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To Shanna and Aggie. Thank you for introducing Rose to me. Love you both!
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Chapter One
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Michael wasn’t there to watch his first lover die. He was in the process of getting his ass booted from heaven when she met her untimely end. He was sure as shit that it was his punishment for breaking the rules.

Now horror rushed through his veins like ice as he watched the second woman he loved turn to stone. The cacophony of rock grinding against rock, accompanied by the icy hiss of a pit of snakes, would fill Michael’s nightmares for the rest of his existence.

“My, my. Who do we have here?” The voice was smooth as the finest dark chocolate and deadly as poison. 

Rage filled Michael’s soul. “You bitch.”

Before he could storm into the kitchen, someone gripped his shirt and dragged him away. He struggled against his captor. His body was flung like a rag doll until he looked eye-to-eye with Mack. How did the dude have that much strength?

“We have to go. Now,” Mack warned. 

“I have to help Artemis,” Michael protested. “I’m not leaving without her.”

“You go in there, you’ll end up like Artemis. The only way we can help her and the rest of the gods and goddesses is to not get turned into rocks. Do you have any idea who is in there with her?”

Michael turned his gaze back to the kitchen of Hestia’s massive castle. The rustle of robes on the stone floor grew louder. Snakes. Stone. There was only one person who came to his mind. “Medusa. I thought she was dead.”

“Well, she clearly is not. Let’s go, man.”

Michael nodded to Mack. Shoving off the floor, he raced after Mack through the corridors towards the front door. It was a challenge to see where he was going in the dim light. Clearly the goddess of the hearth and home didn’t believe in electricity. She must have been caught in Medusa’s stare before she got a lamp lit. The moonlight that poured through the windows was the only illumination in the building. 

The others were waiting for them. Michael could see their wide eyes in the dark. He could only guess they felt the way he did. A mixture of terror and sorrow filled his soul.

“Where are the kids?” Mack demanded. “I got the angel. You were supposed to get the children.”

Juliet swiped the back of her hand across her cheek then sniffled. “A strange lady with snakes on her head. What do you think happened to them? She had no problem getting them to look at her. She probably turned them mid-giggle.”

“Now what?” Deidre all but hissed as a whisper.

“We have to find someplace that she won’t find us,” Freddy answered his half-sister.

“I know where to go.” Juliet reached out her hand to the others.

“This really isn’t a kumbaya moment, Juliet,” Khalil commented. 

“Do you have friends, little one? Why don’t you introduce me to them?” The voice reached Michael’s ears a moment before the slithering did. 

“I can’t exactly say where we are going or we will have company. If I ghost, you won’t know where I am going. So, give me your hands or you’re getting left here.”

The other five did as she commanded. Deidre laid her hand in Juliet’s. The men grabbed onto whatever wrists or knuckles were available. They were a mass of arms by the time Juliet gave one last final nod. 

“There you are my pets. Now, be good children and look at your Auntie Medusa. To not do so would be very rude.”

Fear gripped Michael’s heart for a quick moment before the room melted away. He had no idea where he was going. The blur of the world around him gave him little clues of his destination. 

His wonder was answered when everything solidified. There were rock walls around him. The sound of artillery shells echoed above him. A bed with red satin sheets sat in the middle of a cave with a very open floor plan. Juliet let go of them all then staggered to the mattress, collapsing on top of it. 

Freddy rushed across the stone floor to her. “Juliet, are you okay?”

“Getting the six of us here took a lot out of me. But yes, I am fine.”

“What is this place?” Michael questioned. He clenched his hands to his hips as he took in his surroundings. 

Juliet draped an arm over her head to shield her eyes. “Ares’ cave. He brought me here when we first met. We lived here until we moved closer to the rest of the family.”

“That’s code for suckered him into buying a townhouse near Athena and I,” Mack added.

“And Medusa won’t find us here?” Michael queried. 

“I doubt she knows this place.” Juliet motioned to the stone staircase that led to a tunnel above. “If she does, we’ll hear her and be able to make a break for it in time.”

“I doubt she’s even interested in us.” Freddy replied.

“She sure as hell was back at the castle,” Michael countered. 

“Because we were there. I doubt she knows some of us are demigods. Deidre and you? You’re not even part of the Greek family tree. As far as she’s probably concerned, we’re not a threat.”

“How do we get them back?” Khalil demanded. His voice cracked as he spoke. Deidre strode to him and wrapped him in her arms. The djinn was not taking losing his lover well.

Freddy gnawed on his lower lip for a long pause before he answered. “We may have to come to terms with the fact that they are gone forever.”

“We can’t give up, Freddy.” Deidre smoothed back Khalil’s hair as she glared at the leprechaun. 

“I know, Sis. I lost my wife and my twins to that bitch. I feel the loss just like the rest of you. We need to be prepared.”

“Whatever. What is our next step?”

Freddy slumped onto the bed next to Juliet. “I don’t know. I really don’t.”

There was silence in the cave. The noise of the war happening outside and the occasional whimper were the only sounds for a long time. Michael slid down the wall until he landed on his ass on the floor. He’d only known the fiery goddess, Artemis, for a short time. He’d never felt pain like this. He didn’t know if he would ever recover from the sting. 

* * * *
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IT COULD HAVE BEEN hours that the six of them sat in the near dark of the cave, each mourning in their own way. Deidre felt a tinge of guilt. She may have lost Apollo but she still had Khalil. The jinn took it the hardest of them all. He quietly sobbed against her auburn hair as he held her tight to him. 

The time for tears was over. With a quick kiss to his lips, she pried herself free from his embrace and stood. Smudging the tears from her cheeks, she took a deep breath and spoke. 

“What is Medusa’s story? She’s supposed to be dead. Why is she not?”

“I have no answer for that,” Freddy answered. He still kept his head buried in his hands. 

“Where did this come from?” She motioned her hand over her head. 

Freddy finally lifted his head to look at her. “Where did what come from?”

She repeated the motion. “The snakes. How did she get the snakes?”

“Athena. The stories vary. Some say Poseidon took advantage of her. Others say they had an affair. Whatever happened, she busted them going at it in her temple. Did Athena do it out of punishment or protection? No one knows.”

“My baby wouldn’t punish someone like that,” Mack defended.

“This was a long time ago. It happened before I was born. She changed quite a bit when she met you. When I was first introduced to her, she wasn’t much different than Ares when it came to ruthlessness.”

“So, is Medusa a freak of nature now?” Deidre questioned.

“She’s a Gorgon. She’s not the only one. She has sisters.”

“And a Gorgon is?”

“A monster.”

“So, there’s more than the gods and goddesses. There are monsters too. Maybe we should start there.”

Juliet sat up from where she lay on the bed. “Maybe we should make sure all the Pantheon is gone first.”

Freddy shook his head. “Medusa wouldn’t leave anyone behind.”

Juliet cocked her head as she stared at Freddy. “What about Pan? He wasn’t in the desert with the others. He wasn’t at Hestia’s. She managed to make her way into the Black Forest for him? Or did she forget he existed?”

Freddy’s eyes widened. “If she did, she won’t for long. We’ve got to go.” 

He sprang from the bed and rushed to the staircase. Before he could reach it, Deidre gripped his wrist to stop him. “Where are we going? And who is Pan?”

“We’re going to Germany. We’re looking for a half man, half goat, god. He’s just a kid and Ares’ favorite. As the god of war’s former high priest, I talked to Pan quite a bit. I may know where he is. Who is coming with me?”

Deidre glanced over her shoulder at Khalil then back to her half-brother. The Fomoire was always ready for a fight. The jinn looked like he wanted to sit this one out. 

“Count us in,” she agreed.

“Anyone else?” Freddy queried.

“If it gets Artemis back, I’ll go wander through a forest looking for a goat,” Michael volunteered.

“Half goat,” Deidre reminded.

“Potato, po-ta-to.”

“Mack?” Freddy stared at his friend.

“You had to ask? Of course I’m going.”

Freddy turned back to the bed. He smiled at Juliet. “Why don’t you wait here and rest. We’ll be back soon.”

She hopped off the bed and stormed past him up the staircase to the tunnel above. “I’m waiting on you guys.” 

As her foot touched the top step, she disappeared. Freddy huffed. “It’s not like the Black Forest is a couple of trees.”

Michael reached out to him. “Get me there and I can find her.”

“How do you plan on doing that?”

“Wings, dude. I may be a fallen angel but I still can fly. I’d cruise on my own there now if I weren’t underground.”

“And get spotted by some poor mortal.”

“How many angels have you seen?”

Freddy gaped at him. Michael was brand spanking new to the family but it felt like he had been there from the beginning. The attitude matched the rest of their motley band. “Point made.”

He took Michael’s hand then turned his attention to Mack, Deidre, and Khalil. “Can you three get there on your own?”

Mack and Khalil stared at each other. The bewildered expressions on their faces must have frustrated Deidre. She clamped onto each of their wrists and growled. “Where do we meet you?”

“There is a castle in Donaueschingen. Let’s partner up there. Michael can begin his search for Juliet from that point.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

Deidre shot one last glare to either side of her. The trio faded away into the thin air. Freddy forced a smile at Michael. It wasn’t that he didn’t like the guy. The pain of missing Demeter and the twins sliced his heart into pieces. Without her, he wasn’t sure he would ever smile again. “Ready?”

“Ready as I’ll ever be.”

Freddy nodded then shut his eyes tight. He concentrated on the old town, the clear stream, the tall trees. He felt his body grow lighter. The noise of the war above them drifted off. The whisper of a bustling village pulled them closer.

They were on their way to Germany. 

* * * *
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IT TOOK A MOMENT FOR Juliet to compose her emotions. She remembered this place. She had been with Ares for only a short time. He’d just confessed that he loved her. They still acted like enemies with benefits. The sex was incredible. However, the intimate connection they experienced between them binding their souls, one with the other, was exquisite. 

She blinked back tears. It was the one that was severed while she was saving Artemis in the desert. That must have been when Medusa turned her lover to a pile of rock.

She wrinkled her nose then gave a huge sniffle. Rolling her shoulders back, she squared herself and strode to the edge of the clearing. 

She peered into the darkness of the forest looking for any sign of the half man/half goat. She’d met Pan the first time here in this clearing. Ares introduced him to her as the “god of the wild, shepherds, flocks, rustic crap he tries to pass off as music”. He’d also added that Pan was the companion of nymphs, if Juliet got the meaning. 

There was no doubt she did. Nearly all of the Greek gods had a habit of bedding anything that moved. Why would Pan be different?

Juliet smiled as she heard the leaves behind her rustle. “It’s good to see you, Pan. We need to get out of here and find the others. You are in great danger, my friend.”

“I’m sorry, my dear. I’m not Pan.” That icy, smooth voice Juliet heard in Hestia’s castle chilled her to her bones. “Maybe we can look for him together. You are correct, however. He is truly in grave danger once I find him.”

Juliet rounded her back and kept her gaze ahead. She’d do whatever it took to keep the Gorgon behind her. Her heart hammered out of control. “What are you doing here?”

“I told you,” Medusa replied. “I am searching for Pan, just like you.”

“I mean what are you doing alive? You’re supposed to be dead.”

A fluttering laugh filled the forest. It sent a new wave of fear through Juliet. “I am not exactly sure. One moment I saw Perseus’s blade just before it touched my throat. The next, I woke up in a cave somewhere. Some man by the name of Hassan seemed giddy that I was conscious. He claimed to use magic to reanimate me, whatever that means. He said it was payback for the Greek gods and goddesses stealing his genie. It seemed we have a common enemy. It’s unfortunate that he was my first victim. Now, my question to you is, why does someone who drinks blood smell suspiciously like a nymph?”

Juliet gave a tight shrug of her shoulders. “Beats me.”

“Does it? This reeks of that bitch Athena. But why do you get to be a beautiful nymph and she turned me into this hideous beast. Seems a little unfair, don’t you think?”

“I don’t know what you want me to say? I didn’t ask her to do it.”

“Neither did I. You can’t get a decent comparison without looking at me. So, look at me.”

Juliet fought the urge to do as she asked. Would a simple glance really hurt? She relaxed her shoulder and began to crane her neck to take a peek.

The scream followed by the thud of something colliding with the forest floor like a dull meteorite broke the tension in the clearing. A moment later she heard a male voice chant behind her. “Don’t look, don’t look, don’t look.”

Two strong arms encased her in a tight embrace. She kicked her feet as she felt them lift off the ground. She gripped tight to whoever held her. It didn’t stop her heart from racing. First, she fought to avoid certain death. Now she was flying. As far as she knew, dying could still be on the table. 

Juliet pried open a clenched eye and looked down. The tops of the massive forest trees were inches below her and her captor. A town out of the fairy tale books, complete with a castle, was drawing closer. Just before they reached it, whoever held her dipped down into a clearing. Juliet wrenched free from their grip as her feet touched the ground. She spun around, filled with fury, to face whoever had snatched her. 

Michael stared her down, his muscular arms crossed over his broad chest. She could see him cringe a little as he retracted his majestic, black feathered wings into his back. 

“You’re welcome,” he stated simply.

“Maybe next time wait for us.”

Juliet turned back at the sound of Freddy’s voice. Freddy, Mack, Deidre, and Khalil glared at her. Yeah, she was in deep doodoo. Typically, she had a smartass remark on her lips. Instead, she shrugged a shoulder. “Sorry. I just wanted to find Pan. You don’t understand. He was close to Ares. We’ve been through shit together. If something happened to him ...” Her voice trailed off as her heart broke a little. 

“You mean this Pan?” Freddy stepped to the side. She didn’t know how the half-man, half-goat could hide behind him. It wasn’t like Pan was a small dude. His hooves clacked together as he gaped at her with wide eyes. 

Juliet sprang off her toes and raced across the clearing to the frightened god. She wrapped him tight in her embrace. He shivered in her arms. The rest of them didn’t know him like she did. 

“Medusa ...” Pan’s voice trembled as he spoke. 

“I know,” Juliet consoled in a whisper as she stroked his hair

“Speaking of the terrifying bitch,” Michael interrupted. He pointed at Juliet. “She’s here. This one almost got turned to stone.”

“And that doesn’t surprise me, why?” Deidre responded as she clenched her hands to her hips. 

“Fuck off, Dee,” Juliet snapped. 

“Knock it off, both of you,” Freddy commanded.  

Pan stiffened in Juliet’s hug. His head jerked around like he was searching for something. A moment later, Juliet heard it too. It was only a whisper but in the last twenty-four hours she’d had one too many encounters to know how quickly a murmur turned into a roar. Or rather, a very undead voice. 

She glanced around to the rest. They heard it too.

“Freddy,” she pleaded. 

“Now, everyone,” he ordered. 

“Don’t leave on my account. Stay. Tell me about yourselves. I have questions.”

That was the last Juliet heard from Medusa, at least at that moment. She gripped tight to Pan and focused her mind on Ares’ cave. The next second they were gone. 
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Chapter Two
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One, two, three, four, five, six, seven. Freddy let go a long, slow breath as he did the headcount. They didn’t communicate where they would escape to. It was a great feeling that they were on the same page. 

“Now what?” Mack questioned as he glared at Freddy. When did the leprechaun take charge? He was just about as clueless as the rest of them. 

He watched Juliet let go of Pan and guide him to sit on the bed as the thought struck him. Shit. “First of all, I need to call my brother. We know Medusa is only targeting the gods but what about their high priests? I really hope he’s okay. I’m barely hanging onto losing Demeter and my twins. I don’t think I can take him being gone too. Hopefully he is fine and he can sound the alarm to the others to get them into hiding.”

Freddy gave them a nod then hopped up the steps to the tunnel above. He flipped out his cell and dialed. Before it rang, he listened carefully. Good. There were only artillery strikes. No hissing.

“What do you want? I’m a little busy,” a male voice on the other end nearly spat. 

“Good to hear you too, little bro,” Freddy replied. The knot in his belly unwound. Thank Olympus he was safe. For now.

“Again, how can I help you? I am trying to find Ares. Frankly, we’re trying to find all of the gods and goddesses. We’re missing a couple priests and priestesses as well.”

“That’s why I’m calling, Ed. Medusa is back. She turned all of the Pantheon other than Pan to stone. You need to warn the rest of the priests and priestesses to go into hiding. I don’t know if Medusa will be coming after all of you as well.” Freddy swallowed hard. “Have you talked to Dottie?”

“She was my first call. She’s panicked about Demeter. I will let her know immediately what happened. She can help me reach the others. They listen to her.”

“That’s because she’s scary.”

Ed chuckled. It broke the tension a little. "That's true. Stay safe, big bro.”

“You too. Love you.”

“Love you too.”

Freddy tapped the screen on his phone to end the call. He didn’t typically tell any of his family that he loved them except his mother. They were a warring family so it was a faux pas to do so. However, he’d never faced the very real possibility he may never see Ed again. If things came to an end, he at least wanted to go to the grave with Ed knowing how he felt. 

He trudged down the stairs to the others. There was some muttering between them. Khalil scanned the cave, his eyes wide. The jinn looked certifiably spooked. A tear streamed down Juliet’s cheek. Deidre was downright pissed. 

“We’re sitting ducks,” she accused.

“Not for much longer,” Freddy agreed. “However, we need a plan first.”

“We can’t rely on the gods any ...” Deidre looked away. Freddy could see her biting her lower lip to keep her emotions in check. His badass half-sister had rarely shown emotion like this in the relatively short time he’d known she was alive. She typically raged, which was her nature.

However, losing one of the men she loved more than the air she breathed could cause her to lose control of her tears. He closed the space between them and tugged her to him. 

She let go a deep sob against his chest. It was followed by a loud sniffle. Freddy looked up to find Khalil staring at him, his eyes filled with tears. The god his sister lost? Khalil lost the same one. They really must have been in love with Apollo. 

It was against his better judgement, but Freddy was at a loss as to what else to do. He freed an arm from Deidre and held it open towards Khalil. “Come on over.”

The dude must have used jinn magic because he was wrapped tight around Freddy in, like a millisecond. He hugged them both tight as he consoled them both. 

“I understand how painful this is,” Michael interjected. “But we can clearly not stay in one place for more than a very short time. Medusa has proven that.”

Freddy nodded. “But where do we go first? And what is our plan?”

“I want my wife back,” Mack simply stated. “And stopping the bitch would be icing on the cake.”

“I think we all want that,” Michael agreed. He crossed his muscular arms over his chest. Shit, the fallen angel was intimidating. No wonder Artemis fell for him.

“If there is a way, and that’s a big if, where do we find that information?” Freddy countered. 

Deidre stepped back from Freddy. She swiped the back of her hand across her cheeks. Her sniffle sounded more like a snort. “Easy. Olympus.”

“Olympus has been wiped clean,” Juliet announced. “When Athena and I went to Olympus to look for a way to get Hades out of Tartarus, the place was stripped. What was there was broken and useless. It seems Zeus took it all when he kicked everyone out of Olympus to live in our world.”

“Of course the old fart did that.” Mack all but spat the words out.

“What would be there that could help us?” Michael queried. “Do any of us know anything the Greek gods had that would give us answers?”

Mack pointed at Freddy. “The old man does.”

Michael turned his glare to Freddy. “Why is that?”

“I may be a leprechaun, but for a few hundred years I was also Ares’ high priest,” Freddy answered.

“So, think. What can we use? And the rest of us will figure out where to go next.”

“That’s the problem. Who or what could reverse Medusa’s curse and bring them back? That would take some high-level shit only Zeus or the original six ...” Freddy clenched his eyes closed. Then he spat through his gritted teeth. “Fuck.”

“What?” Juliet queried, concern in her voice. 

“Pandora’s Box,” Freddy replied. “It unleashes evil on the world. It also holds the secrets of the gods. Which could include whether or not this can be fixed.”

“Then let’s go get it,” Mack interjected.

“I said if. I can’t guarantee it will work. And is it worth the risk?” 

Michael gestured to himself and the others. “One actual god. Six beings with extraordinary power. And four of you are demigods now. I think we have a chance to keep it contained. Where is it?”

Freddy sighed. “That’s problem number two. No one knows where it is. The closest source we have is the Oracle. Like the box, who knows where she is. She makes it her personal mission to stay the hell away from everyone else and for good reason. Mortals and deities alike should not know their future.”

A small voice broke through the banter. “I know where she is. At least I know who she is with.”

Freddy scowled as he turned to Pan. The god of the wild seemed to have the attention of everyone in the room. “You know where the Oracle is?”

Pan seemed to shrink back from all the eyes on him. “She went with the Fates.”

“How do you know this?”

Pan shrugged one shoulder. He may have omnipotent power. He looked like a typical teenage kid. “People talk. Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos opened some kind of sewing shop in Iowa. They have one of those huge automatic machines that make quilts. A longarm, I think it’s called. Lachesis sent me a blanket with blue and green patches. I use it to stay warm at night.”

“So, the Fates own a quilt shop in a cornfield. I didn’t have that on my Bingo card,” Khalil quipped. 

“Where exactly is this quilt shop?” Juliet pressed Pan.

“I don’t know the exact location,” Pan responded. “There were a few letters and numbers on the bag. H W Y 2 0.”

“Highway 20,” Juliet confirmed. 

Michael glanced at Freddy. “We’re going to Iowa?”

Freddy huffed as he nodded. “We’re going to Iowa.” 

* * * *
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KHALIL WAS PRETTY SPOT on. Freddy stood in the gravel parking lot as he stared at the small machine shed building. Deidre, Khalil, Michael, Mack, Juliet, and Pan stood beside him. Occasionally the sound of a toe nudging a wayward piece of rock was drowned out by the rushing roar of a car speeding down the highway behind them. The motorists must have had their eyes focused on the road ahead. None of them came to a screeching stop when they all appeared out of nowhere. 

Pan. Of course he had to be a challenge. They couldn’t very well venture out into the mortal public with someone with goat legs. It took a bit to find the right pair of pants that he was comfortable in that didn’t look ridiculous. Deidre set a pair of leather pants that Pan wanted to wear on fire to end that argument. 

Finally, everyone conceded on an old pair of baggy sweatpants that Ares frequently trained in. By the logo on the upper thigh, he must have lifted them off a poor high school wrestler. It took a whole lot of Michael beating his wings and creating a breeze to get the stank out of them. 

At least now Pan blended in with the rest of them. Not that any of them looked normal. 

“Are we waiting for them to invite us inside?” Michael questioned. “Medusa could show up at any time and the smell of manure is getting to me.”

“Are we sure it isn’t Pan’s pants still?” Mack countered. 

Deidre strode away from the rest towards the weathered door. The wood plank sign mounted to the edge of the steel roof was engraved with the words “Three Sisters Quilting”, the board stained to a glossy caramel brown and highlighted with black. She hopped a bit to tap it with her hand before she yanked the door open and stepped inside. 

Juliet scowled as she pointed to where Deidre had been. “Why doesn’t she get chewed out for wandering off?”

“She’ll scorch the earth of anyone who tries to stop her. She may be the only one of us who could take
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