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      Poseidon’s dining room looked dark without the glazed glass walls that usually surrounded us. Now the room was little more than a bubble of self-suspending air, held in place only by a series of secretive enchantments Poseidon concocted from his own powers, and the change caught me off guard.

      “Milord?” I asked, stopping as I looked at the elaborately set-up table with its silver centerpiece and dishes laid out for two.

      The whole palace looked different now. Poseidon had mentioned a wish for new aesthetics, but his changes implied that he wanted to make this place safe for me—a residence without any reflections, where every surface was as blunt as a slab of rock. My stay was turning from a visit into a permanent position.

      I hadn’t meant to abandon my sisters for life in the palace. A late-night stroll brought on by my sense of perpetual frustration had ended with a surprise encounter with Poseidon in the Land of Eternal Night. He brought me here to his home for a single talk, and now I wasn’t sure if leaving was even possible. Now I knew the part of his story, and of mine, that had been hidden from me from my earliest memories.

      Poseidon and I had been in love before, back during my earlier life as a human. After Athena found us one night making love in her temple, everything had ended. She cursed me and transformed me into a gorgon, wiped my memory, and sent me to the depths of the land of Eternal Night.

      Poseidon became a recluse in his palace after that. As for myself, that earlier part of my life remained shrouded in a fog I could never lift. I didn’t remember humanity. I didn’t remember Poseidon as being anything other than a god who stepped in at times and helped us out. Sometimes the fog would shift, and I’d get an impulse or a sense about how things operated under the sun. I knew which plants tasted good and the basics of weaving and sewing, and I had a preference for cooked food.

      To be honest, satisfaction with gorgon life was one thing continually out of my reach. My sisters, Sthenno and Euryale, basked in our deeply rutted habits and didn’t seem capable of understanding anything greater. They found purpose in what we did. Meaning. Even happiness. Meanwhile, I’d never wanted anything more than a way out, even if I didn’t know why.

      Poseidon had been my host for about a month, according to the palace records. Time passed differently in the underwater palace, with no sun or moon to mark the days but only the shifting of tides over our heads. Every morning I woke up, breakfasted, and took a bath while a pair of maids cleaned my suite. Poseidon gave me access to a garden outside my chambers that stretched along the sea. Here I could observe the movements of the fish outside, spend time with the plants, journal details of my experiences on parchment and draw pictures of what I saw.

      “I keep wondering when you’ll turn me down,” said Poseidon, sitting back in his chair after he saw me. “I hope you’re not bored with this. I suppose we could invite others, if we wanted…”

      “No,” I said. “I prefer it like this.”

      We ate alone in Poseidon’s darkened dining room with a few candles set around to give us light. Poseidon’s dishes included an array of food from around the Mediterranean coast and a sprinkling of Olympian ambrosia that he allowed me to taste as long as I told no one else about it. It was a part of the day I looked forward to, and that he appeared to look forward to as well.

      I took my seat, smoothing out my gray robe and allowing the snakes on my head to relax.

      Poseidon wore black today, a dramatic color for his complexion. Except for the deep blue of his eyes, Poseidon could have passed for his brother Hades in this ensemble. But the eyes changed everything. Poseidon’s eyes saw through everything they observed. They contained oceans on their own, twin oceans, living oceans.

      “Waiting for you makes me nervous,” he said. “I was starting to worry you wouldn’t show up. What do you think of the room? Is it too dark without the glass?”

      His word sounded dampened in the rest of the room. As my eyes grew more accustomed to the dark, I began to see the texture of the life around us. This wasn’t even a room as much as a bubble on the bottom of a deeper segment of sea. Undiscernible creatures swam past us in the dark. Large creatures with spots and tentacles and fanning tails. Even if I couldn’t see the finer details of their forms, they shifted around us, and sometimes their eyes glinted in the candlelight as they watched us in curiosity.

      “I can hardly recognize this palace now,” I said. “It’s so dark I’m surprised anyone can see.”

      “Darkness covers a lot of my realm, and most of us can see through it without issue,” said Poseidon. “To be honest, I get a headache from too much light. I think this is a good change of pace.”

      “Then maybe you should come to the gorgon cave sometime,” I chided. “We have more darkness than we know what to do with. Are you sure you’re not trying to accommodate me?”

      “It was all going to change sooner or later.”

      “It was beautiful before. You should change it back.”

      “Maybe I acted too soon,” he said. “I should have consulted you first. I thought you’d like not having to put your life in danger every time you stepped out.”

      “The glass was frosted before. Not reflective.”

      “Not all of it.”

      I turned my attention to the table. My plate was already set with an arrangement of forks laid out, each with three tines in the pattern of Poseidon’s own signature trident.

      I served myself some food, accepting a filet from a tray of salmon and then topping my plate with seaweed and shrimp. Poseidon did the same, and for a moment neither of us spoke. I dipped a textured seaweed garnish into some bold red sauce, and I twirled it on one of my forks uneasily while I waited for him to share something.

      Finally he shifted back in his chair. He drew in a breath and paused, looking at his food without touching it. “People say you’ve been sticking to yourself a lot. Are you lonely here?” he asked, and it was not for the first time.

      “I prefer my own company,” I said, staring at the meal in front of us and trying to define the change that I sensed was about to hit.

      “Have they been good to you?” he asked. “Have people been civil? Giving you space?”

      “Yes. Yes,” I said, thinking of the children who had shied away from me on my walk here, and the parents who had called them away. They had reason. One glance from me could kill them all.

      “And no one has said anything hostile to you?”

      “No. Not at all.” My cheeks flushed. “I just wish I didn’t make people so uncomfortable. I don’t want to hurt them.”

      “Life’s cruel that way, isn’t it?” said Poseidon. “I’m only sorry it had to be you. If it matters, I often feel the same way. You’re the only person I have I can talk to.”

      I crossed my legs and rearranged the forks on the table in front of me. I knew why things felt off now, and it wasn’t just about the missing glass. This much silence was unlike our usual conversations. Something was making Poseidon nervous, and he didn’t wish to share it with me.

      Poseidon cleared his throat when I didn’t speak. “You’ve been under my domes for a long time,” he said, predictably.

      “One month,” I said. I couldn’t bring myself to look down at the salmon. My legs tensed with a desire to stand, to run.

      “One month. That long?” he said. “It’s no wonder the loneliness was getting to you. You should have brought that up last night. Or last week.” The space between his brows creased. He stood up from his chair and paced to the back of the room.

      “Is there something you’re trying to tell me?” I asked, leaning back and watching him.

      “Medusa,” said Poseidon, slowly turning around. “I don’t know how long I can continue fooling myself. What am I even doing, wasting time like this? I’ve kept you at my side like a doll, like a pet, but you’ve always been more than that. Your soul is undeniably human, whatever your form, and humans were never meant to be contained.”

      “I love it here,” I said, abruptly dropping my fork as an attendant filled my cup with water. “I mean, it’s better than the cave. I can work, if you want. I’ll accept any job you have to give.”

      “Who said anything about a job?” Poseidon snapped. Then he shook his head. He ran a hand through his inky black hair and sighed again. “We’re both lonely, but that isn’t a necessity in your case. Or an expectation. The time has come for us to decide what to do with you. Either I can send you back, or...”

      “Or?” My breath stilled so much in my own chest that I hardly knew how to speak.

      Now Poseidon smiled. He pushed his plate to the side and leaned excitedly over the table. “Promise me you’ll refrain from laughter if I say more. I’ve thought about it a lot over the weeks, and I don’t think I could go any further without saying something.”

      “What is it?” I asked.

      “First, let me tell you about my family,” said Poseidon. “When my brothers and I were young, it became clear very early on that we couldn’t live under the same roof without killing each other. It’s in our blood Zeus wanted to lord everything over the rest of us. Hades was very particular about his own treatment as well. We had a contest and split up accordingly. I got the sea. And for the most part I can do what I want. But there are things that they still don’t like, things they’d still run after me for if I pursued…. I want to know if it’s worth it.”

      “What are you thinking?” I asked.

      “I’m thinking of a pair of twin thrones in the deep,” he said. “I’m thinking of you and me side by side. King and queen, until the end of the age.”

      My mouth dropped open. I should have predicted this possibility in advance. I thought of our last few conversations. The dinners we shared together, the playful tone Poseidon adopted whenever he was alone with me. “The two of us?” I echoed, taking my fork back in my hand and twirling some seaweed around it.

      As the idea settled, my legs trembled under my seat. I took a bite of the seaweed and realized the glistening red sauce exceeded my expectations, but that could have been because Poseidon’s words hit me so hard I couldn’t taste anything well while I thought of them.

      Poseidon and me. King and queen. Man and... wife. I swallowed the seaweed too quickly and choked.

      “I want you to marry me,” he said. “And I realize it’s a foolish idea. All the gods and all of nature are stacked against us. To be honest, I have often wondered if anything remained to salvage. But I’m asking you, all the same. I want to know if we can marry or if I’m completely out of my head.”

      “Marry?” I echoed.

      “We’ll trade vows, and I’ll make you my queen, if you’ll have it,” he said. “It’s not conventional. And I can promise my family will hate us both for it. They might have already begun their machinations against us. What do you say?”

      I grabbed onto the side of my head and tangled my hair in my snakes. “I don’t know. I mean, I’m willing to consider it, but it’s all so fast.”

      “We have all the time we want to refine the details,” said Poseidon. “But sooner or later, we need a permanent arrangement, and I want to keep matters discreet.”

      “Are you sure we’re at that place in our relationship?” I asked. “I don’t know you well. I like you, but I don’t—feel anything. I mean, at least not what I’d expect someone in my position to feel.”

      He blinked. “You can always say no,” he said. “Go back to your sisters. Catch fish in the stream. I won’t hold you back. But if you wanted more, if you were willing to work with me on a more permanent basis, I think we could do quite well for ourselves. Is it something you would be willing to consider?”

      My face flushed. I was agreeing to marry not just a man, not just a hero, but a god; and one of the most powerful gods in existence. Poseidon’s appearance answered the question of physical attraction on its own. I didn’t feel anything, true, but I had never placed much stake in emotion to begin with. Poseidon was genuine. He knew we could never have what we had before, but his offer stood now on new ground.

      I pictured myself wearing a diadem and holding a scepter in my hand. Rather, I tried to picture it, but the image evaded my mind and left me staring into a mental haze instead.

      “Of course,” I said at length. “But it won’t be whatever you remember. I know we might have pursued something, well, before Athena found us. But my memory doesn’t go back that far. I’m not the same person.”

      “Nor am I, if you want to get down to it,” said Poseidon. “This is new for me, too. But the time has come for us to move forward, and I just want to know if you’re willing to try.”

      He picked a clamshell from a centerpiece in the middle of the table and presented it to me. “Open it up. It’s for you.”

      My hands shook as I reached forward. “What is this?” I asked, but he didn’t reply. I took the shell from Poseidon and hesitated before opening it, running my fingers along the scalloped rim of the shell. “Are you sure you want to do this?”

      “I’ve wanted this since I first saw you,” he said. “I’ve wanted this every time you came into this palace. When I gave you a human disguise to fight Perseus. When I found you alone on your island at night. I’ve never met anyone like you before.”

      “But what would we be getting ourselves into?” I asked. “I’ve hardly been a model citizen. I can’t seem to stop making mistakes. I’d only drag you down if we were together. Bad judgment is a habit with me.”

      “I have long forgiven all that, and I didn’t want to frighten you,” said Poseidon. “Even gods have rules and expectations to live by. I thought maybe after time had passed, I’d shake the grounds out. A better place with a moon and stars. Somewhere far from my home and yours. But even if it doesn’t turn out like we plan, I’m willing to try this out, if you’ll have me.”

      My breath had stilled almost to nothing, and suddenly I felt faint. “Of course,” I said. “Of course, but there are other things to be considered. When Athena finds out...”

      “The gods rule the land,” he said, still squaring his shoulders in agreement. “They can’t tell us to stay away from each other. And if they do, we don’t have to listen. We’ll throw the rest of them aside, together.”

      “Some of them want me dead.”

      “Some of them want me dead as well,” said Poseidon, staring into the distance. “Athena might be the goddess of wisdom, but the sea has never differentiated between the wise and the foolish, and I won’t either,” he said. “We’ll keep them at bay. They might bother us at first, but if we are determined, what could they do to stop us?”

      A lot. At least to me. Women had been killed before for loving gods, and already I had been turned into a gorgon for the same crime. Back then, even Poseidon had been unable to save me.

      Still, I looked at the shell in my hands and pried it open. Inside I saw a pearl as large as a fingernail, smooth and round. For a moment I didn’t disturb it. I stared in wonder at the shell, fascinated that something so beautiful could grow inside of something so common.

      “The pearl’s fixed,” said Poseidon. “I took it out and attached it to a ring a while back. It would honor me if you wore it in a pledge of our relationship as we move forward with preparations.”

      I pried the ring from the oyster’s meat. Such a fine item of jewelry looked unsuited for me. My skin was grey, blotchy. It was meant for warts. Not pearls. Despite the diet of richer and better foods I found below here, I still looked bloated and mismatched compared to everyone else. The ring glowed in the dim light like it belonged on the hand of a goddess instead. My eyes blurred with tears. “I can’t wear this,” I said. “It’s too nice for me. Ostentatious. What if it catches on something?”

      “I crafted the ring especially for you,” said Poseidon. “Slide it over your finger. Tell me what you think.”

      I swallowed, and my throat burned. Then I fit the ring over my ring finger. The perfection of the fit made me gasp.

      Poseidon took my hand in his and kissed the pearl over the top. “Now you keep this ring safe,” he said. “I’m going to send you back to your sisters. I want you to tell them the news and bring them to my palace after I send for you with a royal escort.”

      “You’re sending me back?” My throat constricted.

      “For a time, so I can prepare the rest of the palace,” he said. “There is a lot of work I wish to complete in the meantime. Until tonight I didn’t know if the effort would pay off, and I think there are other, possibly more serious, changes on the horizon as well. My old rule is coming to an end. Now I will need to speak to the Pantheon and find an easy way to break the news. The palace will need work, besides. I think you will be further from harm’s reach with your sisters.”

      “Do you have to tell the pantheon?” I asked. “They might attack us before we’re ready. I might be turned into something worse.”

      Poseidon drew his shoulders back. “That’s where it gets complicated. If I marry you in public, the gods will hate us for it. If I marry you in private, they will never forgive us the lack of an invitation. My brothers will hear of the matter sooner or later, and if any of them misses the event, we’ll have trouble. Perhaps Zeus can distract Athena with a war in a desert if she still harbors a grudge, and she won’t think to check in on us. But I don’t want you to worry yourself about that. Tell your sisters the good news. I’m sure they will be willing to celebrate.”

      Poseidon kissed the ring on my hand again and then kissed me on the lips. I still loved that he could look me clearly in the eyes and not be affected by my curse. For most of my memory, I could only exchange glances with my sisters. Other people were barred from me by the threat of being turned to stone. I could hardly imagine how all of that was about to change.
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      Late in the next day, I swam back to our cave by following the river in a direct current from Poseidon’s palace on the bottom of the Mediterranean. I brought no luggage with me. My frustrations with my sisters had faded into the distant past, and with my news from Poseidon, I couldn’t wait to see how they would react.

      By the time I reached the grim gray bank that marked the outskirts of my home island, I grabbed the skirt of my robe and wrung some of the water from the folds. It was a heavier garment designed for traveling and rough weather, but it looked like little more than rags now as the water dripped from the pale cloth onto the perpetually rotting sand beneath.

      The gorgon cave reeked of mud and sweat and dead fish. This was the only home I remembered, a hostile world that the three of us inhabited. A place where we sat in the dark and caught fish and occasionally trapped and petrified any heroes or adventurers who came too close.

      Even from the riverbank, our statue collection was the most notable feature of our landscape, adventurers who met their fate with terror etched on their faces, frozen in stone, lifeless. Sometimes when I looked at them in the past, I used to give them names and stories. At one point, that garden of dead heroes had been my principal entertainment. Now I looked at the misshapen gray knobs and their expressions of doomed humanity and shuddered.

      I had changed. Maybe my latest stay with Poseidon had lasted only a month, but my time away had transformed me into a different person, had washed away parts of my gorgon identity and endowed me with elements of the woman who had walked the Earth with my name in a previous life.

      My sisters’ voices gave away their whereabouts as I walked closer.

      “So, Eury, these bones of yours keep pricking my foot. What in Hades do you think you’re doing with them all?” This first voice belonged to Sthenno, our oldest sister. Sthenno’s voice was hard like gravel, abrasive and uncaring. Sthenno defined the order of our operations. She made our decisions and acted as leader whenever the other two of us needed someone to follow.

      Euryale responded tartly. “Don’t touch it! It’s a collage I made out of the fishbones from yesterday’s supper. I thought we could hang it up on the wall when I’m done with it and keep it as a decoration.”

      “A collage? A decoration?”

      “I thought it might make this place feel less like a cave, you know, and more like a home.”

      Euryale was the ugliest of the three of us in terms of conventional beauty, but she spoke with the sweetest voice. When she sang, she outsang even the sirens on their island, even if her lyrics amounted to nonsense and if she cared little to refine her voice.

      Someone spat, almost certainly Sthenno. “Decor is for the weak. What gave you that idea?”

      There was a pause, and I pressed my hand to the door and wondered if I should enter or continue to listen.

      “It’s because I’m lonely,” Euryale enunciated a second later. “This place isn’t the same without... you know, without her. It’s gloomy. I wanted to fill in the emptiness.”

      “If you want it to feel like it did before she left, then you could sit curled up on the bed and boo-hoo yourself to sleep,” said Sthenno. “Medusa was never meant to be one of us. Sitting around here acting like you miss her is just... well, it won’t get anything done. I’m going to clean out the pot for tomorrow’s supper.”

      “The pot Medusa brought in?”

      Sthenno sighed.

      I didn’t have time to step away from the door before Sthenno pushed it open. She was tall and stooped and grayer than usual. She almost ran into me headfirst. When she stopped, bracing herself after the impact, she said nothing at first. Her eyes narrowed and then grew wide, and her snakes stood out from her head almost on end.

      “Hello, Sthenno,” I said. “I’m home.”

      The last that my sisters had seen of me was before Poseidon swept me away. Before I decided it was better for me to leave them, and I didn’t know what to expect when they saw me again.

      Sthenno’s snakes reeled with excitement. “Medusa?” she asked. I’d never seen her surprised like this, and the sight made me giddy.

      “Am I too late for supper?”

      “Medusa?” Sthenno asked a second time, blinking while her snakes further uncoiled from around her scalp. Every single one of their eyes was pinned on me.

      “Sthenno?” asked Euryale from inside the cave. “Is there something wrong? Did somebody come to the door?” She came forward, and when she reached the door she clasped both of her hands over her mouth, covering a grin of ecstatic delight.

      “Hi, Eury,” I said, throwing my arms around her in a hug.

      I’d missed this level of connection. Always before, my sisters had disgusted me, but their monstrous presence made me feel at home now. After all, I wasn’t going to rot away in this cave forever. I left as a gorgon but returned as the future queen of the seas, and for that reason alone, even this cave and the stone gray island around it carried their own brutal meaning and value. And my sisters were the sisters of a queen, even if they didn’t know it.

      Euryale lowered her hands from her mouth, laughed, and hurried back inside. “Medusa! I thought you weren’t going to come back. I thought you’d forgotten about us.”

      Sthenno crossed her arms. She watched me eagerly as I followed Euryale and then closed the door. “So, this is a surprise,” she said. “Your coming back. I thought Poseidon turned you back into a princess and sent you away to a castle on the land.”

      I smiled and shook my head. “I was in Poseidon’s palace the whole time,” I said. “I wanted to come back. I thought of it. I didn’t know if you’d take me after all the trouble I’ve put you through.”

      “What happened?” Sthenno pried, pacing around me in hungry anticipation.

      “You go first,” I said. “Has anything changed since I left?” I looked up in the presumed direction of the table, where I saw a patch of fishbones sticking up out of a scrap of worn leather someone had salvaged from a shipwreck. Leave it to Euryale to assemble such an abomination and call it an artistic collage.

      “Oh, just the usual,” said Euryale. “We caught some fish. We’ve been trying to cook them in the new cauldron, but it’s usually faster just to eat them right away. They’re much fresher that way, too.”

      Sthenno’s snakes hissed at her. “So what’s that you were saying about being in the palace?” she asked, directing her attention to me.

      “Yes,” I said. “Poseidon and I have been seeing each other a lot. He gave me my own chambers.”

      “He did?”

      “Nothing too fancy,” I amended. “I don’t have a role there. Not yet, at least. Not officially, but that was a part of why I wanted to talk to you about.”

      “I should have sensed that something was afoot,” said Sthenno. “Our river shifted its current a week or two back. The water became too clean too fast, and I suspected poison, but it tasted pure. Poseidon seems to have remembered who we are.”

      “Clean water?” No wonder Poseidon had seemed so energized about his recent changes. They went beyond the walls of his castle itself. “He didn’t tell me about that.”

      “What have you been doing together?” Sthenno prodded.

      I pressed against one of my fangs with my tongue. “Having dinner. He tells me that he thinks there will be a change in his reign soon, and I…” I didn’t know how to say the next part, how to bring up our engagement.

      Meanwhile, Euryale had crouched low on her hands and knees while I was speaking. The heads of her snakes clustered around the front of her face, black and thin and all staring at the same thing. “What do you have on your hand?” she asked, pointing.

      I stiffened. I looked down at the ring on my finger and the giant pearl untouched upon it.

      “I’ve never seen anything like that before,” said Euryale, speaking with a soft lisp caused by her fangs. “Where did you find that?”

      I lifted my hand to display the pearl. “It’s a ring,” I said. “It was a gift.”

      “A gift?” asked Euryale.

      “Jewelry,” Sthenno said, scoffing, though she did look fascinated at the unexpected adornment. “So, whatever happened to you over the past weeks? You’ve been living there, dining there. Receiving gifts. Poseidon sent an envoy to tell us you were in good hands, but we never heard anything since. Exactly what position do you hold there?”

      “No position. I’ve just been a guest,” I said. “Poseidon is back at the palace, getting it ready…”

      “Ready for what?” asked Sthenno.

      “Well, you know...” Blood rushed to my cheeks. Suddenly I didn’t have a word for it, for the agreement I had made with Poseidon.

      “Why did he give you a ring? There must have been an occasion.”

      My breath froze for a moment. “Poseidon proposed marriage to me,” I said at last.

      My sisters didn’t know how to react. Sthenno’s snakes fanned out in a wide halo around her head, and Euryale took my hand in hers as she began to pick at the pearl, prying at it until I snatched it back out of her grasp.

      I continued. “He asked me to marry him and become queen of the seas.”

      “I’ll bet you could choke to death on that if you swallowed it,” said Euryale, still more interested in the ring than in the conversation.

      “Marry him? Poseidon?” Sthenno sounded amazed but skeptical. Incredulous.

      “Well, it won’t be for some time yet. We still have a lot to arrange before the ceremony,” I said. “There’s a lot that goes into it, you know. Who to invite. What protections we’ll need...”

      “What food to serve?” asked Euryale.

      “Eury, hush,” said Sthenno.

      “It’s an innocent question,” Euryale snapped, rocking back onto her heels so that her knees popped up at an unseemly height from her kneeling position.

      “And it’s one we haven’t settled,” I said. For a moment my mind spun as I thought of how much things had already changed between my sisters and me. I’d imagined this conversation ever since last night, but so much time had passed since we’d last seen each other that I hadn’t accounted for the need to catch up. “We have some time together before the palace is ready. Poseidon said I could come back and spend some time with you before the necessary early preparations are made. He’ll send an entourage when he is ready for us to go together.”

      Sthenno straightened. A flush of color entered her dark cheeks as she analyzed the situation and worked to arrive at her conclusion of it all. Sthenno cared about propriety. She cared about our station—low but honest—and she sensed danger in my proximity to Poseidon.

      “My head still reels with the thought,” I said. “He only asked me to marry him last night over dinner before sending me back. I haven’t had time myself to think of it. But we have time, and he has a lot of work he wants to complete before he invites me to come back.”

      Now Sthenno’s jaw dropped in shock. “A god?” she asked, shaking her head. “Marry a gorgon? Marry one of us? It’s unthinkable.”

      “Unconventional, perhaps,” I said. “But there’s a first time for everything.”

      “So, I didn’t say unconventional, and I didn’t mean unconventional,” said Sthenno. “It’s unthinkable. Beyond comprehension, and beyond reason.”

      She turned away from me and approached the cauldron we kept for food in the middle of the room. Grabbing a sharp stone from the floor, she pressed her hand inside and began to scrape the surface clean.

      I curled my hand around my ring and twisted it all the way around my finger. Sthenno’s disapproval was one thing I could not easily sway. She had no problem pushing back against me, and there was no easy way to change her mind once she made it up. “Poseidon knows us. He knows everything about us, and he’ll make sure that everything on our end goes well.”

      Sthenno pulled out a wad of gummy fish meat from the bottom of the cauldron and tossed it onto the floor. Then she spat into the cauldron and continued cleaning. “That is because Poseidon, while being a god, is an idealist and almost as bad a dreamer as you,” she said. “Our society is incompatible with that of the gods. Everyone knows that. The more time you and he spend wrapped in each other’s arms, the worse everything else will get on all sides. I’m glad you have enjoyed yourself back at the palace, Medusa, and maybe Poseidon and his lackeys can take you back as a pet. But the moment you and that god become emotionally attached to each other, you’ll see that it can’t happen. Either his people will disapprove, or... or you’ll turn someone into stone. It might not feel like much, but you are tinkering with the established order of the universe.”

      I knew where she was coming from, but the solid nature of her arguments cut through my hopes like a knife. In fact, I respected Sthenno’s concern and her ability to share her thoughts upfront instead of pretending to support something she didn’t. But now I was defenseless and losing ground.

      “He’s taken pains to make sure nothing can happen,” I said. “There aren’t any mirrors, and the glass surfaces are being turned into free-standing bubbles. He said he can handle matters with his family. He’s a god, after all.”

      “I know what he is,” said Sthenno. “I just don’t want you to get hurt again.” She wiped a layer of sweat from her face before turning back to the cauldron.

      “It’s about time we took another trip to the palace,” Euryale mused on her own. She lay belly-down on the floor right now, pricking into the dirt with a spare fishbone that could have fallen out of her collage. “I’ll need to find something to

      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png






OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/black-snake-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/shield-of-glass.jpg






