”

“What?” The blue eyes of the God of Thunder focused slowly. “Loki?”

“Wake up and call your hammer. We need to get away.”

Luckily, Thor had the instincts of a warrior and could fight before his mind had caught up with a situation. He held out is hand and they both listened to the whirring sound of the hammer. It smashed another hole in another wall.

“Up.” Loki pointed to the ceiling. “We are below ground.”

He watched Thor spin his weapon and held on as the hammer and its wielder shot upwards.

The moment they reached free air, Loki concentrated on the connection to Asgard. “Heimdall, now, bring us in!”

Thor gasped and suddenly they were falling again.

With a curse, Loki shifted his grip and pulled his brother upwards, shooting into the jet-stream as it was building. He accelerated fast. Then they were out of the jet-stream again and crashed onto the bridge. Loki shook his head and pointed the guards waiting for them at Thor. “Get him to a healer, I’ll be okay in a few minutes.”
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Loki realized he still wasn’t out of danger. The drug in my system is encased in ice, but while I’m not in my Frost Giant shape, the ice will slowly melt. Only a Frost Giant’s blood is cold enough not to melt it. He sat up and placed his left hand on the inside of the right elbow, where the ice capsule was sitting. Thank humans for usually seeing the right arm as the dominant one, it will make the next step easier than if I would have to do it with my weak hand. His magic wrapped around the capsule. Now for the ugly part. He pulled it upwards, out of his blood stream, higher and higher. To still the pain, he bit down on his lower lip. The capsule broke through the skin, leaving a bleeding wound behind.

Loki held it up to the Gatekeeper. “Heimdall, get this capsule to the healers, it contains the drug in Thor’s body.”

“What about you? You need a healer, too.”

Loki shook his head and closed his eyes. Pressing the hand on the wound, he fed his magic to the torn flesh and skin. Mending it was very much like shifting, only without changing shape. “I’ll be okay, give me a few more minutes of rest. Go!”

The Guardian of the Rainbow Bridge hurried away and Loki let himself fall back, lying on the bridge and looking up into the sky. That won’t go over well with father. Whatever Thor does here in Asgard is one thing, exposing us to the humans is something different. But first he needs to wake up properly, he was basically sleep-fighting before. He watched the clouds move, recognizing the upcoming dark ones as a bad sign. Father is not amused, I’d better get myself to the hospital, too. Thor might need an advocate.

He got to his feet and hurried to the palace. Once he approached the hospital wing, he could already hear the low thunder which was his father’s voice. He nodded to a healer and was sent to right room. With a sigh, he walked through the door and watched the scene unfold.

Odin’s one remaining eye was glowing in cold fury. He marched up and down the room, striding past Thor every couple of seconds. Loki was relieved to see his brother sitting on a bed, obviously awake.

Unfortunately, that meant Thor could hear their father rave. “I have told you again and again that earth is out of bounds for you!”

Thor looked down to the floor, but his voice was calm and steady as he spoke. “You send Loki there every other day. It can’t be too difficult to stay there.”

“Loki is my agent, my right arm! He knows the mortals, he has adapted to their technology and can walk amidst them without being spotted! You lack the knowledge he has! You are my heir, the future ruler of Asgard! You are the noblest of all the warriors, but you are no match for the deviousness of the mortals! Loki is!”

Isn’t that the truth? Loki stopped himself from grinning. I’m the most devious of all gods of Asgard.

“And now, the two of you have proven our existence to the military!” Odin shot a cold glare at Loki, too.

Loki bowed his head. “My apologies, father. I underestimated the time necessary to get out. I will clean the mess up."

“You will. Erase all the data they have, erase their memories, too. Erase them from existence, if necessary.”

“Thy wish be done, father.”

“You can do most of it from here, I gather?” Odin seemed to calm down a little, now that he had vented his anger. Apologizing had also helped. Loki knew better than to confront his father, even in cases in which he had reason to. It doesn’t pay to anger the ruler of Asgard.

“Yes, father. I can access their computers from up here. I only need to go back down to erase memories. However, without data to back it up, they are going to get themselves locked up by claiming to have met two gods. It might be more effective than erasing memories.”

“How so?”

“Who will believe a man who claims he has held a god prisoner if there is no proof of it? Belief has been dwindling among the mortals for centuries, they will not just take the existence of a god for granted. With pictures of Thor and me, the military has proof. Without the data, the general in question might get himself an dishonourable discharge. Without the data, the specialist might become the laughing stock of her colleagues. If they insist for too long, they even might get declared insane.”

“So you believe they will do what?”

“If they are clever, they will never speak of it again, silent believers of Asgard. If they are stupid, they will talk about it and destroy their own reputation. Either way, the majority of mankind will never know we exist.”

“But some might.”

Loki shrugged. “Some always have and some always will, father. We showed our faces in the past, we walked among them in the north of earth. Humans remember. They might be short-lived, but they have a long memory. They call it myths, legends, fairy tales. We know it’s not all imagination. Some is misunderstood. And more often than we would like it, it is absolutely correct.”

“Then remove them completely.”

“There’s no need for that, father. Their existence doesn’t change a thing.”

“You guarantee for that?”

“Yes.”

Odin shot him a last glare. “I will hold you responsible.” The old man’s gaze wandered over to Thor. “Both of you.” He left the room.

Loki sat down beside his brother. “I knew you would get me caught in this, like always.”

“So did I.” Thor grinned. “But this time, it wasn’t intentional.”

“How do you feel?”

“My powers are fluctuating. One moment they’re there, the next they’re gone.”

Loki nodded. “What does the healer say?”

“It will take time to get the human chemicals out of my system.”

“What did you think you were doing, brother?”

“Doing?”

“Yes, going to earth even though father forbid it. Drinking. Fighting with soldiers. You were asking for trouble that way.”

Thor leaned back until his upper body was lying on the bed. Loki followed suit. For a moment they just lay side by side, then Thor spoke again. “I wanted to see earth. I was jealous of you.”

“Let’s get this straight, brother. You, the future ruler of Asgard, were jealous of me?”

“You get to see more. Father trusts you explicitly.”

“He’s the only one. If the other gods knew, they would drive me out of Asgard. An enemy in their midst. A little ... literally ... Frost Giant.”

“You’re selling yourself short, brother.” Thor sighed. “You can deal with humans. You understand them. You barter for them.”

“You would have, too.”

“Yes, but you get father to listen. I don’t.”

“Because I’m as devious as the mortals. I tell him what he wants to hear. It calms him down. Then he is ready to listen to what he doesn’t want to hear.”

“See, you get him to listen.”

“Your punishment?”

“I’m confined to my rooms until the fluctuations stop. No fight training, I have to catch up on my books. And my hammer is locked in the armoury until further notice.”

Loki laughed. “Hardest punishment there is for you.”

“It was worth it. I’m sorry I caused more work for you, though.”

“Don’t be, I enjoy hacking into mortal data. Father is giving me valid reason to. And I have absolutely no qualms about visiting that general and putting the fear of Asgard into his heart.”

“What about ... there was a woman, too.”

“A scientist specialized on Scandinavian dialects. I’m glad she didn’t get to hear the audio they had on you, you were pretty rude.”

“I was drunk.”

“It was funny. I always knew you had a sense of humour.” Loki shot his brother a glance. “Next time you want to see earth, don’t go off on your own, tell me.”

“What good will that do? I’m sure Heimdall now is under orders never to open the way to earth for me again.”

“I know other pathways to earth, I can take you without him or father knowing.”

“He will find out.”

“Yes, but we won’t end up in military prison, so he won’t be that pissed.” Loki sat up and left the bed. “Now I better get to work and destroy that data. Have fun with your books.”

“You’re mean, brother.”

“And it took you that long to find out?” Loki turned back to the room and shot his brother a grin, then he left to get to work.

* * *
[image: ]


Loki traced the data and made sure to erase every copy. It took him a full day, but he managed to get it out of several military databases without leaving a trace behind himself. The only thing left was a little talk with some people. He put a spell over the exit of the military base to erase the memories of him and Thor from the minds of the normal soldiers. For the general and the scientist, however, he had different plans.

The general’s house displayed what Loki himself would have called subtle elegance. He took a closer look at the paintings in the living room while waiting for the man to come home. He sure has a good taste. I hope he also knows what is good for him.

His senses picked the general up well outside the entrance door, so he made sure he wouldn’t be seen until the general had crossed at least half the room. The man stepped into his home and crossed the entrance area. He walked into the living room and stopped in his tracks when he found Loki leaning against the fireplace.

With a smirk, Loki greeted the mortal. “Good evening, General Morton.” 

The man turned to run, but Loki literally froze him to the ground, wrapping his feet in a layer of ice. With a look of panic in his eyes, the general twisted to face him again. “What are you waiting for? Kill me like you killed my men!”

“I have not come to kill you. If I wanted to, you wouldn’t even have seen it coming.” Loki slowly walked around his prey until he was standing in front of the man. “If I hadn’t been worried that much about my brother, I wouldn’t have killed your men, either. I’m not a warrior, general, unlike you or my brother. Alas, I am a servant of the ruler of Asgard, and it’s with his message I come to you today.”

“What message?”

“Keep silent about Asgard. You have no more proof of the existence of the gods and we prefer for it to stay that way. There are three ways this can go, each sanctioned by the All-Father himself.”

“What choices do I have?”

“You can keep silent on your own account, because it would be the smartest thing to do under the circumstances. You can have you memory wiped clean of the existence of the gods of Asgard. Or you can be wiped off existence yourself.”

“So you will kill me in the end?”

“No, I will remove you from the pattern of reality. You will never have existed at all. That is not killing, it’s undoing.”

“That’s what all gods do instead of killing, isn’t it?”

“No, my father and I are the only ones capable of it. He is, because he rules Asgard. I am, because I’m the most powerful sorcerer in existence. Other gods just kill. Now, what will it be? The clever, the easy, or the final solution?”

“I will not make them call me mad by claiming something I have no proof of.”

Loki smiled. “I knew you were a clever man, general. Very well, I will accept your word, but I will keep a few eyes on you.” He melted the ice. “Pray you never see me again, general, for if you do, it will be for a final solution.” With those words, Loki threw a portal open and stepped through it.

* * *
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The apartment of the young scientist was not as elegant or well furnished, but the many books intrigued Loki. He was still looking through them when he heard her walk towards the apartment door. Still, he chose to ignore it and continued to sheave through a book on Norse mythology.

She came in. “You! How did you get in here?”

He turned and smiled at her. “Through the window. I am a god. I can fly.”

“Did you have anything to do with the disappearance of the data, too?”

She looks very nice, flushed with anger. Alive and full of fire. “Guilty as charged, I’m afraid.”

“Why?”

“The All-Father is not happy with mankind having proof of our existence.”

“The All-Father? Odin?”

“Yes. I knew you would know whom I referred to. You know a lot.”

“You know Odin ... wait, of course you do ... he’s the ruler of Asgard.”

“And my father, too.”

“Your father?”

“I’m adopted, but for all intents and purposes, he is my father, yes.”

“How come there’s nothing about you being one of Odin’s many sons in  the books? Or about you being adopted?”

“It’s not widely known. And I spread rumours on Odin having several sons. He only has two, Thor and me.” Loki enjoyed the glow in her eyes, her curiosity was refreshing. “My father brought me back with him from the war against the Frost Giants.”

“That form you were in when you freed Thor ... was that a Frost Giant? I always thought they were supposed to be bigger.”

“Oh, they are.” He smiled. “All except for me. I was the shameful secret my blood father, the former king of the Frost Giants, kept hidden. I’m the smallest Frost Giant ever born, so small I can pass for a member of the ruling house of Asgard.”

“Did you never think of going back?”

“The world of the Frost Giants is cold and dark. I do not wish to trade Asgard for that world.”

“Oh.” She looked at him with wide, warm eyes. “And what brings you here?”

“Officially, I am here to warn you. Do not spread word on the existence of the gods.”

“As if anyone would believe me.”

“They wouldn’t, but sometimes my father firmly believes in acting in advance. He gave me the choice to let you keep the secret on your own, wipe it from your mind, or clean you from existence completely.”

“So you are his assassin?”

“I am his right arm. He commands and I obey.”

“And unofficially?”

“What?”

She smiled. “You said you officially were here to warn me. What was the unofficial reason?”

“To see you again. You are an interesting woman.”

“I am?”

“A lot of temperament.”

She glowered at him. “I swear, if you say you like a woman with spirit, like some penny dreadful villain, I will throw that vase over there at your head.”

He smirked. “It’s a pretty vase and, though it wouldn’t harm me the least, I wouldn’t want you to break it on me, so I will refrain from using that line.”

“Good. I like the vase, it was a present from my parents.” She tilted her head and looked him up and down. “What is it like to be a god?”

“Compared to being what?”

“A human?”

“I can’t answer that question, I never was a human.”

“You are left-handed, aren’t you?”

He was surprised. “Yes, I am. A lot of magic users are.”

“Right, you have magic. You are a trickster, not a warrior.”

“Indeed. It’s what makes me such a good agent for my father. I’m not burdened by the warrior code, I can act on the situation as I see fit.”

“Why do you answer my questions?”

“Because they are very intelligent. And because I trust you to keep your knowledge a secret.” He smirked again and walked to the window. “And because you most certainly are a woman with spirit.”

She gave an angry shriek.

He laughed and jumped out of the window.
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Over the course of the next few weeks, Loki developed a habit of dropping in on Sarah Lucas whenever he was on earth. It wasn’t too difficult to justify a quick trip to New York City on his way somewhere else.

This evening, she was sitting at her desk, surrounded by open books. He settled on the windowsill and watched the pale light of her lamp play over the dark red waves of her hair. Almost like blood, so rich. She lifted her head a moment later and turned to the window. A smile spread across her face.

“Three gods sit on the windowsill,

Where once four gods did war and will,

And if the gods themselves may die,

What does that say for you and I?”

“Poetic. A bit scary for gods, though.” He slid into the apartment. “What are you working on?”

“A book about Norse mythology. My dad asked me to go over his manuscript.”

“Your father studies Norse mythology as well?”

“How did you think I got interested in that topic? I grew up in a household full of books and pictures of the Norse gods.”

“I’m sure I’m a disappointment compared to the pictures of Loki.”

“You’re not. You don’t have the cruel streak they all show.”

“Well, I was rather young then ... I grew out of it, once I had learned to accept my parentage.”

“What is it like to be a young god?”

“Again: compared to what?”

“Compared to nothing, what was it like to grow up in Asgard as a son of the All-Father?”

“Complicated and easy at the same time. I played with my brother. We grew older and play turned into training. Thor became a warrior, it became obvious I wasn’t fit to be one.”

“That’s not what I mean. Was your childhood happy?”

Again, she had managed to surprise him, as she so often did. He thought about her question for a moment. “Yes, I dare say I had a happy childhood. I had a loving brother, a caring mother. My father was far removed, but that is true for most children in Asgard. Their fathers have positions which demand constant attention. My brother is the crown prince, but the shine of his future glory gave me a certain freedom in the shadows.”

“Freedom?”

“Freedom of choice, mostly. I chose magic instead of battle and it was accepted, since I was not the future ruler. I would never be forced to lead an army into battle, after all.”

“Did you never grow jealous?”

“I did. Around that time, however, my father unveiled my true parentage to me, since the magic also awoke the powers of the Frost Giant in me. I thought I was burdened with it all, being the younger brother, being the adopted one, being the enemy in disguise. I went to earth ... we did that more regularly at that time, it’s when most of those myths were written. I went wild, but after a while, I realized it wasn’t satisfying me.”

“What kind of satisfaction were you looking for?”

“The one I didn’t find on earth, unleashing the powers of Loki on the mortals.”

“What did happen?”

“I was called to the council. My father was furious about my behaviour. To atone for my sins, he made me his agent, forced me to do his bidding on earth. But the punishment turned into satisfaction. Using all my uncommon abilities ... the magic, the ice, my deviousness ... to serve Asgard, I found my niche, my calling.”

“And you became the right arm of Odin.”

“I proved my worth and I proved there was nobody more qualified, so I obtained a position which had never existed in that form before.”

“You created your own job.” She smiled.

“In a way.” He stepped beside her, looking at the file on her monitor. “Your father writes Swedish?”

“Sometimes. He likes the languages spoken in Scandinavia.”

“You should go to bed, it’s late.”

“What about you?”

“I am a servant of Asgard, I sleep when I have time. Tonight, I still have to run errands further south.”

“Are you never tired?”

He smiled down at her. “Often, but I don’t let that stop me.”

“You are a very dutiful son. I’m afraid I’m not that dutiful a daughter.”

“I’m sure you are very dutiful.”

“I should be happy about my dad’s new book, but I fear there’s little new information in it.”

“Good for me.”

“Not so good for him. There isn’t that much to write about the Norse gods.”

“I beg your pardon? We’re very interesting and there’s a lot to write about us.”

She laughed. “You might be, but everything about you guys has already been written ... well, everything which is widely known. I can hardly give my dad my inside information.”

“I wouldn’t mind, but my father would see things very differently.”

“He’s a strict master, isn’t he?”

“The fate of Asgard rests on his shoulders and his alone ... until he is ready to step down and hand everything to Thor.”

“Is that going to happen soon?”

He shook his head. “No, Thor is far from ready and father knows it.”

“Yet you, the younger brother, are ready for your own fate.”

“My fate is easier. It’s easier to obey than to command.”

“A lot of people from human history would disagree.”

“And where did leading take them? What did it offer them?”

“Power? Fame? Immortality?”

“I already am immortal and I have a certain power. I might be infamous rather than famous, but I don’t mind it.”

“You don’t?”

“Being infamous has its uses. People fear me ... well, most people do. You don’t.”

She smiled. “That’s your own fault, you know. You come here and talk to me about your family and your youth and other stuff on your mind. I know you too well. I guess your mother or your brother don’t fear you, either.”

“No, they don’t. Now go to bed, I have to leave and you need your sleep.”

She rose, shot him a last smile, and went into her bedroom. He walked to the window and left the apartment.

* * *
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“You haven’t played a prank on me in ages!” Loki was accosted by his brother after another mission.

He grinned back. “I didn’t know you were missing them.”

“Oh but I do. I feel left out.”

“Powers still fluctuating?”

“Yes. And my hammer is still locked up, too.”

Loki smirked. “Tough fate. That should teach you to keep your drinking to the great hall.”

“You know, I think the healers are doing it on purpose.”

“Doing what on purpose?”

“Not healing me. I mean, how long can some human concoction wreak havoc on me, really?”

“No, I don’t think father would be that cruel. You are the crown prince, it’s important for you to keep expanding your powers.”

“But I can’t even go to the great hall! I’m not allowed to fight, remember?”

“Do you miss the poetry, the fights, or the ale?”

“What if I say it’s the poetry?”

Loki laughed. “Then I’d say this to you:

Three gods sit on the windowsill,

Where once four gods did war and will,

And if the gods themselves may die,

What does that say for you and I?”

“I didn’t know you were a poet.”

“I’m not.”

“You’re right. That poem is awful.”

“I rather like it.”

Thor shook his head. “There’s no arguing about taste. You also like books.”

“You know, it wouldn’t hurt if you spent a bit more time learning. Or do you never want to see earth again?”

“You mean I ever could legally travel earth?”

“If you learn more about it ... and give me time to get it into father’s ear that it will be educational ... you just might.”

At that, a light glowed in his brother’s eyes. “That almost makes reading fun.”

“Reading is fun and it’s useful. Unlike fight training. That might be useful, but it’s no fun.”

“Not for you.”

“I find the way the gods of Asgard are fighting rather useless for my work. Humans don’t fight like that. A few lessons on the right use of a gun would suit me much better.”

* * *
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Half a year after Loki had first met Sarah, the catastrophe was ripe to occur. He looked out over Asgard again, wondering what she would see, if he could ever take her to see it. She would love it, but it will never happen, he finally admitted to himself. Father doesn’t even know I still visit her, he would never approve of her in any way.

A guard ran up to him. “Master Loki, you are immediately needed in the throne room.”

Loki nodded and took off running. His father never said immediately, unless it was extremely urgent. He took it for granted Loki wouldn’t dawdle when called.

Inside the throne room hovered a bubble showing a group of Frost Giants. Hastily, Loki crossed the room and knelt before his father. “You want to see me, father?”

Odin pointed at the bubble. “They demand ransom for a mortal, the fools. And they demanded you should be here before I decide.”

Loki was surprised. He knew his true parentage was known to both his blood brothers, one of which was the current king of the Frost Giants. He had, however, never given them any indication he would act against Asgard and for their benefits. He rose and turned to the bubble, then he froze. A head of wavy, deep red hair, a pale face with two terrified, brown eyes. Sarah Lucas. He forced himself not to show his shock. “What do they demand?”

“Dark energy, enough to infuse their generator.”

He will never agree to that, I have to spin it differently. “Let me punish them for you, father. I can cross through the worlds before they know I’m there.”

“Not necessary.” Odin’s one eye shifted from Loki to the bubble. “The life of a mortal is worthless.”

“Your son,” the King hissed out the word like a curse, “might disagree with you there.”

“Why should he?”

“He has been seen around this mortal.”

“Is that true?”

“Yes, father.” Loki stared at the ground in front of him. Please, he prayed silently, let me save her.

“It doesn’t change a thing, he’s had flings with several mortals during the ages. I don’t agree with his choice, but they never lasted long, anyway.”

They were different, she is perfect. “Please, father!”

“No. She is a mortal, she is of no interest to us.”

“Well, if you say so.” Loki watched as the Frost King walked towards his Sarah, calling up a knife of ice as he did. The giant grabbed her hair, the long mane looked so lost in his mighty fist. He forced her face towards the audience. Then he stabbed her, not in the heart to make it fast, but in her stomach. She screamed in pain and Loki lifted his left hand without thinking. A portal, a quick jump, a few dirty spells, and Sarah will be safe. I can heal her, as long as she doesn’t lose too much blood.

He had not seen or heard the guards coming up, he only became aware of them as both his arms were grabbed and forced behind his back. For the first time in his life, in his adult life, he didn’t care about orders. He fought against their grip, even though he knew he had no chance to break it. Asgard’s guards were among the finest and strongest. Without his hands, without the possibility to play dirty, he was no match. “Father, please!”

Odin
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