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Chapter 1







CHRYS





Hello and welcome to the Underworld. My name is Chrys, and I am the daughter of Hades. May I take your coat?


I really wanted to say that to the group of recently deceased that stepped up to my father, begging him not to send them to Tartarus, the place of eternal torment—pretty much where all the bad people went. Beside Father was Minos, Rhadamanthys, and Aiakos, the other judges of the dead. I sure as Cronus didn’t want to be judged by that deadly trio. First off, they had been here longer than I had, since Zeus appointed them, and although nothing really ages here after death, they seemed to be older and grumpier than ever before. And I, unfortunately, had to witness today’s session of pleas because “I needed to learn the ins and outs of the business in case anything ever happened.” At least, that is what my father, Hades, kept telling me. 


Father sat there, quiet, as the three stooges (that’s what I called them in my head, if they ever found out, I would be in so much trouble) examined the next contestant. The man before them was on the fence of being sent to either Tartarus or the Asphodel Meadows, which was why he was being judged. I already knew my father’s decision, since he was quite predictable when it came to judging people. 


It would be Tartarus.


Father always took a long while, as if his decision hadn’t already been made. He could have finished judging today’s deceased already if he didn’t take his time about it. It annoyed me tremendously, which I knew he could tell as I sat there nervously fighting with my dress sleeves. 


One of the men went down on his knees. “Please, have mercy on me. I never meant to do those things, had I known— “


“Had you known, you would have been perfect, right?” Hades interrupted with a scowl. “Done everything you could to be in paradise? There are no second chances here, the gods have given humans a chance to obey them, a chance to live in paradise. It is not our fault you don’t see the signs.”


I let out a brief yawn, trying to cover it with my hand, but my father noticed right away and gave me one of his cold looks. I tried my hardest to sit up straight, to appear as though my mind hadn’t drifted off to thinking about meeting up with my friends Huntley and A.J., or what I told Father was “being tutored about modern Earth affairs” by these friends of mine. Really, we just hung out and tried not to get into trouble. 


Tried was the key word there.


“Tartarus. Send in the next one,” Hades ordered. 


Loud barking echoed through the throne room. I smiled as Cerberus came galloping towards the dead human. He screamed in terror as everyone did when greeting Cerberus. No one saw how clumsy this puppy really was, but thought it as one of the most terrifying beasts in all the Underworld. But I guess if he was taking me to my horrible fate, I would fear him too. 


Nah, he’s not scary. He’s adorable.


The man screamed again as all three jaws bit at his clothes, dragging him out the door and down the chute that would send him to Tartarus. His soul would circle there in the deepest part of nothing for all of eternity. 


Yawn. When would this be over?


I knew nothing else besides this life, as I have never traveled to any of the other worlds. A big complicated mess, but irritating nonetheless. Which led to why my friends and I got into just a bit of trouble every once in a while. But only in the Underworld, mind you. We couldn’t ever leave. 


My father judged different humans, demigods, and creatures for another hour. I tried not to let my stomach grumble, as that wasn’t something the goddess of the Underworld should never let happen. I wasn’t to show any weakness, I wasn’t to show anything less than divine perfection. 


Well, at least Mother wasn’t back yet to make matters worse.


Cerberus dragged away his last victim for the day while Father clapped his hands together. “Well that wraps up today. The three of you are dismissed. Chrys, come with me.”


I felt as if my heart stopped, which would have been pointless even if it did because I was already in the world of the dead. So dying wouldn’t get me out of the conversation I was dreading—the conversation of how I would eventually become goddess of all this. Boy, was I looking forward to that day.


It was way too much responsibility if you asked me. I just wanted to be a normal teen, even though I had been a teen for quite some time. The years passed by differently for the gods, something humans could never understand. And since I never really got to do what most teens did in any other world, I felt like I would never grow up and learn about the rest of the universe. I just wanted to explore, be able to go out into the worlds. 


To be known.


“Yes, Father.” I followed after him as he headed towards the hallway. Knowing Father, he was going to the patio that looked out at his entire world for a “talk.” He was so predictable, especially after all this time. When you have Hades as your father, and he was the only constant in your life, you’re bound to know him more than you want to, and spend more time than needed in the drab Underworld.


I was a few steps behind him, watching as he had his hands folded neatly behind himself, his short hair nicely trimmed, a new style the mortals were sporting. I didn’t blame him for wanting to try to fit in with those that had recently died. That way they felt more at home. Except those who went to Tartarus. He didn’t really care to fit in with those souls. 


Cerberus sat in his corner of the hallway, next to the patio door, gnawing on three bones that I had given him the other day, ones discarded in the River Acheron. Father bent down and patted Cerberus on one of his heads. “You did good today. You deserve something a little special.”


With a snap of his fingers, a large bone appeared in front of the puppy. All of his eyes widened, and each head howled a thank you before biting down on the new bone. I tried not to appear frustrated as it had taken me weeks to find the bone I had already given him. But it didn’t matter, Cerberus looked so happy as all three of his heads tried to snap at each other, wanting the bone to itself. 


I stepped outside with my father, looking upon all the Underworld from the patio. The dark sparkling water of Oceanus made up all the sky, and beyond that laid the human world, Earth. I had never seen yet, but one day wanted to. It was where all the deceased came from, a place that I only learned about in books and from tutors. Coming down in the middle of the clouds was the waterfall of Phlegethon, souls in a blue fire all destined for Tartarus, the enormous gaping hole that didn’t seem to ever have an end. They were all the wicked souls, the souls that had no chance at redemption. If I listened closely, I could hear their cries for help. Then again, that could have been the River Cocytus. It sounded like the wind, or at least that was what Huntley said, I wouldn’t know. 


Next, around River Phlegethon, was the palace itself. This was where I lived and spent most of my time. Since we had visitors every once in a while, Father was hesitant to even let me venture outside the palace. The palace was big, of course, as it held many of those who were more like guests than the deceased, although some weren’t dead, like Hermes for example. How he got into the Underworld, Father could never figure out. It pissed him off every time Hermes showed up with a smirk on his face. Many beings were sent to search for the loophole that Hermes had found, but none figured it out. I always had to be cautious, though, as Hermes couldn’t know I existed, especially since he was a kiss-up to Zeus, at least according to Father.


A lot of the others had been my tutors over the years, ranging from teaching me languages, history, culture, math, etc. I never understood why I needed to know these things, specifically since I never got to leave this realm. 


The palace itself looked like something out of Van Helsing. One of my tutors called it ‘a late gothic German style architecture like that of Eltz Castle’. Huntley said, ‘holy fuck, it’s Dracula’s castle!’. I liked his description better. Also, calling it Dracula’s castle made it easier to spook him with.


I loved it here and I could even watch some human movies in the Underworld. It was confusing though, as none were consistent with each other. I never could tell fact from fiction either, especially since those on Earth say the Underworld is a fictitious place. I loved seeing their faces when they found out the truth. 


Beyond my home were the Elysian Fields and the Asphodel Meadows, where the good souls along with okay souls went. The Elysian Fields were nice, but I preferred the palace. And I wouldn’t know what Tartarus was like because no one ever came back from there, at least not very often. 


I stepped up to the railing next to Father. He wore his normal all-black suit and tie. Don’t get me wrong, he looked good in black, but sometimes I just wished for a little more color. I was wearing an all-black dress, so I couldn’t really talk. Then again, I only wore it because he insisted on it during the judging.


Also, my father wasn’t bad looking. He had a chiseled jaw, high cheekbones, and good teeth. I mean, I wouldn’t really know if he was good or bad looking, but that was what the maids said. Many of them didn’t think my mother deserved such a beautiful god, as she was gone from this place nine months of the year, not to mention she snuck countless men in here during the three months she was here. Most of the workers called her a whore, and I didn’t bother to blame or correct them.


“Why do you even have those sessions?” I decided I would be the first to talk. I hated it when we just stood there in silence. “You always sentence them to Tartarus.”


He smiled, as if my question was comical. He wasn’t as bad as people made him out to be. He was quite kind actually, and it wasn’t his fault that Zeus sentenced him to rule over this part of the world. Although, when given the circumstances, he could turn dark in just a blink of an eye and show absolutely no mercy.


Which was why I never got on his bad side. At least, not completely. 


“You know it’s not that simple, my precious flower. There are some that are judged that do, in fact, deserve some sort of paradise instead of eternal torment. I can’t let them get wrongly judged. You understand that, don’t you?”


I let out a brief sigh. I understood, as we had gone over this many times before. I just hated sitting there, watching those stooges be idiots. I wondered whether I could pick new judges when Father passed on his legacy to me. Probably not since Zeus appointed them himself, and they were Zeus’ sons, as were a good chunk of souls down here, and if I fired them, then Zeus would find out and I would be screwed. 


Because I was never supposed to be born. 


“I know,” I mumbled.


He wrapped his arm around my shoulder and kissed my forehead. “Your mother will be coming home tonight. Are you excited?”


I tried not to roll my eyes, I truly did, but yeah, I rolled my eyes. Hard. Yes, I loved my mother, for the most part, and yes, I knew she cared for me in her own little way. But after having to deal with her drama for hundreds of years, I was getting sick of her. 


Hades seemed disappointed with my lack of enthusiasm. “What’s that look for? Don’t you miss her?”


I looked up at the souls that came raining down into the Underworld and toward their destination through the River Acheron. “It’s just hard to miss someone who, while here, only talks about Earth, all the things she sees and buys. She’d rather be part of that world than this one, even when the two of us are here. It doesn’t make me feel like she wants to be with me.”


“Your mother cares a lot about you, she’s just bad at expressing it.”


“And what about you? Do you really think she cares about you?” It was a harsh thing of me to ask, but it was also harsh of him to give her the benefit of the doubt. 


“She does… in her own way.”


I couldn’t believe he was defending her after all these years. “She leaves for nine months of the year, Father. Nine months. In those nine months, you know she’s sleeping with other men. Along with that, while she is here, she sneaks men in and has affairs with them. You know how many men of hers I have run into over the years? She doesn’t want to be here anymore than I do—” I covered my mouth. I didn’t mean to say that, it just slipped out. 


Hades looked at me, his eyes alert, waiting to see if I would say anything else. His body seemed tight, reacting to the words I had let out by accident. “You… you don’t like it here either?”


“No, I do. This is your world, Father, everything you have built. I would want nothing else. Except…” I began, trying to find the right words. “I would like to see the Earth, or Olympus. I want to know what else is out there. I just learn about them from tutors, but I would like to experience it for myself. See the ocean, the sky… It’s my dream.”


He studied me closely. “You know that isn’t possible, you know if you leave this place you will no longer be under my protection. The gods could hurt you, they will find out you exist and they will take you away from me.”


I gave him one of my ‘don’t worry, I won’t do anything stupid’ smiles. “I know. I didn’t say I would leave. I’m just saying that hopefully someday I can.”


“So you won’t leave me like everyone else?” For the first time, I saw the sadness in his eyes, the loneliness that came with his title being brought to the surface. It was why he didn’t care what Persephone did behind his back, why he was willing to put up with it for the short time they had together during the year. 


Why he cared for me so much and why he hid me from the other gods.


“No, never. I love you Father, nothing will ever change that.”


He wrapped his arms around me. “The other reason I could never be mad at your mother is because she gave me the best thing I could ever ask for. My little flower in this dark world.” He stepped back and smiled as he moved a piece of hair out of my face. “Now you better get going or you will be late for your tutoring lesson.”


I smiled and nodded, hurrying off before he questioned what we would be tutoring, making me lie yet again. He couldn’t, no he would never know, that Huntley and I would be playing some soccer instead of learning current earthly events. 


But soccer was current, right? Yeah, I would keep telling myself that, otherwise I fear I would lose my mind being stuck here.










Chapter 2







HUNTLEY





I kicked the soccer ball towards A.J.; Chrys still wasn’t here yet, typical for her. You would think being the daughter of the Dark Lord of the Underworld that she would be on time every once in a while. But nope. Never. So instead I was stuck passing the ball back and forth with A.J., a blond, pretty boy that had lived over four thousand years ago as the King of Tyre, son of Poseidon, or something like that. He kept telling me about how great a king he was, but I always tuned him out. I honestly didn’t care. I was a little sick of all these “sons of such-and-such god” who boast about their heroic tales while I, a mere human, would ‘never understand’. 


They got that right. 


A.J. and I, what one could say, didn’t get along very well. He saw me as a pipsqueak, someone who wasn’t worth his time. Although humans and demigods coexisted in some areas of the Underworld, a lot didn’t get along. At least that’s what Chrys explained to me when I first came here. A.J. and I were prime examples of that. But we both wanted to be friends with Chrys, so when she was around, we kept our cool. Or, at least, we tried our best to keep our cool. 


We didn’t speak a word as we kicked the ball back and forth. As more time passed, the ball seemed to be going faster and faster, as each of us were kicking it harder and harder at each other. Suddenly the ball jumped up and hit me straight in the face. 


“Oh, sorry. My bad,” A.J. said a bit too flat toned. 


I wanted to punch him. I wanted to punch him so badly. He was just like the jocks in my old school, the ones who had made my life a living nightmare. Well, in reality A.J. wasn’t as bad as them. Not to mention that living in the Palace of Hades was better than my life before I died. Before—


Chrys stepped in, stopping me from deciding to kick the ball straight at A.J.’s stomach. She always showed up at the most inopportune times, but I was glad to see her nevertheless. I knew that sitting next to her father, Hades, the God of the Underworld, always made her tired and in the need for some relaxation. Which was why, as her “tutor”, we were “learning” soccer. Really, we were just goofing off. But for some reason, instead of just being the two of us, A.J. had joined us. Again. Seriously, this guy needed to take a hint. Chrys wasn’t interested in him, yet he always joined us in games and hanging out. Maybe he did just want to be her friend. She was a goddess after all. 


Chrys still wore her lacy black dress, one that left me only to imagine what she would look like in just black lace. I tried my hardest not to think about it, but damn she was beautiful. Her long chestnut hair was still in curls and she examined us with her dark eyes. “You two behaving yourselves?”


We both nodded in unison. “Yeah.”


She snapped her fingers and her dress morphed into grey sweats and a pink tank-top. I tried to avert my eyes when she did stuff like that because I couldn’t keep away some of the thoughts that ran through my mind. 


Oh yeah, did I mention she was Hades’ daughter? Yeah, that was always a buzzkill. 


I couldn’t imagine what he would do to me if I ever laid a hand on his daughter, with her permission of course. I would say he would kill me, but I was already dead. So whatever he would do to me had to be much, much worse. 


Chrys kicked the ball up into her hands. “So, are we playing one-on-one-on-one?”


A.J. and I glanced at each other and shrugged.


“Sure, whatever you want,” I said as I straightened out my black sleeveless shirt. She sort of nodded, but didn’t let go of the ball.


A.J. stared at her a little longer. “What’s wrong? Did something happen?”


I hated it when he noticed things like that, made me look like I hadn’t a clue. I knew that they had been together for a very long time (again, as friends) so they learned a lot about each other during that time.


She frowned as she twirled the ball in her hands. “Mother’s coming home today.”


Was it already that time of year? It was hard to tell when the Underworld didn’t have seasons. For that reason, I neglected even keeping track of what day it was because, well, it wasn’t like I had anything else to do for the rest of eternity.


As for Chrys’ mother, Persephone… she was an interesting woman. She was kind of like those moms you knew were sleeping with the pool guy, but the husbands didn’t care. Actually, it was exactly like that as Persephone snuck men in all the time. In front of Hades. In front of her own daughter. Then apparently when Hades tried to sleep with a nymph named Minthe, Persephone trampled her and she became mint. I still didn’t know if I believed that, even after being in the Underworld and hanging out with gods and all. Though Chrys told me other stories about gods, that made this one seem more plausible. The gods were up to some weird shit, I tell you.


So one could see why Chrys got upset when her mother was back for the three months of the year. They didn’t exactly get along. 


Although Persephone did try what she considered “hard” and you could tell she loved her daughter even if it felt forced, she never really took the time to understand Chrys and I think that was why Chrys never looked forward to her mother being home. That is, at least not since I’ve known her.


I never looked forward to family time when I was alive either, so I could relate. 


“We can do something else if you want—play some video games or something,” I said. Yes, we had video games down here. It was great. I also had some contraband that was burning a hole in my pocket, but couldn’t bring it up with A.J. there. He would simply disapprove.


She shook her head. “No, I think some physical activity would be good for me. I need to get my mind off it all.” Dropping the ball, she kicked it over to me. “So let’s play.” 







We played for what seemed like hours, and it probably was. Time always went by fast, yet didn’t seem to move at all since we were kind of stuck here. I couldn’t wait until the day came when I had been here for millennia and I’m just like oh, has it been that long already?


And I would still suck at soccer. 


I was losing big time, and Chrys was winning. I didn’t know if A.J. was letting her win or if she was just having a good day in general. Maybe it had something to do with letting stress off about her mom’s upcoming visit. It was usually tied between those two, both were part god after all, or fully goddess in her case. 


Chrys had collapsed in the middle of the gym, acting as if she had died from exhaustion, yet laughing hysterically as A.J. frowned, looking quite sad that she had gotten the ball past us and into the goal. 


I patted A.J. on the back. “Tough luck.”


He glared at me. “Touch me again, you’re dead.”


I lifted my hand off of him and went to help Chrys up. I lent her a hand and as she grabbed it, instead of letting me help her up, of course, she pulled me over her back and I hit the gym floor with a loud bang. That was definitely going to leave a mark. She busted up laughing again. 


“I can’t believe you fell for that gag again.” She rolled over to face me. I didn’t feel like getting up, as my body was in a lot of pain. 


Yup, one could feel pain in the Underworld. It was great… Though it would pass soon, it was still inconvenient. But at least I lost to Chrys and damn she smelled good, even after playing for a couple of hours. She smelled like a sweet flower.


“Hey,” I said as I groaned. “If you are going to be like that, maybe I won't share with you what I have in my pocket.”


Her eyes widened, and then her lips turned into a smile. “You didn’t.”


I pulled out a small plastic bag full of little red seeds. They were better than any drug I had ever had on Earth, and believe me I had tried a few. “Just you and me. Our little secret.”


She glanced over at A.J. who was kicking the goal post, still pissed off that Chrys had bested him. He never ate anything, I swore. Chrys had asked him once to join us and he chewed the both of us out and stormed off. Apparently they were some forbidden fruit of the gods, and anyone who ate them would have to face the wrath of Hades. We didn’t see A.J. for a couple of days. It was awesome. But nevertheless, he came back, and we never brought it up to him again. Kept it our little secret. Because, seriously, there was no way Hades would ever find out. 


Biting her lip, she nodded. “Yeah, let’s ditch him and go to my room.”


I smiled. I wished she wasn’t talking about just eating the seeds, but that day probably wouldn’t come anytime soon. “Your turn to come up with a lie.”


She rolled her eyes as she stood up. It really was her turn, as I had made up the lie of “Hades wanted me to teach her about modern politics. You interested in joining us?” What I had learned over the couple of years here was that A.J. hated learning about modern governments. He couldn’t get over the fact that he was once King of Tyre, and the fact that no one I knew had ever heard of the place pissed him off a lot. 


“Follow my lead,” she whispered to me, then turned to A.J. “Hey, I’m getting a bit tired and I need to get ready for dinner with my mother tonight. Call it good?”


If I watched A.J.’s expression closely, it always amazed me how he could give me such a disgusted look, yet look at Chrys with such kindness at the same time. He was talented indeed. 


“Of course, Chrys. Go get some rest. Then tomorrow I shall have my revenge on the court,” A.J. kissed her hand and watched as she left. Then he turned to me with a frown. “You two are going to go eat that fruit, aren’t you?”


I froze. I had no idea how he knew we still did that. “What are you talking about?”


That was a stupid thing to say to a demigod. Do you know how strong demigods are? Very. The answer is very.


A.J. had me pinned to the wall, his hand around my throat. “Are you an idiot?” he snarled. “The fruit is called ‘forbidden’ for a reason. Only Hades is allowed to eat that fruit. If he finds out his daughter has been eating it with a human, he will be pissed. Do you know what happens when Hades is pissed?”


“Bad things?” I choked. 


“Very bad things. And guess what? He will take his anger out on the both of us. I don’t want any part of that, do you hear me? If you two get caught, you better leave me out of it.” His crystal blue eyes stared at me full of fury. I struggled to nod. 


“Yeah, don’t worry, I will tell him it’s my fault. Don’t worry about it.”


He let go of my throat, but jabbed his finger into my collarbone. “I shouldn’t have let Chrys save you. I should have let Charon find you and dispose of you like all the rest.”


I stared at him, dumbfounded. “What are you talking about?”


Instead of answering my question, A.J. shook his head and left me standing there. I sighed. Neither he nor Chrys ever told me how I ended up in this palace. She said it was because she needed a modern tutor, someone who could tell her about what the Earth was like. Yeah, I was pretty sure there were many more qualified than I was, but I didn’t complain. I saw the alternatives and since I wasn’t sure as to which of the three afterlives I would go to (well, which of the two to be honest), I decided being Chrys’ tutor wasn’t a bad choice after all, not to mention it meant I got to work closely with the most beautiful woman in all the worlds. I didn’t care that I hadn’t met any other goddesses, other than Persephone. And I had to admit I thought she was quite beautiful when I first saw her. That was the day I taught Chrys what a MILF was, so I guess I was a tutor of modern affairs, just not ones that she really needed to learn. Teaching Earth slang wasn’t really furthering her education, at least with respects to what goddesses of the underworld needed to know.


As I walked down the hallway towards Chrys’ room, I passed Hades’ office. I could hear him playing the song “Way Down Hadestown”. He really liked that song. It was quite entertaining, though Chrys didn’t seem to think so. She was quite annoyed by it honestly, but I presume she has heard her father playing it a lot more than I had. It seemed like a tune that foreshadowed the appearance of Chrys’ mother. It must have been their song, so to speak. Persephone probably hated it, if we were honest. It was about going down into the Underworld, or at least that part of New Orleans the song described. Very ironic, if you ask me.


Hades must have heard me in the hallway because just as I passed by, he stepped out. 


“Huntley, have you and my daughter finished your tutoring for the day?” Hades asked. 


My heart feeling as if it were going to jump right out of my chest. Cool part is that I would still go on being “alive” here if that happened. It would hurt, but hey, it would make for a nice story to tell others for eternity. I turned, and there in front of me stood the Lord of Darkness, Death himself. 


He wasn’t how I pictured him. In fact, I laughed when I first saw him because I thought someone was playing some kind of joke. There was no joke, he was indeed Hades and even though Chrys elbowed me to shut up about the fact he didn’t look scary at all, I had to learn my lesson the hard way. He was indeed scary when he wanted to be, and ever since then he hadn’t liked me. Not sure if it was because of that incident or because I spent a lot of time with his daughter, but either way he liked glaring daggers at me for no reason.


But seriously, this man was sexy, even I would admit that. He would make a great movie villain, honestly. He had black hair, was clean-shaven, and was always wearing a dark suit. That wasn’t how I pictured the dark lord to be. He was supposed to be scary, you know, with horns and goat legs (apparently that was Pan), I don’t know. Not sexy. 


But that didn’t mean he wasn’t vicious by any means. I had seen him get angry and A.J. was right, I never wanted to be on his bad side. Which was why I made sure I would never get caught. And why I wouldn’t ever lay a hand on his daughter either. He made that clear the first time we met, when Chrys begged him to let me be her tutor. 


“No, we still need to go over some new geography. She keeps messing up her Nordic cities. Can’t blame her, they have some really weird names,” I lied to the God of the Underworld. I would say I was going to go to hell for that, but…


He inspected me, his eyes narrowing, and nodded. “I see. Well, her mother will be home in a few hours. See to it that she is ready and on time. She has a problem with tardiness, as you know.”


So he even knew that. Surprise, surprise. “Yes, sir.”


“Carry on then. and thank you for training my daughter so well,” he said without a hint of actual thankfulness. I wasn’t sure if he was being sarcastic or if he just felt like it needed to be said, even though he still hadn’t quite decided if he liked me or not.


“No problem, have fun doing… whatever you are doing.” And as quickly as I could, I got out of being in his intimidating presence. I didn’t like being around him for more than a little amount of time by myself. I just knew I was going to say something stupid out of sheer nervousness. 


I could feel his eyes on me until I rounded the corner. I let out the breath I had been holding and then knocked on Chrys’ door. She opened it.


“Get in before I have to hear that stupid song of his any longer.” She grabbed me by the shirt and pulled me inside. 


“Whoa, someone’s addicted to this stuff.” I watched as she locked the door behind her. She was wearing jeans, converse, and a long black shirt. Her hair was pinned up, which I always thought looked best on her. I glanced around the room. Dark purple and black were the theme of her room. Curtains, pillowcases, lampshades, comforter. It was all the same. I knew with a snap of her fingers should could make it all a shade of pink that would make me vomit. 


The walls were decorated with metal and alternative rock posters. She had Oomph!, Rammstein, Amaranthe, Nightwish, Before Their Eyes, Escape the Fate, and that was just to name a few. I got her hooked on metal. It was great. 


“No, it’s just if I hear that song one more time I am going to go to my father’s office and break all his CDs. At least until he learns about MP3s.” She let out a brief sigh, as if even the thought of the song left her exhausted. “He thinks it’s hilarious because it’s about him. He plays it mostly before Mother is back because she won’t let him play it while she’s around. Anyway, I need some good music. What should we listen to?”


I shrugged. I really didn’t have a preference. “Up to you. Your room.”


She smiled as she pressed a button on her stereo. “Oomph! it is.”


The song lyrics started to play. “Oh my time is up, I know you’re gonna burn me. Your judgement’s coiled just like a snake around my neck.” 


I pulled out the bag of a couple of red seeds. Okay, so they were pomegranate seeds, but damn these weren’t like any pomegranates I had ever had. These things could give a person a high without any of the side effects. It was great. Just one seed was all you needed. 


Chrys looked as if she couldn’t hold back her anticipation. She sat across from me in her black bean bag chair (I know, right? I have corrupted this poor goddess) biting her lip and playing with her nails. I opened up the bag and grabbed one to put in her hand. 


“I can’t wait to forget about Mother coming home. I’m so sick of her already, and she’s not even here yet.”


“Won’t make the problem go away though.” I was one to talk, that was the exact reason I was here. 


She looked a little sad as she paused to take the seed. “Yeah, well, a brief escape from time-to-time is enough. Anyway, where did you get them this time?” she asked as she stared at the seed in her hand. 


I shrugged. “Just been grabbing one at a time for a while now. No one notices when I only grab one. Your father has them stashed in quite a few places all over his domain.”


Chrys shook her head. “I can’t imagine him ever taking these. He’s too strict. I bet they are my mother’s. I’m surprised I have never seen her high on these before.” She popped the morsel in her mouth and laid back in the beanbag chair. “These are heavenly. I’m so glad we found them.”


The song kept playing. “Oh my time is up, and Heaven’s gates are bolted. But now I’m not even sure if they want me down in Hell.”


I grabbed the remaining one and put it in my mouth. Instantly I felt like I was floating on clouds. The room felt as if it were spinning, yet not in a way that made one sick. It was like a surreal dream, as colors erupted around me. 


Yet even with all of this, I couldn’t get what A.J. had said out of my head. 










Chapter 3







CHRYS





Mother was home. 


I forced myself to smile but, damn, I didn’t want to. She was the same mother who left me behind for most of the year; the one who didn’t care that it was just me and Father in the Underworld. Sure I had Huntley and A.J. but it wasn’t the same as having one’s own mother home with them for more than just a few weeks each year. 


Although I wanted her home and for us to all be a family, I couldn’t stand her being so fake, acting as if she missed this place even a tad. She didn’t want to be here—she wanted to be back on Earth or in Olympus with her mother Demeter. The only reason she was in the Underworld was because of some deal she made with Hades. 


Yay for gods making things difficult for themselves and everyone everywhere.


“My precious flower.” Persephone wrapped her arms around me, her hands still full of shopping bags. She always brought back earthly outfits. I didn’t quite understand why, as she had so many clothes already. “I missed you so much.”


“I missed you too, Mother.”


I must have not seemed very enthusiastic as she backed away far enough to make eye contact. Well, kind of. She was wearing huge shades, making it hard to see her eyes. “What’s wrong? Didn’t you miss me?”


I smiled a little more convincingly. “Of course I did. I’m just tired, we played a lot of soccer today.”


She bit her lip. “With Huntley?”


Great. this conversation again. “Yes with Huntley.”


“Have you two done the deed yet?”


I felt my blood start to heat up. Every time he came up in conversation it turned to sex. She didn’t understand what it was like to just be friends with men. 


Before I could say anything, Father appeared next to me. “The boy is still here, isn’t he? You know I would never let that human touch my daughter.”


Persephone took off her shades so she could roll her amber eyes at him. “Here we go again. How do you expect her to ever grow up if her father’s a constant overprotective prude?”


He folded his hands behind his back calmly. He always kept his cool around Mother, somehow. “I just want what’s best for my daughter.”


I watched as Mother and Father just stared at each other, the air becoming cold around them. You would think when a husband and wife were gone for long periods of time that they would embrace or kiss or something. Not these two. Things were always so awkward or aggressive between them. 


“Well Huntley is just my mentor,” I interjected. “He’s teaching me all about the world.”


Mother turned back to me with a smile. “Right. Of course, he must be very knowledgeable. All boys at that age are.” There was almost a hint of sarcasm in her voice, but I ignored it. “What about A.J. then, hmm? You’ve known him for quite some time.”


“Like my daughter would ever fall for a son of Poseidon,” Hades retorted sharply. 


Persephone turned back to him, and they looked as if they were about to start another argument. So I naturally intervened. “No boys right now. If I ever do fall in love with someone, you two would be the first to know. Okay? Now, let’s go have something to eat, I’m starving.”


Really, I wasn’t that hungry, but I wanted this awkward conversation to end. Hades smiled softly, gesturing towards the door for the both of us. I knew he had been planning this dinner for quite some time, picking the best food in all the worlds. 


But interestingly enough, he never had pomegranates. 


How Huntley and I came across those seeds was such a strange happenstance. We had snuck into Father’s office one day, just out of curiosity really, and in the bottom drawer there were hundreds of these things. So, naturally, we took a few. Huntley had said they looked like pomegranate seeds on Earth, but he had never had one that gave him that effect. They were like drinking gold, giving us a high that felt like nothing I had ever experienced before. When we showed them to A.J. however, he got mad at us, calling them the forbidden fruit of the Underworld. I didn’t see him for a couple of days and I had no idea as to where he went. Then he came back and acted like it never happened, which was exactly why I never mentioned it to him again. 


I always thought about asking my father about the seeds, but since they were hidden in and locked in his desk, and we had a couple before I thought about asking, I decided him finding out now wouldn’t be the best idea. Although he was a kind and great father, he could be terrifying and would send Huntley to Tartarus without a second thought, since he would automatically blame him. So I kept my mouth shut about it, though Huntley seemed to find some every once in a while. I didn’t ask how and he didn’t tell because if Father found out, I didn’t want to be able to tell him what Huntley did. It was the only way I could keep him safe. 


So far so good though, as Huntley hadn’t been caught and Father didn’t suspect a thing. I wondered what would be worse to him, finding out that we had a relationship or that we had been eating this forbidden fruit... Probably about the same I would think. 


As for being in a relationship, there was no way I’d get into one. I saw what destruction love brought to the gods, I saw how much it hurt my father, an eternity of being with someone who changed their mind. I couldn’t do that, especially not to Huntley. I knew he was dead, that he really had nowhere else to go. But to have to be with me for that long, I couldn’t ever imagine making him do that. He didn’t understand what it was like to be alive for such a long time. He had only been here for a few years. He had no idea. 


A.J., on the other hand, had been here for four thousand years. He knew the complications it brought, being with someone for an eternity. He had the opportunity to go to Elysium, but he decided to stay in the palace for now. Whenever he did decide to leave, he wouldn’t be able to come back to the palace, as no souls could move among the different realms of the dead once they left the palace. Why he decided to stay around, I wasn’t quite sure. It wasn’t because of me though, I knew that. Especially after that one night we had a little too much wine, and we came close to doing things I would have regretted, but he insisted we stop. He never brought it up again, and I tried to forget it had ever happened.


Anyway, Father went overboard as he usually did with food preparation. There were only three of us and yet we had a long table full of food. It all smelled fantastic as different waves of scents floated around us. Sweet, savory, everything cooked, or chilled, to the perfect temperature. He had overdone it yet again. I knew that after we were done that the three stooges along with A.J. and Huntley could take their share, so it didn’t go to waste. But it was still ridiculous. 


Hades pulled out the chair for Persephone and I. We both took our seats across from each other and Father sat at the head of the table. Our gold glasses were already full of red wine. I took a sip. Tasted perfect as usual. 


“Eat whatever your heart desires, I’ve been saving all of this for tonight.” Hades smiled. “Bon appétit.” 


“Compensating for something, Hades?” Persephone snapped her napkin to unfold it and placed it on her lap. “Do you think you are really impressing anyone?”


I rolled my eyes. Not this again. Seriously, every time she came home and Father had a big dinner prepared, she had to make snide comments. Then the one time he had nothing planned, she threw a fuss. 


“I just want the best for my two favorite women. Do I have to have any other reason?” Hades asked as he took a bite of his salad. 


“Why is Minthe here?”


Here we go. It always came back to that.


“You know I regret ever falling for her. Please, can we just have a peaceful dinner? How was Earth? Did you and Demeter do anything special?” Hades asked, trying to change the subject. Smooth, Father.


Mother looked like she wanted to argue some more, but resisted the urge as I was still sitting there, twirling my linguine nervously. “We saw some plays. We spent a lot of time in London this year. So much great food and shopping.”


I coughed. “And men.”


Persephone didn’t seem to notice my comment, but Father gave me a look to stop talking. Hades turned back to her. “That sounds lovely.”


“And what about you, flower, how was your time here?” she directed her question towards me. 


I kept twirling my linguine around and around with my fork. “Fine. Normal. Helped judge people with Father. Huntley has been teaching me some geography. Today we focused on Asian cities.”


“Really?” Hades took a bite of his kale. “When I ran into him earlier, he said you were studying Nordic cities.”


Shit. Huntley should have told me he ran into him. “Yeah, Nordic cities are in Asia aren’t they?” I tried to act dumb. I knew the difference. 


Hades shook his head. “No, they aren’t.”


“Oh, crap. Looks like I’ll need to study some more.”


“Mm.” Father stared at me with suspicious eyes. He could always see past my lies, which was why I usually hid the truth instead of flat out lying. 


“Father says I’m getting good at judging.” I tried to change the subject back to earlier today. Like father, like daughter. “If I pay more attention, he might even let me decide some fates.”


“And if you start showing up on time instead of always being late,” he commented. 


Persephone smiled. “She takes after me in that regard. Good to know she takes after some of my traits and annoys you with them.”


Family dinners were always the best.


Cerberus whimpered from underneath the table. I grabbed one of the steaks from a platter in front of me and threw it down to the ground. I was hoping Mother wouldn’t notice, but she did.


“Cerberus! Out!”


The dog whimpered some more as he grabbed his treat and scurried off. 


Mother scowled. “I hate that creature. I don’t know why you keep it here, Hades, as if this place isn’t horrid enough already.”


“Three months is all I ask, Persephone. Stop acting like it’s torture,” Hades commented. 


Mother slammed her fork down. “Torture? I wish it was torture. I’m in Hell, Hades, literally in Hell. This is not the life I chose, I can’t stand it here. There is nothing worth my time here!”


She said that in front of me. In front of her daughter, who was forbidden to step foot out of the Underworld. Who was never allowed to know anything else, according to Father. The only way she could see me was if she came here and apparently I wasn’t worth it to her. 


I stood up. “Excuse me, Father. I’m not that hungry.”


Hades was about to say something, but he waved me off with permission to leave. I turned and walked out of the dining hall, but not before I heard them start arguing again. 


Tears fell from my eyes as I hurried to my room. I just wanted to curl up on my bed and listen to music, let all the pain just fade away with the beats of the song. It’s the only way I learned how to cope with the pain in my chest and not let it explode out in blind rage, as that never ended well for anything around me. It was something Huntley had taught me, and I was glad too since one time he almost ended up on the wrong side of my rage. It wasn’t fair to have all this power and be expected to have a control of it at all times. I had no idea how Father did it. 


Huntley had helped a lot since he came here only a couple of years ago. He was kinder than he would like to admit, and always helped me when I needed him. And he did actually teach me a lot about the world called Earth that I didn’t know, it just wasn’t necessarily stuff my father wanted me learning about. 


Speaking of Huntley, he was in the hallway as I turned around the corner. I hated it when he saw me like this—showing any kind of weakness. It wasn’t what the goddess of the Underworld was supposed to do, as Father put it. The moment he saw me, he hurried over. 


“Whoa, are you okay, Chrys? What happened?”


I shook my head, tears flowing heavier. 


Huntley wrapped his arms around me. “Shh, it’s okay. You don’t need to talk about it. Let’s go to your room, alright?”


I nodded, and he helped me to my room. I collapsed on the bean bag chair, still sobbing. I felt pathetic, I was pathetic, but I had gotten my hopes up that maybe just this time she would act like she wanted to be with me. That she was happy here. I had been such a fool. 


Huntley turned the stereo on and The All-American Rejects started playing. I smiled a bit, as he knew me all too well. He sat down next to me and wrapped his arm around me. I rocked back and forth, trying to let the pain go away. 


“She said there was no reason to come to the Underworld. She said she hated it here,” I whispered. 


Huntley didn’t say a word, but I could feel he understood. I wondered if A.J. and Huntley felt the same way, as if they were stuck here and didn’t actually want to be here with me, that they had no choice. 


“This place isn’t that bad, is it? Do you hate it here? Would you leave if you could?” I sniffled. 


“No. This place is much better than anything I have ever known. And you alone make it worth it.”


I turned to him. Maybe it was the lingering effects of the pomegranate, or the fact I was mad at my parents, but I leaned in, about to kiss him.


Then the door to my room opened. 


I had never seen Huntley move so fast. He got up in an instant as my father stepped into my room. He seemed surprised to see Huntley. 


“What are you doing here?” he asked him quickly. 


Huntley opened his mouth, but nothing came out. 


“He saw me crying and was comforting me,” I answered for him. “And nothing you can say will make me feel better, Father.”


Hades frowned. “Huntley, leave so I can talk to my daughter alone.”


I didn’t want Huntley to leave, but I knew he wasn’t going to disobey my father. He simply nodded and hurried out the door. Hades closed the door and sat down on my bed. 


Here we go again. 








Chapter 4





HUNTLEY



My parents and I had a lot of fights. I mean, a lot. But never had I seen fights like both these gods could get into. I guess when one had an eternity to make up, they just let it all out and waited to see what would happen. However, with the two of them, I knew that they loved each other more than anything else in the end. Hades cared about his daughter more than anything in the universe, and Chrys respected her father more than any other girl I ever knew. 


But they were gods, and gods could argue like none other.


I sat outside the door, half wanting to be there for Chrys after her fight with Hades, half wanting to hear the conversation. Fights among the gods were really entertaining and I would put off doing anything just to listen in—that is, if I had something else to do. 


I couldn’t really make out their words, but could tell Hades was trying to calm his daughter down. He should have probably just left her alone. I knew why he came though: to make sure she wasn’t going to let go of her power, destroy everything in this wing of the castle. 


Like last time…


She was pretty upset and sometimes when she got upset the unstable emotions she felt took over her powers of self-control. Most of the time she didn’t even realize it until her father had successfully woken her out of her trance. I had been there once when it happened. Damn was she powerful. 


So that was also another reason I made sure she was never alone, because I didn’t want to see that side of her again. Nor did I think she wanted anyone to see it.


It was scary, to be honest. I didn’t know all that she could do, but the shadows she made, the darkness that came out of her. A piece of one of the tendrils had hit my shoulder once when Hades and I were trying to calm her down. It hurt like acid. It was no wonder that A.J. had called it liquid death. It wouldn’t have surprised me though, that she could have so much power in her. She was the daughter of Hades, after all. 


Another crash. She was going to have to replace that lamp. If this were Earth, she would have been grounded for months. But this wasn’t Earth, and Hades had a soft spot for his daughter. That and he knew throwing things was better than her power rising up from deep within and causing even more devastation. Now, if I argued with him, that would be a different story. 


The darkness that resided in Chrys was like something out of a fairy tale, like one of the Grimm Fairy Tales. Although she was nice and kind, she could definitely be the witch and take over all the land if she wanted to. To think that Hades was more powerful scared the shit out of me, though it didn’t keep me from getting into trouble. No, that is just why I never got caught.


“Bullshit, Father!” I could actually hear Chrys’ voice now. “Stop lying for her! Stop trying to make this better when you know how I feel! When you know that I can’t stand her any longer! Why do you even care?”


Another crash. I had to agree with Chrys on this one. Why Hades kept trying to form a bond between his daughter and Persephone was beyond me. It was Persephone that should have come here and talked to her daughter on her own free will. Not Hades. 


A couple moments later, Hades stepped out of the room, straightening his tie. I stood up, kind of out of respect, kind of because I was afraid to ever be at a disadvantage. He looked me over, surprised I was still there. 


“Were you eavesdropping?” he asked. 


I shook my head quickly. “No, just wanted to make sure Chrys was okay after everything.”


His eyes narrowed at me, which they always did. “She likes you. Don’t know why, but she does. You make her happy.”


I didn’t know where he was going to go with this, nor even how to respond. Do I say thanks? Do I say anything?


Before I could respond, he held out his hand. A bunch of daffodils appeared. “Give these to her, but don’t tell her you got them from me. I don’t think she wants anything to do with me for a bit.”


I took the bunch from his hands. “What’s the catch?”


Hades shook his head. “There’s no catch. However...” He grabbed my wrist and leaned in closely. “If you make my daughter cry, I will make you suffer for eternity. And that’s not an empty threat.”


I nodded in haste. “Oh I know, sir. Don’t worry.”


Letting go of my wrist, he headed down the hallway, towards Persephone, I presumed. I wondered how that was going to end. They fought a lot, sure, but I had heard things outside their bedroom that have caused me to always go the long way around when she was home. I shuddered at the thought. 


I knocked lightly on Chrys’ door. She opened it slowly. Her eyes were puffy now, and I slowly raised the flowers with a smile, kind of using them like a shield. “Mind if I come in?”


She looked at the flowers, seeming a bit puzzled by them. “Where did you get those?”


I simply shrugged. “Found them. Thought they might cheer you up.”


The one good thing about being a trouble maker was that it caused Chrys never to ask questions. If I were just some nice guy, she would have known that I had gotten them from her father, as he could do weird magic stuff. But since she thought I always stole things, which I did, she figured I stole these too. 


Not sure if that really was a good thing, but I told myself it was. 


She opened the door fully and took the flowers. With a snap of her fingers, a black opaque vase with water appeared on her desk and she placed the daffodils on them. She took in a deep breath. 


“They have such a sweet smell and are so beautiful.” A smile appeared faintly on her lips. Her father was right, that did cheer her up. “Rarely see them when mother is home, however. Everything dies when mother is home.”


Well, I tried to get her mind off of it. I rocked on my heels as I peered around her room. Yeah, she had completely destroyed her room. Shards of the broken lamp were all over the floor and there was a big dent marked the wall where she probably nearly hit her father. Some of the pictures she had on her desk were on the floor, the glass broken. 


“Gonna take a while to clean all this up, huh?” I asked. 


Chrys snapped her fingers and all of it suddenly disappeared and her room looked exactly how it did before the fight. I always forgot she could do that. 


“Right. Wish I could have done that growing up. Would have saved me so much time.”


Chrys collapsed on the bean bag chair and sighed. I sat next to her and wrapped my arm around her. 


“What were your parents like? Did you get along?” she asked. 


I laughed. “Hardly. They hated me, thought I was good for nothing. Threw me out of the house just before…” I stopped. I didn’t want to tell her how I had died, I couldn’t bring myself to admit how stupid I was. I had let so much get under my skin when I should have just ran for my life. “Anyway, I know how you feel about your parents. It’s only natural. As for your dad, he’s really a nice guy. He cares about you more than anything.”


“Yeah, I know.” She leaned her head on my shoulder. “We get along all the time, except when she’s home. Then we always fight about her.”


“Just know that he would never kick you out.”


She laughed. “He doesn’t really have anywhere to kick me to.”


“True, but either way he wouldn’t. That’s something to always think on.” I sucked at this consoling thing, but knew I couldn’t just leave her feeling so sad. “Besides, most people fight when they are around each other for long periods of time.”


“We don’t fight,” she commented. “At least, I don’t remember us ever having a fight. Why’s that?”


She got me there. There wasn’t a person on Earth that I met that I didn’t get in a fight with. Chrys was the only exception, but then again she wasn’t on Earth.


Could I feel more for her than I realized?


“Uh, not sure. Guess we just have personalities that go well together.”


She bit her lip as she looked at me. She was full of emotions, confused, everything swirling in her mind. That had to be the reason she looked as if she wanted to kiss me, but wasn’t sure she wanted to. I debated moving away, not letting her make a mistake out of anger, but at the same time I wanted to kiss her so badly. She leaned in a little closer. 


“Heard the yelling, what’s going on?” A.J. appeared in the doorway at the worst time. Chrys stood up and wiped away some of the tears that were still on her face.


Fuck, I couldn’t get a break. 


“Why are you here?” I glared at him.


A.J. stepped to Chrys, wiping away the last tear. “I heard things break and yelling, wanted to make sure Chrys was okay. Figured she got in a fight with Hades about Persephone again.”


“I’m fine,” she sighed. “Just the normal fight we always have. I just can’t stand that woman. I hate it when she’s here.”


“You know Persephone has been cursed to come here. It’s not your fault she hates it. She’s the daughter of the goddess of harvest and fertility. I don’t know if you have noticed, but this place is the complete opposite
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