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Prologue
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4,297 B.C.

The mythical realm of Solaris was both beautiful and complex. The home of the Dragon Gods was much like the mortal realm, only without the soils man had inflicted on it such as pollution. To some, this was paradise. To others, it could be hell. Victoria Damone stood looking out over a bright blue sea, lost in her own thoughts. A light breeze blew her dark blue gown around behind her. Her arms were bare, and her hair was out long. As her hair blew around her face, she could see the highlights of blue that so distinctly marked her as her mother’s child. Off in the distance she heard the sounds of her brothers sparring.

Victoria ran her hand through her hair, right through one of the blue streaks. This was maddening. She was the thirteen-year-old daughter of Hecate, patron goddess of magic users, and Jarel, the Black Dragon God. Why should she be coddled like an infant? Sure, she’d been taught spells from the moment she could speak, but she wanted to be with her brothers, preparing to enforce the laws of her father. It was her birthright. Instead, she stood here in misery, forced to be a handmaiden to her mother.

She sighed as she looked down at herself. In the human world, she’d be considered a woman. Not that she’d have any more freedom. If she were human, she’d be a breeding mare. The thought made her scowl; she loathed the idea of life with no power to make her own decisions. Hopefully, that would change here today.

Victoria felt the presence of her father before she saw him. The Black Dragon God was as gorgeous as any god. A primordial god, he was one of the oldest beings in existence, far older than even her mother. He towered over her, gazing down with swirling silver eyes that could see into the depths of any soul. His black chiton was pulled down, revealing his light brown chest covered with markings which represented his children. His long black hair hung down his back and swayed in the wind. For the moment, he seemed at peace.

“Tell me, daughter of mine, what you truly want for your life,” he inquired, the deep timber of his voice immediately soothing her.

“I want the freedom to choose my path in life, Father,” Victoria answered honestly. “I do not wish to be another mindless servant to Mother.”

Jarel’s eyes flashed. “Her servants are not mindless, are they? I’ve always found them to be highly intelligent.”

Victoria scowled. “You know what I mean. I like the use of magic, but I am a warrior at heart. I cannot be content to study and simply bask in the glory of my mother. I love her, but living with her is boring.”

Jarel nodded. “As such, daughter, I present you with this choice: you may choose to remain in her service, enter mine, or live as a mortal. Keep in mind that if you choose to live as a mortal, you would be placed with a mortal family and your direct knowledge of the gods would be erased.”

“I have no desire to be mortal, Father.” Victoria looked towards the sound of her brothers sparring. “But I want to be trained. I’m a dragon and I deserve the same rights as the others.”

Jarel smiled. “Yes, you are a dragon. You are, in fact, the only female black dragon in existence. As tempting as it is to hold you near to keep you safe, that would be unfair.”

Victoria couldn’t hide the hope in her eyes and in her voice. “Does this mean that Mother is letting me go?”

“As much as any true mother can let go,” Jarel answered. “You are expected to still visit her and occasionally serve her. You are expected to still use what comes natural to you from her. But as of now, you are officially a Dragon Hunter.”

Victoria sprang into her father’s arms, filled with joy. “Thank you, Father!”

Jarel kissed the top of her head. “Run along and change. You have training to begin, under Andreas, of course.”

Victoria excitedly ran off, the prospect of training with her elder brother and strongest of the black dragons spurring her on.

“I’m sure you saw that, didn’t you, Hecate?” Jarel looked to his side.

The lovely goddess appeared next to him, her long dark blue hair flowing down almost as long as the dark blue gown and cape she wore. Her midnight blue eyes sparkled with irritation.

“So perhaps you were right after all,” she admitted hesitantly.

Jarel turned to face her. “Her dragon nature prevailed. You couldn’t expect her to sit on the sidelines in your service forever.”

“I wish only to spare her agony.”

Jarel looked off into the distance as Victoria joined her brothers. “To live is to experience pain as well as pleasure. In the end, she deserves the same as any other. She must forge her own path in life. We can offer her guidance, the same as anyone else but her life will be what she makes of it.”
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Chapter One
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2005 A.D.

Victoria pulled up in front of the split-level house now owned by her eldest brother and his soul mate. It was too bad this wasn’t a social call.

Sitting on the dark purple Harley Davidson motorcycle she’d bought only a few months before, she looked up into the living room window, watching Andreas pace. She sighed, knowing she wasn’t going to like whatever he’d asked her here to do here. She could practically smell the anger and impatience coming from him. He must have wanted to take on this mission himself but their father had retired him from actively pursuing them. Instead, he was the general now, handing out the missions to all the other siblings. And if Victoria kept him waiting much longer, he’d wear a hole in the floor.

Victoria got off the bike and went to the door. As she raised her hand to knock, the door was yanked open, and she found herself caught in the fierce gaze of her brother. His light blue eyes were narrowed, his blonde hair disheveled as if he’d just gotten out of bed. He had let his beard grow in, making him look oddly like his grandfather, Zeus. He towered over her, more than filling the doorway since he actually had to bend down to look out at her. He wore only a pair of jeans, leaving his chest bare. On his right pec was his black dragon birthmark, with his soul mate, Kazarian’s name on it.

“Is this how you greet all your guests?” Victoria asked him.

“Is this how you always dress?” he retorted snidely.

She was wearing a rather tight pair of black low-riders and a blank tank top. 

“What’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” she asked.

“For one, the pants are too tight, and the shirt is too low cut. Your breasts aren’t small enough for such clothing.”

Victoria rolled her eyes and pushed him aside to enter the house. She went upstairs into the living room, where Kazarian sat on the sofa. Unlike her brother, he was fully dressed and gave her a dazzling smile. He was closer to her height, which didn’t make him short by any means. Victoria stood about 6’2”, putting her about six inches shorter than her brother. Kazarian had her by maybe an inch and a half. He was heavier, made of muscle with a wider physique than hers, as was natural for a male. He had shoulder length brown hair and dazzling green eyes. Both he and Andreas had bronzed skin and somewhat similar muscular, toned bodies. Both were ancient Spartan warriors, but Andreas was a black dragon and Kazarian was the newly appointed god of discord and anarchy as well as the direct servant to Ares, god of war.

“Hello, Victoria,” he greeted her warmly.

“What’s wrong with Captain Uptight?” she asked, nodding towards her brother. 

“He just misses the boys,” Kazarian answered.

“That brings me to why you’re here.” Andreas was now sitting in the armchair in front of the window, and she hadn’t seen him move. “The twins are stuck in the demon world.”

Their nephews, Brandon and Brent, who was more commonly called Demun, were the twin sons of their youngest brother, Julian. Julian had been killed in an ambush about fourteen years before and his wife, a human woman, had died of cancer almost two years ago. Andreas had been appointed guardian of the boys ever since.

“How did that happen?” Victoria asked.

“You know their grandmother, right?”

Victoria nodded. “Julian’s mother is Desdemona, the demon queen, and a stone-cold bitch according to my mother.”

Andreas smirked. “Your mother was being generous. Anyway, Father had an agreement with her to let the boys get to know their demon heritage. Now she won’t release them back to me.”

“If she made an agreement with Father, isn’t she bound to follow it?”

Andreas snorted. “She is following it. Father mistakenly asked her to release the boys before they transition into their true forms when they turn eighteen. As long as she releases them the day before their eighteenth birthday, she’s technically honoring her word.”

Victoria sat next to Kazarian. “So, what am I supposed to do?”

“You have to do what the gods can’t. You have to go in and get them out.”

“Ares told me that the gods are forbidden from entering Desdemona’s realm and have been for eons,” Kazarian added.

“Well, I guess that explains why I have to go in,” Victoria muttered.

“For the record, you are not to confront Desdemona directly,” Andreas’ features hardened. “According to Father, none of us can kill her.”

Victoria scowled. “Why the hell not?”

“The Fates decreed that only one with demon blood could kill Desdemona, as they would be forced to take her place as ruler of all demon kind. No one has had the power to do so and been willing to do it. We think perhaps Julian could have done it, but he refused. Originally it was due to his love for Vic, and then because he found his soul mate in a human woman. He could not have his soul mate rule at his side there, so he chose the life he had.”

An obvious conclusion came to Victoria. “That means the boys could potentially kill her, right?”

Andreas looked to Kazarian, who shrugged.

“Based off the level of power they could tap into when they left here, no, they can’t,” Kazarian told her. “However, we have no way of knowing how strong they are now. Only your father or Hera could tell with any certainty, and they aren’t telling.”

“Father only said that you were not to engage Desdemona. He didn’t say that the boys couldn’t,” Andreas added.

“It would be handy if I had a way to contact the boys once I’m there,” Victoria said with a sigh.

Andreas smirked. “Since when do the gods make our jobs easy?”

Victoria couldn’t argue with that. “So how do I get there?”

“I’ll be taking you to the gate,” Kazarian told her. “Reach for your father when you have the boys.”

“Well, I guess I’d better grab my bag before we go. There’s no telling how long this will take.” Victoria stood and went out to her bike.

“Just out of curiosity, why did you choose your sister for this mission?” Kazarian asked after she’d left.

Andreas kept all emotion from his face as he responded. “She’s just as capable as any of my brothers. I trained her.”

“That’s not an answer.”

“She has the right mentality to navigate through the demon world. She has the determination to prove herself to be as good as any male warrior, which also means she’ll fight with the slightest provocation. Unlike my brothers, she won’t stick out too much while she’s there. She’ll fit right in. The boys may find her before she finds them.”

Kazarian studied him for several seconds. “Is that all?”

Andreas gave a slight smile. “Stop reading my mind.”

“I didn’t read it, but I know you,” Kazarian replied.

“Apollo gave me a tip that she might find something she needs down there, and he made it seem like it was vital for her to go.”

Kazarian raised an eyebrow. “Since when do you actually listen to Apollo?”

“He may be an arrogant ass, but he’s also the god of prophecy. In this case, I felt it best to follow orders. And I’d have chosen her anyway.”

Kazarian rose and leaned over him. “I wonder what you’re not telling me, but I have ways of finding out.”

Andreas grinned. “Really, now? Am I going to enjoy these ways of yours?”

Kazarian laughed and kissed him briefly on the lips. “Take your mind out of the gutter. I’ll be back shortly.” He vanished.

* * *
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VICTORIA DOUBLE-CHECKED the backpack she’d brought along. She’d brought only the essentials; a change of clothes, toothbrush, and two retractable blade swords. Satisfied, she strapped on the weapons as Kazarian appeared next to her.

“Make sure your husband takes care of my bike,” she told him.

Kazarian smiled. “I’m sure he’ll just store it for you.”

Victoria rolled her eyes. “No, he won’t. He’ll take it out for a drive just to make sure it runs right.”

“Then I’ll make sure he doesn’t crash it.”

“Tell him to fill her up, too.”

Kazarian laughed. “I’ll relay the message just to hear his response.”

“So, where exactly is the gate?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you. Just keep in mind that demons are old-fashioned; their world relies more on magic and power than technology. Bar fights and the like are common, since they are a naturally aggressive race.”

“Sounds like fun to me.”

Kazarian shook his head. “Normally it’d be fun for me too. Too bad I can’t go in.”

“What exactly do you do these days?”

“I mostly have a fucking field day with the American Congress sessions,” Kazarian replied with a smile. “I whisper one little suggestion, and they go nuts for weeks. It’s a lot easier being god of discord these days than in old times. I don’t do anything with battlefields normally.”

“Sounds boring to me.”

Kazarian shrugged. “It’s a small price to pay for an eternity with your brother.”

Victoria smiled. “Who knew ancient Spartan warriors get mushy?”

Kazarian grunted. “It doesn’t happen often, but there’s no point denying how I feel.”

Victoria continued to smile, knowing Kazarian was the perfect match for her moody brother. After one last glance at the house, she took a deep breath and turned to Kazarian. 

“Okay, I’m ready to go.”
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Chapter Two
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Deep in the forests of the demon world known as Shevat, a small form could be seen sitting under a waterfall. He was short and slim but very well-toned. Water poured down on top of him, leaving his long black hair completely drenched. He was naked, his clothes hanging from a tree a safe distance away from the waterfall to keep them dry. His light brown skin glistened with moisture; his black dragon birthmark barely visible across his lower back. He was of average height in the human world, though in any supernatural world he’d be considered short. His eyes were closed and there was a strong aura of raw power emanating from him. He was deep in meditation, so much so that a casual passerby would assume he was asleep. In a sense, he was.

This was Andreas and Victoria’s nephew, Brandon. His spirit was traveling across the realm, searching for his twin brother and the way out of Shevat. What he found on his journey was disturbing.

Hordes of demons were migrating north to a strange temple. It was huge and newly built, and a black aura surrounded it. As his spirit came closer to it, he felt resistance. Whatever the temple was made for was pure evil and he instinctively knew that sending his astral form in would be a mistake. He retreated, knowing it’d be best to go to the temple in person. Despite his desire to escape this realm, Brandon was honor bound to investigate.

His spirit re-entered his body and he opened his eyes, then stood up and stepped onto the bank. He looked up at the red sun that gave light to this realm, gaging it to be about noon. He could reach the temple by dusk if he took to the treetops and stayed out of sight. Being part demon had its advantages here. He could tap into abilities he’d never had before, or rather, he’d never allowed himself to use. 

Brandon sighed, resigning himself to the task he’d have to undertake as he slowly raised his arms. His eyes turned completely white, and a strange white fog surrounded him completely. The fog was warm, and he felt the moisture drying quickly. Once he was dry, he lowered his arms, and the fog vanished. Walking over to the large oak tree, he took down the pair of black jeans hanging there and put them on. Next were his socks and the boots at the foot of the tree. Finally, he put on a black leather vest and strapped his retractable blade sword to a hook on his belt. After buttoning his vest as far as it would go, which was just at his chest level, he reached into a pocket and pulled out a pair of dark shades to cover his eyes. At least these dark age pricks sold modern clothes here, not that he’d bought them.

He smirked at the thought. When he’d arrived, he’d asked his grandmother how he was supposed to buy food and clothes, and she’d laughed.

“You don’t buy anything. You take what you want and kill whoever argues with you. That is my way,” she’d told him.

Well, he’d certainly followed her advice, and it had been rather easy to do. He’d been here for over a year and was coming close to his eighteenth birthday. He was also close to what his grandfather called his transition. Jarel had told him that this was when his untapped powers would be released and perhaps, even an alternate form. Some of his powers had already been freed as he’d come to accept his demonic heritage. He was stronger than ever, but for some strange reason he hadn’t been able to find his twin here. That was a basic ability he’d always had before, but was somehow blocked in this realm.

Ready to leave at last, Brandon jumped up and landed on a tree branch above him. He continued up until he was high in the treetops, and then hopped into the next tree effortlessly. He couldn’t fly, but this was a close alternative as he quickly made his way through the forest, hidden from prying eyes and still sensing the indescribable evil emanating from the temple. 

* * *
[image: ]


DEMUN ONCE AGAIN FOUND himself in a bar fight. He sighed as he looked around him, surrounded by twelve demons that apparently couldn’t hold their liquor at all. He’d been in this situation often since he’d arrived in Shevat and from what he could gather from the demons around him, they just didn’t like the way he looked.

I guess humans aren’t the only ones that judge by appearances, he thought.

He heard a few growls that made him want to laugh.

“Is that a kitty or do you all just sound like pussies?” he taunted.

That succeeded in making the group charge in. Demun smirked and held up both his hands, his power catching all twelve demons and hurling them backwards. They broke through tables and chairs as they landed, and several groaned in pain.

“Really? That’s all you’ve got?” Demun looked down in disgust. “I didn’t even strain myself. Worthless excuses for demons.”

He walked over to the bar, where the bartender stood with a smirk while cleaning a glass. “This is getting to be a habit for you. Do you not know how to lay low?”

Demun smiled. “Nope, Krazas, I don’t believe in laying low. I learned early it’s better to be feared here. No point in my trying to blend in when I’ll always stand out.”

Krazas was a large, blue skinned demon with long darker blue hair. His eyes were similar to that of a cat except they too were a dark blue. He was also a fairly muscular being, which was clear because he never wore a shirt. His chest had several scars, clearly from battles over the years, and when he opened his mouth he had small sharp fangs. His nails were black, and just as sharp as his fangs. He wasn’t ugly, as one might think. Demun found him quite appealing, especially when he smiled. Then again, Demun was a little off kilter. But looking at Krazas, his skin was smooth and had a slight sheen to it almost as if there was a spell around him to draw others in. 

“So, how long are you going to stay around here?” Krazas asked. “You’ve stayed here for the better part of this year. Aren’t you going to have to return home soon?”

Demun snorted. “I’m supposed to, but my darling grandmother has yet to release me. Until she lets me out, I’m stuck here. I’m hoping my brother will one day make his way here.”

“You’re twins, right? Maybe he’s been here early on and we just didn’t notice him. Maybe we thought he was you.”

“There’s a difference between us. My eyes are red, like our grandmother’s. His are brown. Plus, his hair is straight while I have dreadlocks. You’d know the difference.”

“Oh. Well, I guess he hasn’t been here. But is your brother on the move, or would he do the same thing you’re doing?” Krazas asked.

Demun frowned. “I think he’d come looking for me. I wasn’t the most stable minded person when we came here. I’ve always needed to be in contact with him. And frankly, I really still do. It’s just not as bad here as it is at home.”

Krazas nodded. “If that’s the case, would he be going towards that temple? The demons are gathering there and even from here I can feel an ancient evil residing there. According to your grandfather’s laws, wouldn’t you be bound to investigate it?”

Demun thought this over. “It’s highly likely if he knows about it, he’d go for it.”

“So, maybe we should meet him there,” Krazas suggested.

“Are you sure about that?” Demun gave him a quizzical look. “Wouldn’t you get drawn into the aura there and perhaps turn against me? That aura is turning demons here into mindless puppets, more so than they were before.”

“If I can resist falling under Desdemona’s influence, then I can resist whatever this is. Knowing her, this is something she’s allowing to take place. She’s helping whoever it is. And since I’m stuck in this hellhole because of her, I feel honor bound to screw up her plans.”

“Ok, then I guess we can go in and hope we meet up with my brother there.” Demun held out his hand for a drink. “How long will it take you to get ready?”

Krazas smirked as he handed him a soda. “I’ll be ready as soon as you finish that drink. I keep my weapons under the bar and frankly, I don’t care about getting more customers. It’s been too long since I’ve done more than break up a bar fight.”

Demun downed the drink and then sat the empty glass on the bar. “Hope you’re not rusty. I can’t promise I’ll be able to keep you safe.”

Krazas laughed. “You’re cute, kid, real cute. Don’t worry about me. I can more than keep pace with a teenager.”

Demun stood up. “Let’s get out of here then, old man. That evil aura is growing stronger as we speak.”

* * *
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VICTORIA HAD ARRIVED in Shevat and was already at the temple, having sensed the evil coming from it that didn’t actually belong there. She reached out mentally to her mother for perspective.

Mother, do you have any idea what this could be that I’m sensing here?

Hecate’s response was brief. That evil you sense is none other than Lucifer, the Prince of Darkness.

Oh great. Is there any chance that I can take him?

Jarel reached in to join the conversation. No, child, you cannot take him. Desdemona, you could technically defeat, just not kill. Lucifer, however, is in a league of his own. To my knowledge, no one short of myself or Zeus could actually take him.

So, what do I do? I can’t just let it pass.

There was silence for several moments as if Jarel and Hecate were arguing, which Victoria knew they probably were.

Knowing Lucifer, he’s up to something devious, Hecate ventured. It’s not often he ventures into Desdemona’s realm. As a matter of fact, they haven’t been together in ages. This means they’re cooperating again and planning something destructive. I have my suspicions, but there’s nothing I can do so long as the old agreement is honored to keep the gods out.

Victoria cursed under her breath. So that still leaves me with no real options.

So long as you remember who you are, you can channel my power. I can stand against Lucifer, but so long as I’m unable to be there physically, I have to do it through you, Hecate told her.

Victoria heard her father’s sigh in her mind. I hate to allow this, but I have no choice. You are a witch, a direct descendant of the goddess of witchcraft. You can channel your mother’s power like no one else. And that should allow you to stand up against him if you must fight him. But you need the boys to take on Desdemona. They’re the only ones in that realm that stand a chance against her.

Kazarian said they couldn’t take her now, Victoria commented.

Her father’s impatience came through clearly. The hell he did. He wouldn’t know that for sure. He said at the level they were when they left, they couldn’t. I guarantee you now that the two of them can take that bitch out. Unfortunately, one of them will have to in order to give you a fighting chance against Lucifer. And frankly, if they don’t struggle too much with her, they might be able to help you with him. Now do what I say and find those boys. They’ll be on their way to you.

Cast a spell, child, to draw the boys to you, Hecate advised her.

It was fortunate that Victoria had thought to bring along materials for this mission to help with spell casting. She had no idea where the boys could be, so she’d need to amplify her power in order to find draw them to her. Hopefully, she could cast her power out and be noticed over the evil aura emitted by Lucifer to reach the boys. Otherwise, life was seriously going to suck soon.
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Brandon was now at the edge of the forest surrounding the temple, looking down as demons continued to venture inside. From where he stood, he could see that most of these were common demons, and they were not of their own minds. The evil pouring from the place was drawing them in against their will.

There’s nothing worse than a weak demon.

Brandon recognized the voice of his own inner demon, Id. What’s your issue with these demons? They’re somewhat like humans.

Id snorted. They’re a bit better than humans. At least they make it known that they do evil. They’re petty and cruel, and they’re not ashamed of it. But still, they’re weak and cowardly, and I despise cowards. Their self-control was overridden so easily. 

Do you know what’s drawing them in? Brandon asked.

Oh, yeah. Any demon can recognize that pull; it’s the evil that helped birth us. It’s Lucifer, the Prince of Darkness, and the estranged husband of our grandmother.

Brandon couldn’t hide his surprise. He hadn’t known Lucifer truly existed, thinking he was merely a product of human imagination seeking a source to blame for all that they do wrong. Clearly this, like most myths, had some basis in reality. 

So how do we proceed from here? Brandon asked. I know we’re strong, but can we stand up to him?

No, not alone, Id answered. We cannot go in without back up. Unfortunately, our grandfather can’t come here to help, so we need Demun. If he’s still even with us in power, we stand a chance. 

Together, we could take out our grandmother, but if Lucifer is stronger, we need more help than that. Brandon sighed. Too bad Andreas isn’t here.

Hmm, I think someone else is here that can even the odds. Look down.

Brandon looked down below him, spotting a familiar form. 

“Aunt Victoria,” he called down.

Victoria looked up, waving him down as if she’d expected to see him. Brandon jumped down to land beside her.

“Well, half of my mission is complete,” she told him.

Brandon raised an eyebrow. “You were sent here to get us?”

Victoria nodded. “All I need now is your brother, and then we can get out of here or fight the spawn of darkness. You know, whichever feels like we’ll have the most fun.”

Brandon shook his head with a smirk. “So, you already know we’re up against Lucifer. Did Gramps give any instructions on what to do to take him down, or at least survive this?”

“I can channel my mother’s power for a time to stand against him, but if he’s fighting with your grandmother, you two have to take her out first. If you can take her out fast, then we stand a chance. If they’re allowed to attack together, then we’re pretty much screwed.”

“Gee, Auntie, just go ahead and spread more cheerful thoughts,” Brandon muttered sarcastically.

“She’s got a point, brother.”

Demun came down beside them, followed by Krazas. Victoria and Brandon tensed, until Demun held up a hand.

“He’s a friend.”

“You make weird friends, kid,” Victoria told him.

Demun ignored her and locked eyes with his twin brother. They’d been apart since their grandmother brought them into Shevat, and the sense of relief they felt at seeing each other again was overwhelming. Victoria stepped aside as the two rushed forward, catching each other in a tight embrace. Their minds connected instantly, saying everything they didn’t have time to say at the moment. Victoria turned to Krazas.

“You aren’t an average demon, are you?” she asked.

Krazas raised a thin eyebrow. “What makes you say that?”

“For one, I can hear the power in your voice, and you aren’t being drawn in by Lucifer. Plus, you clearly didn’t try to kill my nephew.”

Krazas smiled. “How can you be so sure I never tried to kill him?”

“You’re still alive.”

Demun and Brandon broke apart, but Demun kept his arm around his brother’s shoulders. Victoria turned to the boys.

“So, I’m guessing this lucky demon is going in with us. I think we’d better plan out a course of action.”

“Desdemona is mine,” Demun declared forcefully.

Even Brandon gave him a surprised look. 

“Do you know what you’re implying?” Victoria asked.

“That I want to commit grand matricide?” Demun suggested.

“No, my poor nephew, that’s not all.” Victoria sighed. “In all of Shevat, only two beings have the potential to kill your grandmother, you and your twin brother. Whichever one of you kills her must take her place atop the throne of demon kind. If you kill her, you will become a god to the demons, a ruling god, and sovereign of Shevat. And your place will be here, not in the mortal world.”

Demun’s face hardened. “I can live with that. Desdemona is free to move out of this realm as she pleases. I can do the same.”

Krazas cleared his throat. “That’s not entirely true. She is only allowed to leave here in her astral form. The price she paid for Uranus banning all gods from this realm is that she cannot physically enter their realms. She can move from here to the realm of another god, if that god allows. But never can she enter the realm of humanity as long as the gods are not allowed to enter Shevat.”

Demun’s face never changed. “Well, guess it’ll suck to be me. But I’m still taking her out. I can’t let Brandon be stuck here.”

Brandon scowled. “Why not?”

Demun looked him in the eyes. “Because you have someone on earth waiting for you and if you get stuck here, you’ll never get to see him again. I don’t have anything waiting for me there.”

Victoria ran a hand through her hair. “Boys, we’re not sure if the two of you together can stand up to a goddess. We’re just hoping you can best her. If Desdemona is as powerful as rumors say, then both of you will have to do this together. You can’t worry about who strikes the final blow.”

“She’s got a point. We’re going in completely outnumbered,” Krazas pointed out.

Brandon and Demun grinned. 

“I’m pretty sure we can even out the odds before we go in,” Brandon told him.

“We’ve picked up some new tricks in our visit here,” Demun added.

I look forward to seeing what you’ve learned.

The group stopped and looked around.

“Gramps?” Brandon ventured.

Yes, at long last I can speak to you, you just had to be reunited and reconcile your own link to be connected to me once again. There is no more time to delay. The gods can see into Shevat, though we cannot yet enter it. You must act now. Lucifer is gathering demons just to become an even bigger pain in my ass.

Victoria rolled her eyes. “You could clarify that a bit more, Father.”

Two years ago, Andreas stopped Eris from resurrecting Cronus. But as I told him, Eris was not alone in this foolish quest. Lucifer has now taken up the mantle and it is far easier for him to pull off. He and Desdemona have banded together for the sake of this goal, and I’m sure the plot doesn’t end there. With the resurrection of Cronus must come the resurrection of the Titans. You need to get in there and stop that at all costs.

“Well, that means we have no time to plan this. What tricks do you have, boys?” Victoria asked.

“Better to show you than to tell you,” Demun answered. “We’ll head in first. Just follow our lead.”
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Chapter Four
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Inside the temple, the goddess Desdemona sat on her throne, watching in boredom as demons shuffled about. Her long orange hair lay across the left side of the throne, nearly touching the floor. Her blazing red eyes were watching all that went on, taking in every detail. She’d chosen to dress in mortal attire, black leather pants and a matching halter top. She especially liked the black boots that almost came up to her knees. Mortals had made some very delightful attire, perfect for showing off a woman’s figure. And when dealing with her husband, it never hurt to have added ammunition.

Lucifer was quite addicted to the female form. The countless children she’d produced with him more than proved that. And recently she’d found it quite easy to entice him. Perhaps if she were lucky, he’d take her again before the big event took place. Just the thought of it got her excited. And the feeling intensified as Lucifer appeared on the throne positioned next to hers.

Lucifer was quite simply beautiful. His beauty struck everyone the moment they gazed upon him. His was a strange beauty. His skin was pale, unlike any of the other gods. His hair was long and silver, though quite a bit shorter than hers. His eyes were pitch black, with just a hint of gold and they gazed down at her with no evident emotion. He sat on the throne with no shirt on, leaving his completely white chest out in the open. His nipples were the palest of pink, and she had quite the urge to bite them. She’d done so earlier, not that she could see the signs of it now. Still, she knew and was satisfied. He too wore black leather pants and black boots, though his boots were nothing like hers. His lips were the same shade of pink as his nipples and his nails, currently very short, were black. He was a piece of perfection, at least to Desdemona and she almost forgot why they’d become estranged all those ages ago. Almost was the operative word. She’d never really forget. The only reason he was here now was to help her stick it to the gods. Maybe she’d keep him around afterwards. He did have his uses, after all.

“I hope your children are ready. I grow weary of sitting here idly.”

Desdemona smiled. “We were merely awaiting your arrival to begin the bloodletting. We should have more than enough for his resurrection. Perhaps we could even squeeze in one or two of the other Titans.”

Lucifer gave a smile filled with all the malice imaginable. “It’s high time someone knocked Zeus from his perch. Cronus is just the being to do it, and finally, we can be out of this wretched realm.”

Desdemona’s smile faded. “As if you’d know anything about this realm. You left eons ago and haven’t been back since. You’ve been gone so long most of your children think you’re a myth, just something that humans thought up to blame their sins on.”

Lucifer turned his black eyes back on her. “As if I care. I have better things to do than to worry about the children I’ve brought into this world who serve no purpose. If they wanted my attention, they should have done something interesting and devastating. They are, generally, free to leave the realm.”

Desdemona scowled. “You don’t pay attention to anything. My children have wrought untold horrors on humanity. They have unleashed plagues for which there’s still no cure.”

Lucifer looked bored, if that was possible. “Those plagues were contained. The only child that came close to greatness was slaughtered by the Black Dragon God. He didn’t even put up a real fight against him. Your children disgust me.”

“They’re your children too, you worthless bastard!”

Lucifer rested his head on his hand, further evidence of his boredom. “Come up with something creative if you must call me names. That one is overused. And I’m aware that I fathered most of these children. Except for one, that is.”

This made Desdemona smile. “I deserved a chance to retaliate for all the whores you’ve been with. Do you think I don’t know your children? I can spot every one you’ve ever had. The only thing sparing them is the fact that I can’t leave here. But when I do, I’ll wipe the little whelps off the face of the earth and laugh as I do it.”

Lucifer’s eyes narrowed. “Do you dare to threaten me?”

“Of course I dare. I don’t fear you. What can you possibly do to me?”

“I could set you on fire and watch your skin boil for eternity, all the while slaughtering your children like cattle before your eyes. I could even snatch your son with the Black Dragon God from Hades and torture him in front of you.”

“Do I look like some virgin goddess fresh out of the mother’s womb? You can’t get near anything Hades controls, and if you went near my son, his father would break you in pieces and scatter them across Shevat, only to destroy the realm for your impudence.”

Lucifer snorted. “So confident in your former lover’s abilities. Maybe he’s not a former lover after all. Perhaps I’ve struck a nerve.”

Desdemona let out a grin. “No, but I know I did. You hate Jarel more than anyone in the universe and that’s exactly why I chose him. It just grates you that he’s had me and oh, did he have me.” She began to trace a finger down from her neckline, between her breasts, and down further south. “I must say that it was quite an experience and so much different from what I’d had with you. And look at the child we bore. Look at the grandchildren that child gave. Those twins are far superior to anything descended from you.”

Lucifer scowled at her. “Then I’ll take great delight in ripping the little shits limb from limb and feasting on their entrails.”

Desdemona laughed out loud. “Only in your dreams. Oh, and did I mention the other little tidbit of information I found out about your parents?”

Lucifer’s scowl turned into a frown and rage simmered in his eyes. “What in the hell are you talking about?”

Desdemona was certainly enjoying herself now. “Oh, you hadn’t heard? Jarel destroyed Erebus and trapped Nyx in Tartarus. Now you’ve got no parents to hide behind. And I believe that seal on your realm is probably worn off, which means you’re only safe in mine. Doesn’t it just suck to be you?”

“It doesn’t matter.” Lucifer straightened his features out. “With Cronus by my side, I shall rain down death and destruction on Jarel and all the other gods that are allowed to enjoy the other realms while I could only leave to barter for the souls of mortals. That changes here.”

Desdemona shrugged. “Yes, it will. And finally, I’ll get real space from you. Having your realm so close to mine is nauseating.”

“You don’t have to tell me that. The stench of you and your children has plagued me for so long that I can’t even remember what it’s like to live without it.”

Desdemona slapped him, which got her only a laugh from him. 

“Is that the best you’ve got?” 

She raised her hand to strike him again, but he caught her wrist. 

“Now is not the time for this. Once the ceremony is completed, then we can continue.”

She snatched her hand back. They would continue later, and he’d feel worse than a slap from her.

* * *
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JAREL FOUND HIMSELF walking down ancient halls far different from those of his palace on Solaris. These halls were dark and rarely used. The occupants of this palace did not normally leave it. And he despised coming here. This was the temple of the Moirae, more commonly known as the Fates. The only reason he’d wasted his time coming was because they had actually requested that he come here. Finally, he stepped into the room where the great tapestry was constantly woven. This tapestry held the lives of all who had ever lived since the Moirae were born. Mortal eyes had never once gazed upon this, and in likelihood never would. Standing at the loom were three robed women of varying height. Jarel towered over all three, of course, and as he stood before the loom, he folded his arms across his chest in a sign of impatience.

“You want to know why we have summoned you,” said the Fate that was of medium height. Her voice was youthful sounding, and her face was that of a very young girl. This was Clotho, eternally in the form of a young girl, and the one that began the threads of all life. 

“We have called you to advise you of what you must know,” said the tallest of the three. This was Lachesis, who had the appearance of a woman in her prime.

“And of what you must do to save this world,” said the shortest and eldest of the three, Atropos. She had the appearance of an elderly woman, and it was she that cut the threads of life to end it. 

“I sincerely hope you called me here to tell me something worth my time, or perhaps it will be your time to enter oblivion and therein be replaced,” Jarel told them.

“Look into the tapestry and find what you wish to know,” Clotho advised him.

“As a master of fate, this is your right to do,” Lachesis added.

Jarel approached the loom, perhaps pacified by the subtle nod of respect to his power. He reached out and his hand instantly found a thread, which he used his finger to pull out just a bit.

“Illuminate this thread here, Moirae,” he ordered.

“For millennia, one god has fled your wrath unlike any other,” Clotho began.

“This god was given a realm from which you were barred by the former king of heaven, and you have long sought to be rid of him,” Lachesis continued.

“And this god has risen to fulfill his destiny of resurrecting the Titans and beginning
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