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Today was the day Persephone was to become the guardian of the dead. 
Standing in the hall before large wooden doors, skulls carved into the wood, she felt so small compared to the substantial palace around her. It hadn’t managed to sink in yet that she was no longer a small, vulnerable human. 
No, she had died and now held an incredible amount of power inside her soul. 
Persephone jumped when the doors began to open but worked to put steel into her spine before anyone walked in. She worked to gather herself before all the eyes in the throne room were upon her.
Taking a deep breath, Persephone walked past the doors held open by two men who were nothing more than shadows, yet somehow substantial enough to affect the world around them. Reevkas were what she had been told they were called. Servants of the castle that took on a mortal form when in service.
No one but the reevkas who had opened the doors stood in the room.
Her bare feet stopped as she cleared the threshold, her eyes locked on the dais that held the obsidian throne humming with power. The throne that was now hers. 
Once she was seated upon it, she would be one with the Underworld. A vessel of its power. A lifeline to the souls in the realm and the ones in the mortal realm yet to come. 
Bonding with the Underworld was important, not just because a ruler was needed now that her father was imprisoned, but without one, everything done in his name, all the torture and chaos, would continue. 
With time, the Underworld would break apart and have far-reaching consequences in all the realms. 
Cronus, her father, had taken over the world and all the realms associated with it only to leave parts of it to neglect when he lost interest. However, when something held her father’s interest, it was far worse. 
There were many reapers in the Underworld, born into that role, but there was one she’d met when she walked her sisters past the gates that stuck with her. 
He was not meant to be a reaper but was the deity of death that had been as much a victim as she and her sisters were to her father’s cruel machinations. While her father had killed her and her sisters, only three of the five surviving, the reaper had been branded with runes. Runes that controlled the powerful deity, made him mindless while under Cronus’s control.
A man she’d come to trust since her death, and in their mutual pain, she felt a familial bond grow between them. She wished he was here with her as she took this large and final step, cementing her future. 
A step that terrified her. It meant she would be even more powerful, and after the surge of power she’d felt sending her father to Tartarus, she could understand now how such immense power could corrupt. 
To have been more powerful than a man who was considered a god among gods was enough to terrify her. 
She never wanted to be like her father. Never wanted it to change who she was in such a formidable fashion that she couldn’t find her way back from it. 
No, she was afraid of that, terrified really. Which was why standing before the throne of the Underworld and knowing the hold she would have over an entire domain caused her no small amount of fear. 
At the same time, she knew how important it was that the Underworld had a guardian, but it didn’t change the fact that she was terrified. Her body shook as she tried to muster the courage to take her place of power. To harness the magic of the Underworld, a place that was now hers as much as the sky was Hera’s and the sea was Amphitrite’s. 
Roles her sisters had slipped into much easier than she was slipping into her own. 
Not long ago, she’d been human, and the Underworld was all myths and folktales the people of her village spoke of, a place where their loved ones went. But she’d thought it was all for comfort, a way to acknowledge that they were more than bodies buried beneath the earth.
How could so much happen in such a short period of time? How would it feel now to know she would never die? Her memories of being human were still so fresh: helping Demeter find Hera in the forest every time she ran off and was too scared to come home in the dark, swimming with Amphitrite, and helping to keep the hearth lit with Hestia. 
Now Demeter and Hestia were souls under her care as the guardian of the Underworld; their memories of their mortal lives spent together as sisters were gone after they were made to drink from the River Lethe. While Hestia and Demeter were always near, they would only see her as the goddess of the Underworld. Not as a sister. Persephone wondered what they would think of their three remaining sisters becoming something straight from the stories of their youth. 
Persephone had been the one to take the Underworld for one reason alone: to walk both her sisters through the gates herself. To be the one to see them to their final resting place since she was the oldest and unable to save them. 
Luckily, the two immortals currently running the realm had allowed it without question. Thanatos, the reaper and general of the Underworld’s army, would have been the one to walk her sisters past the gates had Persephone not made it clear she would be doing so. Also Hecate, the deity of witchcraft and crossroads. Both of them had been working together to keep the power structure of the Underworld balanced in the absence of a guardian. 
Both had stood on either side of the gates as she walked with her chin up, hands holding her sisters’ hands, and tried not to shed a tear. To be strong for them as she had tried so very hard to be in life. 
But in guiding her sisters past the gates, she made an unspoken promise to take the throne immediately after she had delivered her sisters. That was why she now stood before the obsidian throne made of stone that was chiseled to look like black horns on either side of the headrest. Skulls were carved into the armrests, making it look like something one would expect to find awaiting them in the Underworld. 
Three steps. She needed to walk up three steps to accept her fate and take her throne. 
A throne of death. 
Shaking like a leaf, terrified of what would happen when she sat upon her new seat of power, she had to push herself to move closer. 
Silver engulfed the room, heralding the appearance of the deity of witches and crossroads. The powerful being walked to stand beside her as her silver light dimmed and disappeared. Both of them faced the throne that would be Persephone’s entire future. 
Beside her, the woman with silver hair and eyes and light-brown skin smiled.
Hecate.
“I know you wanted to do this alone, but I felt like a friendly face could help.” Hecate reached out and gave Persephone’s hand a squeeze before letting it go. Persephone could feel a calming power moving through her from Hecate and the touch of her hand.
Closing her eyes to fight against the tears threatening to spill over, she turned away from Hecate. That Hecate had come anyway, was here in one of the most pivotal moments that would make up her entire reign, it overwhelmed her to feel as if there were more than her sisters looking out for her. 
Pushing her shoulders back, Persephone remembered what she had promised herself on that first dark night after she had ascended as a goddess; never again would she cry. Her tears did nothing to stop her father from killing her and her sisters. Nothing to stop him from hunting Hera like an animal.
Tears were worthless. A waste of energy.
Taking a deep breath, Persephone stilled her shaking limbs and straightened her back with determination. 
It did nothing to still the rapid beating of her heart, but not every battle could be won so easily. 
Barefoot, she approached the throne, her torn dress the last memento of her mortality. The ragged hole remained from where her father had driven his knife into her, the blood on the fabric now dry and stiff, and the bottom of the dress dragging across the floor. Pushing her dull, black hair from her face, she held her breath as she stepped up onto the dais. 
One step.
Two. 
Three.
Turning, she looked to where Hecate stood, nodding at her to continue.
“You have no idea how much the Underworld needs you. How much we all need you.” Hecate gave her a small, sad smile. Hecate also knew how the balance would change for Persephone, what she would be both gaining and losing by taking her seat upon the throne.
Bound for all eternity to both her power and the Underworld with no way to escape the responsibility without true death. 
She could leave, run, and escape the Underworld to try to live a somewhat normal life among humans, but the mortal realm held nothing for her any longer. The man she was to be married to would have already moved on. No family. No friends. She would be starting over again, but immortal. Alone.
Mortality held nothing but more pain, more loss. At least this way, she would be with her sisters.
With that, she took the last steps separating her from her future. Before she could think more about it and talk herself out of it, she sat down, a little too quick, a gasp leaving her at the impact. But all too soon that gasp was for an entirely different reason. 
Shadows swirled around her and through her, and though she knew inherently she should be scared, the actual feeling was soothing. Like finding a missing loved one and being held in a hug she hadn’t been aware she so desperately needed. 
Dispersing from her, the shadows moved to the sides of the throne room, spreading out along the floor on each side before they took the form of men. 
Each one formed, one at a time, until there were two lines of them against the walls all the way back to the throne room doors. The two shadow men on either side of the doors took on their mortal forms, all of them now looked flesh and blood, as if they’d never been anything but. 
Hecate stood in the middle, her hand to her mouth and tears in her eyes as she looked around the room. 
The men who had just been made of shadow wore strange armor that covered their bodies. A helmet of the same metal with black skulls etched into them sat upon their heads, and they had spears at their sides with swords at their waists. 
It was an army beyond any Persephone had ever seen before. She’d lived in a small village where the men were all simple farmers, so these men were out of the scope of what her imagination was capable of creating.
Smoke and shadows formed right before her, at the bottom of the dais, and then appeared the man who had guided her and her sisters away from the place they’d been struck down. The reaper who had become a brother, not in blood, but something far stronger. Who’d watched over them every day and slept outside their door every night to protect them.
Who had helped Persephone and Amphitrite find Hera so they could end their father’s vile reign once and for all. 
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