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H

ecate soared through the summer sky, her laughter carried by the warm breeze over the Aegean Sea. Below, the water sparkled like sapphires, the evening sun kissing the waves with golden light. Around her, a flock of seagulls flapped their wings, their beaks gently clamped around the small sacks of herbs she had gathered from the neighboring islands.

“Sing with me, my friends!” Hecate called, her voice lilting with joy. As she pulled her own larger sacks higher up on her shoulders, she hummed an old tune, one her mother had sung to her as a child, and to her delight, the gulls squawked along, their discordant cries forming an oddly charming harmony.

This was the life, and Hecate felt blessed to live it.

Ahead, the familiar outline of Delos came into view—her home, her haven. The white, sandy beaches and rolling green hills welcomed her, the scent of cypress and salt filling her lungs. Her family’s cottage perched on the highest hill, its stone walls covered in trails of ivy and climbing roses planted by her mother. As she hovered overhead, the wind blew her long, black and white hair into her eyes, and after tucking it behind her ears, she dipped her arms, guiding the wind beneath her, and descended. The gulls followed, flapping wildly to slow their descent as they dropped the bundles carefully onto the grass in front of her house.

As Hecate’s feet touched the ground, the door of her cottage burst open. A blur of fur shot towards her—Cubie, her faithful, black Doberman, barking happily, followed closely by Galen, her sleek weasel companion. They both bounded towards her, their noses twitching as they sniffed at the herbs she carried.

“Ah, ah! No nibbling, you little scamps,” Hecate scolded playfully, kneeling to scratch behind Cubie’s ears while Galen climbed up her arm to nuzzle her cheek. “These are for my cures and potions, not your supper.”

“But you did bring us something?” Galen asked in her tiny voice.

“You’ll see soon enough.” Hecate turned back to the gulls, their wings ruffling in the gentle breeze. “Thank you, my friends. Your help means the world to me. I look forward to our next adventure!” She grabbed a handful of breadcrumbs from the pocket of her apron and tossed them to her bird friends, who eagerly ate their treats. Then, she swept her arms open, sending a burst of warm air to lift them skyward. “Go, now! Enjoy the sea winds. Until next time!”

With a cacophony of cries, the gulls wheeled in the air before soaring back towards the vast blue horizon. Hecate smiled, watching them disappear, and then turned to her familiars.

Cubie wagged her tail expectantly as she watched Hecate pull something from her pocket.

Hecate smiled brightly and handed a gift to Cubie to take between her teeth. “It’s a sea serpent’s tooth,” Hecate explained. “I thought it would make a good chew toy for you.”

“I love it,” Cubie said through her clamped teeth. “But tell me you didn’t fight a sea serpent for it.”

Hecate laughed. “It was washed up on the beach of one of the islands I visited.”

“What about me?” Galen climbed from Hecate’s shoulder to stand against her kneecaps.

Hecate reached into her pocket and brought out a silver acorn. “I think it’s enchanted. I’ve never seen one so shiny.”

“It’s beautiful,” Galen said with awe. “Can I eat it?”

Hecate laughed again. “I wouldn’t, if I were you.”

Her friends thanked her before following her into the house.

“Mother! I’m home!” Hecate called, eager to embrace Asteria. But the moment Hecate stepped into the house, she stopped short.

Her mother sat by the hearth, her hands folded in her lap, her expression heavy. Her black hair was pulled back in a loose bun, and her usually warm eyes were shadowed, her lips pressed into a tight line.

Hecate’s heart skipped a beat. “What’s happened? Where’s Father?”

Asteria sighed, rising to her feet. “You should not have been gone so long, my dear. You know there’s been trouble brewing.”

Frowning, Hecate laid her bundles down on the table. “What trouble?”

Asteria hesitated, then shook her head. “It is not safe. Not anymore. Zeus and the Olympians will soon succeed in unseating King Cronus.”

Hecate exhaled sharply. “It’s about time.” She crossed her arms. “Cronus is ruthless. He deserves to fall.”

“Hecate!” Asteria hissed, glancing towards the windows as if the very wind might betray them. “You must not speak so freely. Someone might hear.”

“Let them.” Hecate stepped forward. “I don’t understand what this has to do with me.”

Asteria’s gaze softened as she lowered her voice. “Zeus favors you. For reasons I do not know, he has offered you protection in his fortress on Mount Olympus.”

Hecate took a step back, shaking her head. “No. I don’t want to go.” Her eyes darted to Cubie and Galen, who had settled near her feet but now looked on with expressions of worry. “This is my home. What would become of them? Of you and Father?”

Before Asteria could answer, footsteps echoed from the doorway.

Her father, Perses.

Hecate barely had time to turn before she felt the cold bite of metal against her wrists. A sharp click sealed the adamantine cuffs in place.

“No,” she whispered, tugging against the restraints. A terrible weight sank in her chest as she looked up at her father. His face was weary, sorrow brimming in his eyes. “Father, please. Let me go.”

Perses pulled her close, pressing his forehead to hers. “Forgive me, little one,” he murmured, his voice thick with emotion. “I love you. But this is the only way to keep you safe.”

“I’m not little anymore, Father. I’m eighteen years old. I’m a powerful goddess who can defend herself and her home. Let me stay.”

“Please don’t make this harder than it already is,” her mother begged.

Tears welled in Hecate’s eyes as she struggled. The metal would not yield; it never would. “Adamantine,” she choked. “I cannot break them.”

“No.” Her father’s arms trembled as he held her. “I’ll not risk your eternity. I won’t have you thrown into the pit with the other captured Titans.”

Hecate let out a sob, her forehead pressing against her father’s chest. “Then come with me. You and Mother—”

“We can’t.” Asteria’s voice was gentle but firm. “Zeus’s protection is for you alone.”

Hecate shook her head fiercely. “Then I don’t want it.”

Her father cupped her face. “You must. The Olympians will use this island as a base. There will be battles here. I will not risk you in it.”

Cubie whimpered, nudging at Hecate’s leg, while Galen scurried up to her shoulder, her tiny claws sweeping through Hecate’s long, black and white hair. Hecate hiccupped a laugh through her tears, reaching up to stroke Galen’s soft fur.

Asteria stood beside them, her hands resting on Hecate’s shoulders. “You are our joy, our light. Do you remember the first time you danced with the fireflies? You thought they were stars fallen just for you.”

Hecate sniffled, nodding. “And Father said they obeyed my will.”

Perses chuckled through his grief. “And they did. Just as the winds do now.”

Asteria smiled faintly. “Do you remember the time you tried to teach Cubie to howl like a wolf?”

Hecate laughed, despite herself. “She only ever yawned.”

Cubie snorted and curled on the rug by the hearth to chew her toy.

Perses brushed a tear from her cheek. “You have been our greatest happiness, Hecate.”

The three of them stood together in the quiet warmth of their love, grief mingling with laughter, sorrow intertwined with joy. Hecate wondered how long she would be separated from the only family and friends she’d ever known. She would miss watching her father map the stars as her mother derived prophecies from them. And she would miss their morning talks, when her mother told them what their dreams meant.

Then, a gust of wind stirred outside, and a figure appeared in the doorway.

Swift-footed Hermes, clad in his winged sandals, stood before them, a subdued smile playing on his lips. His sky-blue eyes shined bright beneath his dark, curly hair, and the corners of his mouth twitched above his dark, curly beard. “Hello. I’m ready when you are.”

Hecate’s breath hitched. Her hands curled into fists, the unyielding cuffs digging into her skin. She glanced once more at her parents, at Cubie and Galen, and her little cottage. Her home.

Then, squaring her shoulders to Hermes, she insisted, “My familiars are coming with me.”

“Well, greetings to you, too,” the Olympian replied with a sarcastic tone. “Have you any other orders for me?”

Hecate blushed. She’d heard many things about Zeus’s handsome son, but this was the first she’d ever laid eyes on him. “My apologies, Lord Hermes. May I please, please, please bring my dog and weasel with me, since I can’t take my parents? Will your father allow it?”

“It’s better we don’t ask him,” Hermes said with a wink. “Let’s take them along and ask for forgiveness later.”

Cubie and Galen pranced around the room, demonstrating their pleasure at not being separated from their mistress. 

Hecate smiled at Hermes and thanked him. “You’re very kind.”

“When it pleases me,” he admitted. “Now, we better get a move on, lest my father be angry before we’ve even arrived.”

As she turned to kiss her parents goodbye, Hecate’s tears returned. “I’ll miss you both so much.”

Her mother held her in a tight embrace and kissed the top of her head. “Oh, my darling daughter. I miss you already.”

“Don’t make me go,” Hecate said again to her father. “Let me stay and help with the war. I’m strong. I’m better at magic than anyone. Please.”

Her father took her by the shoulders and kissed her forehead. “I couldn’t bear it if you were captured and imprisoned for all eternity. I beg you, my girl, do this for me.”

With tears streaming down her cheeks, Hecate slowly nodded. Then, she and her animal companions followed Hermes from the house.

Chapter Two
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