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Eleven Years ago, my life was ripped away from me. My father, my brother, my humanity. Everything. I was thrown into the Kamps, created to become a mindless machine. But I fought against it, not letting them take away my memories of the past. 




And I succeeded. 




It has been seven years since I was taken out of the Kamps and made into the Emperor's Shadow. Now I only take orders from him, and him alone, without question. That is, until my brother, whom I thought was dead, shows up and kidnaps me in order to help him find some long lost planet that our father used to tell stories about. According to the legend, any who find the planet Sanshli can rewrite the past, and my brother wants to use it to destroy the Empire. My loyalty will always be to the Emperor, but what if this planet is real? And the longer I stay with my brother, the more I begin to find that the Emperor has been keeping secrets from me. But I can't turn my back on him... 




Or can I?
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CHAPTER ONE










CHRYS





“What… what do you mean, Father? I saved you. You no longer have to suffer in Tartarus.”


His eyes were full of fury and confusion. I watched as he tried to gather himself before speaking to me. I had seen this look before—it was the look that he had when he was about to scold me. He was trying to calm himself so he wouldn’t say the wrong thing.


But I had done all this for him. Why couldn’t he see that?


“Why did you open the doors to Tartarus?” he finally asked slowly.


“I-I just wanted to see you again. You didn’t deserve this. I had to do something to save you. You shouldn't be in Tartarus for the rest of eternity.”


He shook his head. “It doesn’t matter what I deserve—what matters is that now all sorts of monsters have been let loose. Now I ask again, what have you done?”


Tears filled my eyes. “I’ll put them back, Father, I swear! I’m strong enough!”


“No, daughter, you are not. This is more than just putting some bugs back in a cage. The lock has been opened, and now a new one must be used to seal everything away. Do you have another lock?”


Another lock? I shook my head slowly and whispered, “No.”


“I thought not. You have any idea what is going to happen next?”


I shook my head again. I honestly hadn’t thought this all the way through. I thought once I got him out of there, I could close the gate again. I guess I was wrong. Panic consumed me. This wasn’t how all this was supposed to go—we were supposed to be reunited and everything would be okay after that. As everything that had happened in the last few moments came flooding into my mind, I realized what I had done. I should have waited—I should have consulted with others so that we could come up with a plan to stop Kronos before he escaped. Now we would have to completely start over. It was all my fault. I was going to bring upon the apocalypse. 


Before Father said anything more, there was a loud roar. I quickly covered my ears as I felt like the sound was going to burst my eardrums. I glanced up at Father, who didn’t even falter. Was this what he heard all the time he was down here? I couldn’t imagine what kind of torment this was since it felt as if my ears were going to bleed. I wanted more than anything for it to stop, but it kept on going—as if the roar was the only thing that existed. It was the sound of anger and resentment but also one that saw a taste of freedom. Kronos had realized what had happened and was trying to get away—just like every ghost and creature that was locked down there.


And it was all because of me.


The sound finally stopped, and I glanced around. Only darkness surrounded me. “What was that?”


Father stared out at the darkness. “Kronos. He’s gaining his power now that the gates are open, and he’s leaving.”


My stomach felt as if it were twisting into knots. “I’ll be able to stop him, Father. I swear I will.”


He pinched the bridge of his nose. “No. No, you won’t. This is the end of the world. We have nothing to stop Kronos. Not anymore.”


My mouth opened, but I didn’t know how to respond. Was this really the end? No. I wouldn’t allow it. I would stop it, just like I always did. I had stopped Zeus and Poseidon, and I would be able to stop Kronos.


There was another roar that shook the entire ground. I went down to my knees and held my hands to my ears again. I wanted to scream with it as the pain shot through my head. The noise was so loud I began to feel dizzy. Why wasn’t he leaving? Was he waiting for something? Or was he searching? Suddenly the sound stopped, and I opened my eyes to find another figure with my father.


“This is all your fault, daughter of Hades. If you had simply died, none of this would have happened.”


It was Zeus. I rolled my eyes as I stood up. This was not something I needed right now. “And if you had simply let me live my life, none of us would have died and we would be back to the way everything was.” 


He pointed at me. “No, this is your fault! You should have never been born!”


“Enough!” Father shouted. He took a deep breath, gathering himself. “Zeus, this is honestly your fault. Chrys, stop provoking Zeus.”


I mumbled to myself, “He started it.”


Father gave me a look, then continued. “First thing’s first, where is Poseidon?”


Zeus shrugged. “Beats me. You two are the first souls I have seen in a long time. I’ve only been able to hear screaming and Kronos now.”


Hades nodded. “Same for me. I presume he either got out or is somewhere here in the darkness.”


“Only one way to find out.” Zeus turned to face the darkness. “Poseidon! You whore! Come here!”


There was only silence. Zeus shrugged. “I guess he’s gone.”


Hades sighed. “Well, that’s somewhat concerning. But nonetheless, we need to get out of here before he sees us.”


Zeus agreed. “Yeah, I don’t particularly want to face daddy dearest in this setting.”


“That’s something the two of us can agree on, brother.”


“You realize the weapons we used the first time against Kronos are gone, right?” Zeus commented as we began walking toward the gate.


“I do. That’s why we are in a bit of a pickle.”


“Because of your daughter.”


Hades’s eyes turned dark as he glared at Zeus. “Don’t test my patience. I may not be able to send you to Tartarus, but I can still give you a beating.”


Zeus grabbed Hades’s shoulder and whirled him around. “Do you really want to fight me, big brother? Because I’ll take you out again!”


“Please. You only won because I sacrificed myself for my daughter. If it had only been the two of us, I would have taken you out.”


Zeus shoved him. “Then come on! Let’s do this now that we have no worry of death!”


I expected my father to ignore his brother’s request, but I was wrong. Hades took his suit jacket off and rolled up his sleeves.


“I’ve waited a long while to knock your teeth out, Zeus. Thank you for giving me this chance.”


I folded my arms in front of myself. “Are you two really doing this now? Don’t we need to get out of here before Kronos comes this way?”


“It will only be a second before I knock your father out, Chrys. We’ll be out of here before Kronos comes.”


“You are wrong. I am going to be knocking you out first.”


I rolled my eyes and watched as they started swinging at each other. This was the saddest fight in existence. It was apparent that they only normally fought with their powers. I presumed they couldn’t use them in here, or they didn’t want to alert Kronos where they were.


Father made contact with Zeus’s face and shook his hand as if it hurt. Well, I supposed it was good he could feel some pain as that meant his body had been restored. Zeus wiped blood off his lip and then tackled my father. Zeus was able to get a few punches in before my father rolled and got Zeus off him. Father punched him in the face, and more blood spilled from his mouth.


This was pathetic. I couldn’t watch this anymore, mainly because at this rate neither of them was going to be able to walk out of here on their own.


“Enough!” I yelled as I used my power to knock them away from each other. 


Black currents left my hand and sent them back. I didn’t have to worry about them dying because, well, they were dead and apparently nothing got stuck in Tartarus until there was a new lock. Both Father and Zeus hit the ground and groaned.


“Chrys! What do you think you are doing?” Father yelled.


“Stopping you two from acting like complete idiots!” I yelled back. “You are grown men and you are just bitch-slapping each other! We need to get out of here!”


Zeus shook his head. “No, you foolish child! If you use your power like that, Kronos will sense it and come straight here to devour us all!”


So that was why they weren’t using their powers. They should have really mentioned that earlier. Just as I was about to say we needed to run, a loud, explosive roar blasted through the area, sending us backward toward the gate.










CHAPTER TWO










HUNTLEY





There was a huge roar, and more darkness came rushing out of Tartarus. It felt as if it were a hurricane coming from gate. I was thrown back several feet and ran straight into Hermes and Pothos, who both let out an oomph as we hit the ground. Maka and Mel threw up a dark barrier around themselves so they weren’t thrown back. They were definitely smarter than us and perhaps stronger in a way. 


“Please get off me,” Pothos groaned.


I rolled off him but not without accidentally kneeing Hermes in the stomach.


“Damn it, Huntley,” Hermes remarked, rubbing his stomach. “Did you really have to do that?”


“Sorry,” I said as I turned to the gate that was still releasing such wind and energy. “What is that?”


“It’s Kronos. We need to get out of here before the whole of Tartarus blows,” Pothos explained.


I shook my head. “No, Chrys is in there! We can’t leave her!”


Hermes placed his hand on my shoulder. “She will be all right. She is born of this place. The energy won’t hurt her.”


“What about Kronos? Won’t he attack her?”


Hermes’s smile didn’t change. “The energy won’t hurt her.”


“Yeah, I thought as much. What if she doesn’t find Hades? And is in there alone fighting Kronos?”


“Then she will be facing the repercussions of her actions. I’m sorry, Huntley, but we need to leave, or we’ll all face getting swallowed by that vile creature. She is strong and will be able to fight them on her own. Besides, there wouldn’t be anything you could do. You would be in the way.”


I knew he was right. I glanced back to the gate and let out a sigh. “Fine. Let’s get out of here.”


Hermes turned to Maka and Mel. “You two, do you have a way out of here?”


Mel nodded. “You take those two damsels in distress and get to safety. We’ll meet you at the castle.”


I wanted to comment on her calling us damsels in distress, but she had a point. Pothos and I had no way to protect ourselves. Pothos quickly hopped on Hermes’s back, and I sighed as I would have to be carried like a princess.


Hermes picked me up just as more energy and a roar came out of the gate. Hermes flew as fast as he could into the air before the darkness hit us. I let go of a breath I didn’t realize I was holding as I peered down at where we had left. I just prayed that Chrys would make it out of there safely and meet us back at the castle. And, of course, Maka and Mel, but they seemed to be able to handle themselves fine against the energy. Which meant Chrys would be fine, or at least I hoped.


“What happens now?” I asked Hermes. My arms were around his neck and helped support me. I didn’t like being this high from the ground without some kind of support. 


“Honestly, Huntley, I don’t know. I really don’t know.”


I didn’t like how he said that. Hermes usually had all the ideas possible, but now he appeared full of worry. Were we really not going to make it out of this? Couldn’t Chrys put Kronos back in his prison once she got her father out of there?


The fact that Chrys had disappeared inside Tartarus worried me. She wasn’t thinking clearly as all she wanted was her father back, no matter the cost. But now that evil—true evil—had been released, I didn’t know if any of us were going to make it out alive and whether she was going to be able to put it all back. I wanted more than anything to hold her again and for her to tell me what was going through her head, but I doubted she was thinking this through. Now they all had to pay the price.


Hades’s castle was in the center of the underworld. They were deep down in the darkness, but Hermes was flying fast as he ascended toward the castle. It appeared strange now, as it no longer had the waterfall of souls going down into Tartarus. No, it appeared dark all around, as if a calm before the storm filled the entirety of the underworld. I glanced down, which was a mistake and made me uneasy in Hermes’s arms, and found that the dark energy was growing more and more. Were we going to get to the castle in time, or was the darkness going to overtake us as well?


I just prayed the others were all right.


“If you can, I would go a little faster,” I commented.


“I’m going as fast as I can, carrying two guys. You both need to lose some weight, so next time I save your sorry asses, we can retreat a bit faster.”


I laughed a little, even though this wasn’t the time to be funny. But Hermes had a point. He was going as fast as he could, and we had been saved by him a few times now. I was very thankful that Hermes was usually on our side and always came to the rescue. If only all the gods were as kind and considerate, then perhaps we wouldn’t have as many problems.


“Hermes,” I began, “does that mean Zeus has also been released from Tartarus?”


“Yup.”


“So if he runs into Chrys…”


“He might be a little mad. Now be quiet. I’m trying to concentrate on getting us to the palace. The barrier around it should keep all the dark energy out.”


“And then what?”


“I have no idea. We wait for the others to get back here, but after that, I have no clue. I’m not usually the one who comes up with plans—at least I haven’t had to in a very long time.”


I stayed silent for the rest of the trip, wondering what we were going to do if we were the only ones who made it out of there. No, Chrys would get her father, and he would come up with a plan for this. He had to.


We landed on the balcony, and all of us stumbled inside, quickly closing the doors. I took in a few deep breaths, trying to calm myself down as the darkness rose into the sky, covering everything.


“Fuck,” I whispered. I couldn’t even see Oceanus any longer. This was bad. This was very bad.


“I see Chrys opened the gates to Tartarus,” a voice commented from behind us. I turned to find Thanatos standing there, his arms behind his back as his brown eyes peered out the window. His white hair was pulled back in a ponytail that contrasted with his dark skin. 


Hermes nodded as he stepped up next to him. “She did. Mel and Maka are still out there. Can you see them?”


I didn’t understand how Thanatos was going to be able to see them, but he was the god of Death—perhaps whatever this darkness was he could see through it all. Thanatos opened the door, and I anticipated there to be a rush of wind, but there was nothing. Thanatos stepped outside.


“The barrier will keep it out—the balcony included,” he commented as he peered below. “Mel and Maka are fine and are making their way up here. There is nothing to worry about those two.”


“And Chrys?” I asked as I followed Thanatos, still hesitant that this darkness was going to swallow me whole.


He shook his head. “I don’t see her. I’m sorry.”


I frowned as we all stepped inside, waiting for the others to arrive. I paced back and forth, praying that she would be all right.


“There’s no way I can fly in this. We are stuck here until it clears up,” Hermes said as he peered out.


“Will this clear up?” Pothos asked. “There are a lot of souls in Tartarus. It could take a long while.”


“It all depends on how many we’re looking at in any given moment.” Hermes turned to Thanatos. “Do you know how long this will take to stop?”


“I would give it a few hours. They’re being released at incredible speed. What I am more worried about is Kronos and what dark aura will accompany him as he leaves.”


We all nodded as we stared out the window, waiting for Mel and Maka as they escaped this devilish wind. I kept pacing as minutes passed. Were they really okay, or had we left them to die? Thanatos said he could see them, but was it possible they got swept away after that? I would have felt responsible if something happened to them since they had come to help me. 


After about fifteen minutes, I saw a pair of hands reach up on the balcony. We all rushed outside and helped Mel and Maka over the balcony. They gasped for air as they collapsed on the ground. They were fine, but now the question was, where were Chrys and her father?








CHAPTER THREE






CHRYS



Shit. Shit. Shit.


The three of us got up as fast as we could and made our way straight toward the gate. There was no more fighting but a simple understanding that we all wanted to make it out of here alive, so to speak. We wouldn't die if Kronos caught us, but we would be in his stomach, and to me death seemed to be better than that.


Darkness covered everything, and it was hard to tell where the gate was, but I had a feeling it was in the opposite direction from where Kronos was coming from. I glanced behind me, and although darkness surrounded us, there was an even darker creature behind us—one that absorbed any light that was left, as if it were darkness itself. But that wasn’t right, was it? Wasn’t Kronos the titan of harvest? Why did he become something so dark and so rotten?


I turned to what was in front of me. Now was not the time for questions—I would get those soon enough once we were out of here.


Father and Zeus were right beside me as we made our way to the entrance. I could see it now—although covered in shadows, there was some light coming from the doorway. We had made it. I felt victorious even though I knew that might not be the case. Just because we were getting out of here didn’t mean Kronos couldn’t as well.


We made our way through the doorway and kept running. It was easier to breathe out here, but darkness was pouring out of the gates, making it impossible to tell which way we needed to go. The air was cold—colder than normal, as if this darkness was sucking any life it could out of the air. I peered up and could barely see the tint of blue that was Oceanus. Were these all the souls that were in Tartarus? There were so many.


I felt something grab my hand and found that it was my father. “Hold on, my flower. We are going to be going straight toward the castle as quick as we can.”


I nodded as I wrapped my arms around my father. Suddenly I saw dark wings made of shadow grow out of his back, and we went whipping up in the air. I caught a glimpse of Zeus as he cursed at us for leaving him. I stuck my tongue out at him as I could see Kronos as he stepped out of the gate.


“Um, Father…” My voice cracked, my fear apparent. I wanted to scream but was afraid that Kronos might hear and come for me.


“I know. Hold on.” His voice was soft, as if he knew how much fear I had inside. I wondered if he was full of the same fear, as he had already been swallowed by Kronos once before. He never spoke of those times, and I really couldn’t
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