
  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  Written by A. P. Mobley 

Copyright © Sea of Ink Press 2019

This edition published in 2019

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. 

This is a work of fiction. All characters are the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental. 

Cover illustration and design by Gabrielle Ragusi
Editing by Nikki Mentges at NAM Editorial






  
  Want more mythology?


Get the War on the Gods prequel novella "Wrath of Persephone" FREE!








  
  For Tory
You were by my side throughout the entire process of writing this book—encouraging me, offering new ideas, and reading the manuscript before anyone else. I’m so grateful for you and everything you do. 

For my parents
Not only have you guys been endlessly supportive of me in pursuing my writing career, but you’ve also helped me in going back to college. You’re the best parents in the world. 

And for my readers
Every follow, like, share, comment, and review you guys have given me has been pivotal in pushing me forward with this story, and with my writing in general. I consider myself blessed to have your support; I hope to continue to earn it. 

P.S. 
I wanted to add a special dedication to Zach (Giggles). I may not have used all the information you gave me about forges, but the conversation we had about them pushed me past one of the biggest blocks I had while writing those scenes!








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Chapter Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Chapter Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Chapter Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Chapter Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Chapter Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        To be continued
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        What happens next?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Author Note
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Want more mythology?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by A. P. Mobley
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Acknowledgments
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter One

Fate


Sixteen years before the Storm . . . 
January 5th, 2002

Anteros shook as he flew toward the Olympian palace, forcing himself to flap his feathered, butterfly-shaped wings despite the fact they wore heavy on his back from all the travel. He’d used most of his strength flying to Earth and back, so much he wasn’t sure he’d ever recover. But he’d done it for the love of his immortal life; he’d done it for Calliope.  
Around him, stars of the galaxy twinkled, while colorful planets orbited a blazing sun. The sight was truly one to behold, and usually such a thing would entrance Anteros and leave him giddy. However, today was different. 
He gasped for air. Sweat seeped from his skin, the electrifying power which usually coursed through his body nearly frozen in his veins. He balled his fists, rage boiling in his gut. This is all Zeus’s doing, he thought. Zeus is the reason she’s gone. 
He approached the giant mass of floating rock which now held the pearlescent palace, the same giant mass of floating rock that had held it ever since the gods had been deemed no more than myth by humanity many years ago. For thousands of years they had resided on Earth, but ever since humanity had ceased to worship the gods, most of them were no longer powerful enough to reside permanently on the planet without using an unbelievable amount of strength. So, they took a place among the stars, watching mortals from afar. 
The gods, since then, had desperately hoped those on Earth would at least remember their names and all the grand things they’d done in their lives; it was the only way they wouldn’t fade away entirely.
Anteros landed at the front of the palace, on the glistening steps leading toward the entryway doors. He wiped the sweat from his brow, then charged inside, ready to confront Zeus about the atrocious crime the King of the Gods had committed.
Anteros’s bare feet pounded against the golden tiled floor. A brilliant view of the galaxy beyond was visible through the wide, arched windows, the halls lined with marble statues of deities. Music and chatter resounded from one of the main dining halls. They must be having a party, he thought, and raced toward the sounds.
He reached the brightly lit dining hall, full of gods and goddesses talking, dancing, and feasting. Tall columns supported the chamber’s curved marble ceiling, which featured carvings of the Olympians and other powerful deities performing insurmountable tasks: Artemis as she placed Orion’s body among the stars, Dionysus as he fought Death to free his mother from the Underworld, Athena as she sent a storm to destroy a fleet of ships in the Trojan War, Zeus as he cast Typhon, the Father of Monsters, into Tartarus. 
Anteros glanced around the room, trying to spot Zeus, but the giant bearded god was nowhere to be seen. Anteros spun on his heel and darted toward Zeus’s bedchamber. I have to find him. 
After almost twenty minutes of running through the palace halls, Anteros reached Zeus’s bedchamber door. The barrier towered above Anteros, intricate designs of storm clouds, lightning bolts, and peacock feathers carved into the wood. Anteros didn’t bother to knock, and instead shoved the door open and stumbled into the room. 
The room was grand, almost as large as one of the palace’s dining halls, although it was meant for only two: Zeus and his wife, Hera. The columns, walls, and ceiling were white with golden swirls winding up from the floor, the canopied bed and the rest of the room’s furniture a deep royal blue. 
At the far end of the room, wide steps led into a glowing, bubbling pool of water. There, a woman with long brown hair bathed, stroking what looked like a miniature Earth, which floated just above the center of the pool.
The woman turned toward Anteros and gave him a piercing glare. “What do you think you’re doing in here?”
Anteros fell on one knee. “Hera, Queen of the Gods. I mean you no disrespect.” He cleared his throat. “I’m searching for Zeus. It’s urgent. I must speak with him immediately.”
Hera rolled her eyes. “Zeus is in the garden, no doubt spending his night with some common whore.” Her lips curled into a sinister smile, and she turned her attention back to the miniature Earth. “Whoever she is will regret it tomorrow.”
Anteros stood and gave Hera a bow, then dashed out of the bedchamber, leapt into the air, and flew toward the back of the palace—in the direction of the Garden of Olympus. 
Once Anteros entered the garden, which alone was half the palace’s size, he flew overhead, keeping his eyes peeled for Zeus and whatever mistress the god was surely involved with this time. Cypress trees lined the garden’s edge, while the rest of the space was a maze of bushes, statues, flowers, and fountains trickling into ponds. 
Within minutes he spotted a thicket of rustling bushes. Kissing sounds and girlish giggles wafted up from it. He swooped down toward the thicket, and just as his feet met the dewy grass, Zeus and a pretty Dryad emerged from the bushes. Their cheeks were flushed, their robes and hair a mess. When they saw Anteros, Zeus narrowed his eyes, and the nymph gasped. 
Zeus rested a hand on her shoulder. “Run along, my dear. I think Anteros and I have something to discuss privately.” She nodded and scurried away. 
Once the nymph was out of sight, Anteros squared his shoulders and looked up at Zeus. The King of the Gods was over a foot taller than Anteros, his power greater than any other god’s, but still Anteros did not cower. “I know the truth about Calliope,” Anteros said. “I know it in full.”
They began to circle each other. “Do you, now?” Zeus sneered. “Because if you did, I think you’d be far too terrified to tell me so. Unless you’re even more of a fool than I thought.”
Anteros let out a cold laugh. “I may be a fool, but at least I have a sense of justice. At least I am no coward.” He paused and softened his tone. “The Fates told me that if I faced you now, if I found you as soon as I reached home, you’d agree to reunite me with her. Please, bring her back. Do as I say, and I won’t tell anyone what you did to her. Not a single deity. We can leave all of this in the past.”
Zeus chortled. “And if I don’t agree to your deal?”
“Then I will tell everyone.” Anteros flew up, up, up, reaching for the bow and quiver of arrows slung over his back. “And they’ll know what kind of king you really are.”
“Fine,” Zeus replied, jumping into the air. “You shall have your wish. I will reunite you with your beloved Calliope.” 
Zeus seized Anteros by the throat with one hand and clutched both his wrists with the other. Anteros cried out, trying to wriggle free, but Zeus tightened his grip.
Sparks of electricity crackled from Zeus’s palms. The energy lengthened and twisted, forming a hissing, arcing rope of lightning which bound itself around Anteros’s neck and arms, scorching his skin. Smoke curled off his body, his wings folding in on themselves. 
Zeus pulled his hands away and glided across the garden, dragging Anteros along by the lightning-rope. “Visiting the Fates and telling me about it was an unwise decision. But you will not have to regret the decision for long.”
Anteros opened his mouth to speak, but what came out was barely more than a whisper, his throat raw. “I would do it a million times over if it meant seeing Calliope again.” Zeus chuckled at the reply.
Within minutes they reached the end of the garden farthest from the palace, at the edge of the jagged rock which the gods resided on. Zeus pushed past the last of the trees. Earth, far below them, became visible. 
“For the last several thousand years,” Zeus began, “I believed the only way a god could die was if no one believed in him and he slowly faded away. But now I know that to be false.” He grabbed a fistful of Anteros’s hair and dangled him over the edge. “Tell Calliope I say hello.”
Anteros tried to scream, but he felt as if flames were crawling up his esophagus, and the sound caught in his throat. He tried to flap his wings, tried to break free of the lightning-rope, but he couldn’t move. 
Zeus reared his arm back and hurled Anteros off the edge of the rock. Anteros shot toward Earth, and the endless galaxy around him morphed into a blur of black-and-white lines. 
Only a few seconds passed, and then Anteros slammed through what felt like a stone wall, his bones cracking. Once he’d made it through the first, he shot through a second, then a third, then a fourth, electrifying agony racking his body. 
He rammed through a fifth wall, and finally the pain grew unbearable. The sensation was that of dozens of scorpions stinging his skin and, at the same time, of a parasite devouring his insides. It felt as if the molecules making him him were being torn apart. 
Anteros collided with a sixth wall, but this time he couldn’t break through to the other side. For a moment he wished he were dead, that he could die. 
And then he did.
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The lair of the Fates—the deities who controlled every living being’s thread of life—was exactly as Zoey remembered it. It was deep inside a cave farther east from where they’d come, with millions of blue strings woven through the vine-and-flower walls and over the grassy floor. In the center of the cavern, candles were scattered around a wooden spinning wheel.
Once the group landed on the floor of the cavern, Zoey and Diana jumped off the back of the pegasus they rode most frequently, Aladdin, while Andy and Darko climbed off Ajax, and Kali hopped off Luna. Zoey glanced around the lair. The three goddesses were nowhere in sight. 
Diana tucked her shoulder-length blonde hair behind her ears. “Hello? Please, show yourselves. We need your help again.” 
Kali sauntered to Diana’s side. “Took us long enough to find this place, and now they aren’t even home? I hope we didn’t come here for nothing.” Sarcasm laced her tone, a smirk on her lips.
Diana shot Kali a glare. “First of all, three days is not a very long time. And second, the last two times I’ve visited the Fates, it took them a little bit before they appeared. Be patient.”
Kali crossed her arms. “No need to get defensive, Princess.” 
Diana jabbed a finger at Kali and opened her mouth to come back with what Zoey assumed was a snarky reply, but before she could say a word, Zoey rolled her eyes and stepped between them, throwing her hands in the air. 
Well, at least, she threw one hand in the air. During their quest to Hades less than a week ago, her right hand had been cut off and sucked into the pit of Tartarus in a nasty fight against the Queen of the Underworld, Persephone. Diana had healed Zoey’s injury as best she could, but Zoey was left with a fleshy stump stopping at her wrist. 
Zoey had practically forgotten she was even missing a hand, and she could still feel it there. She could rotate it at the wrist and wiggle its fingers in her mind’s eye. But then she’d look down, and with a pang of grief she’d realize it was gone. 
It frustrated her and took a lot of effort to get used to; everything was backward now, and she felt ridiculously uncoordinated. Her right hand had been her dominant hand, and anytime she went to grab anything, she still reached with it. But when she went to clasp her fingers around an object, she only grabbed air, and then she’d remember to use her left hand instead. 
Zoey lowered her arms, glancing between Diana and Kali. “Would you two cut it out already, or at least save it for later? I’m sure the Fates don’t care to hear your bickering.”
Familiar cackles echoed through the air, and smoke curled up from the grass. “On the contrary,” began the disembodied voice of an elderly woman. “The petty squabbles of mortals are most entertaining.” The smoke grew until it formed three bony old ladies clothed in long robes, with pupil-less eyes glowing blue. Zoey recognized the old ladies right away. They were the Fates: Lachesis, Clotho, and Atropos. 
Lachesis stepped forward. “Welcome. We knew you’d be visiting us again soon.”
“What is it that brings you back?” Atropos asked, grinning.
Andy adjusted his glasses. “We figured you already knew. You know, since you ‘see everything’ and all.”
“Oh, we do,” Clotho said. “Atropos likes to tease.”
Lachesis cleared her throat. “Daughter of Apollo, I will get right to answering your question. I am sorry, but we cannot offer an alternative way into Poseidon’s palace for you. You’re going to have to use the route you know.”
Diana knows a way into Poseidon’s palace already? Zoey thought, confused. Diana had said she didn’t know how to get there, and that was why they were visiting the Fates now. They needed the Fates’ help to reach Poseidon. Stealing his Trident was the next step in their quest.
“Diana, I thought you had no idea how to get there,” Andy said. “What do they mean, the route you know?”
Diana ignored his inquiry, staring hard at the Fates. “No, there has to be another way to get in. Going through the Labyrinth—I mean, even if we found our way to the center, we’d still have to kill the Minotaur, and even if we managed to slay him, we still couldn’t use the palace’s portal.”
“Wait, what?” Zoey asked. “There’s a portal into Poseidon’s palace?”
“You mentioned the Labyrinth,” Andy added. “And the Minotaur. I think I read something about that on the internet once. Isn’t the Minotaur a monster with the head of a bull and the body of a man? The one who lived in a labyrinth-maze-thing and ate a bunch of kids every once in a while, like a sort of sacrificial ritual?”
Diana nodded. “Yes. In the old days, the ruler of Crete—his name was King Minos—well, his only son had been killed in Athens during the Athenian Games because the Athenians were jealous of the prince’s skill. King Minos was ready to go to war with Athens because of this, and to appease the king, the Athenians agreed to send seven boys and seven girls to the Labyrinth once a year, as food for the Minotaur, and as justice for the prince’s death.” 
“Uh, okay, more important than the history surrounding this monster,” Zoey interrupted. “You mentioned a portal in the Labyrinth. The palace’s portal. I’m assuming you meant Poseidon’s palace. Why don’t we just use that?”
“Because going there is out of the question,” Diana answered. “It’s in the center of the most complicated labyrinth ever constructed—well, at least, it’s in the center of a replica of the most complicated labyrinth ever constructed. The portal is also guarded by the Minotaur, which happens to be one of the most feared monsters from the old days. He’s said to live in the center of the Labyrinth now, right alongside the portal. Plus, even if we made it through the Labyrinth and killed the Minotaur, it would be for nothing. No one except Poseidon himself can use the portal. If another god tries to use it, they’re ejected from it, and if a demigod or regular mortal tries to use it, they’re killed.”
“What’s the point of this portal, anyway?” Andy asked. 
“Poseidon uses it any time he needs to make a trip to the mainland as ordered by Zeus,” Diana replied. “The Labyrinth is located just beneath his city, so it makes for easy travel. He could use his god-powers to manifest into his city, but without a mortal making a sacrifice to him for the specific purpose of traveling that many thousands of miles, it would more than likely tire him out. It takes a lot of power. Sure, he’d regenerate and be fine, but gods are lazy. They don’t like to use much energy if they don’t have to. So, as an alternative to making the trip every time Zeus needs Poseidon to do something, Zeus permitted him to construct the portal. Since Poseidon had a part in creating the Minotaur, he decided to rebuild the Labyrinth, and to put the monster back inside it to guard a portal that demigods and men can’t even use.”
“Hey, that’s right,” Darko said, snapping his fingers. “Poseidon did contribute to creating the Minotaur. It makes sense he’d use that monster to guard his portal. When King Minos was fighting with his brothers over who would rule Crete, Minos prayed to Poseidon to give them a sign that Minos was meant to rule, since no one would question the authority of a god on that sort of stuff. Poseidon sent him a snow-white bull as a sign, and in return for being made king, Minos was supposed to sacrifice the bull to Poseidon. But by the time Minos became king, he’d grown attached to the bull, and tried to trick Poseidon by sacrificing a different one and hoping the god wouldn’t notice. 
“Obviously Minos didn’t trick Poseidon at all, and Poseidon was super mad. He asked Eros, Aphrodite’s son and a god of love, to make Minos’s wife, Pasiphae, fall in love with the snow-white bull. Eros did as Poseidon asked, and . . . well, the result of Pasiphae and the bull’s, uh, ‘union’ was the Minotaur.”
Zoey grimaced. “Ew.”
“That’s disgusting,” Andy said. 
“I’m telling you guys right now we can’t risk entering the Labyrinth,” Diana said. “There has to be another way to reach the palace. A ship, a spell, a . . .” She trailed off, her gaze falling to the ground. 
Atropos frowned and pulled out a pair of scissors from her robes. “You dare question the advice of the Fates?” She kneeled and began cutting the threads closest to her. “Do you forget we are all-powerful, all-knowing?”
“Are you saying we won’t die if we use the portal?” Diana said. “Or that you guys are willing to counteract the enchantment on it so we can pass through?”
Atropos laughed. “If you used the portal today, you would die. As for counteracting the enchantment, we will not. We have already helped you enough, Daughter of Apollo. We told you where the Chosen Two of the Prophecy were to be resurrected, explained how the gods can be defeated, and cast a protection spell on you and your allies against the gods. Granted, it cannot stop them from finding you if they physically stumble upon you, but even so you can ask no more from us. We have done all the universe permits.”
Zoey creased her brow. “If we can’t go through the portal, and if you guys won’t cast a counter-spell on it, is there someone else who could?” 
Clotho stepped forward. “There may be one.” 
Atropos shot Clotho a glare. “They must struggle if they are to rise victorious. Tell them no more.”
“They have already struggled much, and they will only continue to, even if I give them his name,” Clotho replied.
“Who is it?” Zoey asked. 
Clotho grinned. “Prometheus.” 
“The Titan?” Darko blurted. 
Atropos stood. “Indeed, the Titan.”
Andy scratched his head. “Where can we find him?” 
Lachesis gestured at Diana with one hand. “The Daughter of Apollo knows the answer to that question.”
“Look at that, Princess,” Kali said with a wink, nudging Diana with her elbow. “You’re about to make yourself useful.” Diana’s eyebrow twitched. 
Zoey bowed to the Fates, and the rest of the group followed her lead. “Thank you so much for your help,” she said. “I’m not sure how we can ever repay you.”
“Free humanity from the gods,” Lachesis replied. “Give them back free will. That is all we have ever wanted from you. But like we said before, other than what we have already done, we can help you no more. You must earn your victory.”
“They’ll earn it for sure,” Darko said. “They slayed Medusa all by themselves. They can do anything.” Zoey smiled, and Andy’s gaze softened. He put an arm around Darko’s shoulders and gave the satyr a squeeze.
Atropos shooed them away with her hands. “Now go, be off with you.”
Diana stepped forward, hands clasped behind her back. “Before we go, I had one last question for you, and before you shut me down, it doesn’t have anything to do with helping us. It’s more of a personal thing. My father—well, he hasn’t spoken to us since he healed me when Karter struck me with lightning. I’m afraid for his safety. Can—can you tell me what happened to him? Please?”
Clotho and Lachesis shared a glance, their eyes sad. “Apollo was discovered helping you, child,” Clotho said. “Within a day, Zeus and Poseidon annihilated his city. The citizens who refused to flee, remaining loyal to him, were killed in the destruction.” 
Zoey gasped and shared a look of shock with the rest of the group at this news, while Diana trembled, looking to the ground. “All those people . . . my father’s followers . . .” She wrung her hands. “What about my father, then? What has Zeus done with him?”
“There are several potential outcomes for Apollo’s current predicament,” Lachesis replied. “But for now, Zeus holds him hostage on New Mount Olympus and plans to imprison him in Tartarus for his treachery.” 
A sense of dread flooded Zoey’s senses, and everyone in the Fates’ lair went silent. Apollo had helped them so much with their quest, all to ensure his daughter’s safety. Now, because of it, his city was gone and he’d be thrown into the most horrible eternal prison Zoey could ever imagine existed: the pit of Tartarus. 
A lump formed in Zoey’s throat. She swallowed it down and dabbed the tears from her eyes before they could trickle down her cheeks. 
Kali stepped beside Diana and rested a hand on the Daughter of Apollo’s back. The demigod hung her head. “I had a feeling that was what happened to him, but I needed to ask. Thank you for telling me.”
With that the group mounted their pegasi, not uttering a word, then flew through and out of the cave into the afternoon sunlight peeking between the hundreds of green pine trees towering above them. 
They landed and climbed off the pegasi. Zoey cleared her throat. “So, once we find Prometheus, he’ll be able to help us through the portal into Poseidon’s palace. Hopefully. But where is he?”
“About a day’s travel from Aphrodite City,” Diana said, her expression tight, as though she were trying to hold back a dozen emotions at once. Zoey couldn’t blame her, considering what the Fates had just told them about her father. “It’ll take us about a week to reach him. He’s imprisoned there, and every day the Caucasian Eagle comes and eats his liver. He’s immortal, obviously, so it just regenerates every night.”
“Hey, I think I’ve heard about him before,” Andy said. “Isn’t the liver thing a punishment from Zeus for giving man fire, or something like that?”
Diana nodded. “Yes. Prometheus made humans, and he gave them some abilities like the gods’, although they’re much weaker and, of course, mortal. Eventually Prometheus taught humans how to make fire, which was Zeus’s last straw. Zeus imprisoned Prometheus in the Caucasus Mountains with chains forged by Hephaestus, the Blacksmith of the Gods, and sent the Caucasian Eagle to eat his liver every day.”
“But didn’t someone set him free?” Andy asked. “I thought someone helped him out eventually.”
“He was set free by Heracles,” Diana replied. “Heracles slayed the Caucasian Eagle, and with their combined strength, the two broke Prometheus’s chains. He was free for a while, but nearly a century ago, he fell in love with a regular mortal woman who lived in one of the cities and they had a baby together. Zeus believed it was Prometheus’s way of trying to bring the ‘Dreaded Prophecy’ to fruition, considering Prometheus’s track record of helping out humanity, and then decided to re-imprison him the way he had been in the old days to avoid any sort of rebellion.”
“Makes sense,” Andy remarked. “And freeing him from the eagle should be easy, considering we have Medusa’s head.”
“Exactly,” Diana said. “With Medusa’s head, we can just turn the bird to stone. It’ll be easy and over in no time. Now, let’s gather some provisions and head his way.”
Working together, the group stuffed their bags full of roots and berries. The pegasi grazed while they worked, and once they were satisfied with their findings, they mounted the pegasi and began their journey east.
They soared over the forest and ruins of old cities for a long while, and as the day passed, the air grew slightly colder. While they flew, the wind bit Zoey’s cheeks, sending her into fits of shivers.
When the sun began to set, Diana instructed the group to land and make camp. Just as they were about to descend toward the forest floor, the guttural roar of a bloodthirsty beast sounded from behind. 
Zoey’s pulse quickened. She whipped her head around to see a flying lioness the size of a truck, leathery dragon wings attached to the creature’s back. From the monster’s neck arose a second head, but rather than another lioness’s, this one was that of a goat’s with razor-sharp teeth. Where her tail should have been, a writhing, hissing serpent stemmed from her rear. She roared again, and a line of orange fire blazed from her throat, searing the brisk evening air. 
“What the hell is that thing?” Andy cried. 
Diana shot the monster a glance. “It’s the Chimera. Darko, use Medusa’s head. Turn her to stone.”
Darko fumbled to retrieve the sweatshirt holding Medusa’s head from his pack. As the group sped on, he tipped every which way, coming dangerously close to tumbling off Ajax and into the forest below. Just as he got the bundle out of his bag with shaking hands, the Chimera roared again. Her fiery breath grazed Ajax’s back legs. 
The pegasus whinnied, halting midair. He kicked and thrashed, his hair sizzling, and Andy and Darko clung to him. The pegasus bucked them again, and the bundle slipped from Darko’s grasp. 
Zoey’s stomach clenched as Medusa’s head plummeted toward the trees below. 






  
  Chapter Two

Nymphs


Andy gripped Ajax’s neck for dear life, the sulfurous scent of scorched hair filling the air. As the pegasus writhed in the air, Andy knew just one slip of his hands could mean being thrown off.  
Darko’s arms were wrapped tight around Andy’s waist. “Medusa’s head—I dropped it!”
“Are you freaking kidding me?” Andy replied through clenched teeth. Without Medusa’s head, it was going to be a billion times harder to kill the monster, and they needed to do it before this thing charred them to a crisp. 
Ajax bucked again, and Andy did his best to hold on and stroke the pegasus’s mane. “Shhhhh, it’s okay, Ajax,” Andy said. “You’re okay.”
Diana directed Aladdin to face the Chimera and blasted several golden spheres of light at her. The monster dodged the attacks. Kali veered Luna toward her, spear in hand. Staying by the monster’s side, Kali sank the spear into her goat head’s throat. Kali wrenched the weapon in her neck, blood gushing from the wound. The lion head roared in distress as the goat head fell limp.
Kali tugged the spear back, and just as Luna began to flap away from the Chimera, she swung her lion head toward them and roared again. A stream of fire shot for them. 
“Kali!” Andy cried. 
Kali yelped as the flames hit Luna’s wing and crept up her arm. Diana tried to direct Aladdin toward Kali and Luna, but the Chimera blocked them with another wave of fire. 
Luna whinnied, flapping her unharmed wing frantically as smoke curled around them, but it was no use. Kali and her pegasus tumbled out of the pink sky and disappeared into the trees. Diana and Zoey screamed for them. 
Crap, crap, CRAP! Andy thought, beads of sweat forming on his forehead, his muscles tense. “Hold on, Darko,” he said, and the satyr tightened his grip on Andy. 
Andy squeezed his hands over Ajax’s mane, directed the panicked pegasus toward where Kali and Luna had fallen, and kicked his feet against the creature’s sides. Ajax heeded the command and they swooped down. 
Within moments they reached the forest floor. Andy leapt off Ajax’s back, Darko close behind. They stumbled through the trees.
“Kali! Luna! Where are you?” Andy called, heart hammering against his rib cage. No one answered.
Soon they reached the edge of a stream, and Andy’s stomach twisted at what he saw. Kali lay beside the stream, facedown in the dirt, her body turned so that her burnt arm rested in the water. Beside Kali, Luna lay on her side, her injured wing mangled beneath her body. The pack of supplies Luna usually carried on her back had fallen a few yards away from her, the Helm of Darkness and the group’s bundle of spears scattered about the ground.
Andy and Darko rushed toward them. Were Kali and the pegasus just injured, or had the fall killed them? 
Andy grabbed Kali by the shoulders and turned her onto her back. She was unconscious, covered in grime and bruises, but her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths. Andy let out a sigh of relief.
“Is she okay?” Darko asked. 
“She’s alive at least,” Andy replied. “I don’t know about ‘okay’ though.”
“Diana can heal her, I hope,” Darko said, glancing back to where they’d come from. “Why don’t you stay with her? I have to go find Medusa’s head.”
Before the satyr could begin his search, a roar sounded from above. Flames rained down, setting several trees ablaze and broiling the air. The Chimera landed before them. She slammed her paws against the forest floor. The impact shook the earth.
Diana and Zoey landed Aladdin alongside Andy and Darko and jumped off his back. The Chimera bounded toward the group.
“How’re we supposed to kill that thing?” Darko cried. 
The monster stopped and roared, sending a stream of fire toward the group. Diana conjured two spheres of light and chucked them at the attack. 
“It’d have been simple if we could turn her to stone,” Diana said as the fire and light clashed. Upon collision they burst, sending sparks whizzing over the group’s heads. “But that’s not possible at the moment, so we’ll have to do something else.”
Andy darted toward the group’s scattered supplies and seized two spears. “Was there someone who killed her in the old days?”
The Chimera roared again and again, sending blasts of fire toward the group. Diana blocked the attacks with spheres of light. “Bellerophon did, yes,” she answered in a panicked tone. “He used his spear to lodge a block of lead in her throat. When she breathed fire, the lead melted, and she suffocated. But we don’t have any lead!”
“We’ll have to find some other way, then,” Andy said, tossing a spear in Zoey’s direction and keeping the other for himself. She threw her handless arm in the air, trying to catch the spear, but it only clattered to the ground. She pressed her lips into a thin line and kneeled to pick it up awkwardly with her left hand. 
Darko readied his bow and arrow while Diana continued blocking the Chimera’s attacks. “A little help, please?” she shouted. “Sometime today would be nice!” 
Zoey ran toward the Chimera, ducking to avoid the flying sparks, weapon in hand. She brought her spear down on the Chimera’s leg, but the attack barely scraped through the monster’s fur. The monster snarled and swatted Zoey with a paw. Zoey yelped, tumbling backward, and crashed into a tree. 
Andy’s nostrils flared. No one, no one messed with his friends and got away with it. 
From the corner of his eye, Andy could see the Helm of Darkness as it lay on the forest floor, its metal gleaming in the light of the flames. Let’s see how you fare against us when I’m using that, he thought. 
While Diana threw spheres of light and Darko shot arrow after arrow at the Chimera, Andy grabbed the Helm and pulled it over his head. Chills charged through his body. He held up a hand and wiggled his fingers, but they couldn’t be seen. He was cloaked with complete invisibility. 
He advanced toward the Chimera, steering clear of the projectiles, then leapt onto her neck and pulled himself up by the thick, matted fur. The monster craned her head back and snapped her jaws. Her serpent tail hovered over Andy, hissing all the while. He raised the spear above his head, then, with all his strength, plunged the weapon down the monster’s throat.
The Chimera shrieked and coughed, orange flames shooting from her mouth like cannonballs. Fire licked Andy’s hands. They erupted with searing pain, and he cried out, throwing himself off the monster’s neck. 
Andy rolled across the forest floor. His head slammed against the ground. The Helm came loose and tumbled to the side. The Chimera turned toward him, rage in her eyes, the spear still caught in her throat.
Diana darted in front of Andy as if to guard him from the monster and conjured a final sphere of light. She brought her hand back and chucked the sphere at the Chimera. The attack hit the creature in the side with such intense force she went flying backward into a cluster of trees. As she hit them, several branches impaled her body. Gooey moss-green fluid seeped from her wounds. She roared, her serpent tail shuddering, until finally she fell limp. 
Diana gasped for breath and ran to Kali’s side. She lit her hands with golden light and placed them on Kali’s shoulders. The light expanded through Diana’s and Kali’s bodies like water after being dumped onto a hardwood floor, and they began to glow. 
Andy pulled himself up and trudged toward them, trembling. Small tendrils of smoke curled off his bloodied and blistered hands. The acrid fumes coming from them smelled of charcoal and copper, and they stung as if someone had peeled off his skin and poured salt in the wounds. 
Zoey climbed to her feet and made her way toward Andy. When she spotted his injuries, her eyes went wide. “Andy, your hands . . .”
He groaned, wanting to scream out a volley of curses from the pain, but held them back and gritted his teeth. “I’ll be okay.”
“I’ll heal you after these two,” Diana said, sweat already running down her face. She let her light fade, and Kali opened her eyes.
Kali glanced around, her expression morphing from confusion to shock as she spotted Luna beside her. “Oh no.” She rested a hand on the pegasus’s stomach. “Diana? Can you—”
“Uh, guys?” Zoey interrupted. “I think we need to go.”
Andy looked over his shoulder, and his breath caught in his throat. The Chimera’s attacks had started several trees on fire during their fight. Now the crackling flames slithered along the grass and onto other trees, spreading like a viral infection through the forest around them.
Ajax and Aladdin galloped toward Diana and Kali, whinnying frantically as though saying, If we don’t get going, we’ll be barbecued!
“Zoey, Darko, and Kali, grab the Helm and as much of our supplies as you can,” Diana said, rushing toward the unconscious pegasus. She lit her hands. “I have to heal these guys, and then we need to get out of here.”
“What about Medusa’s head?” Darko asked. “Should I look for it?”
“It’s too late to worry about that now,” Diana said, placing her hands on Luna’s stomach. The glowing golden light expanded through Diana’s and Luna’s bodies. “Just grab what you can, and hurry.”
Zoey gathered the Helm and tucked it under her arm. Darko ripped arrows out of the monster’s body and threw them into the quiver slung over his shoulder, while Kali retrieved their fallen spears and stuffed them into the nearest bag.
Diana pulled away from Luna, and with the demigod’s help, the pegasus wearily climbed to her hooves. The wing that had been crushed under her body remained mangled, hanging limp at her side. 
“What’s wrong with her wing?” Kali asked. 
“Because all her weight was on it while I was healing her, it must not have healed properly,” Diana said, gasping for breath. “I’ll have to try again.”
Andy looked over his shoulder. The flames crept closer to them. Blistering heat cooked his skin, smoke choking his lungs. “I don’t think we have enough time.”
Zoey and Darko joined the rest of the group, and Zoey put the Helm in Kali’s pack. “Luna can’t fly like this,” Kali said. 
“And I can’t direct Ajax with burnt hands,” Andy added, coughing. 
A tree behind them split with a loud crack. It groaned and crashed to the forest floor, sending the group stumbling back. Sparks and ash rained over their heads. Ajax and Aladdin flapped their wings, bolting into the sky.
“Run!” Diana cried. 
The group splashed into the stream, Luna behind them. Cold, fast-moving water tugged on their feet, but they pressed on.
They reached the bank, but still had not escaped the fire. More burning trees collapsed, two toward the stream. As they fell, the flames engulfing them spread to the vegetation on the other side of the water.
The group dashed through the forest, zigzagging around roots and logs, fire on their heels. Andy’s throat grew drier every second. His heart felt as if it might burst. 
As the group ran farther, the trees grew sparser, and soon they approached what looked like a clearing stretching for miles. For a moment, relief flooded Andy. Surely once they reached it, they could get a head start on the fire and maybe get some fresh air. 
Crippling dread replaced relief as the group entered the clearing and halted at the edge of a jagged cliff. Nearly a hundred feet below, a wide dark lake beckoned them. 
Andy clenched his jaw and cursed. He looked over his shoulder. The forest fire roared, closing in on them. “We have to jump.” He seized Zoey’s arm with one stinging hand, Darko’s with the other, then threw himself off the edge of the cliff. 
As they fell at lightning speed, questions raced through Andy’s mind. What if there were rocks close enough to the top of the lake that they’d be injured or killed after breaking the surface? What if the impact alone was enough to render them unconscious, and they drowned? Or what if, even if they survived the fall, new monsters awaited them in the water’s black depths?
We had to get away from the fire, he thought. This was our only chance. 
They crashed into the lake feet-first, and Andy felt as if hundreds of icy rubber bands were snapping his skin. Murky water swallowed him, liquid swirling in his ears. His hands stung even worse than before, but he held tight to Zoey and Darko and kicked his feet, tugging them up with him. 
He broke the surface and gasped for breath. Next to him, Zoey did the same, then Darko. 
Zoey swung her head from side to side, her expression drawn in concern. “Where’re Diana and Kali?” 
As if to answer the question, Diana burst from the water ten feet to the right, Kali close behind. Kali’s eyes were wide with panic. “L-Luna,” she sputtered. “We can’t pull her up.”
Diana lit her hands with golden light as though she were about to heal someone. “C’mon, all of us together can save her.” She sucked in a breath and dove back under. The rest of them followed suit. 
As the group swam down, fish scattered. Far below, the blurry outlines of sharp rocks and floating algae awaited them. 
Diana led them farther down, and finally they spotted Luna. She floated through the water, her legs twisted at odd angles. Her eyes were closed, bubbles floating from her parted lips. Andy stroked and kicked, using all his might to reach the pegasus’s side as fast as he could despite the pain in his hands. 
Finally, they reached her. Andy, Zoey, and Darko each grabbed her by a leg, while Kali and Diana swam underneath her and pressed their hands against her belly. Together, the group pushed. 
Every muscle in Andy’s body burned. Within moments he felt as if his lungs were about to shrivel up. I need to breathe, he thought, and fought back the urge to gasp. Diana’s light seemed to grow dimmer and dimmer. I need to breathe. 
Andy opened his mouth and sucked in a breath of the lake. His lungs filled with water. He kicked harder, trying to keep hold of Luna, but she slipped from his grasp. He tried to snatch her again, but something wrapped itself around him—something slippery, and even colder than the lake—and pulled him backward. 
He shoved against whatever it was, jamming his elbow into it, but it only held onto him tighter. Shit, he thought. It’s a lake monster. It’s a lake monster, and we’re all dead. He imagined the creature that must have captured him: it was probably large enough to stomach a house and had rows of sharp teeth, with fifty-foot-long tentacles snaking around it . . .
Andy gasped, sucking in another breath of water, and Diana’s light went out completely.

      [image: image-placeholder]Silence. It surrounded Karter, suffocating him with sinister claws. He had no one. Not a soul. No reason to fight. No reason to live. 
His muscles ached, chills bolting through his veins, but he ran anyway. Ran through pitch-black caverns, unable to see even his hands when he held them up to his face. 
“Karter,” called the familiar voice of a young man. “Karter, where are you?”
Karter’s eyes filled with tears. It sounded like . . . “Spencer?” His knees trembled, his legs burning from the effort of it all. He was in so much pain, but if Spencer was still alive, if Spencer was looking for him, it didn’t matter. He would press on.
The walls turned and twisted, his head spinning. 
“Karter?”
He kept running, sandals pounding against the rocky floors.
“Where are you?”
White light began flickering far ahead, illuminating the cavern. A short walk forward, a tall young man with deep-brown skin and a beautiful young woman with hazel eyes held their arms wide open, out to him.
Karter’s body filled with soothing warmth. It was Spencer and Syrena, his two best friends, both back from the dead. 
He had a reason to fight again. Had a reason to live. 
He leapt toward them and fell into their arms. 
“Spencer—Syrena—you’re alive.”
“Spencer?” a young man who was not Spencer said. 
“Syrena?” a young woman who couldn’t be Syrena said. 
Karter’s heart sank. He looked up to find himself in the arms of two people who were familiar to him, but who certainly weren’t his best friends. 
The first was a scrawny boy with youthful features and short brown hair. The second, a pretty girl with eyes the color of a clear summer sky and a mess of long curls hanging from her head. 
It was Andy and Zoey. The two mortals Karter had helped in the Underworld in a desperate attempt to save Spencer’s life after Persephone had stabbed Spencer in the gut.
Karter pulled away from them. “What’s going on?”
Andy’s and Zoey’s expressions fell. 
“How could you?” Zoey asked Karter, her tone accusatory. 
“How could I what?”
The white light faded, sucking the heat from Karter’s body as it disappeared. He hugged his sides and shot them a glare, his teeth chattering. “What’s going on?”
The cavern shook. The ground beneath Karter’s feet split in two and opened into a black abyss. He scrambled to the side, tried to fly into the air, but it seemed as though he’d been stripped of his powers. He couldn’t escape. 
He fell into the abyss. 
As the darkness swallowed him whole, he screamed. All around him, the familiar voice of a woman, the familiar voice of Asteria, the Titan goddess who’d told him Spencer needed his help in Hades, said, “You must be strong. Your destined greatness awaits.” 
Karter gasped, his eyes fluttering open. 
There was thick forest overhead, the sun rising slowly. The smell of pine filled his nostrils, and sticky sweat soaked his skin. His head pounded, his throat parched, his stomach churning. The knife wounds on his side and thigh throbbed with hot pain. 
He went to stretch, to climb to his feet and find some water, but thick rope bound his body tight. He cursed under his breath, remembering that Violet, Layla, and Xander had captured him for the crime of helping Andy and Zoey steal the Helm of Darkness and were taking him back to Olympus, where he’d face the punishment for his unforgivable sins.
He tried to move again, tried to conjure his inherited child-of-Zeus strength and break apart the rope, but a burning sensation shot through his chest. He cried out. His
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