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Thank you for always pulling me back into the light after I fall into darkness. 

I love you more than you could ever know.








  
  Listen to the music that inspired Storms and Embers while you read!


Playlist:


The Beginning of the End by Klergy & Valerie Broussard


Queen by Loren Gray


Castle by Halsey


Up in Flames by Ruelle


Desire by Meg Myers


In Flames by Digital Daggers


Paranoia by Neoni


Start a War by Klergy & Valerie Broussard


I Scare Myself by Beth Crowley


Rival by Ruelle


Play With Fire by Sam Tinnesz & Yacht Money


Pyrokinesis by 7Chariot


New Rush by Gin Wigmore


People I Don't Like by Upsahl


Gasoline by Halsey


You Belong to Me by Cat Pierce


Legendary by Welshly Arms


Bad Side by CRMNL


The Fire by Bishop Briggs


I am not a woman, I'm a god by Halsey


Legends are Made by Sam Tinnesz


Empire by Beth Crowley


Trouble by Valerie Broussard


Headcase by Kailee Morgue & Kayley Kiyoko


Numb by Carlie Hanson


Goddess by Jaira Burns


Gallows by Katie Garfield


All Eyes on Me by CRMNL


Warfare by Katie Garfield


Journey (Ready to Fly) by Natasha Blume


Without You by Ursine Vulpine & Annaca


Even If It Hurts by Sam Tinnesz


Burn by Astyria 


Caught in the Fire by Klergy









  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Prologue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter 1
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter 2
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter 3
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter 4
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter 5
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter 6
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter 7
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter 8
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter 9
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter 10
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter 11
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter 12
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter 13
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter 14
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter 15
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter 16
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter 17
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter 18
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Chapter 19
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter 20
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Chapter 21
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Chapter 22
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Chapter 23
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Chapter 24
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Chapter 25
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Chapter 26
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Chapter 27
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Chapter 28
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Chapter 29
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Chapter 30
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Chapter 31
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        Chapter 32
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        Chapter 33
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        Chapter 34
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        Chapter 35
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        Chapter 36
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        Chapter 37
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        38.
        
        Chapter 38
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        39.
        
        Chapter 39
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        40.
        
        Chapter 40
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        What's Next?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Acknowledgements
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  [image: ]




  
  [image: ]




  
  [image: ]
Prologue

Greece, somewhere around 3000 BCE


The sun had long since set, then risen again, painting the sky with soft hues as Hera rested her head on a cool, flat stone. She watched the wind blow through the field of wheat and waited for the birthing cry. The cry that would signal she and Mother could finally go home. 
Her mother had warned her that Chaos was fickle about when a babe would be born, and the health of the mother and child would be determined by the Moirai. She’d said the primordial gods would come with their blessings or curses upon the birthing hour.
Hera, unlike her sisters, thought that was a load of bull. To prove it to herself, and her sisters, she’d decided she would join their mother on the next birth she attended to see if anything actually happened. So far, she had yet to see anything but the father pacing, drinking, and praying. 
Pushing up from the hard-packed earth that had been her bed that night, Hera wished she had stayed home. At home, she had her sisters to keep her from the devastation that was boredom. A chance to terrorize them in only the way the youngest child of the family could. 
Closing her eyes, she imagined her sisters in that moment. Hestia was probably cooking something over the fire to break their fast, tending to the food diligently as Demeter wove baskets at her side. Amphitrite and Persephone were undeniably outside and far from the village as they separately followed their own pursuits: Amphitrite most likely sat by the lake’s edge, plotting another one of her forbidden midnight dips she thought nobody knew about; and Persephone was probably holed away under a tree somewhere, listening to the screeching owl’s call before her early morning hunt. 
As the youngest, Hera spent much of her time chasing after her sisters, eager to learn from them. To do something with them. To belong. She danced around the hearth and raced Amphitrite up and down the shore. When Hera got lost in the woods after following Persephone into the leafy shadows, Demeter always found her to bring her home. But the woes of pestering her sisters were worth the excitement. And more often than not, her antics pulled their attention away from chores and tasks, much to her mother’s chagrin. 
A loud, piercing wail permeated the silence, and both Hera and the husband let out a sigh of relief. 
Him, knowing his babe was healthy and hale. Her, knowing she could finally go home and never have to attend another birth. She did not know how babies came about, but after watching the stress age the father’s face overnight, and those awful screams, she was certain it was nothing she wanted to deal with. 
Another hour passed before Rhea stepped outside through the modest home’s curtained doorway. Hera always thought her mother looked like one of the goddesses of old, the ones the village elders always sang about, with her long, auburn hair and sparkling brown eyes. She had a light about her that called to something deep inside Hera. Something deep that her young mind didn’t quite understand as much as her sisters might, since they were nearing womanhood, and Hera had not yet passed her twelfth summer.
“Come. It is done, and the gods have blessed both the mother and child this morn. Let us not stay about and bring bad omens.”
“I saw no gods this morn,” Hera said as she skipped around her mother, another wave of energy electrifying her small body. 
Though her mother was tired, she still laughed. “Dearest, you will not see the gods. They have no desire to be called away from their duties by a youth with too much zeal and far more curiosity.”
Hera smiled, not minding the gods’ neglect overly much. She found she liked her mother’s appraisal of her inquisitive mind. When she spotted the entrance to their property, she ran ahead of Mother until she saw her home buried in the forest. The trees were too thick and densely packed to see their house from the road; the familiar stone and mud bricks covered by the thatched roof. A large oak tree stood tall next to the house, with its twisted and gnarled bark, waving in the breeze as if welcoming Hera home. 
She paused and looked over her shoulder for her mother, who had been waylaid far behind her by a woman in the wheat fields that bordered their land. Hera cringed at the sight; she didn’t want to be delayed by a local matron and whatever boring business she and her mother were chatting about. Impatient to return to her older sisters, she sprinted the rest of the way home.
A horrible scream rent the air, stilling Hera in the middle of the dirt pathway. Before she could move forward, another piercing scream followed on the heels of the first. This time, she knew the voice as it begged their father to stop.
Ignoring her instinct to run in the opposite direction, to find her mother, Hera ran to the great tree that grew next to her home. She clambered up the branches, the rough bark scraping against her skin, each movement a familiar ache in her muscles. 
Reaching the branch to the window overlooking the hearth, she peered into the house, her eyes squinting in the dim morning light. As she leaned forward, she lost her grip on the branch and barely caught herself. Steadying her hold, Hera held her breath and watched for movement.
She could see a blood-covered hand grapple with the edge of the window. Black hair and a tear-streaked face came into view as her sister pulled herself up, anchoring her elbow over the edge, and reaching for Hera.
Persephone.  
Catching a glimpse of her in the tree, Persephone found her gaze and mouthed, “Run.” 
Hera’s heart raced. Run? Run where? To whom? How could she run when something was so, so wrong?
Her sister, her serious and beautiful sister, slumped forward, unconscious. The slight movement of her hair against her mouth from her shallow breaths was the only indication that she was still alive at all.
The fear that crowded her mind was intense, and Hera trembled, nearly losing her grip again. All she could see was Persephone not moving and covered in blood. 
Suddenly, a thump and several screams rang in her ears. Screams she knew would haunt all her days. High screams. Young screams. And deep, wordless shouts of a man’s rage.
It was the silence that followed that punched her into action. 
Turning, she scrambled down the tree and ran to the wheat fields where she had left her mother chatting. Her feet pounded the earth as she ran faster than she ever had, tripping over vines in her haste. She ignored the pain of the rocks digging into her flesh, desperate to get to her mother.
Before she could reach her mother at the end of the path, a large figure emerged from the line of trees ahead of her. A chill ran up Hera’s spine, and she dug her heels into the dirt, pivoting to hide behind a fallen log as she watched her father step out onto the road. Her thoughts raced—how had he gotten to the road before her? 
Father raised his hand, revealing in his grip a knife dripping with blood. She knew at that moment her sisters were dead, grief rising and overtaking her small body. 
Her father turned slowly, his eyes scanning the tree line.
“Hera, Hera, Hera,” he called out in a singsong voice. “I saw you running, dearest. I know you are here. Come on out and talk to me. I promise you are safe, darling.” 
Her stomach dropped through to the earth below at his bold lie. 
Crouching, she quietly moved to the end of the log, keeping herself as covered as possible by the bracken around her, and the road insight. Father was on one end and her mother, farther down in the opposite direction. Could Mother see him yet? Would she look over and see Father in this mad state? 
Hera knew she was taking a risk getting her mother’s attention, but she had to do something before Father found her. 
She backed deeper into the woods, careful not to step on fallen leaves and twigs. Father paced the road, knife still in hand. If she could get closer to her mother—
Snap.
Dread struck her chest as her father whirled toward the sound with stunning speed, and Hera’s heart raced. She’d been able to get closer to her mother by creeping through the undergrowth, but had she gotten close enough?
It would have to do. As her father started in her direction, Hera burst out onto the road.
“Mother!” she cried out, straightening and preparing to run to her. Her mother turned abruptly, her smile faltering as she caught sight of the murderous presence behind Hera. 
In a split second, her mother disappeared, only to reappear beside her. Stunned, Hera faltered and blinked at the empty space where her mother had been. Before she could rationalize what happened, she was shoved back, her mother widening her stance over where Hera had fallen to her hands and knees. 
Her mind spun. Her mother’s speed. Her father’s rampage. The sight of her sister’s bloody hand and the sound of their screams. Hera was confused by all of it.
“You swore they were human,” he growled.
Human? Of course, they were human. What else could they be? Was there something about her parents that she and her sisters had not known? 
Her sisters. A sob escaped her lips, but her parents did not seem to notice her any longer. She knew she should run, but her mother… no. She would not leave Mother to the same fate as her sisters.
“They are!” her mother yelled. Cronus grabbed her arm in a bruising grip, and his purple eyes lit up in a way Hera had never seen. He was no longer her father, but some terrifying entity. Some monster from the scary tales her sisters had told around the fire.
“Then explain, wife, how my brothers came and felt a power inside them. One that was not of this world.”
“They lie! You know how they lie. They want the power of the Primordials, and any children you have would be a threat to that.” Her mother reached out to grab the knife, but her father held it out of reach. “You did exactly what they wanted!”
Father shoved her mother away, but she latched onto his arm, pulling him to the ground. Her mother gave Hera a wild look as she stumbled to stand, Cronus behind her.
“Run, Hera. Run to the mountain. Find Themis!”
“Themis?” Hera rasped, barely able to force the question from her dry mouth. She didn’t know anyone named Themis, having never even heard the name before.
Her mother stumbled toward her and shoved Hera away as Cronus attempted to snatch her with his free arm. 
“Go!” she yelled again, and this time, Hera ran. There were mountains in the distance, far enough away, she imagined she’d never make it in time. 
When her mother screamed, she ran harder, pumping her legs without stopping as she tripped and scraped across the landscape. Tears burned her eyes, blinding her, but she refused to stop. Hera didn’t realize she was screaming for help until she collided with someone that manifested from thin air, knocking the breath from her lungs and silencing her. She fell back, gulping air, and gaped at the stranger. A woman in robes of an unfamiliar deep indigo, her braids adorned with silver beads, stood before her.
“Hello, Hera.” The women kneeled in front of her before reaching out to brush the tears from Hera’s face. Hera, frozen from shock and exhaustion, let her when normally she would have fought anyone trying to touch her outside of her family.
“Who are you?” Hera sobbed. “My mother said I must find—“
“Themis. My name is Themis, and I am a friend of your mother’s … and a Titaness far more powerful than your father. You are safe now with me. Rest, child.”
“But ... a Titan?” Hera whispered shakily, pulling away from the woman. The Titaness. 
Instead of anger, the woman only looked at her with calm resolve, and Hera grew foggy. It had to be something this woman, this Titaness, was doing to her. Hera knew they were powerful enough to bend the mortal mind to their will.
“I am the Titaness who balances the universe. I right the wrongs, I find justice above the law of man and god, and I was the one who worked with your mother to bind your powers.”
Hera’s entire world was slipping through her fingers. Everything she had known until now, about her sisters and herself, was a farce.
“My powers?” she echoed. “I … am not human?”
Themis shook her head gently, her hands cupping Hera’s elbows as she wavered. “No, my darling. You were born from the Titan blood of both your parent’s lines.” 
Hera let out a sob, then a gasp. Her parents? Her mother? Her father? She squeezed her eyes shut, able to see only flashes of blood glinting off the edge of a blade. 
“My father,” she stammered, unsure of how to put it into words. “He—”
Themis hushed her soothingly. “I know. I feel it, little one. Now, I need to take you to the mountain to make sure Cronus cannot find you.” 
The Titaness steadied Hera as she stood, her touch surprisingly light as she released Hera, before offering a hand. The silence was punctuated only by the distant birdsong as Themis waited.  
Lost and confused, Hera looked up at the woman who had thrown her whole identity into a state of upheaval—but no, her father had done that, had he not?
“My sisters…” She stared in the Titaness’s eyes, needing this one answer before making a decision. Yes, this woman felt safe, but hadn’t her father before today? Who could she trust anymore? 
“You will see them again soon. That I can promise.”
Without another word, Hera sucked in a deep breath to gather her strength. Stepping forward, Hera slowly placed her hand in the Titaness’s offered palm as the world spun then went dark.   
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Chapter 1
2138 A.D., City of Halcyon


Viktor

Taking another drag of the cigarillo, Viktor stared at the senate building. He was disappointed in himself for giving in to a vice he had long since banished from his repertoire of coping skills. But for the first time in decades, his nerves were well and truly rattled. 
Having made the choice to out himself as the person holding Hestia’s power, he now needed to stand before the goddesses and explain his lengthy silence over the eras. Something he had been both anticipating and dreading for hundreds of years.
Thankfully, he would only be meeting the goddesses and not the entire senate, but it would still be an interrogation. An interrogation he knew would happen from the moment he let Amphitrite, the goddess of the sea, in on who he was.
Putting the cigarillo between his lips, he let the tobacco fill his lungs once more as he prepared himself to walk into the lion's den.
He hated any type of attention, and standing before the queen goddess, her entire focus solely on him, would be challenging for a man with his proclivity to remain in the background. 
As a human child, he was happy to sit back and observe as opposed to being in the center of a situation. Time had not changed his personality much in that respect. 
Just as he had been doing for two years now, watching from the shadows, and waiting for his moment to bring awareness of his power, of his true identity, to the goddesses.
Having made the choice to leave breadcrumbs for Amphitrite was a gamble. One he wasn’t sure he had won or lost yet. Viktor thought he had more time before he needed to step into his role alongside the deities of their very small world, but when he felt the loss of Oceanus’s power, he knew he couldn’t wait a moment longer.
Damn the curse that tore at his soul. Literally.
The moment he had uttered 'Little Fish' to Amphitrite only a few days ago, he’d had to escape, unable to stick around to explain himself. As if he even could. 
Dropping his cigarillo, he looked at his watch as he stomped out the embers with his boot. It was time to go in. He’d waited long enough.
Centuries too long.
Viktor strode toward the entrance, since opening a portal into the center of a room full of jumpy goddesses would most likely not end well for him. 
He knew the situation with them was tense, and not just because they’d been trying to find their sister Hestia’s power for so long. They were still trying to regain their balance after the recent battles at sea and in the Underworld. 
Viktor walked toward the statue of Themis that stood large and prominent before the senate steps, slowing to touch the stone scales, silently asking for her blessing. He needed her intervention, her ability to see to justice on a level higher than the humans, or even deities themselves, could. A divine justice that could only come from Chaos.
While his past with the Titaness was fraught with complicated emotions, he could admit it was her justice that would help them in the coming days. 
Or so the fire had told him. 
Yet, no one had heard from the Titaness in so long, most had assumed she was dormant or dead. Who really knew with the Titans, though? The ones who stuck around had shown themselves to be either neutral or horribly violent; bent on the destruction of the goddesses and retaking control of the world.
When he neared the vast doors at the top of the marble steps, Viktor was met with highly reinforced security. Armored and alert guards were stationed on either side of the entrance with guns strapped to their sides. Steel, vault-like bolts on the doors made it clear that Halcyon valued their senate, and he couldn’t help but agree. Until the war was over, the senate would need to be protected from the Titans.
One guard widened his stance in front of the entrance, most likely the senior officer, judging by the bars on his uniform.  
Before he could inform them that the woman they knew as the archon would very much like for them to let him through, a familiar voice spoke up from behind him.
“He is cleared to go in.” West stepped up next to him and, with a slight nod, the guards moved their hands from their weapons to the steel door handles. The doors opened to a white marble foyer, where a woman sat behind a desk made of the same stone.
She stood when they entered and scurried from around her desk with a smile. The kind that Viktor had long ago deemed a 'court smile'. It was overly friendly and completely fake. A poor attempt to create a false sense of security for those awaiting trial. 
“Dr. Alden! Come right this way. Our Archon is awaiting you in the senate chambers.”
“I’ve got it. I can show him,” West replied, sending the woman a charismatic smile. The secretary wobbled with a wide infatuated smile before she returned to her seat, wearing a dreamy expression as they walked down the statue-lined hall.
Ah, so they would not speak in the Archon’s office, but in the grander chambers. An obvious show of power on Hera’s behalf. 
The message was clear; Hera was in charge, and he would heed her authority. 
“Real therapist or fake?” West asked, his tone jaunty for such a serious question, breaking Viktor from his thoughts. It was a question that Viktor had known was coming. 
“Real,” Viktor answered, unsure of how much he could say. The curse had never been tested as much as it had been in the last few months. 
“So, you were aware of who I was before I became your patient? What I was?” West asked, and Viktor felt like he was walking through a field of landmines. How did he answer without painful repercussions? 
“Your father found me. It worked for both of us if I involved myself in helping you find your place among the—” Viktor choked around his words and swallowed down the bile that rose in his throat. He was treading far too close to the curse’s limits.
“So, Amphitrite was right. My dad was looking for Hestia’s power. And he found it,” West whispered, turning to look at him. “He found you. He set everything up…”
Viktor wished he could explain how he had maneuvered the best he could into their lives; painfully and impulsively. How he had to make everything, every decision and step, as spontaneous as possible since planning would only make the curse’s retribution that much worse.
Viktor had taken the job with Theta, West’s mother, at Halcyon General doing psych intakes when he was called to the goddesses’ human home, compelled to be closer to them and his end goal.
While he couldn’t walk up and directly ask about how to work his way into their lives, he gleaned information here and there, until one day Oceanus stood at his office door, offering him the chance he needed to start on the path he had foreseen in the fires. A chance to make peace with the broken part inside of himself. To find his equilibrium again after so many lifetimes. The chance he had been waiting for since he set out on his own so very long ago. 
Thinking back to that first time meeting the Titan, he knew somehow Oceanus had sensed Viktor’s magical signature, even with the curse’s repressing power. Somehow, he had known Viktor could say nothing about himself or his past. And somehow Oceanus had foreseen his death. He refused to let his son fight a war without all the help he could get.
Which was where Viktor came in.
Viktor had agreed to take West on as a patient and keep their secrets. He was used to secrets, and he was even more familiar with the tingling sense of precognition. Oceanus had not found him alone. He’d had help. The neutral Titan was powerful, but he hadn’t been all-knowing, and there were less than a handful of entities on the planet who could give him that information.
“He knew what was coming—the Titans, the war—and he wasn’t sure if he would be there to stand beside you, as much as he wanted to. He needed to make sure you were ready,” Viktor said. “Even if it meant forcing you to our appointments, so that you were mentally capable of taking everything on.”
West closed his eyes, his features twisting with grief. The loss of his father was still so fresh for him and would be for quite a long time. Oceanus had loved his son so deeply that he worked to ensure West was cared for even after he was gone. Viktor felt a tinge of jealousy. While his father cared, it was nothing like what West had with Oceanus.
West sighed, and Viktor could see the sadness pass through him, his signature smile forced as he changed the subject. 
“I am not calling you Dr. Alden anymore,” he said, warmer than Viktor expected he would be after learning of such deceit. 
“Viktor is just fine,” he replied. It wouldn’t do him any good to imagine more of a friendship with the young Titan than he had, especially as they turned the corner and faced the senate chamber’s doors. At the sight of them, guards on each side pulled the doors wide open, waiting for them to walk through and find out Viktor’s fate. 
Stepping into the domed part of the building, he took in the rows of curved benches lined up before a raised platform, where a long table overlooked the would-be crowd. For a moment, he was distracted from his ordeal by the gravitas of the chambers. He’d seen much of human civilization, and now he stood in a place that held such importance to the much smaller version of the world. 
But for all the power he felt in the air, every bit of it radiated from one person. 
Hera, the archon and queen of the goddesses, stood in the middle of the long table. It’d been so long since he’d seen her in the flesh and not on a screen or a paper. Her blonde hair fell in curls around her oval face and grazed her shoulders. Her stormy gray eyes pierced him with the intensity of a predator spotting its next meal. She was gorgeous; he would never deny that, but she was intimidating as well. 
When they approached the center of the chambers, West gave him a short nod, and left his side to join Amphitrite, who stood at the first row of benches with her arms folded
On the opposite side of the aisle was her other sister, Persephone, ruler of the Underworld. A male with dark blond hair stood next to her. His green eyes were not hostile, but watchful, much like the guards out front. Viktor felt the man’s power thrumming around him, searching and seeking. If he remembered correctly, this was Devon, West’s closest friend and Demeter’s scion.
As he took in the people around him, they all stared back at him pensively, as if struggling to reconcile him with Hestia’s power—or perhaps the memory of Hestia herself, for the goddesses. Questions were obvious in their eyes, but the answers were unattainable, and he was unsure how they would react when he couldn’t give them what they wanted. 
The room remained quiet for so long that when Hera finally spoke, he caught West jumping a bit in his periphery. 
“Dr. Viktor Alden, according to Amphitrite, you hold the power of our sister, Hestia. Is this correct?”
Words could trigger the curse, and he was going to play it as safe as he could. So, he silently extended his hand and ignited a flame in his open palm.
A small smile crept along the archon’s face.
It was both alluring and dangerous.
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It was him. It had to be. They had found Hestia’s scion, and now they had the power to do something about the Titans blighting humanity and her rule. 
They were no longer guaranteed to lose this battle, not with Hestia’s power in tow. Now, they had a fighting chance. A chance to protect the people of the world from the Titans.
Finally, there was some good news.
Hera could almost taste victory. She would send each and every Titan trying to break her father out to their own eternal damnation in Tartarus.  
Sweet, sweet damnation. 
As the flame danced in his palm, she looked up to see the fire reflected in his eyes. No … not just a reflection. Instead of the glow the rest of them had, the doctor’s eyes were lit with real flame. Viktor must have noticed her rapt attention and calculation because he quickly closed his fist, extinguishing the fire in his hand and his eyes. Lowering his arm, his eyes returned to a human blend of colors. Green, brown, and blue all mixed. 
It wasn’t until then that she realized how long he had held her gaze without blinking, without cringing away in intimidation. Hera frowned, a twitch of her eyebrows, before she schooled her features back into a blank expression.
She lowered herself into the chair behind her, the seat she used when the senate was in session. Her true seat of power, her throne, waited for her on Olympus.
“Tell us about yourself, Dr. Alden,” she said in a steady and emotionless voice. 
“I am a therapist who has lived in many places. All over the world before the Great War, and all of Zephyr in the years after.”
His voice was deeper than both West and Devon’s, and his words were measured, thought-out. Precise. Amphitrite had warned her he was a man of few words, but this was ridiculous. That was a vague answer if Hera ever heard one. 
Still, she got one piece of information she needed. Before the Great War, he’d said. The near loss of humanity had been generations ago.
“When were you born?” she asked, and he adjusted his stance, as if preparing for some physical response. Hera narrowed her eyes, but he simply maintained eye contact, though his jaw was clenched.
“I was born in Zephyr before it was even Europe,” he gritted out between his teeth.
“Born human?” Amphitrite cut in, earning a nod from Viktor. 
“When did you ascend?” Hera asked, her tone stiffening with irritation. Just how long had Hestia’s scion been a god among them without them knowing?
“Long ago,” he replied, and Persephone's eyebrows furrowed at his lack of explanation.
“So, you ascended and came into your powers well before now?” Persephone asked. 
With a sigh, Viktor showed the first sign of defeat by rubbing his nose with his thumb and forefinger under his glasses, but it was not enough to quell Hera’s building frustration. 
“Not long after birth,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper. His skin appeared to grow paler with each word he spoke.
Everyone in the room gaped at him, and Hera could feel his discomfort, but it was apparently not enough to break him and obtain the information they wanted. Needed.
Hera ground her teeth. Something was not right, and the more he dodged answering, the more Hera lost that tiny thread of hope. 
Which only ignited her anger. 
“So, you have lived centuries as a god. Many mortal lifetimes. How have you hidden your powers from us?” Hera asked, watching Viktor closely. 
“With great control,” was all he said, and something like a rock hit the bottom of her stomach. She had been so hopeful only moments earlier. 
Joke was on her. The joke was always on her.
“If you ascended, as you said, we should have felt it. Any new god leaves a ripple of power through the universe, and I always catch it. Explain how you ascended without me knowing,” Hera growled as sparks of lightning flickered out from her clenched fists. 
Viktor stumbled over his answer. “I was hidden by someone more powerful than you.”
“Who?” she demanded; her hackles raised at the audacity of him implying there was someone stronger than herself. 
Instead, he gave only a slight shake of his head, and her anger and mistrust took hold, anchoring themselves in her chest. Her sisters’ power nudged against hers, trying to calm her before she sent a million volts of electricity into Viktor. 
“If he had ascended already, that would explain why we were unable to find him. We were looking for a mortal,” Amphitrite stated with no small amount of irritation as she placed herself between Viktor and Hera. As if Hera couldn’t find a way through her sister to the man Amphitrite was needlessly protecting.
“All this time,” Persephone whispered as Devon placed a hand on her forearm. 
Wasted, Hera finished for Persephone in her head. Because he’d been hidden. For centuries. Perhaps even millennia. 
Hera wondered why the man had even walked in here, why he’d revealed himself to Amphitrite at all. Why not stay hidden? 
As she stared at him, her anger lashed within her, begging to break free. Ever since the latest battle with the Titans, exhaustion had tattered her already threadbare patience. She couldn’t afford any missteps or any weaknesses. 
And she was looking right at one. 
This Viktor Alden had shown up at the wrong time—or the right one, depending on whose side he was on. Had the Titans hidden him this entire time? Were they sending him to get close enough to spy on their plans? 
It would not be the first time a man stabbed her in the back. It started with her father and then many more men following in his footsteps in the millennia since. All of them hoping to use her power and status for their own gain. Hera had learned long ago that no one did anything without a motive, most especially not when they had the chance to take everything for themselves.
“Is there anyone that could corroborate your story that you did, in fact, gain the powers of my sister from an ascension centuries ago? I know several demigods who descended from Titans that can manipulate fire,” she challenged.
“I created the fire. I did not call it from a spark already lit,” Viktor replied as he pressed his hand to his chest and rubbed at his sternum, before folding his arms across his chest. She caught the fingers of his right hand tapping against his left elbow, a tune of anxiety.
Hera scowled. “Answer me straight, scion of my sister. Who witnessed your ascension?”
Viktor stiffened but remained silent. 
Hera leaned forward in her seat. “Who has guarded you from our notice?”
The muscle in his jaw twitched. 
“Why were they hiding you from us?” she pressed, her voice rising as she gripped the arms of her seat. “Why were you hiding your power from us?” Hera tried to restrain herself, but something about his stubbornness got under her skin. Maybe it was disappointment. Maybe it was annoyance that he still had yet to cower from her gaze. 
“Hera, my hair is standing on end, and it took an hour to tame this morning. Please cool your static down,” West snapped as he ran his fingers through his hair. Hera straightened in her seat and touched the lightning necklace at the base of her throat, calling back the electrical charge she had let loose in her agitation. The tension that had thickened the air lessened. 
She narrowed her eyes at Viktor. 
“Are these questions too difficult for you?” she asked, giving him a tight smile. “Perhaps you need a break to come up with some better answers? Or perhaps you need to step outside to discuss your next steps with your Titan handler. You know, to clarify exactly how he wants you to glean information from us?”
Alright, so maybe she hadn’t restrained herself enough. 
“Hera,” Amphitrite snapped, but Hera ignored her as she stood and walked around the table toward Viktor. His knuckles were white from holding his hands in tight fists at his sides, and his chest heaved with laborious breaths. As she neared, he appeared to brace himself, widening his stance, which caused his well-fitting jeans to strain across strong, surprisingly muscular thighs. 
Her steps faltered for a mere second—she was not checking him out. Treasonous immortal. Stubborn therapist.
When she stopped in front of him, his eyes lit up with small orbs of dancing fire.
Did he perceive her as a threat? Good.
The only way to get an answer was to delve into his mind, which was something Hera usually did not enjoy. Some people were absolutely disgusting when they thought no one could see into their inner selves. But she enjoyed letting a spy roam free around her city even less. 
“You can’t hide everything from me,” she warned, and then she pushed into his mind.
Instead of seeing the realm of his innermost thoughts and motivations, her vision instantly exploded with red, followed quickly by white. 
Clutching her head, she jerked her mind away from his so hard she physically took a step back. Her sisters shouted in surprise and concern, but Hera could only see Viktor. The guilt in his expression surprised her, but it was gone quickly, replaced by indifference. 
Moving back another step, she gathered herself, but she was unable to stop the rapid heartbeat pounding in her head. She couldn’t look away from him. He was incredibly dangerous, but she would not be held hostage to fear. 
If he was a threat, then he needed to be eliminated. 
“Who are you?” she whispered darkly, throwing her hands out to her sides as lightning danced along her fingertips.
“I am who I said I am,” he growled back, eyes narrowed, flames brightening within his irises.  
Viktor's power simmered around him. But even as the air heated between them, his energy roiled close to his skin, not lashing out.  
His body was coiled tight, twitching with tension, and although she had thought it was from irritation at her interrogation, she realized that he was in pain.  
With her next breath, clarity washed over her, and she lowered her hands. She wasn’t sure if it condemned him further or not, but the man was not being evasive of his own volition. 
The pain, the resistance, the minimal answers, the smothered power signature, the instantaneous pain when she probed for answers… Hera had seen such measures taken before, but rarely—and never on someone with a god’s power. 
“You’re under a binding oath. Is that why you cannot speak of your past?” she asked, stepping back from him, but not going far. If he were to lash out at her observation, she wanted to be the one who took the brunt of it.
His breathing was heavy, his chest rising and falling quicker by the minute, but he gave her nothing.
“Who? Why?” she asked, though she knew he would not answer. His lips pressed together in a thin line, confirming her thoughts. At some point, Viktor had sworn not to reveal any information about his past or his powers—perhaps it went so far as to force him not to reveal himself at all. 
The electricity left Hera entirely, and Viktor’s shoulders dropped.
“Well, that is absolutely fantastic,” she chuckled mirthlessly.
She had been wrong. They were not saved.
They were doomed.  
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Chapter 2

Hera

Hera stood facing a group of humans armed to the teeth, those horrid machines humans called tanks behind them. They were here to destroy Greece, but the hell if Hera would let them.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                            
The buildings around her had been blown to rubble, and the citizens of the city were hidden in the mountain, huddled and afraid. 
The world to the east and west was gone. Europe was all that had survived, and what was left was dismal: no clean water, fresh food, or order; a pandemic wiped out those who hadn’t died from combat; extreme weather and explosives ruined the infrastructure. 
When she’d walked along the streets after the first bombs fell, the sight of the dead and dying had snapped something in Hera’s psyche. 
And these assholes thought she’d let them waltz in and take over? 
No. 
For months, Hera had been on a rampage, fueled by rage for the loss of life, a deep feeling of failure and helplessness. How had humanity reached this point? 
The first ones she killed were the officials who’d ordered the bombs, who ordered the demise of innocents for their own power and greed. Then she worked her way through the chain of command before eradicating all the military. 
And each of them had died looking into the eyes of a goddess. She didn’t bother hiding herself any longer. 
“We are here to—”
“I don’t give a shit why you are here. This is my territory now, and you made the decision to show up on my doorstep. That was a terrible idea.” She knew she looked terrifying, but as she stepped forward slowly, letting the goddess come to the surface, she could only smile as their fear permeated the air. 
Movement flickered to her right, but she didn’t dare take her eyes from the men in front of her. The creature in the rubble held no ill intentions, though she felt a small pulse of power from them. They were not strong enough to be a threat to her. A man. She could sense that now, but not a hostile. He felt … familiar somehow, but perhaps he was a citizen she'd met moving away from the battle she was about to unleash. 
And Hera was going to make these people pay. Oh, how they would pay. 
Flames suddenly engulfed the tank at the exact moment the front of the army started toward her. The men inside the tank tried to get out, but to no avail. 
Having no idea where the fire came from, and not caring enough to find out, she unleashed her power, calling upon her lightning to strike the soldiers. The screams pierced her ears while her power was fed by her rage. 
Hera hoped Chaos was listening as she obliterated the war-hungry army. As she fed the Underworld thousands of souls, sparing only those who dropped their weapons and fled.
Hera woke with a start, realizing she’d fallen asleep in her office. The nightmares plagued her at night, but now she was reliving them during the day, too?
She put her face in her hands, attempting to pull herself from the dark memory, but was distracted by the sheet of paper stuck to her cheek.
Sighing, she pulled the paper from her face, loath to admit a goddess might drool when sleeping.
She’d come to her office after the debacle in the chambers and passed out after toiling over the situation with her sisters for hours. While Devon and West watched over Viktor to make sure he didn’t commune with their enemies, Hera went over how screwed Halcyon was with them at the helm of this sinking ship. 
When Hera took over their little world after the Great War, she’d thought she had it all figured out.
Humans would make their typical horrid decisions, and she and her sisters handle it before going home for a glass of wine. Done. Being that humans killed themselves almost to extinction, it should be easy enough to run the whole of the continent of Zephyr with such a small population, right?
No. No, it was not. 
It kept Hera up many a long night—even before the Titans started slinging crap her way.
And that crap included an attempted jailbreak in the Underworld and a coup at sea. The most recent battle, where they had lost Oceanus just when it looked like he would break his neutrality to join their side fully, had been devastating. Although they had lost such a strong potential ally, they had gained an alliance with Atlantis, the small island kingdom West had reawakened with his birthright. While it was an alliance, she didn’t have to question—West was wholly, disgustingly devoted to Amphitrite—she wasn’t sure how much the Atlanteans could offer in a conflict when they were still rebuilding.
And they were down one guardian because of some misguided power grab by Amphitrite’s best friend and lieutenant spymaster, Medusa. A loss her sister felt keenly. Hera thought she was granting the women a boon by not sending Medusa to Tartarus for her crimes, but as usual, Hera wondered if she had it all wrong. It seemed to hurt her sister still far too much to know Medusa was right there, but out of reach. 
Through their losses and gains, Hera felt like she was struggling to figure out a complicated equation. All she knew was that Perses, a Titan who’d disguised himself as General Olethros of Goryeo, was still out there in the world, recovering from their battle and plotting to unleash the remaining Titans from Tartarus. 
Was he the one who held the key to Viktor’s magical gag order? The one who hid Hestia’s power from her and her sisters for centuries? 
If he was, why hadn’t he called upon Viktor sooner? Before his mother Eurybia, another disguised Titan, was destroyed by West’s leviathan? Perhaps, they’d been overconfident. 
Overconfident. Like Hera was when she’d learned Hestia’s scion had finally been located. Before everything was thrown into doubt.
Rubbing her temples, Hera tried to focus, but her brain was still crispy from the fire that had ignited inside her skull when she tried to look inside Viktor’s mind. 
Normally, she would clear her thoughts by talking through strategy with Finley, one of her senators, but Finley had yet to return from her latest mission to find Hestia’s scion. Which, clearly, she had not found since Viktor was here with them. It had been far too long for one so adept at finding people to be gone. Even a mortal would have been back by now.
Yet another concern that ate away at her in the dark hours of the night. 
Where the Fates was her senator? If the person holding Hestia’s power had been in Halcyon this whole time, where had Finley gone? Finley was the best at pulling people from their hidey holes into the light of day. The best at doing so, at least as far as Hera had ever seen. As a demigod, she was able to do far more than human investigators, but it was a blip on the radar compared to what a goddess could do.
The five senators representing their respective countries in her cabinet were all demigods with some power—not much, but enough to put them slightly above the human population in talent, skill, and lifespan. As much grief as she gave her senators, and they her, she was fond of them. But that fondness had the same limitations as all her relationships did—Hera never showed vulnerability in front of others. 
Sure, she loved her sisters, but she wouldn’t even let them in on her true feelings and fears. No one was privy to the inner workings of her mind. Her soft underbelly would stay well and truly hidden from the world should someone mistake her for prey.
If there was a predator, Hera would make damn sure it was her. 
Just then, a vision, not her own, came over her. A mere flash, but enough of a warning that she knew Edie was on her way. 
Hera stood and threw open the window to her office just in time to see the golden eagle, her companion for many lifetimes, flying from the forest near Mount Olympus. 
The moment Edie touched her claws to the windowsill, she linked with Hera’s mind, sending all the information she had gleaned on the uprisings in Goryeo from the past few weeks. Nothing had died down there, and, in fact, the dissent was growing. Rapidly, too. Chaos and conflict spread far and wide, and based on Edie’s perspective from the sky, it seemed to reach all levels of society. 
Unease trickled down Hera’s spine. Her suspicion that the Titans were involved somehow, either causing the turmoil or prodding it to a frenzy, strengthened. 
Edie’s intel made her question Finley’s disappearance even more since the demigod represented Goryeo in the senate. Had the Titans taken out Goryeo’s only connection to the senate in order to cut the country off from the rest of the continent? If that had happened, was Finley gone in a more permanent sense?
An image of humans attempting to strike Edie down with arrows and bullets made Hera’s fists clench, but the scene changed quickly. More visions of the border between Aisopos and the Sereian Empire came through her link with Edie, and Hera felt like she’d been struck by her own lightning. 
The conflict was no longer just in Goryeo. She watched the small army grow in size as it moved across the continent, absorbing bodies and chaos like a living creature. Her own soldiers, dispatched to guard the borders in an event such as this, were either struck down or joined the opposing army without a fight. 
Why would the people just blindly follow an army on foot? If the Titans were somehow behind this unrest, how were they directing the mass of violence? Their bids for power so far hadn’t been successful, so where were they getting the capacity necessary for this kind of influence? Hera knew she was missing something important, but she didn’t know what.
And finally, she watched the last vision with a painful pull in her chest. The forces were crossing the border into the country of Halcyon.
“They are almost here,” she whispered, and Edie let out a cry of agreement. 
Back in the present and in the world around her, she lowered her head. Edie shuffled her claws along the windowsill until she was in front of Hera, placing her feathered head against hers.
“Thank you, my friend. You put yourself in great danger to bring me this information. I owe you much,” she said, earning a small nip from the raptor. Edie despised when Hera stated her debts. She wasn’t sure why the large bird refused it, but she had a hard time accepting that a creature such as Edie would have any loyalty to someone like her, goddess or not.
The eagle had been with her for as long as she could remember her life as a goddess. Although she couldn’t fully recall her ascension, she knew she’d had the magical bird since she first sat upon Olympus. Edie only communicated through images, but she understood Hera’s words, which was enough for their relationship to last millennia. 
“You’re almost as stubborn as me. Go rest. You’ve traveled far,” Hera said softly. Edie tilted her head regally before she took off, sending her relief and love through their bond. Hera tried to hold on to it, only allowing such affection from Edie and none other. 
How damaged was she that only Edie, a bird, could be privy to her vulnerabilities and affection? 
As Edie flew off to her perch on Olympus where she bedded down most days, Hera sent out a call with her power for her sisters. Before the echo of the call had finished, her sisters and their partners were standing before her.
She raised her eyebrows. “Impatient, I see,” she stated as she sat back down behind her desk. The others sat across from her, lowering into the velvet seats. Hera’s entire office was decorated in deep purples, emerald, dark blue, and gold. Much like her penthouse high above them, where Hera guarded her city from above. 
Placing her hands beneath the desk where no one could see, Hera gripped the armrests of her chair until her knuckles went white and bobbed her knee anxiously. Meanwhile, to the rest of them, she was calm and unaffected. 
“We were curious if you were planning to have the new guy flogged,” West said, earning an elbow from Amphitrite. 
“If I were to do that, I would have to make sure you and Devon were not left out of the fun,” Hera replied with her typical snark, hoping the small tremble of her lips looked like a smile trying to break free instead of fear. 
“Don’t threaten me with a good time.” West wagged his eyebrows at Devon, and Amphitrite rolled her eyes at her husband.
Devon only shook his head in response, his arms folded across his chest as he leaned against the wall next to Persephone. 
“Edie has returned,” Hera stated, lacking the mental energy to continue the banter. She enjoyed verbally sparring, and loath as she was to admit it, her sister’s soulbonds gave as good as they got—they were certainly more game than her sisters, but she would never say it aloud. 
“Have the uprisings ceased?” Persephone asked, leaning forward pensively. 
“No, in fact, they’ve moved closer. They’ve just crossed the border onto Halcyon land. I cannot imagine it will take them much longer to reach the city center.”
Hera waited a beat as what she’d said dawned on everyone: they were going to be under attack.
“From the border, on foot…” Devon both stated and asked, earning a nod from Hera that they were, in fact, traveling that way. “Coming in from somewhere along the border of Aisopos, if I am assuming this group is from the original uprisings in Goryeo?” Another nod. “Two weeks if they barely break for camp.”
“Well, shit,” West muttered as he leaned back in his chair and ran his hands through his dark brown hair.
“Yes, my sentiments exactly,” Hera deadpanned. “So, from what has been transpiring with the Titans and Hestia’s—”
“We need to take Viktor to Olympus and put him in a seat of power,” Amphitrite interrupted. 
The nervous energy in the room ratcheted up in response to her suggestion. West leaned away from Amphitrite, and she cut him a look. He simply gave her a shrug as if to say, ‘If she lights you up, I am not going down, too.’
Smart decision.  
Hera only stared, an eyebrow slowly arching up her forehead. 
It was official. Her sister had lost her Fates damned mind. The soulbond with West was clearly leeching the incredibly sharp brain cells from the once-clever spymaster. 
“Obviously, spending so much time with West, frolicking and humping away under the sea, has deteriorated your ability to reason. That is quite possibly one of your worst ideas, and if the list I’ve compiled since the dawn of our powers is correct, there have been some serious errors of judgement on your part,” Hera replied caustically, staying perfectly still. Perhaps if she struck her sister with lightning, it might restart her brain. 
“I agree with Amphitrite,” Persephone chimed in, and Hera turned her sharp gaze to her. Both of them were going down with this sinking ship? “And I have not been frolicking and humping away.” Devon let out a cough that sounded suspiciously like a laugh. “My list is probably much shorter than Amphitrite’s, as well.”
“Yes, I do not need to be reminded of how boring you are. Still—”
“Olympus will judge if he is a threat, will it not?” Devon inquired, throwing his hat into the three-ring circus that was this discussion. Hera stared at him with eyes that could have killed lesser men. 
Interrupted three times in a row! 
Annoyed, she sent a zap of electricity from a nearby outlet to hit Devon before she heaved a sigh and looked up at the ceiling. 
Trying to think while they made a fuss over Devon getting a slight jolt was proving difficult.
“I miss when it was just us girls,” Hera muttered, scraping a hand down her face.
“Hera, just think about it. Devon is right. Olympus won’t give him a throne if he’s not meant—” Amphitrite started, but Hera held her hand up to stop her.
“Amphitrite, I adore you, truly, but two strays on Olympus are enough.” She eyed West and Devon, who was patting down his hair unruly from static.
“I’d argue with that if I wasn’t so pathetic in the beginning of all this,” West laughed, but he went serious at the look from his wife. Clearing his throat, he sat up straighter in his chair. 
“Why not? What is the real harm in trying?” Devon asked her, his hair still not lying down.
“The harm, dear brother, is if he is a traitor. That he has Hestia’s power, and a Titan got to him before we did. We give him anything, and he runs back to his master to spill it all. Someone hid him from us. Someone holds the reins of that oath,” she growled. 
“Are we sure it is an oath?” Persephone chimed in, breaking the stare off between Hera and Devon. 
“What else could it be but that? You saw him, he was almost on his knees from me asking him his favorite color and which hand he uses to debase himself.”
Amphitrite turned slightly red at Hera’s commentary, but Persephone was unaffected as she moved on. 
“An oath would be done on the river Styx by someone with our power level—”
“Like a Titan?” Hera asked sarcastically with a tilt of her head. 
Persephone just waved her away. 
“The river has a history, one that tells of the souls lost to it and the oaths made. I checked in the Underworld after we parted. There have been none performed by anyone other than myself since we took over.”
The entire room went silent at that. 
Leaning forward, Hera narrowed her eyes. 
“And that is supposed to push me in the direction of putting him on Olympus?”
“It means it is possible he was cursed,” Persephone responded. 
Amphitrite swung her head to gape at Persephone as Hera sat back in her chair.  
“And why, my lovely and very cold sister, would he be cursed?” Hera asked with a raised eyebrow, but it wasn’t Persephone who answered.
“To keep him off the Titans radar,” Devon looked to Hera as he said this, his hair finally calming down enough for her to focus on his words. “If someone knew the Titans were watching for Olympian power, perhaps the curse was meant to keep him from falling into their hands. To hide him.” Devon shrugged. “It worked on us, didn’t it?”
“Then how did my father know about him?” West asked, a
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