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Dedication

This is for the guys and gals who think they can’t find true love. You’re one is out there.
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Medusa’s never been lucky in love. To save others from her deadly curse, Medusa’s vowed to live alone.
Oliver, son of Poseidon, follows the call of his soul. That is until Athena blocks his path and offers love at a cost. He agrees without thinking. Now, he’s wandering earth blind.
As the fates spy, Medusa comes face to face with a blind demigod who forces her to admit her own needs. Will Medusa risk her heart on Oliver and rise above her curse? Will Oliver find true love? Or will one glance strike him dead, leaving Medusa in the hands of the gods?
Find out if the gods can be merciful in this Greek Mythological Romance.
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​CHAPTER ONE

Medusa
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Early 5th Century AD

​Hearts raced as the humans fought to stay alive in Medusa’s cave. Many thought it wise to defeat the beast who only wanted to be left in peace! Bits of rock protruding from the celling vibrated. She’d spend so long in her little cave like home, and she liked how it wasn’t all open and flowy crap. Thick walls gave her little place a sense of an actual home for a human instead of a monster. 

“Run!” a high-pitched male called out as Medusa strolled away from her resting place. She had one rule for herself: no statues near her bed. Of course, the humans didn’t give a damn about her rule, which meant having to change her place around occasionally, since they wanted to slay her as she slept. 

She’d given herself areas to sleep and to cook over her fires. She hoped one day life would be easier, but she’d worked with what she had in the Greek hill she hoped was out of reach for the humans. But someone must’ve started a challenge again to kill the beast.

“We should not have come!” another man yelled, and Medusa chuckled as she collected her long dress and adjusted the rope, keeping it all clinging to her body.

“You have come into my home, interrupting my peace and solitude.” She folded her arms behind her back and strolled on her two perfect legs to the echoes of pounding hearts. Many assumed she slithered like a snake, but her body was still completely human, unlike her friend-enemy Lamia who had a full snake like body where she only had a hair full of snakes. Once every decade or so they’d get together, Medusa would keep her eyes down and they’d have a talk about their life as the monsters who scared everyone. 

With Athena’s curse of snake hair, she’d given Medusa the ability to hear better, which came in handy most days. The memory of when Athena had placed the curse on her still burned in her brain. After all, it wasn’t even her fault. 

“Let us leave and say she the cave was empty.” The second guy offered, and Medusa paused mid-step. Only once had she had a man willing to walk away in shame but live out his life. His back was the only thing she witnessed as he ran away, leaving his two companions to fight Medusa alone. If only more men where as smart as him. 

“The bounty is too great to forfeit,” the first high-pitched man yelled back. 

“Leave, and you keep your life. Stay and fight, and you will never see your loved ones again.” Medusa offered, letting the rocks carry the echo of her annoyed voice through the area. 

“I’m out.” His voice was close, and he turned, running right into Medusa near the entrance. Before she made eye contact, he snapped his eyes closed. “Please, I wish to go home. Find another way to feed my child,” he pleaded. Tears dripped down his cheeks, pulling at her heart, and she felt for the guy. His shirt was filthy, along with his pants that were falling apart. 

“Secure your blade.” She spoke low into his ear. He was handsome but covered in mud. His hand shook as he placed his blade in the loop. The metal looked so dull it probably wouldn’t be able to cut skin. 

“Good Caesar,” the first called out as the heartbeat picked up in his chest. Medusa turned, and the guy cried out as his gaze locked with hers. He jumped as he lifted his sword. Stone started in his eyes and covered his face before completely securing him in it. He ended up falling and breaking into a million pieces because he’d jumped away from the ground, but the sword landed a snake’s tail away from her foot. 

“Fool.” She turned back to the crying guy. “Are you a fool?” 

“No, Miss.” He shook his head vigorously. Medusa secured the other blade from the ground, which was sharper. She grabbed the man’s arm as her snakes hissed. Human contact was far and few since Athena and her soul craved it more than she’d admit to a god. Yet she missed it so damn much being with another being without killing them. 

“Keep your eyes shut until I say. Open them or reach for your blade—I’ll kill you with your friend’s blade or stone you.” 

“Yes. Yes.” He nodded and fumbled at her side. She led him to the entrance. 

“Any other friends I should know about?” She glanced around the area hoping another wasn’t waiting to sneak attack like the first man. 

“No, just us two.” His heart raced even louder than before. She took a deep breath and listened to her home. No other heartbeats rolled through to her ears.

“Go, and never return. Your friend died from food poisoning, and you could not carry him back.” She pushed him forward, and out. He scrambled and fell on his face. 

Then he turned, eyes wide open, and met Medusa’s gaze. She couldn’t stop what came next as he turned to stone right then and there. For a moment, he tried to fight it but there was nothing he could do. Her heart ached as the memory of his soft skin rolled through her mind.

Time to move. She nodded with her snakes. With a quick turn, she started securing her limited things to begin her next move for when night fell. 
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Present Day
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Medusa woke up, recalling the memory that had turned into a dream with time since about the second century AD. Also with time, her brain had translated the men’s voices into English instead of Greek. “Good morning, babies.” She fluffed her hair to wake them up as she sat up in her bed. Centuries had passed since that night. Now, humans had cell phones, internet and so much luxury they didn’t need to go hunting for monsters to make a buck. 

Not to mention, most of the humans believed in one God instead of many. Some knew better, and Zeus still liked to stick his dick in things he shouldn’t. Hera had decided to stop getting angry by Zeus’s lovers and chose to lay with as many human men and women as she wanted to. 

Also, with modern day things, she was able to order things to a drop location without having to see anyone. Plus, the use of vibrating toys and such kept her needs under control. But oddly, over the last century, she’d been picturing one man taking the control and blowing her mind with wild fantasies. 

One thing she knew for sure: the man wasn’t one of the many statues she’d created over her long lifetime. She’d even purchased a computer and managed to get spotty internet to see if she could track the guy down with no luck. 

Today, as she ate her breakfast, she couldn’t help but think about him again. Would he be the one to help end her curse or make it even worse when she turned him to stone. 

She swallowed hard with food in her mouth, making her throat ache.

Instead of letting herself go down that rabbit hole, she scanned her kitchen, looking for her next project idea. Then her eyes landed on the calendar perched next to the fridge. She was overdue for a visit from Lamia, the one who knew how to stay out of her eye line without being killed. About once a decade she came by to give her some company for a few days. Once she brought over a guy and things didn’t go well.  

Over the last year, she’d replaced her stove, fridge and sink with modern amenities. She’d made her money online like the recluse she truly was by doing many different odd jobs. One decade she made “Medusa Fan Art” by taking photos of herself and using touch up software to give it a special pop. The amount of money she’d made set her up well, and if she ever ran low, she just posted a new one from that part of her. She had about four decades to use it without drawing suspicion to her agelessness. Maybe fifty, but that could be pushing it. 

Today, she’d collect some wood for her stove and debate on a different color for the kitchen. She covered her head with a
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