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One never knows when one’s enemies might need to be
subdued.

 


―ATHENA
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BOOK ONE

THE MARCELLA II


Chapter One: A Rare Find

 


 Hestie took a deep bite of the warm September air
before she dove from the deck of the Marcella II into the
Arabian Sea. She’d swum hundreds of feet on the heels of Poros when
it dawned on her that she could breathe underwater.

“I’m a goddess,” she reminded herself. “I’m the
goddess of languages and international relations.”

And, because she could, she said those words—though
they were a mouthful—in seventy-five other languages as she
descended.

Poros, son of Zeus and lord of the sky, led her
down—nearly ten thousand feet toward the ocean floor.

Even though it had been four weeks since she and her
brother, Hermie, had become the newest gods in the pantheon, she
still hadn’t grown used to the liberty of not having to wear a wet
suit, diving gear, or mask. The weighted belt and flippers were the
only accessories she and Poros needed, besides their swimming suits
and the netted crossbody bags they wore to carry their finds.

They soon reached the uneven floor and picked
through sand, rocks, and seashells. Unlike the last place they’d
searched a few weeks ago, this place was desolate—not a living
thing in sight.

After a while, Hestie approached a boulder the size
of a Volkswagen Beetle. Poros swam up behind her just as she gave
it a shove, revealing the mouth of a cave.

Did you know about this? she asked him
telepathically.

Poros shook his head. His hair swished in the water
like the short tentacles of a yellow sea anemone. I’ve never
searched this spot before.

Together they peered into the darkness. Hestie was
glad for the benefit of god-sight, which enabled her to see without
a dot of light.

Within a few feet of the opening, the cave veered
sharply to the left. It was impossible to know where it led or what
it contained without entering it.

Should we go for it? Hestie asked.

We should stay on task. Jinsoo and Captain will be
here any minute and will wonder where we’ve gone.

She rolled her eyes. Sometimes Poros could be too
much like her brother.

You stay, she said. I’m going in.

Her job was to look for treasure, not to explore
caves, and it was unlikely that any of the treasure from the
Camille—a ship of Prometheus’s which had sunk in the Arabian
Sea in the 1970’s—would have made it past the giant boulder and
into this small cave. Nevertheless, she swam inside to have a look
around.

She wasn’t surprised when Poros followed.

The opening was only a few feet in diameter. Hestie
propelled herself through the tunnel by pulling on the rocky floor
beneath her. This helped her to avoid scraping her back along the
top of the cave as it veered right.

Bracing herself for what might be waiting just
around the bend, Hestie expected to find an eel, octopus, or other
sea creature hiding in the crevices of the rock, but, as she veered
left and right again, she found the cave to be as desolate as the
rest of the area.

It came to a dead-end in a chamber not much bigger
than her bathroom on the Marcella II.

This would make a great hiding place, she
said to Poros.

For lovers? he asked with his brows
lifted.

She smirked. For treasure.

She swam into his arms and gave him a kiss. It
wasn’t easy to do underwater, but, when he cupped her cheeks and
kissed her again, she tightened the embrace and enjoyed the feel of
his warm body against hers.

We better go look for Jinsoo and Captain, he
said.

Mood killer.

Poros laughed.

As she was about to follow him from the cave, she
noticed a small wooden box—no bigger than a shoe—tucked into a
crevice.

What’s this? she said.

She pulled it free.

Poros returned to her side as she opened it.

She gasped, nearly choking on the sudden intake of
water.

The box was filled with gold coins.

 


Hermie sat beside Mina on the flybridge of the
Marcella II and grinned at the look she was giving him.

“Let’s just try it,” he said. “If we ruin Jinsoo’s
kimchi, Captain will have no choice but to take us to shore for
more food. And you know what that means.”

She arched a brow. “Mr. Burger?”

“Or its equivalent,” he said.

“I don’t know. Captain might make us starve.”

“He wouldn’t.”

“I thought you don’t need as much food, now that you
a god,” she said in her broken English.

Hermie sighed. “I may not need it, but a burger sure
sounds good. Doesn’t it? Besides, I think that kimchi is
expired.”

“Kimchi don’t expire for a long, long time.”

Hermie cocked his head to the side. “I think that’s
more of an ideology than a fact.”

Chidori chirped, “Hilarious! Hilarious!” from where
she perched on the helm.

Mina giggled, even though, being mortal, she
couldn’t understand the language of animals. To her, the yellow
canary’s sounds were nothing more than tweets.

“In orphanage, one batch of kimchi last two month,”
Mina said.

“You’re used to it,” he said. “But I’m used to
hamburgers and French fries and nachos and just about anything that
isn’t kimchi.”

Mina climbed to her feet. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

“Really?” Hermie hadn’t thought she would agree,
and, now that she had, he was having second thoughts. He didn’t
want to make Prometheus angry. “I don’t know. Maybe it’s not such a
good idea.”

She sank back into her chair. “No. It bad idea.
Captain will be mad. He don’t like waste.”

“You’re right,” Hermie said. “How long do you think
they’ll be gone?”

“Two hour. Three hour.” She shrugged.

“That long?”

“Why? You want to watch Naruto?”

“We’ve seen every episode.”

“So?”

“Not again!” Chidori chirped.

Hermie said to Mina, “You could have gone with the
others.”

“I want to stay with you!”

Becoming a god hadn’t changed his dislike of
swimming. He’d rather avoid encounters with slimy, creepy, and
sharp-toothed creatures if there were other people willing to dive
in his place. He was the god of technology, after all, and he
preferred to be in front of a computer screen than almost anywhere
else.

He gave Mina a once-over. She looked cute in her
skimpy bathing suit with her black hair tied in pigtails. She had
claimed to be working on her tan, but he sensed she enjoyed showing
off.

“You want to play a game?” she asked. “I can get
Jinsoo’s Yu-Gi-Oh cards. Or we could play Urban
Fighter.”

He had a better idea but was too shy to say it.

“You want to kiss me?” she asked.

He laughed. “You read my mind. Want to sit on my
lap?”

“Oooh. In Captain’s chair? That funny. We make out
in Captain’s chair.”

“Chidori, why don’t you keep watch for Jinsoo and
the others on the lower deck?”

“Fine,” she chirped before flying away.

Hermie folded Mina onto his lap and pressed his lips
to hers.

“You taste like kimchi,” he said with a frown.

“Oh, stop saying kimchi and kiss me.”

Unable to get past the sour taste in her mouth, he
moved his lips to her neck.

“I like that,” she said.

He chuckled. Every time they made out, Mina gave him
a play-by-play of her feelings.

“That spot there,” she said when he kissed her
shoulder. “You make me crazy, Hermie!”

“But you’re glad I brought you back from the dead?”
he teased.

“Not again!” she said, chuckling. “How many time you
want me to thank you?”

“I’m sorry. Never again.”

“You said that yesterday!”

The sound of fluttering wings too large to be
Chidori’s made Hermie lift his head in time to see a gray owl land
on the center mast.

He cleared his throat before saying, “Hello,
Athena.”

The owl flew from the mast to the bridge and morphed
into the goddess of wisdom, her long black hair blowing away from
her face as she turned her bright gray eyes on him.

“Sorry to interrupt,” she said with a smile. “I have
something for Poros.”

She didn’t look very sorry to Hermie as Mina jumped
from his lap and returned to her own seat.

“He’s not here,” Hermie said of Athena’s brother.
“He’s out diving.”

“Is Prometheus diving, too?” Athena asked.

Hermie smiled. It wasn’t the first time Athena had
used her brother as an excuse to see Prometheus.

Mina nodded. “With Jinsoo. They be back in two hour
or so.”

“They’re here! They’re here!” Chidori chirped.

Just then, Prometheus emerged from the sea near the
lower deck at the back of the boat, his dark curly hair and beard
flattened by the water, until he shook it out like a dog, and the
curls returned. Three other heads popped up with him.

Mina jumped to her feet. “They back already? That
was fast!”

Athena flew to the lower deck to meet the divers.
Hermie and Mina followed on foot.

“We found something!” Hestie cried as she climbed
aboard.

“Oh, hi, Athena,” Poros said, as he flew from the
water to the lower deck.

“Hey, little brother.”

Prometheus followed. “Hello, Athena. Welcome
aboard.”

As soon as Jinsoo climbed from the water and onto
the deck, Chidori perched onto his shoulder.

Jinsoo grinned. “Hi, Chidori! Miss me?”

Chidori gave him a playful tweet.

“What did you find?” Athena asked.

Hestie took a small box from her bag and opened
it.

Hermie and the others huddled close to get a view of
its contents.

“Are we rich?” Mina asked.

“Those are ancient Persian darics,” Athena said.

Prometheus took one from the box and turned it over
in his hand. “That’s exactly right. And each coin is worth over
three thousand euros.”

“How many coins are in there?” Jinsoo asked. “Fifty?
A hundred?”

“Let’s count and find out,” Hestie suggested as
Prometheus returned the coin to the box.

They followed Hestie up to the salon and into a
u-shaped booth with windows overlooking the main deck on the bow.
The teens sat around the table to help her count. Chidori remained
on Jinsoo’s shoulder, as usual.

While the others counted, Hermie listened to
Prometheus and Athena, who were speaking together in the food prep
space by the refrigerator—what to the other members of the crew was
the galley but would always be a kitchen to
Hermie.

“What brings you here?” Prometheus asked. “Not that
you need an excuse for a visit.”

“I found something else of my father’s that I want
Poros to have.” Athena opened her palms to reveal a pair of what
looked like silver cuffs. “I thought he might like these.”

“Indeed.” Prometheus took one of the cuffs and
turned it over in his hand. “Fine white gold, is it?”

Athena shook her head. “It’s adamantine. The
strongest element there is—the only one that gods can’t break.”

“I’ve seen these cuffs before—on my own wrists, I
believe.”

“My father warded them, to prevent the wearer from
conjuring weapons or from…”

“God travel. Yes, I know. Did you find his
adamantine chains as well?” Prometheus asked with a frown. “The
ones he used to chain me to a rock as his eagle ate my liver each
day?”

“I kept those for myself, along with two other sets
of cuffs just like these,” she said.

“I don’t think Poros will find them of any
value—except sentimental, perhaps.”

Athena furrowed her brows. “One never knows when
one’s enemies might need to be subdued.”

“Your brother has no enemies.”

“Don’t be naïve,” Athena said.

When Prometheus glanced his way, Hermie averted his
eyes, back to the table and to the coin counting.

But Hermie listened as Athena added, “He’s the lord
of the sky and the most powerful of the Olympians. You don’t think
that warrants him a few enemies, especially now, while we’re
adjusting to the new order?”

Before Prometheus could reply, Hestie and the other
teens cried out, “Sixty-seven!”

“How much is that worth, Captain?” Hestie asked.

Prometheus stepped out from behind a counter to give
the coins a closer look. “I know a collector on the island of Malta
who would give us a half a million euros for these coins.”

“Wow!” Jinsoo cried. “That a lot, right?”

“Right,” Poros said with a laugh.

“Wait a minute,” Mina said. “If you are gods, why
can’t you make money? Why you dive for treasure and sell
it?”

“I’m pretty sure Captain has already answered that
question,” Hermie said.

“Not for Mina and Jinsoo, I haven’t,” Prometheus
said. “You see, Mina, if I create money out of nothing, the value
of all money goes down.”

“It’s called inflation,” Hermie added.

“So?” Mina said. “Who cares? More money is more
money!”

“Would you rather have a hundred silver US dollars
or a hundred pennies?” Hermie asked her.

“Dollars, of course!” Mina said.

“If gods make more money out of nothing, then the
dollars will become pennies. They won’t be worth dollars anymore.
All money will go down in value.”

“Oh!” she said. “I see! I see!”

“These coins will buy a lot of medical supplies and
technology for communities in need,” Prometheus said. “Good work,
Hestie.”

Hestie beamed.

“When you make me and Mina gods, Poros?” Jinsoo
asked in his broken English. “It not fair, you know? My sister and
I work so hard. Everything easy for you.”

“Remember what I said?” Poros asked. “If you still
want to become immortal on your fifteenth birthday, I’ll do it
then.”

“That three more months,” Jinsoo said.

“It’s a big decision,” Prometheus added.

“Are you sure that’s a good idea?” Athena asked her
brother. “You can’t keep turning mortals into gods, Poros. There’s
a balance that must be maintained, and there are existing gods who
will feel threatened when it’s upset.”

Poros’s cheeks turned red. Hermie felt the blood
rush to his own cheeks, too. Did Athena resent Poros for turning
Hermie and Hestie into gods?

“Just these two,” Poros said of Mina and Jinsoo. “No
more after that. We couldn’t have won against Zeus without
them.”

“They’ve got a point,” Prometheus agreed.

“I suppose you can take it up with the council,”
Athena said. “You’ll need the support of other gods to make it
happen.”

Poros shrugged.

“So, now what?” Athena asked. “Is the Marcella
II heading for Malta?”

“Indeed, it is!” Prometheus smiled from ear to ear.
Then he said, “Poros, pull up the anchor!”

“Yes, Captain!” Poros left for the lower deck.

“Mina and Jinsoo, prepare to hoist the mains!”
Prometheus cried.

“On it, Captain!” Mina said as she followed her
brother to the main deck.

“Hermie and Hestie, coil and stow the lines!”

“Yes, Captain!” Hestie said with a chuckle as she
and Hermie followed the others.

As the teens prepared to sail, Prometheus and Athena
flew to the flybridge.

Once they were travel-ready, Prometheus cried, “To
Malta!”


Chapter Two: The Best Laid Plans

High school was nothing
compared to this,” Gertie said to her best friend, Nikita, over
coffee at the student center at the Athens Conservatoire.

“Tell me about it,” Nikita said before taking a sip
of her latte.

“At least you’ve had some success,” Gertie
pointed out. “Who gets cast in a musical during their first year?
Nikita Angelis, ladies and gentlemen!”

“Oh, stop. It was beginner’s luck. I look the
part: dark hair, dark eyes, small, female.”

“I think you just described over thirty percent of
the student body.”

“It’s not a big part,” Nikita said.

“Well, I’m flunking photography. Who flunks
photography?” In a muttered voice she said, “Gertrude
Morgan, ladies and gentlemen.”

“You aren’t flunking. It’s only our third week. Quit
being so dramatic.”

“Maybe I should have auditioned for the musical,”
Gertie said.

They both laughed.

“Maybe not,” Nikita said in between giggles.

“Seriously,” Gertie said. “I don’t think I can do
this. I can’t produce on demand. I can only do it when the muse
strikes me. All these assignments and deadlines—they’re ruining my
mojo.”

“Don’t give up so soon. You just started. You’ll get
your groove.”

Gertie took a sip of her latte. “I don’t know. I was
such a good student when it came to memorizing facts. Maybe I
should go back to my plan of becoming a librarian.”

“That wouldn’t be the worst thing, since you love
books.”

“True. I think I would love it, actually.”

Nikita’s phone, which was sitting beside her cup on
the table, vibrated.

“It’s Lajos. Hold on.” Into the phone, Nikita said,
“Hey, babe!” After a beat, she frowned. “Oh, no. Okay. I’ll tell
her. Keep me posted, and I’ll do the same.”

“What’s wrong?” Gertie asked.

“It’s Hector. He got kicked out of the police
academy and took off in his car. He wouldn’t tell Klaus or Lajos
where he was going. Lajos said he didn’t go home.”

“Oh, no.” She called his number. When Hector’s
recorded voice played on her phone, she said, “It went straight to
voice mail.”

Gertie had known that Hector was struggling in the
academy. They’d commiserated in the evenings together over their
shortcomings in their respective fields. She’d pointed out that, as
the son of Hephaestus, Hector should consider a craft. Or, since
his mother was a daughter of Apollo, maybe he should go into
medicine. Gertie suspected that Hector had chosen the police
academy because that’s what Klaus and Lajos were doing.

Maybe she had chosen the conservatoire for the same
reason: to be with her friend.

She really would rather be a librarian. What
was she doing at the Athens Conservatoire?

Gertie sent Hector a text: Please call.

“Do you have any idea where he might have gone?”
Nikita asked her.

“Yes,” Gertie said. “Let’s go.”

Gertie drove her new Porsche—a high school
graduation gift from her parents—across town toward the acropolis.
She didn’t go to the acropolis proper, but along another road that
led to her favorite bookstore.

“Hector’s not much of a reader,” Nikita said as
Gertie parked the car. “Why would he come here?”

“He wouldn’t.” Gertie climbed from her seat. “Come
on.”

“Are we going to the Music Factory?”

“No. Hephaestus’s Temple.”

“Ah, yes. That makes sense.”

The two friends hurried along the road uphill to
where Hector sat on a ledge overlooking the ruins of the ancient
agora—what was once the town square of Athens.

“Hey,” he said as they reached him.

“Hey,” the girls replied as they sat on either side
of him.

“You didn’t answer your phone,” Gertie said.

“It died. My car charger doesn’t work.”

“Oh,” Gertie said.

Hector glanced at Nikita. “I guess you heard.”

Nikita nodded. “I’m sorry.”

Gertie took his hand. “Are you okay?”

“I screwed up. I can’t believe I screwed up so
badly.”

“What happened?” Nikita asked. “You should have been
at the top of your class.”

“You’re right. I thought I had it in the bag. I
guess I should have tried harder.”

“Can’t you talk to your captain?” Gertie asked.

“I did. I begged him to give me another chance.”

“What did he say?” Nikita asked.

“I can try again next year.”

“Oh, well, that’s not so bad, then,” Nikita
said.

“I’d rather not waste a whole year,” he said. “I’ve
been a warrior for this city since I was twelve years old. I’m
stronger and faster than any other demigod in Athens. How could I
have let this happen? My mom’s probably turning over in her
grave.”

“She’s in the Elysian Fields,” Gertie said.

Hector shrugged. “It’s just an expression.”

“It was a hard lesson,” Nikita said. “But you’ve
learned it. Now quit being a baby and move on. Where do you go from
here?”

Hector shrugged again. “That’s why I came up here. I
was hoping for some inspiration from my father.”

Gertie squeezed Hector’s hand and closed her eyes to
pray to any god who would listen.

They sat together in silence for many minutes as the
sun prepared to set. Gertie wondered if Helios could see them
sitting there, looking up at him.

Their silence was broken by a howl in the distance.
On closer inspection, Gertie noticed a golden wolf bounding toward
them through the ruins in the ancient agora.

Hector jumped to his feet. “Is that Apollo?”

Gertie and Nikita stood up beside Hector.

“I think so,” Gertie said.

Twenty meters below them, the wolf came to a halt
and transformed into a beautiful god with light brown hair—just a
shade darker than Hector’s and Gertie’s but lighter than
Nikita’s—and emerald eyes that sparkled in the afternoon sunlight.
He wore a quiver full of silver arrows and a bow across his
back.

“I’ve had a vision,” Apollo said. “Soon you’ll be
called to sea for an important cause. Be ready, Hector and
Gertrude.”

Then the god returned to his wolf form and barreled
away.

 


That evening, the teens met up at Hector’s house, as
usual.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Hector asked
Gertie, where they sat around on couches in the living room.

Gertie held the last bottle of wine she had from
Dionysus. Any wine would increase her powers, but the wine from her
father gave her the special power of foresight.

“If Apollo took the trouble to tell us about his
vision, it must be important,” she said just before she took three
gulps of the wine.

Within seconds, the room spun, and Gertie fell back
against the couch cushions. Then everything around her became as
black as pitch, except for one tiny spot of light across the room.
She stared at the light, her entire body trembling. Her ears filled
with the buzzing of bees.

As the light moved closer to her, it expanded,
blocking out everything else in the room. She saw herself floating
near the ceiling. Someone with long, coarse, dark curly hair was
leaning over her. Gertie felt a sting at her throat before she was
awash with euphoria. She watched herself across the room, floating
near the ceiling, as the curly-haired person turned to look at
Gertie where she lay across the couch cushions.

The curly-haired person was a girl—a vampire—with
fangs dripping with Gertie’s blood.

Gertie gasped.

The vision left her and was replaced by the worried
faces of her friends.

“Are you okay?” Hector asked.

Gertie blinked. “Um, yeah. I think so.”

“Did you see anything?” Klaus, Nikita’s older
brother, asked.

“Yes. I saw a vampire drinking my blood.”

Gertie noticed Klaus shiver.

“I haven’t seen a vampire since the uprising,”
Nikita said. “Aren’t they serving Hades as reapers or
something?”

Lajos nodded. “Most are, I think. Not all. Not all
wanted that lifestyle.”

“Which makes no sense,” Klaus said. “They’re
guaranteed blood from a fresh corpse just before they deliver the
soul to Charon. What vampire wouldn’t want that? It’s better than
living in caves and tricking unsuspecting mortals, like in the old
days.”

“Or preying on mortals who become addicted to their
powers,” Nikita added.

Gertie felt the blood leave her face. That had been
her just over a year ago. She’d loved the feeling that the vampire
virus gave her during the six hours it was in her system after
being bitten. She’d been addicted to the powers of flight,
invisibility, strength, and mind control. Specifically, she’d been
addicted to Jeno, though, at the time, she thought it was love.

She still wondered if it might have been both.

“We all agreed that forced servitude would be
wrong,” Hector reminded them. “So, naturally, a few outliers will
go their own way. There’s still at least a dozen vampires who hang
out in the streets of downtown Athens at night and sleep in caves
beneath the acropolis during the day.”

Gertie shivered at memories of Jeno and his sister,
Calandra.

Nikita leaned closer to Gertie. “Do you think your
vision is related to Apollo’s?”

“I don’t know,” she said.

“You saw nothing related to the sea?” Klaus
asked.

Gertie shook her head.

Nikita turned to Lajos. “Hey, babe. Do you think
your mom might know anything?”

“I suppose it’s possible,” Lajos said. “I’m supposed
to visit her next month, but I could go sooner.”

“That would be great,” Nikita said. “Can we all go?
All five of us?”

 


A few days later, on Saturday afternoon, Gertie
drove her friends from Athens to Parga. Along the way, she told
them bits and pieces she had learned about Alecto since the last
time she had seen her.

“According to Hesiod,” Gertie said to her friends
from behind the wheel, “Alecto is a fan of snakes. So, I thought
she might enjoy this pair of earrings I found at a boutique near
the acropolis.”

“Cool!” Nikita said.

“That was nice of you,” Lajos said. “But I can tell
you what you want to know about my mother. You don’t have to
conduct research.”

“Do you know me at all?” Gertie said with a
laugh.

“Obviously not,” Hector said from the passenger’s
seat. “Let her do her research. She gets irritable if she can’t be
the expert in all things.”

Gertie punched Hector playfully on the shoulder.
“Not true.”

“Yeah, right,” Nikita said laughing.

“Are you guys saying I’m a know-it-all?” Gertie
asked.

“Your words, not mine,” Hector said before he kissed
her cheek.

They stopped for dinner around five o’clock in
Agrinio and arrived at dusk at the marina, where they rented a
boat.

This was the first time Gertie had returned since
her friend Jeno had died. As they reached the end of the dock,
where their rental was waiting, she wiped a tear from her
cheek.

“You okay?” Hector asked as he helped her onto the
boat.

She nodded and sat on the bench behind the captain’s
chair. Nikita sat between her and Lajos. Klaus took the swivel seat
at the front of the boat, and Hector, who had the most experience
operating boats, took the captain’s chair, where he brought the
engine to life.

“This is supposed to be a fun adventure,” Nikita
said beside her. “Lighten up.”

Gertie shrugged. “I don’t have a good feeling about
this.”

It took them half an hour to reach the place where
the Acheron met the Cocytus River near the ruins of the
Necromanteion—an ancient temple devoted to Hades and Persephone.
Darkness had fallen, along with a chill that made Gertie shiver as
they docked the boat and climbed ashore. Using the flashlight app
on their phones to guide them, the five teens followed the lonely
path to the ruins.

Lajos, whose vibrant red hair seemed brighter in the
moonlight, led them to an underground tunnel. Below them was an
uneven path, but above them were beautiful stone arches evenly
spaced like something one would find in an ancient castle. They
followed the tunnel until it came to a cave glistening with
moonlight that shone through cracks above them onto a pool of water
at their feet.

They stopped at the edge of the pool.

“I’ll call my mom,” Lajos said as he closed his eyes
and lifted his palms.

Gertie and Nikita exchanged glances. Gertie knew
Nikita was nervous, as she should be. Alecto the Unceasing was a
terrifying Fury who punished the souls of evildoers in Tartarus.
They’d met Lajos’s mother a year ago during the vampire uprising.
The meeting hadn’t been long, but it had been long enough. Gertie
wondered if Lajos planned to introduce Nikita as his
girlfriend.

“Here,” Gertie said as she handed the earrings to
Nikita. “You should give them to her.”

“Thanks.” Nikita forced a smile, though she was
clearly scared to death.

From across the pool, a set of twinkling lights,
like fireflies, appeared and floated toward them. Once they were
less than twenty feet away, the goddess appeared. Her golden eyes
were fierce, and her red hair was spiked. Her face was pale and
beautiful, like an artfully chiseled statue. A thick snake curled
around her neck, poised to strike.

Gertie wondered where her wings were. The last time
Alecto had appeared to them, she’d worn pale green wings, shaped
like the wings of a bat.

“Mother,” Lajos said. “Thank you for coming.”

“I’m glad to see you, Lajos,” the Fury said. “But
I’m alarmed. You’re early. Is something wrong?”

“Apollo appeared to Gertie, Hector, and Nikita,”
Lajos said. “You met them last year, remember?”

“Indeed,” the goddess said.

Gertie wasn’t sure if she should say hello or keep
quiet, so she gave the goddess a nod as Lajos continued.

“Apollo said that he’d had a vision in which Hector
and Gertie were called to sea for an important mission. Do you know
anything about this?”

“No, I’m afraid not. I can ask around. Hecate might
know. She has visions, too.”

Gertie sighed, hiding her disappointment.

“Thank you,” Lajos said.

The Fury moved closer and put a hand on her son’s
shoulder. “It’s so good to see you. I worry about you, with your
father gone. Would you be terribly frightened if I came to visit
you now and then?”

“Frightened? I’d be happy, Mother. I’m always happy
to see you.” Lajos kissed her cheek.

The goddess smiled at Lajos and then turned to
Hector. “Thank you for being a friend and for inviting him to share
your home.”

Hector bowed as he said, “It’s my pleasure,
goddess.”

Then she turned to Nikita. “And you, my dear.”

Nikita gave the Fury a hopeful smile.

“If you break my son’s heart, I’ll break your
neck.”

Nikita’s mouth and eyes became wide.

Then Alecto laughed. It sounded like a cackle. “I’m
only joking.”

Gertie chuckled but Nikita’s face remained pale.

“For you, goddess,” Nikita said as she held out the
earrings.

“How beautiful. Thank you.” Alecto took the gift and
turned to his son. “Are you still enjoying the police academy?”

“I love it. It feels like it’s what I was meant to
do.”

Gertie wanted to give Hector’s hand a reassuring
squeeze but thought her pity would make him feel worse, so she
didn’t.

“I’m glad to hear that,” Alecto said. “You’ll make a
fine officer.”

“How are things in Tartarus?” Lajos asked.

“Busy.” Alecto laughed.

Gertie and her friends laughed, too.

“Do more people end up there than in the Elysian
Fields?” Nikita asked.

“No, but many people start there,” Alecto said.
“Before they move on to the fields, they need to be purged of their
guilt and regret.”

“Does that take a long time?” Klaus asked.

“More for some than others,” Alecto said with a
grin.

Then Klaus said, “Would it be possible for us to see
the form you take in Tartarus?”

“Be careful what you ask for,” Alecto said.

“Please?” Gertie asked.

Alecto combed her fingers through her spiky, red
hair. “I’d hate to make my son afraid of me.”

“That would never happen,” Lajos said.

“Okay, then,” Alecto said. “You asked for it.”

Her spiky hair transformed into dozens of red
snakes, with red eyes, fangs, and slithering tongues. Alecto’s eyes
were equally red, with blood dripping from them. Green wings, as
thin as paper, emerged from her back. Each wing had a green claw on
its tip. Her hands also became claws, and when she opened her
mouth, it was filled with sharp teeth.

Gertie and her friends took several steps back from
the horrifying sight. It was only a few seconds before Alecto
returned to her beautiful form, but it had been long enough to
leave a lasting feeling of terror in Gertie’s chest. From the
expressions on her friends’ faces, she suspected they felt the
same.

Even Lajos was no longer smiling.

“I warned you,” Alecto said. “But don’t forget how
important my work is. People who do bad things would never find
peace if it weren’t for me and my sisters.”

“I know that, Mom,” Lajos said. “It was just a
shock, that’s all.”

“I thought you looked sexy as hell,” Klaus said with
a smile.

“Klaus!” Nikita punched her brother’s shoulder.

Alecto laughed. “I need to get back to work.”

“Thanks for meeting me.” Lajos took Nikita’s hand as
his mother turned to go.

“I’ll come to you if I learn anything about Apollo’s
prophecy,” the Fury said before she vanished into a collection of
sparkling lights.

“Sorry, guys,” Lajos said, once they were alone in
the quiet cave. “I guess this was a waste of time for you.”

“Are you kidding?” Klaus said. “It’s never a waste
of time to see a goddess, especially one as badass as your
mother.”

“It wasn’t a waste,” Hector agreed as they followed
the tunnel in the direction from which they had come. “Your mom
will ask around for us, and maybe she’ll learn something.”


Chapter Three: Trouble at Sea

I’m literally about to die
of starvation,” Hermie said from where he stood on the upper deck
beside Mina on the Marcella II.

Hestie threw her head back and laughed at her
brother. “That saying was so much more dramatic when we were
mortals. Now, it just sounds silly.”

“Technically, I can still starve to death,” Hermie
insisted. “I just won’t stay dead.”

“Come on, Captain,” Mina said. “We stop soon.
Yes?”

Helios, the sun god, was already dropping in the
west, causing the temperature to drop along with him.

“Yes,” Prometheus said. “We’re nearly there.”

“And where is there?” Poros asked.

“Port Said,” Prometheus replied.

“Yes!” Poros clapped his hands and then high-fived
Jinsoo. “That means Dallas Burger!”

“Yippee ki yay, Rubber Ducky!” Jinsoo said.

Hestie giggled at Jinsoo, but the expression on her
brother’s face soon had her in stitches. He looked like someone
who’d just been told he’d won the lottery.

“Did you say burger?” Hermie asked with tears
in his eyes.

“Yes!” Mina cried. “Dallas Burger almost as good as
Mr. Burger!”

“Almost?” Hestie asked.

“I’ll take it!” Hermie said as he did a little dance
on the deck.

Chidori whistled at him, making everyone laugh.

Less than an hour later, just before dusk, they
docked at the Egyptian port and walked the short distance to the
hamburger joint. It felt strange to Hestie to walk on solid land
after spending so many days at sea. It reminded her of the feeling
of walking after being on ice skates for many hours.

She liked that Poros held her hand as they walked to
the restaurant. They hadn’t really talked about their relationship,
and sometimes she wasn’t sure if they were on the same page. On the
boat, they always sat together, like Hermie and Mina. And they
stole kisses from one another when the others weren’t looking.
They’d even made out a few times while the others were busy with
other things. But Hestie wasn’t sure if Poros liked her as much as
she liked him.

“Why is Athena not coming?” Jinsoo asked
Captain.

“I don’t think Dallas Burger is her style,”
Prometheus said.

Poros grinned. “She doesn’t know what she’s
missing.”

When they reached the counter, Hermie asked, “Can I
order two burgers, Captain?”

“Get whatever you want,” he said. “I’m not the food
Nazi.”

“They have nachos,” Poros said to Hestie. “Want to
share a platter?”

“Do you have to ask?”

They found a table near a window overlooking the
marina. Hestie watched in disbelief as her brother gulped down his
burgers.

“Are those tears in your eyes?” she asked him.

“No. Maybe. I plead the fifth, on the grounds that
answering may incriminate me.”

“He hasn’t eaten at all,” Mina said.

“Nothing?” Poros asked. “For three weeks?”

“He hate kimchi,” Mina explained.

“No offense,” Hermie quickly said to Jinsoo, who was
the one who’d prepared it.

Jinsoo waved his hand. “It not for everybody.”

“Can we buy some snacks for Hermie?” Mina asked.

“For me, too,” Jinsoo said. “Believe it or not, I’m
tired of kimchi.”

“We’ll buy more supplies in Malta,” the captain
said.

Hestie saw a familiar figure across the room.
Although he had a baseball cap pulled down low on his brow, she’d
recognize those turquoise eyes and that sun-bleached beard and hair
anywhere. She blinked and rubbed her eyes. Then she leaned across
the table and said to Prometheus, “Am I seeing things, or is that
Poseidon sitting over there with a group of sailors?”

Prometheus turned to look. Then he muttered, “Well,
well, well. What do we have here?”

Poseidon noticed them and lifted his brows with
surprise. Hestie tried not to stare but found herself glancing over
at him throughout her meal. She was disappointed when he left
without coming over to say hello, but she decided not to ask him
about it telepathically, since he was probably busy.

“I wonder why he didn’t come over,” Poros said.

“I’m sure he didn’t want to draw attention to
himself,” Prometheus said.

They finished their meal and headed back to the
boat, stopping on the way to buy sunflower seeds for Chidori. When
they reached the Marcella II, they found Poseidon waiting
for them on the upper deck—what the others called the flybridge. He
looked like a beacon beneath the moonlight, shining nearly as
bright as the moon itself.

Hestie glanced around. The neighboring docks were
empty of people.

Always cautious of blending in among mortals,
Prometheus climbed onto the boat, rather than fly. Hestie and the
other gods did the same. Mina and Jinsoo followed.

When they reached the upper deck, Prometheus said,
“Hello, Poseidon.”

“Hello, Prometheus. I can’t tell you how glad I am
to have crossed paths with you.”

Poseidon acknowledged Hestie and the other teens
with a nod of his head but said nothing by way of greeting.

“That’s an exceptional compliment, coming from you,”
Prometheus said.

“If truth be told, I need your help.”

“How can I be of service?” the captain asked.

“Those sailors you saw me sitting with…they didn’t
know who I was. I came to them because they and others like them
have been praying to me nonstop for months on end about the same
pirate ship, and I was fishing for information.”

“Pirates are common in these waters,” Poros pointed
out.

“Indeed, they are,” Prometheus said.

“Quite right,” the god of the sea agreed. “However,
this particular vessel has eluded me and my warriors time and time
again. It’s known as the Tarantula.”

“That’s a strange name for a ship,” Hestie
muttered.

“It really is,” her brother said. “Tarantulas are
nocturnal carnivores who literally live in dirt.”

“This vessel may not live in dirt,” Poseidon said,
“but it appears to be nocturnal—only attacks at night. That’s one
of the reasons it’s been so hard to stop.”

“One of the reasons?” Prometheus asked. “What
are the others?”

“The sailors say the pirates are monsters with
superhuman strength,” Poseidon said.

“That can’t be true, can it?” Poros asked.

“Sailors and their legends,” Prometheus said with a
shake of his head. “They’re more dramatic than teenagers.” Then,
glancing at his crew, he added, “No offense.”

Hestie smiled and rolled her eyes.

“You’re right to say that sailors love their
stories,” Poseidon conceded, “but I haven’t heard prayers like
these in many years.”

“You think there’s some truth about the pirates
being monsters, then?” Poros asked.

“I’ve never heard of such a thing before,” Poseidon
said. “At any rate, I’d be grateful to you if you’d keep an eye out
for the Tarantula.”

“Where was it last seen?” Prometheus asked.

“A boat was attacked last week not far from the
island of Crete. The prayers of the victims align with others I’ve
heard—monster pirates with super-human strength and speed.”

“We’re headed in that direction,” Poros said.

“We’ll look for the Tarantula and let you
know if we spot her,” Prometheus added.

“You have my thanks,” Poseidon said before he
disappeared.

Hestie turned to Prometheus. “What do you think,
Captain?”

“I think a story has a way of taking on a life of
its own. There’s a kernel of truth that sets things in motion, but
I doubt this talk of monsters with superhuman strength looks
anything like that original kernel.”

Hestie glanced at Hermie, who shrugged and said, “I
agree with Captain. It’s highly unlikely that there are monsters on
these waters that the god of the sea doesn’t know about.”

Jinsoo took a handful of sunflower seeds from the
bag and fed Chidori, who chirped her thanks.

“Why wait for morning?” Prometheus said. “Let’s set
sail tonight. Unless Mina and Jinsoo are too tired?”

“Not at all, Captain!” Mina said.

“Let’s do it, mother trucker!” Jinsoo cried.

The crew got to work preparing the ship.

While Poros hoisted the mainsail of the center mast,
Hestie coiled the line. She caught him checking her out as she bent
over the line.

“Like what you see?” she teased.

“It’s the best view on the seven seas.”

She busted out laughing. “I think you ate too much
cheese with those nachos, Poros.”

 


Once the Marcella II was underway in the open
sea, Hermie, Mina, and Jinsoo went below deck to Hermie’s room to
play Urban Fighter on the three personal computers he’d set
up for that purpose. Hermie sat between his friends at the wooden
desk that ran the length of his cabin below a portal to the sea. At
night, the portal was nothing more than a circle of darkness to
mortal eyes, but, with his god vision, Hermie saw all manner of
life writhing, eating, defecating, or being eaten. He preferred his
computer screen.

It was a tight squeeze in the small cabin, with his
twin-size bed taking up the bulk of the room, but he was proud of
how he’d set everything up, and Mina and Jinsoo seemed to like it,
too.

“I’m getting good with this dash jump,” Hermie
warned them.

“I will beat you anyway,” Mina said.

“She probably will,” Jinsoo complained.

They’d been playing for over an hour when something
massive caught Hermie’s attention through the portal.

“What the hell is that?” he asked.

The twins looked up from their computer screens.

“What?” Jinsoo asked. “I don’t see anything.”

“Me either,” Mina said. “What do you see?”

It was the hull of a huge vessel sitting idle. The
Marcella II sailed right past it—a little too close for
Hermie’s comfort. What had Prometheus been thinking?

Hermie half-ran, half-flew to the flybridge, where
Prometheus was playing dominoes with Poros, Hestie, and Athena.

“Captain!” Hermie cried, pointing to the enormous
craft not fifty yards away from them.

“My gods, I didn’t even notice her! Why doesn’t she
have her lights on?” Prometheus flew to the helm and looked over
his readings. “How strange. There’s nothing on the sonar.”

As the others turned to look, Hermie blinked and
squinted. Painted on the bow was Tarantula.

Mina and Jinsoo caught up to Hermie.

“What happen?” Mina asked.

Hermie pointed to the ship in the distance. “That’s
what.”

Hermie gasped when he made eye contact with someone
aboard. She had long, black, curly hair and dark skin and wore a
silver scabbard at her waist. Her mouth fell open the instant his
did.

“I don’t see anything,” Jinsoo said.

“You kids don’t see that vessel?” Prometheus
asked.

Mina and Jinsoo shook their heads.

“How can it be invisible to mortals?” Athena said.
“A god must be involved.”

“With pirates?” Poros asked.

Hestie folded her arms. “How else?”

Hermie continued to stare at the girl as the
distance widened between them, and she continued to stare at
him.

“What should we do, Captain?” Poros asked.

“Notify Poseidon,” he said. “I’m praying to him
now.”

“I’ll go and speak with him in person,” Athena said.
“I’ll bring him back, to this exact spot.”

“Keep us informed,” Prometheus said, just before the
goddess disappeared.

“What god would help pirates?” Hestie asked the
captain after Athena had gone.

“I haven’t been in touch with most of them for
centuries,” he said. “Athena would know better than I.”

“Maybe Circe the witch escaped the pit,” Hermie
said.

“Can we turn around and investigate?” Hestie
asked.

“We should leave it to Poseidon,” Prometheus said.
“Now, Mina and Jinsoo, you need your sleep. We’ll be in Malta by
dawn, and it will be a long day.”

“Yes, Captain,” the twins said.

Mina gave Hermie a peck on his cheek. “Good
night.”

“Good night, Mina. See you in the morning,
Jinsoo.”

“You’re lucky the game was cut short,” Jinsoo said.
“I almost had you.”

“In your dreams,” Hermie said with a laugh.

Chidori, who, as usual, was perched on Jinsoo’s
shoulder, chirped her laugh, too.

“Thanks a lot, Chidori,” Jinsoo said. “I thought you
believed in me.”

 


Just before daybreak, the Marcella II docked
at a marina in Malta. As he helped to secure the ship, Hermie
continued to think about the girl who had stared at him from the
bow of the Tarantula. She’d appeared to be his age—around
seventeen, maybe older. With dark skin, dark eyes, and full pink
lips, she had been perhaps the most beautiful girl he’d ever
seen—not that he’d ever admit that to anyone. It wasn’t her
striking appearance, though, that haunted him so much as the shock
she’d worn on her face.

He’d been shocked to see a girl on a pirate
ship that had been purported to be run by monsters. But why had
she been shocked to see him? Who was she, and why was
she with pirates? He wondered if Athena and Poseidon had already
done something about the Tarantula—though what that would
be, Hermie didn’t know.

By the time Helios had made his appearance in the
sky, the captain and his crew were eating the best breakfast of
Hermie’s life at a restaurant overlooking the harbor. Then, with
their stomachs full, they walked a few blocks to a supermarket to
buy supplies and to pass the time before their meeting with the
coin collector, who, according to the captain, was a professor at
Malta University and lived in a grand house not far from the
institution.

 


Hestie couldn’t stop laughing at how excited her
brother was to be in a supermarket surrounded by food. As Poros
pushed the cart, Hermie lifted things from the shelves and asked,
“Can we get this?” just like when they were kids.

“Milk spoils too quickly,” the captain said when
Hermie held up a box of Captain Crunch.

“I can eat it without milk,” Hermie said.

“Almond milk lasts forever,” Hestie pointed out.

“Fine,” the captain said.

“Hestie, look!” Mina pointed across the store to a
clothing and cosmetic section.

“Oh, my gods!” Hestie cried. “Captain! Can Mina and
I go shopping for clothes and makeup?”

“I want to go, too!” Jinsoo said.

“As long as you don’t get carried away,” Prometheus
replied.

“What snacks do you want?” Poros asked.

“Hermie knows what I like,” Hestie said.

“I need chocolate,” Mina said.

“And I want bananas,” Jinsoo added.

“Oh, and I need more tampons,” Mina said.

“Too much information,” Hermie said with a
frown.

Mina giggled and skipped away with Hestie and
Jinsoo.

Hestie was thrilled to find one of the cutest
outfits she’d ever seen. The top was a turquoise tank with a cute
pullover, crocheted with a white and turquoise pattern. It was
short-waisted and short-sleeved, and it was paired with white
shorts that had one-inch fringe all around the hemline. She put it
on and came out of the dressing room to show Jinsoo and Mina.

“Fabulous!” Mina said.

Hestie pulled out her phone. “I think it’s time for
another edition of Hestie’s Style.”

“Oh, yes!” Mina clapped her hands. “I’m sure your
fans wonder what happen, where you been.”

“You put something on, too, guys, and you can be in
the video with me.”

“How about this?” Jinsoo showed them a pair of
skinny jeans and a button-down peach linen top. He found a denim
baseball cap, too.

“Gorgeous!” Hestie said.

“What about this bikini?” Mina said. “Hermie like
it, yes?”

“You already have too many bikinis,” Hestie said.
“What about this short skirt and fringe t-shirt?”

The t-shirt was cut into long fringe beginning just
below the bust.

“Okay. I try it on.”

Hestie went to the cosmetic counter and bought a lip
gloss while the others put on the new clothes. When they emerged
from the dressing room, Hestie lifted her fists in the air. “Yes!
We look totally fab!”

She pulled out her phone and held it out in front of
them before pushing record.

“Hey there, besties!” She said hello in twenty-five
languages before she continued in English. “I’m sorry I’ve been
away. I’ve been sailing the seas, diving for treasure, and
delivering medical supplies to remote areas in need. Today I’m on
the island of Malta with two of my besties, Mina and Jinsoo.” She
quickly repeated her words in Spanish, French, German, Italian,
Portuguese, Russian, Greek, Arabic, Hindi, Persian, Filipino,
Chinese, Japanese, Vietnamese, and Korean. Then, in English, she
said, “Say hello!”

Mina and Jinsoo waved and said, “Yeoboseyo!”

“Don’t we look amazing in our new threads?” Hestie
asked. “Who knew the supermarket in Malta had such style?”

Hestie repeated herself in at least twenty more
languages before waving goodbye and promising to upload another
video soon. Then she published the recording to Youtube.

“Let’s wear our new clothes—want to?” Hestie asked
her friends.

“Yes!” Mina and Jinsoo said together.

They met up with the others at the checkout.

“Nice,” Poros said as he gave Hestie a
once-over.

She beamed at him. “Thanks.”

“Do you like my outfit, Hermie?” Mina asked.

“Yes. It looks good,” he said. “Yours, too, Jinsoo.”
Then he added, “Look what I found for Chidori.”

“A swing!” Jinsoo said. “She will love it!”

“Oh, Hermie!” Hestie said. “Chidori will be so
pleased!”

After Prometheus paid the bill, they carried their
supplies along the three blocks to the marina. When they reached
the Marcella II, they were horrified by what they saw.

Lifejackets and other supplies were strewn about the
deck. Even worse, the salon and galley had been ransacked—with
broken dishes, utensils, and other supplies covering the floor. The
ship had been trashed. But why?

“Who would do such a thing?” Hestie said as she
looked at the mess in disbelief.

“Chidori?” Jinsoo called. “Where are you?”

Jinsoo ran out onto the flybridge. The others
followed.

“Chidori?” Hermie cried.

Everyone called for the bird, but she was nowhere to
be found.

With her heart beating fast and her hands trembling,
Hestie leapt into the air to go looking for her bird. Chidori had
been a part of her life since she and Hermie were six years old.
She loved Chidori and would be crushed if anything had happened to
her.

Poros and Hermie were soon searching with her in the
sky, too. The captain remained on deck with Mina and Jinsoo.

After an hour of searching, the three young gods
returned to the Marcella II. Hermie and Hestie were in
tears. They found Jinsoo in the same condition.

Poros put an arm around Hestie as she asked
Prometheus, “What do you think happened?”

“While you were gone, I asked around. The captain on
our right arrived at dawn and neither saw nor heard anything
unusual. The captain on our left was here all night. He heard a
banging sound just before daybreak, and when he looked over, he saw
a small tornado directly over my ship. He said it only lasted a few
minutes.”

“A tornado?” Hermie repeated. “Were any of the other
boats affected?”

“Looks like ours was the only one hit,” Prometheus
said.

“That seems highly unlikely,” Hermie said.

“Yeah,” Poros said.

Hestie noticed the seat to the bench around the
kitchen table had been pulled loose, exposing the storage bin
beneath it. She hurried to it and searched the bin. Her stomach
felt sick when she didn’t find what she was looking for.

“The coins,” she said. “Did you move them,
captain?”

“No. Why?”

She pointed to the empty bin. “This is where I put
them, and they’re gone.”

“What happened here?” Athena asked, after she and
Poseidon appeared.

“We don’t know yet,” Poros said.

“The captain next to us said it was a tornado,”
Prometheus said.

“But the ancient daric coins are missing,” Poros
said.

“Along with our bird, Chidori,” Hermie added.

Poseidon crossed his arms. “So is the
Tarantula.”

“What?” Hestie couldn’t believe it. “That was
fast.”

“How far could she have gotten in eight or nine
hours?” Hermie asked.

“We searched for miles in every direction,” Athena
said. “There was no sign of her.”

Poseidon rubbed his chin. “Something’s amiss.”

“And a god must be behind it,” Athena added.
“Sea monsters don’t have powers of invisibility.”

“Do you think what happened here is connected to the
disappearance of the Tarantula?” Poros asked.

“It’s not likely that the two are unrelated,” Hermie
said.

“So, what do we do, Captain?” Jinsoo asked. “We need
to find Chidori.”

“We should look at night,” Mina said. “You only see
the boat at night, yes?”

“The mortal makes a good point,” Poseidon said.
“We’ll scour the seas tonight.”


Chapter Four: Morpheus

Gertie lay in bed, curled
up with her e-reader, re-reading one of her favorites: Interview
with a Vampire. Revisiting the Necromanteion had filled Gertie
with nostalgia for her friend, Jeno. She’d been reading
Interview with a Vampire the day she’d met him.

But she found it hard to focus on the novel, because
she couldn’t stop thinking about her vision at Hector’s house. Why
had she seen a vampire? Did the vampire have anything to do
with Apollo’s message to Hector?

She groaned and tried to focus. It had been months
since she had picked up a book to read for pleasure. Everything
else in her life seemed to take priority over her favorite
pastime.

When she was too sleepy to keep trying, she turned
off her e-reader and said a prayer to her favorite gods—Hephaestus,
Apollo, Aphrodite, Hades, and, of course, Gaia.

To each of them, she said, “If Hector is to be
called on a quest at sea, please keep him safe.”

To the Fates, she added, “Please help me to better
understand my vision with the vampire.”

Then, she rolled onto her side and tried her best to
go to sleep.

 


When Gertie next opened her eyes, she found herself
floating on the wide blue sea beneath the bright sun in a raft the
size of a laundry basket. The hull of an enormous ship towered over
her, spraying cold water on her after the tumultuous waves slammed
against it. Wearing nothing but a t-shirt and shorts, she shivered
from the cold and gripped the handles of the raft as the sea
swelled and lifted her toward the bright sky.

“What the hell?” she muttered.

The wave carried her over the bow, and she and her
raft landed on an abandoned deck. She stepped from her raft,
grabbed ahold of the main mast, and held on for dear life, to keep
from being washed overboard as another wave crashed against
her.

When she saw the monster Charybdis swirling with her
wide, open mouth in the giant waves, Gertie prayed to Poseidon for
help. That’s when she realized she was dreaming.

She held onto the mast until the raging sea died
down and Charybdis had receded to her cave. Then the water became
still like glass. The sun bore down, drying her clothes and
everything on deck. She walked on wobbly legs to investigate.

Seeing no one in sight, she went below deck.
Although it was a dream, she was frightened. She’d once read that
if a person dies in their dream, they die in real life. As much as
she’d like to see Jeno in the Elysian Fields, she wasn’t ready to
die. She wanted to do something with her life first—something
worthwhile.

The hull appeared to be one large space. It was
dark, damp, and dreary and smelled like sweaty feet. Once her eyes
adjusted to the darkness, she found it to be filled with chests and
crates stacked along the perimeter of the space, and, in the
center, there were over a dozen coffins lying side by side in three
rows. She shivered at the prospect of vampires sleeping inside
them.

She held her breath and froze when a snake appeared
from behind a box. She watched in terror as it lifted its
emerald-green head, flicked its tongue, and glared at her. Then it
slithered on the floorboards away from Gertie. Surprised, she
followed it.

The deeper into the hull she went, the more she
trembled with fear, wondering if she should turn back and wait out
the dream above deck in the light of day. But something in the pit
of her stomach—maybe nothing more than curiosity—compelled her
forward.

She had crept across half the length of the vessel
when she spotted a cage tucked against the stern. At first, she
thought it was an animal cage, but as she moved closer, she heard
the whimpers of people. The snake stopped near the cage and coiled
on the floor beside it.

Hiding behind one of the coffins, Gertie studied the
cage, trying to get a better look. Someone inside shifted, and
Gertie made out the figure of a girl, sitting on her bottom, her
long red hair falling like a curtain over her face.

A boy whispered, “I just can’t believe it.”

“Me either, Hermie,” the girl said. “I keep hoping
to wake up and this will have all been a nightmare.”

Gertie crept closer and saw that two boys sat
in the cage with the girl. One boy was blond and the other had dark
hair.

“Me, too,” the blond boy said. “I’ve been praying to
Morpheus, begging him to let this be a dream.”

“It’s my fault,” the girl said.

“Not true,” the blond one said. “I should have made
them gods when they asked.”

“You couldn’t have known, Poros,” the girl said.

Gertie suddenly recognized the girl from Hestie’s
Style, a Youtube channel that was widely popular all over the
world. Gertie wasn’t a fan. While Hestie seemed nice in the videos,
she also seemed shallow and materialistic. Gertie wondered why the
Youtuber was making an appearance in her dream.

“I doubt I can get her back a second time,” Hermie
said. “Maybe Jinsoo, but not Mina.”

“I doubt you could get either of them back,” the boy
named Poros said.

“Maybe this is why the Fates let Mina return from
the dead in the first place,” Hermie said sourly. “They knew it
wouldn’t be for long.”

Gertie lifted her brows. This dream was getting even
weirder. She knew better than anyone than it was impossible to
bring someone back from the dead.

“It’s so unfair,” Hestie said before breaking out
into tears again.

Gertie wanted to tell them that it was a
dream. Maybe telling them would help her to wake up. She inched
closer to the cage.

“Poor Chidori,” Hermie said through more tears. “If
we ever find her—”

“When we find her,” Hestie interrupted.

“When we find her,” Hermie repeated, “she’ll
be so heartbroken. I think she loved Jinsoo more than she loved
anyone else.”

Hestie straightened her back and turned in the
direction of Gertie. “Is someone there?”

Gertie stood up and revealed herself, but the people
in the cage didn’t seem to be able to see her.

“I sense someone, too,” Poros said.

“Maybe they’re wearing the helm of invisibility,”
Hermie suggested.

“If anyone’s there,” Hestie said, “please tell
Poseidon where we are. This cage is made of adamantine, and it’s
warded, we think.”

They wanted her to contact Poseidon? What a strange
dream.

“Help us,” Hermie said. “Please.”

Gertie inched closer to the cage. “Can’t you see
me?”

The teens in the cage gasped.

“We can hear you!” Poros said. “Who are you?”

“Gertrude Morgan. I’m a demigod, and this is my
dream.”

Hestie climbed to her knees and grabbed the bars of
her cage. “Help us, Gertrude. Tell Poseidon where we are.”

Gertie heard a loud clack behind her. She
turned to see one of the lids on the coffins had opened on its
hinge. Gertie backed away, upsetting the snake. It hissed and
slithered away. Then a figure sat up in the coffin and glared at
Gertie with red eyes.

It was the vampire from her vision.

 


Gertie flinched and fell back. When she opened
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