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WHEN I FIRST DREAMED of Mythos, it wasn't the grand floating island or the impossible forests that captured my imagination. It was the creatures.

You see, every myth humanity has ever whispered about—every legend dismissed as folklore, every creature relegated to bedtime stories—they're all real. They live on a world parallel to our own, hidden behind veils of magic and ancient contracts.

There are dragons, of course. Black-scaled and ancient, with eyes like molten gold. There are satyrs—not the mischievous woodland creatures of children's tales, but beings of surprising depth and loyalty. There are centaurs who teach with patience and dry wit. Giants who can shrink themselves to manageable sizes. Phoenixes that burn and are reborn in endless cycles.

But beyond the famous creatures, beyond the ones we've all heard of, there are stranger things.

There are the Petrified—victims of Medusa's gaze, frozen in eternal stone, their expressions forever locked in fear. There are the beings that dwell in the deepest caves, creatures so old they predate language itself. There are fae courts hidden in forests so vast they dwarf mountains. There are things that swim in oceans so deep and wide that no one has ever reached their far shore.

And then there are the demigods.

Children of gods and mortals, caught between two worlds, blessed and cursed in equal measure. Some are noble. Some are flawed. Some are both. They train in schools scattered across a continent, learning to harness powers that mortals were never meant to wield.

When Jackie O'Connelle fell through that ancient door and into this world, he thought he was discovering something new. In truth, he was stumbling into a story far older than he could have imagined—one written in the blood of gods and the choices of mortals brave enough to stand against the darkness.

This is his story.

But it is also the story of five demigods who answered a desperate letter. Of a sister lost to shadows. Of a school hiding secrets in its marble halls. Of prophecies written in neon blue thread and delivered through impossible bottles.

It is a story of magic and betrayal, of power and sacrifice, of love found in the most unexpected places.

Most importantly, it is a story about discovering that sometimes, the world you think you understand is only the smallest fraction of what's real.

Welcome to Mythos.

Be careful what you believe.
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Prologue
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The needles clicked in the dark.

Not true dark, of course. There was never true dark on the island. The white flames below saw to that—a constant, silent burn in the courtyard pit that turned the underside of the world to silver. But here, in the dormitory alcove, the light came from the thread.

Neon blue. The color of a gas flame, of poisoned wells, of prophecies barely birthed into language.

Riven sat with his knees drawn up, the half-finished garment pooled in his lap like something wounded and waiting to be healed. He did not look at his hands. He never looked at his hands when the sight was upon him. His fingers moved by older instinct, looping the luminous fiber into stitches that spelled out things he would not understand until they were worn.

Across the small room, a page turned.

Peter Johnson sat in the armchair, short blonde hair catching the blue glow from the thread, his big round glasses reflecting two small moons of neon light. He was ostensibly reading. He had been on the same page for twenty minutes.

"He arrives today," Riven said.

His voice was soft, but in the silence of the alcove, it landed like a stone in still water.

Peter did not look up. His thumb tightened on the book's spine. "The Greek section?"

"Through the old door. The one in the temple." Riven's needles clicked again, faster now, the thread brightening as if agitated. "He's running. Something follows him. Something old."

"Then the binding will begin."

"No." Riven's fingers stilled. He looked down at the fabric for the first time, and his face—usually so pale and unreadable—shifted into something like fear. "The pattern won't hold, Peter. He's not meant for one thread. He's meant for all of them."

Peter finally closed his book. The white flames below flickered, as if the island itself had drawn a breath.

"Then the gods will want him dead," Peter said quietly.

Riven said nothing. He only knitted faster, the neon blue trailing behind him like a comet's tail, stitching a warning no one would heed until it was too late.
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Chapter One
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The Gateway

Jackie O'Connelle had three rules for temple exploration.

One: never go alone. He'd broken that one the moment his guide refused to step foot on the island, muttering something about cursed ground and crossing himself three times before shoving off in his boat.

Two: always tell someone where you are. He'd broken that one too, because explaining to his assistant that he'd bribed a fisherman to take him to an uncharted island off the Bermuda coast sounded insane even by his standards.

Three: if something feels wrong, leave.

He was currently sprinting through a temple older than sin itself, so that rule was well and truly fucked.

"Shit, shit, shit—"

His boots slammed against ancient stone, the sound swallowed by the cavernous dark behind him. The flowers he'd been photographing twenty minutes ago—those beautiful, impossible things that pulsed with bioluminescent violet—now seemed like the stupidest reason in the world to die.

Behind him, hooves clattered.

Not horse hooves. Wrong rhythm. Wrong weight.

Jackie risked a glance over his shoulder and immediately regretted it.

The creature pursuing him was humanoid from the waist up—barrel-chested, wild-haired, eyes like tarnished coins. But below the waist, matted fur and goat legs propelled it forward with unnatural speed. A satyr. An actual, honest-to-fuck satyr.

"This is not happening," Jackie panted, clutching his camera bag to his chest as he vaulted over a fallen pillar. "This is heatstroke. This is psychosis. This is bad oysters from that tavern in—"

The satyr bellowed, and the sound was so ancient and furious that Jackie's lungs forgot how to work.

The corridor opened up.

No—not a corridor.

A cave.

Massive. Cathedral-vast. And filled with statues.

Jackie skidded to a halt, his breath echoing in the impossible space. Hundreds of them. Maybe thousands. Figures frozen mid-scream, mid-flight, mid-prayer. Men, women, children. All stone. All wrong.

His writer's brain, even now, couldn't help but catalog details. The terror in their faces. The reach of their hands. The way some were clutching loved ones, as if stone could still protect.

"Oh gods," he whispered.

And at the far end of the cave, set into the rock like a doorway to oblivion itself, stood a door.

Twenty feet tall. Black stone. Covered in carvings that seemed to move in the dim violet glow of the flowers creeping along the cave walls.

The satyr's hooves echoed closer.

Jackie ran.

His boots slapped stone. His heart tried to claw out of his chest. The door loomed larger, larger—

And then his brain caught up with his body.

What the hell are you doing?

He dug his heels in, skidding, pivoting—because running toward the ominous magic door was the kind of decision that got people killed in every book he'd ever written—

His boot caught on a chunk of rubble.

He went down hard.

And rolled.

Straight through the doorway.

The world stopped.

Not metaphorically. Literally.

One moment Jackie was tumbling, arms flailing, certain he was about to crack his skull on ancient stone. The next, he was suspended. Floating. Weightless.

His hair drifted around his face in slow motion. His camera bag hung beside him, frozen mid-swing. He could see the cave behind him, the satyr standing at the threshold, watching with those terrible coin-bright eyes.

But the satyr did not follow.

It only inclined its head, as if in farewell.

Then the door began to dissolve.

No—Jackie was moving. Slowly. Impossibly. Gliding forward through a tunnel of light that shouldn't exist, couldn't exist, didn't exist except he was in it.

The walls were not walls. They were windows. Glimpses of elsewhere.

He saw forests with trees tall as skyscrapers.

He saw mountains that scraped twin suns.

He saw an ocean so vast it had no horizon.

And he saw, just for a heartbeat, a boy with dark hair sitting in a chair, knitting something that glowed neon blue.

The boy looked up.

Their eyes met.

And Jackie knew, with the certainty of someone whose entire life had just shattered, that the boy had been waiting for him.

The tunnel ended.

Jackie tumbled—no longer floating, no longer weightless—and hit polished marble with a graceless thud.

"Ow. Fuck."

He lay there for a moment, staring up at a vaulted ceiling painted with constellations he didn't recognize. His ribs ached. His palms stung. His brain was filing a formal complaint.

Hooves again.

Jackie's head snapped up.

But this satyr was different. Younger. Smaller. Wearing, of all things, a waistcoat.

The satyr offered a hand, expression patient. "You must be Jackie O'Connelle."

Jackie stared at the outstretched hand. At the polished hooves. At the marble hallway stretching behind the creature, lined with glowing sconces and doorways that hummed with quiet magic.

He took the hand.

"Where," Jackie said slowly, his British accent sharpening with stress, "in the actual fuck am I?"

The satyr smiled. "Arcana Academy. Welcome to Mythos."

He gestured down the hall. "Riven is waiting."
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Chapter 2
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The Big three

The hallway seemed to go on forever.

Jackie followed the satyr—who had introduced himself as Tannis, because apparently satyrs had normal names now—past doorways that thrummed with quiet magic and sconces that burned without flame. His boots squeaked on marble so polished he could see his own reflection: black roots grown out in golden hair, piercings catching the light, eyes too wide and too lost.

He looked like someone who'd just had their entire reality folded in half and set on fire.

Which, to be fair, he had.

"Just ahead," Tannis said, his voice patient in that way that suggested he'd done this before. Led shell-shocked mortals through impossible hallways. "Riven's expecting you."

"Of course he is," Jackie muttered, his accent sharpening. "Why wouldn't the magic knitting boy be expecting me?"

Tannis didn't respond, only stopped before a door that looked like all the others—except it didn't.

The wood was darker. Older. And carved into the surface were symbols that moved. Not dramatically. Just enough to make Jackie's eyes hurt if he stared too long.

Tannis placed one hand flat against the door.

The symbols flared blue—neon blue, the same color as the thread Jackie had glimpsed in the tunnel—and the door swung inward without a sound.

"Only three people can open this door," Tannis said, glancing back at Jackie. "Me. Riven. And Peter. Remember that."

Jackie stepped through.

The room was smaller than he'd expected.

And full.

Not with furniture—though there was some, a narrow bed shoved against one wall, an armchair buried under books, a desk covered in half-empty teacups—but with clothing.

Piles of it. Stacked neatly on every available surface. Shirts, scarves, gloves, socks, even a few hats. All of them knitted. All of them glowing faintly with that same neon blue thread.

It looked like a charity shop had exploded in a wizard's closet.

And in the center of it all, sitting cross-legged on the floor with his back against the bed, was the boy from the tunnel.

Riven.

He was smaller than Jackie had expected. Pale. Dark-haired. His hands moved steadily, knitting needles clicking in a rhythm that felt almost hypnotic. He didn't look up when Jackie entered.

But the boy in the armchair did.

Peter Johnson was exactly as Jackie had glimpsed in the vision—short blonde hair, big round glasses, the kind of face that looked soft until you saw his eyes. Sharp. Watchful.

He closed his book. "Jackie O'Connelle."

It wasn't a question.

Jackie swallowed. "Yeah. That's me."

Riven's needles paused.

He looked up.

His eyes were gray. Pale as winter fog. And when they met Jackie's, something in Jackie's chest tightened, because those eyes knew him.

"You broke three rules," Riven said softly.

Jackie let out a sharp, breathless laugh. "Yeah. Yeah, I fucking did."

He told them everything.

He hadn't meant to. He'd meant to ask questions—demand answers about what the hell Mythos was, why satyrs existed, how any of this was possible—but the moment he opened his mouth, the whole story came pouring out like water from a cracked dam.

He told them about his company. The tech empire he'd built from scratch at twenty-one, the kind of success that meant he never had to work again but couldn't stop because stopping meant thinking. He told them about the books he wrote on the side, historical fantasies that let him disappear into research and ancient places where no one asked questions.

He told them he was trans. That Jackie had been Jackson once, that he'd kept the name because it still felt like his, just shorter, sharper, easier to carry.

He told them about the island.

How he'd heard rumors in a tavern in Bermuda. Whispers of a place that didn't exist on maps, a temple older than the Greeks, older than memory. How he'd bribed a fisherman with more money than the man had probably seen in a year.

"Rule one," Jackie said, pacing now because sitting still felt impossible. "Never go alone. But my usual guide took one look at the coordinates and refused. Literally crossed himself three times and told me I was cursed." He laughed bitterly. "Should've listened."

Peter's expression didn't change, but his fingers tightened slightly on the arm of his chair.

Jackie kept going.

"Rule two. Always tell someone where you are. But I didn't, because how do you explain to your assistant that you're chasing ghost stories in the Bermuda Triangle?" He dragged a hand through his hair, black roots catching on his rings. "I just said I'd be offline for a few days. Research trip."

Riven's needles had started moving again, slow and deliberate.

"And rule three," Jackie said quietly. "If something feels wrong, leave."

He closed his eyes.

"The temple felt wrong the second I stepped inside. But the flowers—" His voice cracked slightly. "They were beautiful. Glowing. Violet and gold and colors I don't have names for. I thought they'd make a perfect cover for the book I'm writing, so I started taking pictures."

He could still see them. Pulsing softly in the dim temple light, growing up through cracks in the stone like something that had been waiting a very long time to be seen.

"And then I heard hooves."

Peter leaned forward slightly.

"Not horse hooves," Jackie continued. "Wrong rhythm. And when I turned around, there was a satyr. Not like Tannis. Older. Bigger. Furious." He opened his eyes, staring at nothing. "He chased me into a cave under the temple. It was full of statues. Hundreds of them. People. Frozen. Screaming."

Riven's hands stilled.

"There was a door," Jackie whispered. "Twenty feet tall. Black stone. And I ran for it—then changed my mind because I'm not a complete idiot—but I tripped." He laughed again, sharper this time. "I tripped. Fell straight through. And then I was floating. Seeing things. Forests. Mountains. Two suns."

He looked at Riven.

"And I saw you," Jackie said. "Knitting. You looked up. Like you knew I was coming."

Riven met his gaze.

"I did," he said simply.

Silence settled over the room like dust.

Jackie stood there, chest heaving slightly, feeling like he'd just run a marathon. His hands were shaking. He shoved them into his pockets.

Peter finally spoke. "The statues you saw. Did any of them look recent?"

Jackie blinked. "I—what?"

"Recent," Peter repeated. "Fresh stone. Less weathered."

"I don't know, I wasn't exactly taking notes—" Jackie stopped. Thought. "Maybe. Some of them looked... newer. Yeah."

Peter and Riven exchanged a glance.

"What?" Jackie demanded. "What does that mean?"

Riven set down his knitting. The garment in his lap glowed faintly, covered in symbols Jackie couldn't read.

"It means," Riven said quietly, "that Medusa is still working for them."

Jackie stared. "Medusa. As in snake-hair, turn-you-to-stone Medusa?"

"She was never killed," Peter said. "She was recruited."

"By who?"

Another glance between them.

"The gods," Riven said.

Jackie laughed. It sounded slightly unhinged. "Right. Of course. The gods. Why not."

He sank down onto the edge of the bed, head in his hands.

"Where am I?" he whispered.

Riven picked up his knitting again. "Mythos. A world parallel to Earth. Every myth, every legend, every creature humanity ever dreamed of—they're all here."

"And this place?" Jackie gestured vaguely at the walls.

"Arcana Academy," Peter said. "A school for demigods. Every pantheon has a section. Greek, Norse, Egyptian, Celtic, Japanese—all of them. You came through the Greek temple, so your parent is likely one of the Olympians."

Jackie's head snapped up. "Parent?"

Riven's needles clicked softly.

"You're a demigod, Jackie," he said. "Half mortal. Half god."

Jackie opened his mouth.

Closed it.

Opened it again.

"I think," he said faintly, "I need to sit down."

"You are sitting down," Peter pointed out.

"Then I need to lie down. Or scream. Or both."

Riven smiled for the first time. It was small. Gentle.

"You'll be alright," he said.

And for some incomprehensible reason, Jackie believed him.
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Chapter 3
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Arcana Academy

Jackie’s head was spinning now. This was all too much and it was quickly catching up as the adrenaline was wearing thin.

“You’re saying I left school at seventeen, started my own business, became a well published author only to fall through a portal just to land back at school?!” Jackie shouted, his chest still heaving.

Riven chuckled softly and set down his work. He nodded at Peter who picked up a half-drunken tea cup and handed it to Jackie “Drink.” he commanded, no room for arguments.

“I’m not–” 

Tannis cleared his throat and scratched just under his ear while subtly shaking his head.

Jackie sighed and took the small cup. He swallowed heavily and drank the tea. 

It was chamomile, that was certain, also too many sugars but he didn’t mind. 

The tea went down warm and comfortably. 

Jackie’s chest stilled to a normal rhythm as well as his heart. His mind cleared of all fear and his body tingled as the tea chased away the adrenaline.

He looked down at the tea “What is this stuff?”

“Hoizen berry tea.” Riven said, moving back to his knitting.

Jackie coughed and choked on the tea “Poisen?!”

“No, Hoizen, H, O, I, Z, E, N. It’s that flower you saw outside the temple.”

Jackie frowned, not too sure if he wanted to believe that. 

“What does the flower look like?” he said, the question, a test. 

“Red petals with violet glow and brown stems, no pollen.” 

“Well I stand corrected.” 

Jackie took another sip and looked around “A school you say? What do you teach here?”

“How to fit in, use magic, turn the tides of history. The typical stuff.”

Jackie nodded with his lips pursed in a thin line.

“Would you like to have a look around with me? I haven’t been outside this room in ages.” Riven set down his knitting and got up. 

Peter was by his side in three long strides “You know you’re not supposed to leave this room. It’s dangerous.”

“I’ll be fine, Petie. You stay here.”

“Don’t even. If you have to leave then I am coming with you.”

Riven smiled and put on his sunshades.

All of them left the room, Tannis walked back to his post and Riven, Peter and Jackie walked the halls of the school.

“This school is a safehouse for demi-gods like you,” Riven said, slowly walking “We train demi-gods to use their powers for quests that I have given. If you are so lucky to get a quest from me, you will receive it in a bottle sealed with my stamp. You will have three days to prepare and gather what you will need and recruit who you might want to go with you.”

A young girl with strikingly beautiful and alluring features stepped closer with a leaflet, handing it to Jackie.

“That is a list of all the things you need to get done within the week. After those things are done you will be able to start classes and train.”

Jackie looked at the leaflet:
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“Get those done and you will be able to start classes.” Riven said.

Everyone stopped in front of a door with the words "Counselor Dionysus” written on the brass plaque. 

“This is where I leave you,” Riven said, taking off his glasses and looking Jackie straight in the eyes “Your days here will be hard. You will be tested in ways from great to small. But in your troubles and struggles you will find hope. You just have to strike the flint.” 

Jackie felt his heart tighten as Riven spoke. His eyes were as pure as snow but somehow contained more life than they appeared. 

Jackie simply nodded and watched as Riven put his glasses back on and walked back to his room with Peter.

Jackie turned to the door. 

This was the beginning of something great.
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