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Sword of Ameinias
by Arcadias_Fire

Summary

What do you do when you think one of your best friends is losing his mind? When the choice
is insanity or reality being cracked, what can you even do?

Ben pushed past Chris and stumbled into his trailer. “Holy fuck, there is something seriously
mental going on.” Ben collapsed on the room's only chair. “Either he's mad or…”

“Or what?”

“Or everything else is.”

Notes

This is a sequel to "Drowning Narcissus" and "Most Faithful Mirror" but stands on it's own
well enough. Like "Drowning Narcissus" it's vaguely songfic-ish, but only sort of. Most of it
takes place during the filming of Thor: Ragnarok

http://archiveofourown.org/users/Arcadias_Fire/pseuds/Arcadias_Fire


Duality

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

 

Inevitably, public places shifted when a movie was being filmed on site. Sometimes that
process meant the area would empty out, with only a few curious passersby looking to see
what was happening. In places like Vancouver, it wasn’t a big deal that a film or TV show
was using their streets. It was just Tuesday. 

 

However, when the most popular movie franchise in the world came to shoot in New York
City, it was chaos. The areas beyond the roped off set were teeming. Between takes, the
enormous gathered crowd shouted the actor’s names, trying to get their attention. Screaming
their devotion, hoping for acknowledgement. 

 

The actors had their own things to worry about. Nailing the scene, certainly. Doing their best,
as always. But these men were also friends. Chris and Tom had been working together for
nearly a decade, treating one another like the brothers they portrayed. Ben had been friends
with Tom for almost as long, and even lived in the same neighborhood. This meant that when
something was bothering Tom, the other two recognized it. 

 

“Hey Ben?”

 

“Yeah?” 

 

“Have you noticed something… off about Tom?”

 

Ben looked across the street to regard their friend. The younger actor was pacing back and
forth across a small patch of pavement about ten meters away from Ben and Chris. Earbuds
meant that he was oblivious to the outside world - trying to ignore the crowd -  but he
appeared to be talking to himself. Ben assumed he was reciting lines, but he couldn’t be
certain. “He has been a bit distant.” 

 



Chris crossed his arms over his broad chest and nodded. “Yeah, he’s usually so gregarious,
but he’s been… quiet? I dunno, keeping to himself more than usual. I mean, I’ve barely seen
him in the last few years, but…”

 

Ben took another look at their friend. The frown on the younger man’s face was concerning,
though he might just be trying to get into character. “We haven’t talked too much recently,
either. Not as much as we used to.” Having kids had taken up what free time Ben had,
leaving little for the man he had once considered his best friend. 

 

Tom shook his head sharply, pressed his long fingers into his eyes, and shook his head again. 

 

“Do you think we need to be worried?” Chris asked. 

 

Ben shrugged. “I’ll talk to him once we’re done filming for the day.” 

 

“Right.” 

 

The current scene was brief and intended to be funny. The scowl remained pressed onto
Tom’s brow, but that was appropriate. Loki was angry, frustrated, so it made sense. 

 

Afterwards… afterwards the frown remained. Usually Tom had to force himself to stop
smiling. The frown just wasn't like him. 

 

“Tom!” Ben ran up to catch the younger actor as he strode away from the set. 

 

The frown disappeared and was replaced by his usual sunshine smile, all at odds with the
black wig and suit. “Ben, what’s going on?”

 

“Just wanted to catch up, see how you were doing.” 

 



“Fine,” Tom replied shortly. “How are you doing? How’s the universe treating you?”

 

Ben laughed. “The universe in general or this one in specific?”

 

Tom blinked. “I… this one?”

 

“Well, I’m enjoying myself a lot. What about you? You seem… distracted.” 

 

“I… I suppose I am a bit. It’s been a while.” 

 

“It feels different, coming back to a character you’ve already played, doesn’t it?”

 

Tom smiled. “Yes. Although I have to admit, this feels more different than it has before.” 

 

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know exactly. Loki isn’t sitting well.” Tom shrugged and looked off into the
distance. “He doesn’t feel like it’s right.” 

 

Ben frowned. Surely he heard that wrong. “He doesn’t feel right? Loki, you mean?”

 

Tom opened his mouth, then shut it. Nodded. “Listen Ben, I’d love to catch up, but I’ve got to
run.” 

 

“Of course. I’m sure we’ll see each other again soon.” 

 

Tom smiled over his shoulder at Ben and ran off towards the trailers. 



 

Ben frowned at the retreating black-clad figure. That was odd. 

 

Chris appeared at his shoulder a moment later. “How’d it go?”

 

“You’re right, he’s acting strangely.” He turned to the Australian. “You’re going to be
working with him more, can you try and talk to him?”

 

“I did the other day. He ran off.” 

 

Ben raised his eyebrows. “He just scarpered on me too.”

 

Chris rubbed his chin. “You know, the other day I heard him talking in his trailer, but when I
got in, he was alone.”

 

“Reciting lines?”

 

The Australian shook his head. “It sounded like he was arguing with someone.” 

 

“Maybe he was on his mobile?”

 

The blond shook his head again. “He’d left it in my trailer, I was returning it.” 

 

“Oh. Shit.” 

 

“Too right. What’d you think’s going on?”

 



Ben shrugged. “Stress, maybe?”

 

“Could be. I’ll try talking to him again, but you should try and catch up with him before we
leave town.” 

 

“I’ll try.” 

 

Chris grinned and threw his arm around the British actor’s shoulders. “He likes you better
anyways.”

 

“You adopted him, not me.”

 

“Yeah, but he doesn’t call me ‘darling’.” 

 

Ben groaned. “Okay, I’ll try again.” 
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The trailer area was mostly deserted. Almost everyone in the cast and crew were off getting
what food they could before catering shut down for the evening. Tom hadn't been with the
crowd scrambling for sandwiches, so Ben headed for the younger man’s trailer. He was about
to knock on the door, when he heard Tom talking. It was muffled through the door, but his
tone sounded defensive. 

 

“No, I know. I do, but there’s nothing I can do about it.” 

 

There was a pause. 

 

“Please don’t say that. It’s not my fault.” 



 

Another pause. 

 

“Please. I’m sorry. I’ll do what I can, just don’t…” Tom’s voice hitched like he was trying not
to cry. “No. Please don’t leave again, I can’t… I need you.” 

 

Ben's eyebrows flew up. To the best of his knowledge, Tom wasn't seeing anyone at the
moment, but that certainly sounded like he was talking to a girlfriend. 

 

“You promised!” 

 

Ben could hear Tom crying softly now. 

 

“Please, I'll do anything.” 

 

“Anything?” 

 

Ben froze. There hasn't been anyone replying before, he was certain of it. And the voice that
answered was… was Tom's. 

 

“Please, my God, yes. Anything.” 

 

“If you think that you can make up for this travesty with your actions, I may once more be 
open to your… ideas.” 

 

The second voice was a bit deeper, but it distinctly sounded like Tom was having a
conversation with himself. 

 



“Tell me what you want, what you need.” 

 

“What I need is for this, this mockery of a film to show the proper respect,” the deeper voice
snarled.

 

“I can't do anything about that. I'm sorry!” 

 

“Then what I want is for you to make it up to me.” 

 

“How?” 

 

“You know how.” 

 

“Yes, yes of course. Here?” 

 

“I am here, am I not?” 

 

“Yes, it's just…” 

 

“What?” 

 

“It's been a while since we've… and there are so many people around…” The sentence was
cut off with a strangled cry. 

 

“Do not make excuses, mortal. Kneel.”  

 

There was a thump. Then silence. 



 

Ben's heart raced. This was insane. His mind tried to fit the pieces together, but the
conclusions were monumentally mental. Rationality simply wasn't allowing him to add up
what he was hearing in a way that made any sense. 

 

A low moan came from inside. Ben blushed. There was no mistaking that noise. All thoughts
of sneaking a peek inside the trailer fled. Either he'd find Tom having a wank or… 

 

No. It couldn’t be that. Too mad. Far far too mad. 

 

But… what if… 

 

He couldn't open the door without being heard or seen. The windows were too high and they
were covered. Another moan became a growl, Ben blushed to the roots of his hair, and he
fled. 
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A few minutes later Ben was knocking on Chris's trailer door.

 

“Hey, how did it go?” 

 

Ben pushed past Chris and stumbled in. “Holy fuck, there is something seriously mental
going on.” Ben collapsed on the room's only chair. “Either he's mad or…” 

 

“Or what?” 

 

“Or everything else is.” 

 



Chris sat on the bed. “Whatcha mean?” 

 

“I… it doesn't make sense.” 

 

“Yeah, I got that. And?” 

 

“Okay, I went to go talk to Tom, like you asked me to, and he was talking when I got there.
Like he'd phoned someone. Half a conversation. Then he started replying.” 

 

“Who?” 

 

“Tom! Tom was talking to himself, both sides of the conversation. Except. Fuck…” 

 

The Australian sighed. “What?”

 

“He was speaking in character.” 

 

“What do you mean?” 

 

Ben took a deep breath and let it out. “Tom was taking to - as - Loki.” 

 

“What?” 

 

“He was having an argument with Loki. Pleading with him not to go.” 

 

Chris's mouth hung open. “Let me see if I’ve got this right. He was talking to himself, half in
character, half as himself?” 



 

“That's sure as fuck what it sounded like.” 

 

“Why didn't you knock or open the door or something?” 

 

Ben blushed again. “He, uh…” 

 

“Spit it out, mate.” 

 

“Well…” 

 

“Oh for fuck’s sake.” 

 

“I didn't want to interrupt.” Ben cleared his throat. “Whether he was by himself or not, he
clearly needed some alone time.” 

 

“He was...” Chris made a very suggestive hand motion. 

 

Ben nodded.

 

“After having a row with himself?” 

 

“There was mention of ‘making it up to him’ and ‘kneeling’.” 

 

“You're right, that's fucking mental.” 

 



Ben nodded. “He must be having a breakdown.” 

 

“Just as long as he's not pulling a Ledger on us.” 

 

“Chris!” 

 

“What?” 

 

“This is serious. Tom's our friend.” 

 

“I know, but what can we do?” 

 

Ben threw his hands up. “I don't know.” 

 

“What do you do when you think a mate’s having a mental breakdown? Can we Google it or
something?” 

 

Ben laughed. “Might as well check.” He pulled out his mobile. After a few minutes
searching, he spoke. “Try and convince them to seek help seems to be the general opinion.” 

 

“That’s fucking useless.” 

 

“Maybe we can convince him to talk to one of us?” 

 

“Yeah, I s’pose that’s worth a try.” Chris rested his head in his hands. “This on top of
everything else.” 

 



“Yeah.” 

 

Chapter End Notes
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Lying Is The Most Fun…
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Chris silently held a thermal paper cup out in front of Tom’s eyes, distracting his fellow actor
from whatever internal dialogue he’d been having.

 

“Oh, thanks Chris.” Tom took the cup and carefully sipped the tea. 

 

“No worries. You feeling alright?”

 

Tom shifted from foot to foot, sipped the tea again, and looked over Chris’s shoulder. “I…
yes, why?” 

 

The blond shrugged. “You seem out of it.” 

 

“I… I had a rough night.” Tom went to rub his eyes, then stopped, mindful of the layers of
makeup. 

 

“If you need to talk, you know I’m here, right?”

 

“Thanks Chris, but I just need a good night’s sleep. The poor makeup girls took ages to cover
the dark circles under my eyes.” 

 

“Good luck with that, mate. We’ve got fourteen hour days for a while yet.” 

 

The Brit gave a nervous laugh. “Yes, I know, but a bloke can dream.” He yawned hugely. “I
haven’t been this tired since the Dark World press tour.” 



 

Chris nodded. Now that he thought about it, Tom had been a bit zombie-like during that
period, napping like a cat wherever he could. 

 

“What do you think of things so far?”

 

“What do you mean?”

 

Chris shrugged. “The story, Taika, everything.” 

 

Tom opened his mouth. Shut it. Frowned. “It’s a bit bonkers, isn’t it?” 

 

“Well yeah, but fun.” 

 

“Fun for you, maybe.” 

 

“Don’t like playing a more comedic role?”

 

Tom frowned. “It’s not that, exactly. I just… I feel a bit of an idiot.” 

 

“A kinder Loki not your thing?”

 

Tom shuddered. “I’ve no objection to kinder. Incompetent on the other hand…” 

 

“Yeah, I hear you.” 

 



“Thor just seems to be getting more competent.”

 

“You know why.”

 

Tom’s lip curled. “That doesn’t make it any easier.” 

 

“Yeah, I suppose not.” Chris wrapped his arm around Tom’s shoulders and put on his Thor
voice. “Come brother, let’s go cause some trouble.” 

 

Tom laughed. “That was terrible.” 

 

“Yeah, I know. Taika would cut it for sure. Come on.” Chris dragged Tom along towards the
set. 
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Later that evening after filming was done, Chris got a call from Ben.

 

“So how’s project ‘get Tom sectioned’ going?” 

 

“What the fuck Ben, I can’t get anything out of him. He just claims he’s not sleeping well.”

 

“Did you ask about what he thinks of the film?”

 

“I did. He’s unhappy about it, but in a pretty reasonable way.” 

 

“Yeah.” Ben sighed. “Maybe we could bug his trailer.” 



 

“Seriously?”

 

“It would have to be video, since audio would be pointless.” 

 

“Ben, mate, we cannot put a spy camera in Tom’s trailer.” 

 

“Yeah, I suppose not. That would be a pretty major violation of privacy, wouldn’t it?” 

 

“You can say that again.” 

 

“I suppose I could break into his house when I get home…” 

 

“Ben!” 

 

“What?” 

 

“Okay, one, what the fuck? Two, how would you break into his house? Three, what the
fuck?” 

 

Ben chuckled. “I have a key.” 

 

“I'm not going to ask.” 

 

“We're neighbors, Chris. He has a key to my house too.” 

 



“Riiight.” 

 

“Whatever. Have you heard him talking to himself again?” 

 

“No. Just looking pensive and muttering.” 

 

“Damn. I wish there was something more we could do.” 

 

Chris sighed. “I'll see if I can  get him to open up more. Any ideas?” 

 

“Maybe ask him if he's seeing anyone?” 

 

“Without coming across as a complete creeper.” 

 

“Creeper?” Ben sounded confused. 

 

“It's an American thing.” 

 

“I was thinking about the clingy vine, but okay.” 

 

“I think it's based on ‘creepy’. A stalker is a kind of creeper.” 

 

“Oh. Useful. Leave it to the Americans to come up with another word for being horrible.” 

 

Chris chuckled. “Still, we need to come up with a plan.” 

 



“Talk about Ella and see if he volunteers anything?” 

 

“I can try that, but…” 

 

“He is pretty marriage-phobic.” 

 

“Yeah. Are we even sure Tom is straight?” 

 

There was a stunned silence from Ben. “He's dated at least ten different women since I've
known him.” 

 

“Your point? Those relationships never last. He could be covering.” 

 

“Fair enough.”

 

“And he went all secretive a few years back, that might be part of it.” 

 

“What's your theory here, Chris? That Tom is secretly gay and it having rows with his
boyfriend - who's secretly on-set - who happens to sound just like him? Oh, and they have a
fetish for pretending that one or the other of them is actually Loki.” 

 

“When you put it like that…” 

 

“That's just as mental as him talking to himself in character.” 

 

“I dunno, Ben.” 

 



“I think we just need to try and talk to him more. Make sure he knows that we're still his
friends.” 

 

Chris sighed. “I'll try.” 

 

“You'll be working with him for a few more weeks, at least. Just talk to him. A lot.” 

 

“Will do. I'll let you know if I get anywhere.” 

 

“Right. Goodnight, Chris.” 

 

“G’night.” 

 

Chapter End Notes
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Remedy
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Any hopes Ben and Chris had that the problem would sort itself out proved to be fruitless, as
Tom continued to act secretive and furtive. Chris overheard him talking to himself several
times over the next few weeks. One conversation - half of one, anyway - stood out in his
mind. Chris had been on his way to visit Tom again in his trailer, hoping to get him to open
up, when he heard him talking inside. 

 

“Haven't I done enough? It'll be over soon anyways. Isn't there enough to keep you going?” 

 

A long pause. 

 

“It'll help, even though you don't like it. It always makes a difference. I know it's been lean
the last few years. This will help.” 

 

Another pause. 

 

“I don't have any control over this. You know that. All I can do is my best. Act as best I can.” 

 

Tom's breath hitched. “It will be good, I promise. Please don't say that! You'll see, it'll be
amazing. This will stir things up again, you know it will. And I can do more conventions, you
love that.” 

 

Another long pause. 

 

“You know I am. And… It’s going to be over soon. This is our chance to…” 

 

A pause.



 

“You knew this wouldn’t last forever. All I can do is…” Tom gasped, a sharp pained noise.
“No… No, don't say that. Please. You promised.” 

 

Chris scratched his chin. That was the second time he’d heard Tom say “you promised”. 

 

“Please, don’t do anything hasty. You don’t need anyone else.” 

 

Chris’s eyebrows went up.

 

“Of course… I’m sorry. But it will be enough for a while. I’m sure it will.” 

 

Another pause. “You don’t have to go, please don’t. The conventions are always the best for
you anyway, and I can do that forever. Even after…” Another gasp, this one more of pleasure
than pain. “Oh yes, of course I can. However much you want.” 

 

There was silence after that and Chris wandered away, seriously wondering what the fuck
was even happening. 

 

That conversation seemed to be a turning point. Tom seemed less tired, more enthusiastic
after that. More relaxed, though Chris still heard him talk to himself periodically, but it was
less… panicked. 

 

Finally given a free evening, and a day off the following day, the cast and crew all went out
clubbing together. They hadn’t done anything like that since filming Avengers and Chris
hadn’t thought that they’d do that now, since the main instigators of the previous outings had
been Evans and Scarlett, neither of whom were on this project. It wasn’t impossible that they
might go out during the filming of the next two films, but from what Chris knew from
reading those scripts, it would be… out of tone. 

 



In any case, the group of them headed to the closest nightclub, which had a reputation for
good music, strong drinks, and half-decent food. Chris hoped that Tom would let his guard
down after he’d gotten a few drinks in him. Chris watched his fellow actor like a hawk,
nursing his beer rather than downing it as quickly as he could. 

 

Tom did seem to relax. He’d always been a fantastic dancer, and certainly wouldn’t lack for
partners. One tall, curvaceous woman in particular kept taking up Tom’s attention. At first
glance, Chris thought it might be Jamie Alexander, but he knew the American actress wasn’t
in the country. Sif wasn’t going to be in Ragnarok due to a scheduling conflict with Jamie's
TV show, so it couldn’t be her. 

 

But when the raven-haired woman with pale eyes and a killer smile walked up to Tom, the
Brit did a double take, then smiled back at her. Like he knew her, but hadn’t been expecting
her. She was almost as tall as Tom, at least in heels, which was something. Chris watched
them dance for a long while. Maybe this was Tom’s most recent girlfriend? She wasn’t his
usual type, but the way they danced... If they weren’t lovers already, they would be by the
end of the night. 

 

Part of Chris wanted to heave a sigh of relief that his friend had found a remedy for his
pensiveness, but something niggled at the edge of his mind. He watched as Tom and the
unknown woman left the bar together after a few dances. This did knock a hole in the “Tom
has a secret boyfriend” theory, though not a fatal one. Plenty of actors had “agreements” with
their significant others, though if Tom’s secret boyfriend was here, there would be a
threesome waiting back at the trailers. 

 

Chris shook his head. No, none of that made sense. He tried to put it all out of his mind, and
drank the rest of his beer. 
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The next morning, Tom did seem to be in better spirits, though Chris was sad to see it didn’t
last for more than their single day off. They spent much of the next week filming the scenes
where Thor and Loki were escaping from Sakaar, and Tom’s mood seemed to dip with every
take. His energy got lower and lower, his smiles less frequent, his time in the makeup chair
longer and longer. 



 

He was a wreck. 

 

Chris decided that something had to be done. 

 

One evening after filming was over, the Australian went to Tom’s trailer again. He hesitated,
just for a moment, then knocked on the door. “Tom, you in there mate?” 

 

A few moments passed. “Chris?” 

 

“Yeah. You got a mo?” 

 

“I… of course. Just a moment.” 

 

Chris heard some indistinct rustling, then the door opened. Tom looked awful, pale and
drawn, even without the makeup and wig. 

 

“Come in.” Tom stood to the side to let Chris into his trailer. “Sorry about the mess.” 

 

Chris wouldn’t have called the trailer a mess but it was less orderly than he would have
expected given Tom’s usual fastidiousness. “No worries. Mine’s ten times worse. Can I sit?”
He gestured to the lone chair. 

 

“Please.” Tom gestured to the chair and sat on the bed. “What’s on your mind?” 

 

Chris rubbed his hands together. “I’m worried about you. Ben is too. You… you’re falling
apart.” 

 



Tom looked away, visibly swallowing. “I… I’m fine.” 

 

Chris shook his head. “No way, mate. It’s obvious something’s wrong.” 

 

Tom raised a sad eyebrow. “Is it?” 

 

Chris nodded. “You’re a terrible liar. What’s going on?” 

 

Emotions flicked over Tom’s face too quickly for Chris to follow them. “You… you’re going
to think I’m crazy.” 

 

“Try me.” 

 

Tom sighed and leaned forward, mirroring Chris’s stance. “Okay. Fine. I… God, this is
difficult. I have…” He rubbed his hands over his face, then looked up to meet Chris’s gaze.
“Loki, the God, not the character, is real. As far as I can tell, he is the Norse God. He claimed
me as his… his priest or avatar or something. Essentially he uses me to channel power to
him.” 

 

Chris frowned. “You’re right. That’s mental.” 

 

“I did tell you.” 

 

Chris thought about this for a long moment. His friend might be losing his marbles, but he
was actually talking for once. It would be smart to keep the conversation going to find out as
much as he could, just to see if it might make any sense. “When did this happen?” 

 

Tom shrugged. “That depends on who you ask. I first noticed it when I wore the hair and
makeup the first time. When we were filming Thor. He claims that he’s always been there,
guiding my path. That he created me to be him.”  



 

“But… Never mind. What does that have to do with what’s happening now?” 

 

“He…” Tom dropped his head into hands. “He’s threatening to leave me. He did it before,
and... oh God. It was like I was dead for six months. It was torture. He swore that he’d never
do it again, but with Loki dying in the films…” Tom wiped his eyes. “He says he’ll find
someone else, since I won’t be useful anymore.” 

 

Chris shook his head. “What an arsehole.” 

 

Tom laughed, bitter and broken. “Does that really come as a surprise?” 

 

“I s’pose not.” 

 

“He hates this film, though he acknowledges that it will probably be good for a while. It’s
just… after that.” 

 

Chris nodded. That actually seemed pretty reasonable. “Explain to me how this works. You
feed him energy?” 

 

“Yes, though he can get it other ways. Have you ever read American Gods by Neil Gaiman?” 

 

Chris shook his head. “Never did.” 

 

“Damn, that would have been useful.” Tom sat up a little straighter. “Gods feed on worship.
It keeps them in existence. If a god is forgotten, they die. Conversely, gaining more worship
means they become more powerful.” 

 

“But, wait, nobody is worshiping the Loki in the films, are they?” 



 

Tom raised an eyebrow. “Worship can come in many forms. Focused attention, passion,
idolization, all worship. Most people aren’t actually praying to him, but they absolutely
glorify his name.” 

 

“So where do you come in?” 

 

“I’m his face. That worship is caused by me, and flows through me. At least sometimes.” 

 

“But somebody else could do that same job?” 

 

Tom collapsed in on himself, head hanging. “Yes.” 

 

Chris thought for a moment, going over those odd moments he and Ben overheard. “There’s
more to this, isn’t there? More to your… relationship with him?” 

 

Tom blushed scarlet. “Yes.” 

 

“No judgement, mate. It just seems like he’s acting like an abusive cu… arsehole to you.” 

 

Tom shrugged, looking at the floor. “He’s a God, I’m his priest. He can do whatever he likes
to me. I don’t have much of a choice.” 

 

Chris realized he actually believed this insane story. “What… What if Loki didn’t die? Or, if
he came back?” 

 

“How?” 

 



“Dunno. I’m sure you could figure something out.” 

 

“I’ve tried. Maybe something with the time travel elements? I don’t know.” Tom threw his
hands up. “Besides, I don’t think Kevin will be as willing to believe me as you are.” 

 

“If it’s a good enough story, he’d be willing to hear it. Not the priesthood part,” Chris waved
a hand. “Just whatever you come up with. They’ve been talking about expanding into other
media, so maybe something there?” 

 

“I’ll think about it.” Tom was silent for a long moment, then offered Chris a crooked smile.
“Thanks for listening. It’s not easy to deal with something that everyone thinks is
impossible.” 

 

“You really don’t have anyone to talk to about this, do you?” 

 

Tom shook his head, then tilted it to the side. “The only other person I’ve talked to about it
was just as impossible as this seems, though I suppose I could try getting in touch with him
again.” 

 

Chris frowned. “Who?” 

 

Tom scoffed a small laugh. “Me.” 

 

Chapter End Notes

Remedy is by Little Boots.

Several years ago, when someone asked him who should play Lady Loki, Tom said that
it should be Jamie Alexander, since Loki steals Sif's body in the comics. I thought about
changing it so she looks like Sylvie, but decided that didn't fit as well with the
metaphysics.





Hallelujah

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

 

After Chris left, Tom stared at his hands in silence for a long time. The Australian was right,
Loki was cruel, but that didn’t mean Tom needed him any less. Or loved him any less, to be
truthful. He didn’t really know if Loki really cared about him or not. Sometimes the God
doted on him, but it was more like someone spoiling their pet rather than affection between
people in a sexual relationship. 

 

The other Tom he’d met so many years ago seemed very different. Or perhaps his Loki was
different. He was an accurate incarnation of the character, not a God who existed beyond
humanity. Still, that other Tom was really the only person he could think of who might be
able to help. He had magic, different from Loki’s or Tom’s own as his priest. Even if he
couldn’t help, it might be comforting to talk to someone who understood. Chris seemed to
take it all of these mind-shattering revelations pretty well, but Tom knew that his friend really
couldn’t really understand. It was too impossible. 

 

With a sharp nod to himself, Tom got to his feet. There was a small altar set up in the corner
of his trailer, covered by a blanket most of the time. During the years Tom had acted as
Loki’s priest, he’d picked up a fair amount of magical knowledge. Most of it was subtle.
Improving his health, influencing a traffic light to change a few seconds earlier, that kind of
thing. He had never done anything like reach across dimensions, but he thought he
understood how to do it. That other Tom reached out to him once, so logically it should go
the other way as well. 

 

Setting aside the blanket, he knelt before the altar. After a moment to center himself, he
started the ritual. The moment he began his first movement Tom felt the air in the room
change . It was impossible to describe to anyone who had never experienced it, and there was
a point years ago when he found the moment of transition difficult to pinpoint. Now it
seemed obvious. There had also been a time when the effect was uncanny, unsettling. And
now...it was still uncanny, but in a strange way, it was also comfortable. 

 

Tom set aside the sprig of mistletoe he kept at the back - he didn’t want Loki’s attention at the
moment, and mistletoe in the ritual space called to the God like catnip, making him angry and
excited and violent and… Tom shook his head to ground himself. He couldn’t think so much



about Loki, right now, or his patron would feel his longing, and might manifest with or
without the mistletoe. 

 

Tom centered the silver mirror on the altar. He lit each candle, and ran the blade of his ritual
dagger along the flames. His senses heightened, he could feel the sharp edge cut the flame,
almost like flesh, and bleed its heat and its energy onto and into the metal. That done, he cut a
single curl from the back of his head with the blade and dropped the hair onto the mirror. The
smoke from the singed air spiraled into the rarefied air, a sacrifice from himself to himself.
He pierced the side of one finger and let a drop of blood fall onto his burnt offering. 

 

Tom knelt in silence for another long moment, eyes focused just beyond the items on the
altar. The blood and hair should call to his counterpart. Tom could see past the world, into the
space that was no space. He was connected to the vastness of the multiverse. The only
question now was one of aim, of precision. The mirror was always a symbol of his
remarkable likeness to the God, in addition to its traditional meanings - scrying, reflection of
energy, the fickle faces of the moon. Now, it would call upon a far closer resemblance. Self to
self. 

 

Tom’s eyes fluttered closed. 

And now they open. 

 

Loki’s temple is beautiful. It always is. Gray stone walls and a black marble altar. The scent
of fire and chaos and secrets frozen in ice. He’s walked these floors many times before. His
blood has been spilt on that altar, as has Loki’s, and the two have mingled and become one.
Now, it is empty. Not empty like a room in the moral word, but truly empty. There are no
insects inside these walls, there are no bacteria swarming on the smooth surfaces of the walls
and floor. The corners hide no ghosts. Tom casts his eyes up to the vaulted ceiling, seeking
something beyond it. Seeking a man he’s met only once, and yet knows better than anyone
else in existence. 

 

Time passes, but that means nothing here. 

 



“You were looking for me?” 

 

Tom turns to see himself. He looks different. Different than Tom himself looks now, different
than how that other self looked before. He seems older. He has a full beard, and his hair is
longer, with looser curls. His own hair is short at the moment, making it easier to keep under
the wig. And of course Tom is clean shaven as he always is when he’s playing Loki. 

 

“Yes. Thank you for coming.” 

 

The other Tom nods. “Of course. What can I do for you?” 

 

Tom hesitates at first. This is all more difficult, and stranger, than he thought it would be,
speaking about his life to another version of himself. But before he knows it, it all comes
spilling out of him. How much Loki hates his portrayal in Ragnarok and how angry the God
is that he’s slated to die. That Loki is threatening to leave, since Tom can’t be him anymore.
That Tom can’t bear the thought. That he’ll do anything to make Loki stay. 

 

The other Tom listens. Frowning here, nodding there. 

 

Finally, the words run out. 

 

“You chose this, yes? You chose to be Loki’s priest?” 

 

Tom nods. “Yes. When he returned to me last time, he asked me to stay with him, and I
agreed. How could I not? But he promised to not leave me again.” 

 

The other Tom sighs and runs a hand over his jaw. “Alright. I’ll help you. And I’m helping
you, not him.” 

 

Tom nods, but it doesn’t matter if the other Tom wants to help him or Loki. In the end, it’s all
the same. 



 

“Thank you. If you can help even a little, I appreciate it.” 

 

“You know about the time travel, yes? In En… in Avengers IV, yes? You were right, that’s
one of the keys. The other is love.” 

 

Tom frowns. “Love?” 

 

“Love and pain are the keys to any character’s motivations, you know that. Why should Loki
be different? What if he found love?” 

 

Tom takes a moment to think this through. He knows his other self is right, but it takes him a
moment to separate the character he plays from the God who is his life. Tom isn’t sure that
the God is capable of love in a human sense. Appreciation, yes. Affection, yes, but not in the
same way Tom loves him. 

 

Loki the character is desperately unhappy. He feels that he’s unappreciated, undermined by
those he cares about. Lied to, betrayed. A monster under his skin, but trying desperately to
prove that he’s better than that, even though he doesn’t believe that he’s actually worth it. 

 

But if someone loved him for who he truly is? If someone saw him, accepted him despite his
flaws? If he was able to care about someone else the way he wants to be loved himself? 

 

Tom looks up again. “Did this happen to you?” 

 

The other Tom hesitates. “Yes and yes. My Loki fell in love with, well... me. He knew I
understood him better than anyone else could, and he saw himself in me. I gave him the
support he needed to be something more than his role in his native universe. And it’s not just
me in his life. He’s made human friends that aren’t me, believe it or not.” The other man
smiles, glancing down at his hands, before turning his attention back to Tom. “As for the
character… that gets more complex, but yes. I don’t want to tell you too much.” 

 



Tom nods. “But you were able to keep the character going? Even after he was murdered?” 

 

“It wasn’t just me, but we did. Everything has been… amazing. It will work. The story is
good, and you have all the pieces. Find good people to work with, and it will change
everything.” 

 

Tom’s eyebrows fly up. “Everything?” 

 

The other Tom nods. “I’ve had the chance to make a real difference, and I couldn’t be more
grateful.” 

 

Tom falls silent, thinking, then sketches a small bow to his other self. “Thank you.” 

 

“You’re welcome. There’s a good chance that this would have happened anyway, but at least
now you have bargaining power.” The other Tom takes a few quick steps so that the two of
them are nose to nose. He grabs Tom’s upper arms with a grip just short of painful. “Get him
to swear that he won’t leave you. No flimsy promises, make him swear a binding oath.
You’re a priest. You have power, and you have influence with him. You don’t have to live
like this unless you want to. If you want to be his servant, fine, but don’t let him torment you
for things outside of your control.” 

 

Tom takes a startled step back. His other self is so angry. “I…” 

 

“Use the leverage this will give you. He wants his name shouted to the stars, and this will
make that happen.” 

 

Tom thinks for a moment. Can he do this? Can he make demands of his own God? “But…”

 

“No. No buts. You serve him well, and he made you a promise. He will get what he wants,
and it’s only right that he gives you your just due.” 

 



Tom swallows hard. “Okay. I will.” 

 

The other Tom nods and steps away. “Good. If you need to talk again, you know how to
reach me.” 

 

“I do. Thank you again.” 

 

The other man gives him a smile, and vanishes. 

 

Chapter End Notes

This particular "Hallelujah" is the Leonard Cohen song.

For anyone who's been reading through more of my series, yes, this other Tom is "Tom
Prime" from the "Seeking Mischief" series.



Infinity

Chapter Notes

See the end of the chapter for notes

 

When Chris got the email saying that he had to fly out to New York for a series of pickups,
he wondered what was going on. Most of Infinity War and the movie he now knew to be
Endgame had been filmed at the same time, though parts of each film were a secret from
most of the cast. Chris remembered the heartbroken expressions of some of his colleagues
after they filmed their own deaths. Or the death of the person most important to their
characters. 

 

Being back in New York made him think about the conversations he’d had with Ben while
they filmed a scene that never even made it into Ragnarok. That seemed like a decade ago, so
much had changed. 

 

As if thinking about that time had summoned him, Tom walked up to Chris, a huge smile on
his lips. Chris could hardly believe his eyes, the change was so stark. They broke apart from a
hard, brief hug. 

 

“You’re a sight for sore eyes,” Chris said. “And you look like a new man. Life treating you
better now?” 

 

Tom’s smile turned sly. “You’re here, aren’t you? Or more specifically, I’m here.” 

 

“Oh?” 

 

Tom slung an arm around Chris’s shoulders. “You were right, back then when we talked
about time travel. I’m back in.” 

 

Chris’s eyes went very wide. “Seriously?” 



 

Tom nodded. “I got one of the streaming shows, Chris. I can’t tell you about it, but it’s going
to be amazing.” 

 

“And your… ‘boss’ is happy with that?” 

 

Tom chuckled. “He’s thrilled.” 

 

“And… you’re okay?” 

 

Tom pulled away and met Chris’s gaze. “I am. You could say we renegotiated my contract.
He can be bound to a promise, it just takes… effort. I’m happy, he’s happy. I think we’re back
on track.” 

 

Chris clapped a hand on Tom’s shoulder. “Good on you, mate. I’m glad things worked out.” 

 

“Thanks.” 

 

Chris debated asking for more details as they walked towards makeup. It was still possible
that Tom really had had some kind of mental break, and the whole ‘god and priest’ thing was
just a delusion. If that was the case, Tom now seemed to be functional, if nothing else. Plenty
of people believed in weirder stuff and were considered more or less normal.  But if there
really were real gods, what did that mean for him? 

 

“Hey, question.” 

 

Tom looked up. “Yes?” 

 

“Do you know if Thor is real too?” 



 

Tom laughed. “I’ve never asked. He probably was real at some point. I’ve gotten the
impression that Loki survived for so long because he’s especially crafty, which cannot be said
for the mythological Thor.” 

 

“Fair point. If he is still around, I’m pretty sure he’s getting more worship than he used to.” 

 

Tom chucked and clapped Chris’s shoulder. “If he does show up, let me know. I can give you
some pointers.” 

 

Chris laughed and the pair separated. If a real live thunder god did show up on Chris’s
doorstep, Tom certainly would be the first person he’d call. If nothing else, the world was just
a bit more interesting than he thought. 

 

Chapter End Notes

"Infinity" is by Jaymes Young. When looking for the perfect song, the gods oblige.

 

Some notes on real world timelines and a few disclaimers. I don’t have any idea when
Tom found out that he’d be doing the Loki TV show, but the parts that he filmed for
Endgame were indeed shot as a pickup after most of the filming had been done. Footage
of the various Avengers + Loki in their costumes from the 2012 era was leaked. This
comes up in “Dream of Mirrors,” which was being written at that time. I think it’s a safe
bet that Loki’s split timeline was added because of the show more or less at that (real
world) time.

Other than Tom being one of the executive producers of Loki I don’t really know how
much he had to do with the creation of the show. He did state several years ago that he
wanted Loki to fall in love, because he thought that would make a huge difference to the
character. Obviously I took that very much to heart. Sadly I had nothing to do with the
show, despite the ridiculous number of parallels in my writing. Sigh.
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