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About This Book
Vyola has a million things to worry about, like her new responsibility of inheriting her grandma’s house...and Zagreus Hades is the absolute last thing she wants to deal with. She’d rather watch crows pick out his eyeballs, but here he is, in the humanworld, looking for forgiveness from her, which will never happen!
Zagreus is about to stand up to his step-father, Hades, for the first time in his life, and then, he needs to get Vyola to see that he’s changed. He’s not the guy that...he never should have followed his step-father’s orders, when it came to Vyola and her family.
This story has mature subject matter, and concludes Vyola and Zagreus’ story, but there is a continuing story arc into book V.I. It should be read in series order. Approximately 14,000 words.
| gods | hades | witches | romance | dual narrators | part of a series | stand alone | greek mythology |
chapter i | hades’ elevator
ZAGREUS
Steam is coming up the top of my black, linen shirt, as I take the Hades’ elevator down to level 9, of Hades’ Inferno, the floor for the treacherous souls of Earth. The coldest, damned place in the entirety of Hades. Freeze your soul kind of temperatures.
Everywhere else in Hades is more on the blistering heat scale.
Getting this Wickly thing figured out...I should have done this a long time ago! But I would be lying if I did not say I am freaking out about the outcome.
The elevator doors open to a huge, frozen over lake, but there are absolutely no lights or breathing things in this place. The consequences of a soul doing treachery, on all levels, gets a soul in a place like this, feeling heat and cold at the same time, along with many other psychological types of warfare to the soul.
I have Hades’ sight, so I can see into the darkness of this place, unlike the damned souls with their heads sticking out of the ice, with their eyes closed.
My dress shoes slip a little on the ice, as I walk for a good hour, avoiding stepping on heads, like they are cabbages out of earth, to where my father, Hades, is sitting on the ice. He is staring at what looks like a female, with her head sticking just above frozen ice, with her eyes wide open, clearly in a state past panic, and her brown hair is stretched out on the ice.
My father has been down here with her for at least a week, doing who knows what kind of psychological terror on her soul, not that it would faze me. I do not have the emotions of a human...most days.
My father is a god, who certainly has the stomach for all things horrid, in terms of things humans have done, and what he can do to them, once in Hades’ Inferno.
I have seen many things over the thousands of years I have lived, and most of that time, I have been in Hades with my youngest sister, Melinoe, who lives in Hades, and my sister, Macaria, who lives topside now, as of a few months ago.
I do not usually venture down here, in the levels of Hades’ Inferno, and neither does my mother, or my sister, Melinoe, but my sister, Macaria, had her special tree in The Forest of Suicides, level 7 of Hades’ Inferno, that she would go to. Otherwise, Hades is usually the only one who comes down here, to any of the Hades’ Inferno levels. My mom and sisters stick to Limbo, or other parts of the underworld.
“Son, what brings you to Level 9?” My father brushes his clawed finger over the female’s eyelids, closing them, then smiles up at me.
My family, we are a special brand, that is for certain.
“It is about...Vyola and her family.”
My father’s clothing sparks with fire, then cools. My own skin has long since cooled, since I left the Hades’ Inferno elevator. Hades’ hot temperatures do not tan beings in Hades, which is much different to topside’s temperatures, where humans reside, and where their skin can tan on hot days.
“Everyone is in my ear about that family! There is a reason for the Wickly Curse. A good reason!” My father walks past me briskly, and I follow.
Time seems to quicken, and my father and I are suddenly in the Hades elevator, going up to Limbo.
“It has been long enough...she has been in that hell, long enough.” I cannot believe I just said that out loud! To Hades’ face.
“Son, what do you want, exactly?” My father’s smile creeps up his face, like that human joker character.
“I never should have killed her to topside. She was my friend...I was only twelve, in human years...when I did it. I never should have listened to you.”
Shame...I never thought I would feel that human feeling, but there are many of those human feelings lingering, since I went topside, more than a year ago, by my father’s request.
Time moves so much slower topside, than it does in Hades. Days in topside could be centuries or more in Hades.
“This is interesting.” My father steps close to me, and twirls his index finger around in the air, and I feel a pull at the center of my chest, pulling at my insides, from all directions, then he looks at me with another look...a look I cannot identify.
“I want you to start stalking that girl, again, making her fear you, like you did last year.”
“I will not do it anymore,” I say, shaking my head.
“Do you think she will want to be your friend, after she knows everything that you have done?”
“I do not know, but I do not want to take on your Hades’ jobs, whenever you decide, whether I like them or not. I cannot live by all of your twisted rules anymore.”
The smile stays on my father’s face as he says, “I will tell you what, Zagreus. If you make that girl love you, I will give her soul back.”
“L-l-o-ove,” I stutter. “No one said anything about love.”
“I said it, and those are my terms. Have it done by the end of Lalamore’s next human summer.”
Months? He is giving me months?
“I do not think I am even capable of that...and for Vyola to ever...she would never.”
“Your problem, kid, not mine. Good luck with that.” Hades taps me on the shoulder with one of his large hands, then says, “You are free to leave the underworld tomorrow morning, but if I call you on important family business, you come back. Agreed?”
I agree to none of this, but getting Vyola’s soul back...could she forgive me...could she love me? Could I love her?
Can I trust Hades?
My father holds out his hand for me to shake. I count to three in my head, then put my hand in his slightly larger one. “I agree to it,” I say.
The elevator doors open, and my father says over his shoulder, “And Vyola Wickly will know everything you did, before she came topside, once you see her again, in your human form, and you will not be able to tell her that you want to get her soul back.”
A human word slips from my mouth, “Fuck!”
This will not be pretty.
“Love you, Son,” my father says, then disappears out of sight, through some souls roaming around foggy Limbo.
Yeah, right, you love me, Father, I think to myself, but somehow, a smile creeps up my face, as I am shrinking down to human size, and preparing to use contractions in my sentences, and thinking about changing myself into a raven, and taking flight topside, tomorrow.
Talking with my Father went way too smoothly, but I’m not in for some picnic, topside.
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