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      Note to Reader
    

    
      The following is a faithful transcript for the use of the newly formed International Republic of Immortality (IRI) in its inquiry behind the altercations involved in the Olympian sector. As far as the signed witnesses state, everything was recorded with complete honesty, arranged chronologically, and written separately so as to not influence one another’s accounts. The IRI reserves the rights to this manuscript, and it is by no means to be reproduced nor shown to any creature mortal. Mortals who read may be subject to permanent silence.
    

    
      In case we are executed for our “crimes,” I pass this on to you, mortal, in hopes to continue our memories into the future. Welcome to our world.
      

    

      Olympian Pantheon
    

  
   
     	Pantheon
     	Alias
     	Powers
   

   
     	Aglaea
     	Belle
     	Beauty, splendor
   

   
     	Anteros
     	Antony
     	Unrequited or thwarted love, “magnetism”
   

   
     	Aphrodite
     	Aroha Ambrose
     	Love and beauty, swimming
   

   
     	Ares
     	Chase Gideon
     	War, strength, and speed
   

   
     	Artemis
     	
     	Moon, hunting, and childbirth
   

   
     	Asclepius
     	
     	Medicine, healing
   

   
     	Athena
     	
     	Wisdom, justice, warfare, courage, inventions, arts, and crafts
   

   
     	Atlas
     	
     	Holding the sky
   

   
     	Demeter
     	
     	Agriculture, harvest
   

   
     	Dionysus
     	Uncle D
     	Wine, madness, and theater
   

   
     	Eros
     	Archer Ambrose
     	Love, “flying”
   

   
     	Epimetheus
     	
     	Afterthought
   

   
     	Euphrosyne
     	Ada
     	Mirth, bliss
   

   
     	Euterpe
     	
     	Music, lyric poetry
   

   
     	Hades
     	
     	Underworld, scotopia, and invisibility
   

   
     	Hebe
     	
     	Youth
   

   
     	Hedone
     	
     	Joy, pleasure, and "flying"
   

   
     	Hephaestus
     	Heph(ie)
     	Fire, forging
   

   
     	Hera
     	
     	Marriage, family, pregnancy
   

   
     	Hermes
     	
     	Messenger, teleporting, theft
   

   
     	Himerus
     	Russ
     	Lust, strength, and speed
   

   
     	Hymenaios
     	Aios
     	Marriage ceremony, soul fusing
   

   
     	Hypnos
     	
     	Sleep
   

   
     	Iris
     	
     	Rainbow, teleporting
   

   
     	Janus
     	
     	Duality, passages
   

   
     	Leto
     	
     	Motherhood
   

   
     	Mnemosyne
     	
     	Memory
   

   
     	Moirae
     	The Fates
     	Birth, destiny, and death
   

   
     	Muses
     	
     	9 sisters of the arts
   

   
     	Persephone
     	
     	Spring, plant life, and death
   

   
     	Phoebus Apollo
     	Lucien Veras
     	Sun, light, truth, prophecy, music, poetry, medicine, and healing
   

   
     	Poseidon
     	
     	Sea, earthquakes
   

   
     	Prometheus
     	
     	Foresight, prophecies
   

   
     	Proteus
     	
     	Foresight, shape-shifting
   

   
     	Psyche
     	
     	Soulmates, mindreading, and "flying"
   

   
     	Thalia
     	Thalia
     	Delight, charisma
   

   
     	Thanatos
     	
     	Death, soul bearer
   

   
     	Themis
     	
     	Justice, law, prophecy
   

   
     	Zelus
     	
     	Zeal, ice, and "flying"
   

   
     	Zeus
     	
     	God of gods, lightning, thunder, sky, and omniscience
   




    
      
        [image: ]
      
    



      Chapter 1[image: ]Lucien
    

    
      I was in that dreadful, dense fog again, the kind that wraps around and chokes you like a tangible, oppressive presence. It meant I was asleep. These dreams were troublesome because the fog meant prophecies, but if a prophecy was coming, it was much needed with the debacle we were all in. If I, Apollo, god of prophecies and much more, could save my friends, I’d risk anything. Wasting no time, I slipped into a serene scene that poets depicted as Elysium, but the thought of it was far from peaceful. I was alive, so it frightened me. Who wanted to visit the land of the dead and talk to ghosts while he slept?
    

    
      Oh, it was beautiful: the rippling barley in a slight breeze, the sun radiating through the fog, lighting up the world yet easy on the eyes. Even the gilded gates and endlessly tall stone perimeter didn’t feel as if they trapped me in, but more sinister forces out. Safe, heavenly. A babbling brook could be heard on the wind. Knowing what it looked like gave me an advantage in life. I could not fear death if I ended up here in this wondrous place. Not that I could die—easily, that is.
    

    
      This is where the oracles brought me, or I wandered into their realm unconsciously—I was never sure how it worked. In the field of barley, one of the seers stood in front of me, as beautiful as ever—with her bronze skin and hour-glass figure—her palms being tickled by the plants as they swirled in multiple directions in the four winds. She turned when she heard my legs brushing through the barley, and she smiled, yet the smile didn’t reach her ebony eyes. I swallowed the lump forming in my throat. It wasn’t going to be a good prophecy. Last time, just months ago, she was a playful flirt, and the news hadn’t been great. To see her somber, a deep foreboding crept over me, making my flesh prickle with goose pimples, an odd sensation since it had never happened to me before. The ichor in our blood regulated our temperatures, so a chill, a sweat, none of that occurred to my kind. But I was in a dream, so all laws of nature were moot here.
    

    
      “Themis—” I guessed, since she had been an oracle before I was born.
    

    
      “Hush! Never say my name.” She looked around, frightened.
    

    
      “Why? Who sent those dogs? What are you afraid of?” I referenced the last time I’d seen her. What would’ve happened if I’d died in my dream? While people slept, Morpheus, god of dreams, gave souls to his uncle Thanatos, god of death, but those were mortal lives, not gods. But Morpheus couldn’t give them to his uncle anymore; Thanatos was dead. Last time, Themis had foreseen love changing the immortal world forever. And he had. Love, under his mortal alias Archer Ambrose, fell for a mortal Zeus refused to let him be with, and then everything spiraled out of control, resulting in the death of Thanatos. To see Themis again so soon was not good. Apparently, there would be more to deal with. Simple prophecies were sent through my living oracle, who contacted me via phone call or email. A direct line to Elysium? That was straight up apocalyptic.
    

    
      “We don’t have time for long-winded explanations that you’ll never understand anyway. Surely, after all these years, you’ve realized that dead oracles aren’t supposed to talk to you. It takes me tremendous effort and help to get you here.”
    

    
      “I’m sorry, but why do you do it? Why not use my mortals, my living oracles?” I asked.
    

    
      “No one can be trusted. No one.”
    

    
      “No one but me, the god of truth,” I amended. After all, she’d brought me here for a reason and must have had faith in me.
    

    
      “Not even you anymore.”
    

    
      I stopped, going rigid. “What?” She might as well have punched me. Not only was it insulting, but if you couldn’t have faith in Truth, who could you trust?
    

    
      “Things will never be the same again, Apollo. You need to choose your alliance, for you alone will tip the scales in this battle.” Was she referencing how Zeus had punished Archer, whose family was on his side?
    

    
      “I have chosen a side.” The fact she used the word “battle” was not lost on me. Would it become more than a couple gods disgruntled with Zeus? Would it come to war? I had so many questions but so little time with which to ask them. I already felt a pervasive darkness creeping in that told me this interview would be cut short.
    

    
      She looked at me skeptically, lifting one of her brows. “Have you?”
    

    
      “Archer is my best friend, my family. I’d never go against him or Dite or Ares.”
    

    
      “No?” she challenged, making my stomach drop.
    

    
      I could imagine a number of ways in which our friendship would end, rocky as it was at the moment, but never could I imagine going against him in what sounded as if it could be a full-fledged Olympian war. Never.
    

    
      “Why don’t you just tell me so I don’t do whatever you’re hinting at? Will there be a war? And why in Hades would I ever go against the combined forces of Love and War?”
    

    
      “You know far better than anyone else that I can’t give you details. Everything has to happen just so. They won’t allow us to alter the course,” she whispered the last bit. She was referring to the Fates, the powerful beings who ensured all that would occur, creatures beyond anyone’s control, even Zeus’s, the god of us Olympian gods.
    

    
      “Do they know you are slipping me secret prophecies?”
    

    
      “Of course not!” She looked around as if the Fates were here now, watching us, and maybe they were for all we knew. “No matter, they can’t harm me. My string has already been cut, but yours…”
    

    
      I swallowed with some difficulty. They could cut my life string at any moment just for being here—if goddess mothers’ tales are to be believed. They usually only dealt with mortal fates, but after certain events, I questioned the extent of their power.
    

    
      “Look, they’ll notice I’m gone soon,” she began hurriedly.
    

    
      I pulled her into my arms, hoping to gain the prophecy via that luscious kiss again, but she pushed me away, giving me a Cheshire grin. She was all that was feline and seductive. Themis placed her hands on my temples, and images shot forth into my mind. I closed my eyes so I wouldn’t be distracted by her beauty.
    

    
      Archer was standing on what looked like a mountain, smoke around him, his face full of despair. Archer punching me in the face. Callie, dressed in white, giving me a look of hatred. Then the images began speeding up: Zeus angry, lightning, Hymenaios frightened, fire, Chase and Athena shaking hands, water, drowning.
    

    
      “My son—” I was cut off by her lips on mine. I wanted answers but couldn’t pull myself away from her. I closed my eyes. Kissing her was better than Elysium, or so I deduced from my small glimpses of the entrance. I heard the nefarious baying in the distance that told me I was staying too long. I yanked myself away from her, took a moment to watch those luscious lips turn into a greedy little smile, and gave her one of my own. Then I ran for the gates. I heard the dogs coming closer, but unlike last time, I would make it out easily. I opened the gates, escaped into pure fog, and the ground beneath me vanished. My stomach dropped. I was falling for ages, so much so, I lost track of up from down, my left from right. There was nothing but a wispy pale gray fog.
    

    
      Then I opened my eyes to find I was in my bed, in my room, in Manhattan, with more questions rolling around in my head than answers. Fear for my eldest son kept me from sleep, not to mention seeing Callie, the woman I loved, apparently marrying another.
      

  

      Chapter 2[image: ]Callie
    

    
      It had been the worst Christmas ever. Every holiday sucked because each was likely to be the last one with my father, and my god-boyfriend was dead (so they said). Not only had I lost the person I’d thought was the one, but it was also compounded with the fact I’d soon lose the most important man in my life: my dad. Before Death tried to take me, I had Archer, a future, a life, a boyfriend to help me through the upcoming hardships. At first, the pain of the news that Archer was executed had been so acute, I could hardly function. Then I slipped into the denial stage where I could not let go, let alone believe Archer was truly gone. There was something utterly wrong with the statement “Archer Ambrose is dead.”
    

    
      Impossible.
    

    
      There was another reason it was a crappy Christmas. While girls my age, including my friends (those mortal, that is), were worried about not getting the latest phone or gift cards for shopping sprees, I was fighting off spiking fevers from an unknown illness.
    

    
      Right now, across from me, Emily was whining about not getting everything she wanted for Christmas. Didn’t she realize that you can’t always get what you want? People were dying, and lots of kids at other schools probably got less or nothing at all. I was sick, and all I wanted was my father to live, not some stupid phone.
    

    
      I gazed around my peers in the cafeteria, who were chatting and eating, all their faces cheerful. Everyone was buzzing with what colleges they did or didn’t get into. They were all excited for the next chapter of their lives, impatient to get out into the world. I was accepted to all the colleges I applied to (by some miracle because I hardly remembered taking my finals last semester) and chose to attend NYU. My heart wasn’t into college. It would just fill up my time like everything did now: school, hanging out with friends, dinners with my dad—they were simply distractions. I was numbly going through the motions of life. I wasn’t truly alive without Archer; I merely existed. And I was angry about that. I should’ve never given my heart away, let myself fall in love so deep that without him, I was a mess (a pathetic one).
    

    
      “Did you do anything interesting over Christmas?” Linda asked me.
    

    
      She was trying to include me, which was nice. I had been off in my own world as I tended to be these days. Lucien had told everyone Archer was dead, trying to make things easier for me, no doubt, but the fact they all ignored he had existed was worse than them talking about him.
    

    
      “Not really. My dad can’t do much, and I was sick.” I didn’t think Linda would understand the truth: Death had come for me. Archer killed him to save me—by the way, Archer’s a Greek god, didn’t you know?—and now his family is lying to me.
    

    
      “Well, we’ll have to do something to make up for that.” She gave me one of those sympathetic smiles that showed me how pathetic I was.
    

    
      Lucien (aka Apollo) looked away, ignoring me. There was guilt in his eyes every time they met mine.
    

    
      I pushed the food around my plate, not hungry. Doctors had at first thought I had food poisoning—that was until the fevers kept returning. Then they spent a couple weeks ruling everything out. Now I was waiting to see a psychiatrist, neurologist, and a half dozen other specialists to rule even more out. My dad believed they were stress induced, but that didn’t explain the original cause. Lucien kept his views to himself, but it was obvious he was at a loss as to what it was, which had to drive him mad, being the god of medicine and healing. He helped as best as he could by lowering my fevers with the touch of his hand and making strange herbal concoctions for me to drink that kept me at a steady 100 degrees. He sent a couple blood samples to Athena and basically said she’d figure it out. If she didn’t, it would mean I was the ultimate freak of nature (his choice of words, not mine). Like I could feel any worse.
    

    
      No one listened to what I thought was going on. I thought Zeus was torturing me, much like he was slowly killing my father for unearthing their identities and finding the original Mount Olympus. Regardless of where these fevers came from, I almost welcomed them. They kept me numb, out of it, and when I was that way, I couldn’t feel the pain of Archer’s absence as much. This being the first day back to school was a harsh reminder of the void he left behind.
    

    
      I would keep going because I had to. I’d made a promise to the god of love to never hurt myself. He’d broken his promise to come back to me one day. Or had he? Perhaps what really kept me going was my foolish hope that Archer was still alive and that I would see him again. I envisioned him somewhere far away, trying desperately to get back to me as he’d faithfully promised. I closed my eyes, hoping I could recall the details of his face.
    

    
      “Callie?” Lucien’s voice called me back to reality.
    

    
      Where was I, and what I was supposed to be doing?
    

    
      “You all right?”
    

    
      I looked around. Our entire lunch table was staring at me. Third period—I had been in study hall and now in lunch. Emily rolled her eyes and whispered something to Mary Beth. They laughed, but Mary Beth recovered herself and gave Emily a look of censure. Emily was making fun of me again, something she had always been prone to do.
    

    
      “I’m fine,” I muttered, embarrassed. I had yet again let myself get carried away in my thoughts, my memories. It was so hard to focus on the real world and all the pain that came with it.
    

    
      “Linda was talking to you,” Lucien supplied, trying to help me out. His guilty eyes darted away from mine.
    

    
      “I’m sorry,” I said sheepishly. “What were you saying?”
    

    
      “We were talking about going shopping after school on Friday, Fifth Avenue,” Linda said.
    

    
      “Oh sure. I could really use new clothes.” I looked down at my loose jeans. I hadn’t had an appetite, so I’d lost some weight, and now my clothes were all ill-fitting. My jeans sagged and wrinkled. I didn’t feel stylish at all.
    

    
      As we left the cafeteria, Lucien moved closer to me and leaned in to whisper, “I got a text during lunch.”
    

    
      I turned so fast to look at him, my neck muscle strained with a sharp pull. He straightened, realizing that our faces were awfully close together. I hadn’t meant to invade his space, but Linda’s territorial grasping of his hand told me it didn’t go unnoticed (great). He kissed Linda’s forehead and gave me a significant look that told me it would have to wait. Things were weird between us. I pretended I hadn’t overheard him arguing with Archer over their feelings for me.
    

    
      Fourth period was the longest class of my life. I had no clue what the health teacher was talking about. I had to keep myself from running to fifth period, AP Physics, where I could finally get an answer from Lucien.
    

    
      I sat, tapping my feet in anticipation. Then he entered, met my gaze, and looked to the floor as he approached. It wasn’t good news.
    

    
      Still, I was desperate. “Archer?”
    

    
      He looked away from me as if I stung him. Then he peered up, his eyes intense and perturbed by my mention of Archer. “Callie, stop this nonsense. He’s gone.” The god of truth was a terrible liar.
    

    
      “No, he’s not. Lucien, I know he’s alive. I can feel it.”
    

    
      He sighed and looked out the window at the rainy day, frowning. Sun god—I wanted to laugh out loud. He really was affected by a lack of sunlight, which would explain his grumpy mood. “That kind of thinking is only going to hurt you more.”
    

    
      I swallowed hard, a lump forming in my throat. I pushed the tears, the feelings, back into myself as if I were a bottle and then put the cap on. “The text?”
    

    
      “From Athena.” His voice was hushed as other students chatted idly. “She found nothing abnormal in your blood, just that the sample showed leukocytosis.”
    

    
      “What does that mean?” I challenged.
    

    
      “Thought you’d know, smarty pants,” he mocked me. “Only tells us that you’re fighting off something, which we knew already, but she can’t localize what’s attacking your system.”
    

    
      “Great, so I’m a medical phenomenon?”
    

    
      “She wants to perform a DNA test, but fresh samples are needed.”
    

    
      “No. She had her chance. No more needles. If she couldn’t figure it out from the first samples, then I see no point for more.”
    

    
      “Callie,” he pleaded. “She just needs a saliva swab of the inside of your cheek.”
    

    
      “I’m not a lab rat, Lucien!”
    

    
      Mrs. Hapner began talking, so Lucien couldn’t respond. I proceeded to ignore him for the rest of the class. He even tried to pass me a note, but I refused to look. I was definitely acting childish, but there was this intense rage fueling me, an anger that wanted to lash out at everyone, even those closest to me. I wondered if it was part of my illness or if I was just that resentful because Archer was gone.
    

    
      When the bell rang, I took a deep breath and then turned to face him.
    

    
      He pressed his lips together tightly, probably put out that I denied him, a god, attention. I had put him on hold, and he was not happy about it. He was so full of himself.
    

    
      “Callie, she also said Aroha was on her way back to New York.” (Crap.)
    

    
      I felt dizzy, my stomach churning with a multitude of conflicting emotions—fear, guilt, dread, desperation, and hope. The last emotion confused me. I guess since she was his mother, who had to pose as his sister (still so weird to think about), I could garner the truth from her. If she seemed absolutely devastated, maybe I could digest the fact Archer was dead, try to come to terms with it. If she seemed no different though, it might mean they were hiding something and that he was somewhere in the world alive and well, missing me. The hope grew and squelched the anxiety in my stomach.
    

    
      “I would, uh, suggest keeping your distance until I see what she has to say.” His tone was soft and gentle. More drippy-sweet sympathy on his honeyed breath, something I realized they all smelled like—honeysuckles. It could work as my god-dar (like a radar) to differentiate them from humans.
    

    
      “What she has to say?” I could not hide my astonishment. “She must want me dead. I deserve it.”
    

    
      “Callie, don’t be so absurd. Archer made bad decisions. He ignored warnings to stay away from you. He killed a god. You’re not to blame at all, and if Aroha can’t see that, then she’s an idiot.”
    

    
      I sighed and gathered my books up. The room had emptied, and the teacher looked expectantly for us to leave. I hurried into the hallway but hadn’t gotten far when a powerful hand grabbed my wrist. Still, even now, my heart skipped a beat thinking of Archer’s touch.
    

    
      Lucien let go as if he sensed my unease. “You can’t keep blaming yourself. Archer wouldn’t have wanted that.”
    

    
      I nodded and then went on my way. He didn’t follow. I made it all the way home and through the door before I fell apart, crying my eyes out. I couldn’t handle the stress of trying to act normal, to pretend the gods didn’t exist, to pretend my heart wasn’t shattered into a million pieces.
    

    
      I vaguely remember our servant, Raphael, carrying me to bed; my father coaxing me to eat soup; Raphael taking my temperature, feeding me pills. Then I drifted off to sleep.
    

    
      I awoke in the middle of the night to see my phone in my hand. I couldn’t recall how it got there. Had I grabbed it off my desk in my sleep? Had I been holding it the entire time?
    

    
      I scrolled down to his name on my phone for the millionth time since Archer had left; as the second name on the list after my old friend Amy from Minnesota, he was inescapable. This time, instead of dismissing it, I did something different. I texted him.
    

    
      Please. Know you’re alive. I feel it.
    

    
      As I expected, there was no answer. I then opened my photos and stared at the one of Archer and me together, the only one I had of us that his annoyingly gorgeous cousin Belle had taken. I studied every feature of his face, trying to memorize it. Then I prayed to him, hoping he would hear me.
    

    
      After a torturous hour of staring at a photo, imagining future possibilities that could no longer occur, I put my phone down. Why was I so delusional that I couldn’t grasp the fact he was gone? Psychoanalyzing myself kept me up half the night. (I was absolutely headed to a padded cell.)
    

    
      Because I hadn’t slept well, I missed my alarm in the morning. I was running late for school, rushing down the hall, trying to put my keys into my bookbag while I walked. I dropped them in the process and stooped down to pick them up. A faster hand snatched my keys up.
    

    
      I stood back up, raking my gaze over the effeminate clone of Archer: Aroha. She gazed at me smugly and bitterly, but something was missing. There were no hints of grief or depression in her eyes. I knew they wouldn’t physically manifest on her as they would on me, like the dark circles under the eyes and such, but she wasn’t as upset or angry as she should be.
    

    
      “You may want to hold onto things a bit better, Callie, or they might just slip through your fingers.” She smirked, knowing I caught onto her double meaning.
    

    
      “Aroha—”
    

    
      “Don’t!” She glared. “Don’t talk to me.” She raced down the hall at immortal speed, a blur, and then was gone around the corner.
    

    
      There was no point in trying to talk to her. Aroha had always disliked me, and without Archer around, she would have no problem lying to me (or doing worse). Even Lucien, the god of truth, was lying to me. Something in me was absolutely certain of it, like my sixth sense called out with the truth.
    

    
      I voiced this the next day, much to Lucien’s dismay.
    

    
      “For the last time, Callie, I’m not lying!” Lucien protested. “You need help, you know that?”
    

    
      I probably did, but that wasn’t the point.
    

    
      “Even Dionysus couldn’t cure your stubborn insane inability to—”
    

    
      “Then why didn’t Aroha want to kill me? Why isn’t she taking more time off from school to grieve? Why does she look so happy and content that Julian Creswell is obsessed with her? She’s not acting like Archer just died!”
    

    
      “Keep your voice down. First, it’s been a month, Callie. She wouldn’t graduate if she didn’t return. You may not think that is important, but we came back here to New York for her. She wanted a college degree from here last time, but women weren’t allowed then. I’m sure she is throwing herself into that goal to forget her son. She needs to make up finals. Second, everyone grieves differently. She puts on a façade that everything is fine. You have willful denial.”
    

    
      “Lucien, look me in the eye and tell me that Archer is dead, that he is no longer on this Earth.”
    

    
      He groaned and covered his face. Then he threw his arms down, exasperated. “I have already! A dozen times now. You need to stop.”
    

    
      “You never looked me in the eyes and said ‘dead.’ You’re not supposed to lie, Lucien.”
    

    
      He squared my shoulders and gazed into my eyes, “He’s dead. Please, grasp that.” His eyes flickered up to the left.
    

    
      I didn’t want to call him out yet. We’d move in circles then. Instead, I wanted to see if I could enter Lucien’s thoughts. I’d somehow connected with Archer’s mind and had seen he’d wanted a baby. What a crazy sentiment, but in hindsight, part of him would still be with me. I’d have a purpose.
    

    
      I shook the thought and willed myself into Lucien’s mind. I met resistance, but a few thoughts got through. Wish he were dead…worse…never love me…why…angry—the thoughts stopped.
    

    
      He stared at me funny. “Why are you looking at me like that?”
    

    
      “You’re lying.”
    

    
      He rolled his eyes and gripped my shoulders, frustrated. I couldn’t call him out on the lie without admitting I was reading minds, so I had to let it go. I had always been uncannily perceptive of people, but after the fevers began, it went to a whole new level.
    

    
      “He’s gone.” Lucien said.
    

    
      “Gone where?”
    

    
      “What do we have here?” Aroha’s vindictive voice sent chills down my spine. “Forgot about my brother already?”
    

    
      I batted Lucien’s hands away to see Aroha cocking her brow at me, with a glowering Emily by her side. Emily and Aroha were apparently buddies now, most likely drawn together by their mutual hatred for me (just lovely).
    

    
      Lucien looked at me, hurt. Why did he have to look at me that way, touch me? It made people jump to the wrong conclusions.
    

    
      “My bad. I thought I was the only one here actually remembering him. Where are your tears, Aroha?” The rage flared from me out of nowhere. I felt power, strength, and a huge amount of anger. I was suddenly in her face. Then I whispered so Emily couldn’t hear, “I know he’s alive.”
    

    
      Then I lurched at her as if I were about to attack her, making her flinch, before I quickly walked away. I turned around to see her reaction. She glared at Lucien, who shook his head. Emily missed the exchange, still examining me like I was dirt on her shoe.
    

    
      “He didn’t say anything, Aroha. I read his mind. Didn’t you know? I’m psychic.” I called to her.
    

    
      “What. A. Freak,” Emily announced.
    

    
      I’m sure everyone was looking at us, but I couldn’t care less. I took pleasure in seeing Aroha’s mouth drop open in shock before I fled the scene.
    

    
      When I got into the bathroom and splashed some cool water onto my feverish face, the anger abated. I was shocked and appalled at how rude I had been, how much I was giving away in front of others. Where had I gotten the audacity to challenge gods? I might regret my hasty actions later, but deep down, I knew now they were lying. Wish he were dead, Lucien had thought, so Archer must be alive.
    

    
      [image: ]
    

    
      When I got home from school, two immortals were standing in front of my apartment door. Lucien sheepishly had his hands in his pockets, avoiding my gaze, while Aroha (the full-of-herself Aphrodite) had her arms crossed, her maternal gaze narrowing on me.
    

    
      “What do you two want?”
    

    
      Aroha answered my question with another: “What did you mean by ‘psychic’?”
    

    
      “I didn’t think your vocabulary was that poor, Aroha.”
    

    
      “Callie,” Lucien scolded.
    

    
      “What? Why should I answer you when all you do is feed me lies?”
    

    
      Aroha sauntered forward, her expression unreadably blank. “Let’s have a civil conversation.” She grabbed my arm in a crushing grip but managed to make it look like we were happily arm-in-arm. She led me down the hall to her apartment, and I wondered if I’d leave alive. This goddess was scary sometimes.
    

    
      The sight of the door dashed my confidence and spite. In there, the memories of kisses and words of love and promises would come back.
    

    
      She unlocked the door and entered, Lucien pushing me gently forward. Inside, everything was the same. Archer’s chemistry book was still on the coffee table, haphazardly tossed aside when we had given up on doing our homework and gotten lost in each other’s lips. Lips I wouldn’t kiss again, according to these gods. I inadvertently looked toward his room to see the door closed.
    

    
      “Go in if you like,” Aroha said quietly. “Take what you want before I dispose of it.”
    

    
      My heart skipped a beat, and my legs went weak. Doubt was setting in. She was getting rid of his things. She finally sounded sad, grieving, full of pity for me and herself.
    

    
      “Sit.” Lucien steered me into the direction of the sofa, the same one Archer and I had spent our days upon, watching TV, holding each other, kissing. Part of me wanted to bolt from the apartment to avoid the agony the memories would bring, but the other part of me wanted to curl up on the sofa and lose myself in the past and stay there forever.
    

    
      “Callie, you owe me. Everything in my life is ruined because of you—”
    

    
      “Aroha,” Lucien scolded.
    

    
      “No, Lucien. Stop protecting her! All you boys have done was protect her, and for what?”
    

    
      “Go ahead.” I said. “I know I deserve it. And it’s not like you can hurt me any more than being without him does.”
    

    
      Lucien walked back toward the all-glass wall and stared out into the city. He was endlessly frustrated with me when I said such morbid things. I was stubborn, pathetic, and I knew I was pushing away my only real friend left because of it.
    

    
      “Chase and I were getting back together, and now it’s all ruined. No one can make it through what we just had to deal with—”
    

    
      “Stop it, Aroha!” Lucien interceded again.
    

    
      How could love create such havoc? Be so destructive? I foolishly had believed that our love only affected us, but when it was taken away, it affected many lives. I had done this to all of them. I should’ve stayed in the dark. Now, even a life of lies with Archer seemed like a better option than knowing the immortal world. I just wanted Archer back.
    

    
      I lost track of their argument, tuning out the words and letting myself sink onto the sofa, into the memories. I swear, I could still smell Archer’s scent on the pillow and inhaled it. My heart pounded in my ears, and I shivered. A fever. I’d welcome it to leave here and stay in the warmer cocoon of memories. I lay down fully, closing my eyes, picturing him.
    

    
      Archer’s gorgeous face was in front of me. He looked thinner, paler, his eyes dull and vacant. They didn’t glow like they used to. Was I envisioning him dead? No, he blinked. A tear leaked out, and he wiped it away with the back of his hand. Something was off, not right, since this wasn’t my imagination if I couldn’t control what I was seeing. Was I asleep and dreaming?
    

    
      The scene around him came into focus as if someone brightened a picture. He sat on a stone wall, his legs dangling over the sea, palm trees behind him, as if in some tropical locale. A city was in the background but unfocused. He held his cell phone in his hand and peered down at it.
    

    
      “Oh Callie, you really are too cruel,” his melodic voice said quietly. It had been so long since I’d heard him speak. The wind blew his hair, making ripples across his scalp. It was growing longer, curling more.
    

    
      I was frozen, afraid to speak. If I were dreaming, I didn’t want to wake. I longed to hear him say my name again.
    

    
      Archer slipped the phone into his pocket and leaned back on his elbows. “You see way too much.” He looked up, directly at me, as if he could see me.
    

    
      Then the scene began darkening. I tried to hold on, but it slipped away, and Archer was gone.
    

    
      “Callie.” A voice brought me back. Two hands were on my temples, feeding healing heat into my head. I opened my eyes to see two concerned, intensely green ones staring into mine. Honey-scented breath wafted over me, making me think of Archer. My stomach flopped sourly in realization it was Lucien instead.
    

    
      “What is wrong with her?” Aroha watched above me.
    

    
      “She’s sick. She’s been having fevers.”
    

    
      “Well, fix her, then. That is your specialty.”
    

    
      “I’m trying to, as you can very well see, Aroha.” He growled. “I don’t know what causes them. Diagnosis comes before a cure.”
    

    
      “I’m fine.” I pushed him away. I was tired of them talking about me as if I weren’t there.
    

    
      “Lie back a moment,” Lucien commanded. “You were completely unconscious. You’ll need a minute.”
    

    
      Although I hated to admit it, he was right. My head swirled, and my stomach churned. I lay back down.
    

    
      “I saw him. He’s alive. By the sea. Why did you wake me up?”
    

    
      “She’s hallucinating now? Take her to the mortal doctors. Let them deal with her.”
    

    
      “I’m not hallucinating. I saw him as he is now, thinner, paler, his hair longer. I’ve always sensed things about people, and the fevers make it stronger. My dad is the same. It’s genetic or something.” I gave Lucien a significant look in reference to Psyche.
    

    
      Lucien gave me a slight shake of the head to remain quiet, which meant Aroha still didn’t know who my ancestor was.
    

    
      “What’s going on, you two? Tell me everything, Callie, and I might just tell you something in return.” Aroha smirked at me. Her eyes, so much like Archer’s, unnerved me. But she had answers. I would tell her anything just to hear her say he was alive.
      

  


      Chapter 3[image: ]Chase
    

    
      A month in Belize City wasn’t enough to improve Archer. I had never seen him so depressed. Well, maybe once or twice before with better reason. He was only ever melancholy when a loved one died. When Psyche and he dissolved their marriage, he had been equally disappointed and relieved. This breakup with Callie was much worse, just like when his daughter died, just like when his siblings died. Even after Aroha and I had lost three of our four children, I was able to push on, persevere. Grief can easily transform to fighting, but Archer was no fighter, a lover through and through. He gave Callie his entire heart, mind, and soul, and it was as if she had died and taken all three with her to the Elysian fields.
    

    
      I wanted to throttle him, beat some sense into him, berate him for being so weak. A son of mine pining after a girl—embarrassing, laughable, but the feeling and negative thoughts about Archer were easily suppressed. Oh, I had a temper that no other god’s could match. I’ve done things—such horrid things—things I never would dare to tell others about. Waterboarding? Created by me. Hangings, beheadings, war, The Code of Hammurabi—me.
    

    
      And then something profound happened. It had happened before in small spells of time. I would feel free. It was as if war was chaining me to being this horrific person. I hated everyone, including myself, and then— No, not chains. More like that book with the doctor guy. I’m no reader, so I forget his name. Hyde is his alter-ego, the villain. That’s what it felt like. I was Hyde most of the time, the poor innocent doctor dormant inside, but every now and then, I was somehow free. The doctor took over the angry beast. It happened when I met Aroha and fell in love with her, but then Hyde won, and I was terrible to my family, longing for war, lusting after it. I never wanted anything more than Aroha or war—depending on who was winning in my head. For years now, decades actually, the doctor-me had won. Chase was a nice person inside and out; Ares, a war-driven monster. And now Chase wanted nothing more than to help his son—even if thoughts of beating some sense into him rose every now and then.
    

    
      I was in new territory: away from war, with my son, trying to use my tactical brain to play detective. Something was going on with Callie. I wondered if she was this thing that freed me from myself, but it had happened before her lifetime too. I had simply gone through the motions of what I had started in Afghanistan, so it had been very easy for my estranged wife to convince me to leave the front. Still, something kept coming back to Callie. I couldn’t speak to Archer about it yet. I didn’t want to give him false hope or make him needlessly worry. It was clear that she was a demigod whom Zeus feared. And that fear, I believed, directly linked to our ability to defy our gifts: aside from me leaving the war, Lucien was able to lie, and Archer actually fell in love, while also going completely against his nature to kill our kind. If Aroha had changed, it wasn’t obvious except for how easily she’d fallen for me this time.
    

    
      Archer entered the kitchen, where I was yet again trying to research info on Callie and not getting far. If only I could research like Athena. If only the scoundrel Lucien would reply to my emails and texts. He knew. He’d almost told us. If I were in New York, I could get him to tell me in minutes—pound his spineless, selfish, lying face until he choked on his own blood and fessed up what he knew. A glorious image, but Archer needed me. I had never been there for him, pushed him aside as equally as he ignored me. This time, I would stay. I would push Ares down into a cage just as my father had done with the defiant Titans during our first great war. Had I known my father planned to lord over us and control our every move, I don’t think I would’ve helped him win that war. Regrets are for the weak-minded though. The future is the path.
    

    
      “What are you doing?” Archer asked.
    

    
      “Researching.”
    

    
      “You? Researching?” He scoffed and sat down in front of the breakfast I’d made him, the toast he would pick apart and pretend to eat. He had a thick book in his hand, but I couldn’t see the title. Most likely it was something tragically depressing. I wasn’t past book-burning at the moment. It was very useful to have the masses attack the intellectual stronghold of their own countries to make them fall from within; it was easier to control the ignorant. Somehow, I didn’t think it would work on Archer, him being neither ignorant nor whole enough to break down. Archer was already broken. He had taken to reading morbid books and not sleeping or eating. We could go without those latter two, but I’d have to get him some nectar at some point. He was already thinner, his cheekbones more defined, and there were black rings under his eyes.
    

    
      He was torturing himself. Each day, it got worse. No war tactic yet had come to me that could solve this. After thousands of years, it finally dawned on me how much there was to learn out there, and I had only fixated on war, politics, and geography.
    

    
      “Well, if you’ve got that attitude about my researching skills, I won’t tell you what I’m researching.” Picking on him seemed to be the only thing that elicited a half-smile from him these days, but it felt cruel, kicking a man while he was down.
    

    
      “Do you even know how to use one of those?” He motioned toward the laptop.
    

    
      “You do realize warfare is rampant with technology these days, right?”
    

    
      He nibbled on the toast. Good. If I could keep him distracted, maybe he’d absentmindedly eat a whole slice.
    

    
      “Okay, let me rephrase. Do you know how to use that thing without killing people with it?”
    

    
      Ouch. I didn’t react. He had a tendency to try to bring me down—misery loves company, so they say. And he needed it. I pushed down the Ares temper that would’ve punched someone at such an insult. It was so easy to do now that I doubted anyone knew he was still in me; I was positive I showed no outward reaction whatsoever.
    

    
      “War can save people, you know. Some are killed through collateral damage, but some are saved from oppressors. You remember why I walked out last time, no? Hitler was out of control, and I had to help the allies.”
    

    
      “With atom bombs that destroyed entire cities.”
    

    
      “That was Nemesis,” I retorted. She was the goddess of vengeance and often worked with me.
    

    
      Well, Dite would tell it differently. I imagined her saying, “That horse-faced mongrel would do anything to get you in bed, Ares.” And she’d be partially right, but never did I give in to Nemesis’s advances. I was also careful not to scorn her either. I had seen what retaliation she would unleash if I was cruel to her.
    

    
      “Well,” Archer fumbled for a moment. “You had a hand in the Hitler situation in the first place.” He really thought that of me? The kid had a viper-tongue.
    

    
      “I was only on the ally side, remember.”
    

    
      He scoffed. “Doubtful.”
    

    
      “Why would you assume if you don’t even know? There are others you know. It was called a World War for a reason. That was Thor and Odin’s mischief. They even admitted they lost control of Hitler thanks to Loki.”
    

    
      “Ugh. I don’t want to hear about war.” Archer groaned.
    

    
      No, he only wanted to read morbid poetry about lovers who can’t be together or kill themselves or die in the name of love.
    

    
      “I’m sure you enjoyed yourself anyway,” Archer added.
    

    
      “I did, naturally.”
    

    
      Archer looked up from his book and gave me a wry smile. Then it fell. He scrutinized me. “What research are you doing?” His voice took on an accusatory tone.
    

    
      “Looking for answers, Son. That’s all for now.”
    

    
      “About Callie?” He swallowed hard after saying her name. It was the first time he’d said it to me. We hadn’t talked about her. I’m not your heart-to-heart talk kind of god. I’m a doer, a solver, a fighter. I don’t do emotions—other than the ones that incite bedroom activities or bloodshed. According to Athena, I was Freud’s Id personified. I kind of got what she meant—like primal urges—but I think she was insulting me when she said that.
    

    
      I nodded, gauging his reaction.
    

    
      “It doesn’t matter that she’s a demigod anymore. Zeus would never…” He took a bite of toast, staring off in deep thought.
    

    
      I had to say something before he slipped back into a depressive state again, but I didn’t want to give him false hope. “The answers always help in planning.”
    

    
      “What are you planning?” He was wary, untrusting. “You’re planning a war?” His mouth dropped. “With Zeus? Your own father? The god of gods? Are you insane?”
    

    
      Well, that could’ve gone better, but at least he was shocked and not melancholy.
    

    
      “War doesn’t have to be on the offense, you know. I always plan a defensive move and retaliation move. It would force Nemesis—as you inadvertently brought her up earlier—onto our side that way too. I know my father. He wants Callie dead. He won’t stop. Eventually, ten years, twenty, he will strike again. I need to find out why. I need to find a way to protect her.”
    

    
      “Because you like war or for me?”
    

    
      What a complex question. “For you, of course, but truly for everything. You heard the prophecy Lucien withheld. Our world is changing, and it has something to do with Callie. It never was about you. It was about any god being with her. She is why you fell in love, why Lucien lies, why I left war—”
    

    
      “You’re planning one now!”
    

    
      “I’m planning how to protect her and you. The old me would’ve stormed Olympus by now.”
    

    
      “You would have.” Archer smiled weakly. He picked at his toast, and when he found the courage, he asked, “Have you found anything?”
    

    
      “Nothing concrete yet. Just theories. I’ll tell you when I know something for certain.” Only, that was a lie. I would only tell him things that wouldn’t hurt him. One of my theories felt so way off that I could hardly think it, let alone voice it. Callie—if she was the one freeing us from our roles—was like free will. But she was a demigod, and there had never been a god or goddess of freedom. Zeus had always reigned over us. But the idea of losing that hold over us would terrify my father into a war. Food for thought.
    

    
      “Is that why we’re near the Blue Hole? Are you going to recruit Poseidon or something?”
    

    
      I stared him down. We were by the Great Blue Hole, the underwater sinkhole to the humans, but to us, the entry to Poseidon’s home, Atlantis—the real one. “We’re here so Zeus can’t watch us, as I know he is longing to do.” There were places my father couldn’t see us—sites with high volcanic and magnetic activity, domains ruled by other god families, and his brothers’ kingdoms. “But what would be the point in recruiting gods who cannot leave the water?”
    

    
      Archer looked down at his toast and sighed. He seemed disappointed, almost as if he wanted me to somehow break Poseidon from his prison and raise an army to beat Zeus. If only I could. By my spear, Poseidon and Hades would jump at the chance to destroy my father if someone untethered them from their worlds. It would be utter chaos or could be a beautifully orchestrated war if properly mapped out. Too bad it was impossible.
    

    
      Archer stood up and said he was off to the rooftop patio to read. I nodded, needing the privacy to call New York anyway. Once he left the room, I looked at his plate. He had eaten two pieces of toast. Progress!
    

    
      I immediately called Lucien, who answered with, “What is it? Is everything okay?”
    

    
      “Yeah, why? Another prophecy you’re going to hide from us?” I countered.
    

    
      He paused. “I’m hanging out with Linda.” Then he said in a hushed tone. “Should we even be talking?”
    

    
      “For the love of Hera, Lucien, relax. I’m alone right now. So, is that a yes?”
    

    
      “I’ll call you later.”
    

    
      “You won’t. You’re ignoring my emails.”
    

    
      “Because he most likely will hack in to see them. I taught him everything he knows about computers, and you know who I learned from.” Lucien was being careful not to say Archer’s or Hermes’s names, so I realized how careful I needed to be when he was in front of mortals.
    

    
      I heard Linda ask something about computer hacking, but it wasn’t clear.
    

    
      “Likely excuse. You better call me back tonight,” I said.
    

    
      “I will.”
    

    
      “You better. Don’t make me sic Dite on you.”
    

    
      “Ugh, I will, okay?”
    

    
      Lucien hung up first, my annoying little half-brother. I deleted the call log just in case Archer would pry. Then I emailed Athena because she was just not a phone person—awkward to say the least. She and I worked together now and then because she was the goddess of justice, which went hand-in-hand with war. She wouldn’t blow me off like Lucien.
    

    
      After that, I texted Aroha, asking about Callie’s parentage.
    

    
      She texted back with, Are you Prometheus or something? I’m here with Callie right now. She just showed me something interesting.
    

    
      What?
    

    
      A carefully preserved letter from Psyche herself, asking the mortals to take care of her child: Marshal Psyches or later known as Syches.
    

    
      Damn if that didn’t hit me hard. Callie was descended from a demigod as she said, but she was Psyche’s. This would not bode well in Archer’s condition. It might drive him insane.
    

    
      I’m not telling Archer that, I typed.
    

    
      Of course not! And I won’t tell this girl that he’s alive. She is prying, though. She’s insisting he’s alive somewhere in the tropics and says she’s psychic. I think we broke her mind.
    

    
      But she’s right. We are, I typed. What did this mean? How was she seeing where we were? Psyche’s descendant or not, this was too powerful for your average demigod.
    

    
      There was a long pause before she sent back, Where are you?
    

    
      If she is seeing things somehow and professes to be psychic, I shouldn’t tell you, Love. What if she can read your mind?
    

    
      I hate this. I miss you. Her words made me smile, and my mood lifted.
    

    
      Gods, I missed her already. Unlike our poor child, at least I knew I would see Aroha again. I hadn’t seen her since the late 1930’s until this recent, welcomed, intrusion into my life. That’s roughly eighty years, so I could manage until the Callie situation resolved or she passed from old age. I wish I hadn’t taken it slow, had Dite physically again, because it was all that was on my mind at the moment. But regret was for the weak. I don’t do weak.
    

    
      The other day, I did promise her I’d tell her something if she told me all of this. What should I say?
    

    
      Stall her, lie. You’re good at that.
    

    
      Ha ha. Takes a liar to know one.
    

    
      Touché. I smiled.
    

    
      “Who’s that?” Archer’s voice made me jump. He was grabbing a water bottle from the fridge.
    

    
      “Your mother.” I was about to pretend I wasn’t talking to her or anyone, but I’m sure I had a cheesy smile that told him the truth.
    

    
      Archer froze for a second but then opened the water bottle and took a swig. “About what?” He was trying so hard to be nonchalant that he failed terribly.
    

    
      “You wouldn’t want to know,” I insinuated, knowing full well that Archer wouldn’t want to hear any more. It had always been the best method to deter his inquiries.
    

    
      “Gross.” Then he gave me a disgruntled roll of his eyes and went back outside. I heard his footsteps plod up on the roof again.
    

    
      I looked down at my phone to see Aroha had answered: I’ll think of something. She’s quite tedious, though.
    

    
      Our son needs you to care for her, protect her, so be nice.
    

    
      For how long? I want to be with you two. She ignored my request for her to be kind to the girl, which was worrisome.
    

    
      I know. Just for a while. I want us to be together too. I’m trying to figure out a way around the punishment.
    

    
      Don’t you go starting a war.
    

    
      Not going to start one, darling. Preparing for an attack. He won’t let her live, no matter what, Aroha. I just know it.
    

    
      I hope not. Gotta run. This mortal is nosey. I love you.
    

    
      I love you too.
    

    
      I deleted our texts, as Lucien suggested, in case Archer would snoop, and leaned back, closing my eyes, thinking. My mind strategized ways to prevent my father from killing Callie. Any move he would make would be deadly. I hoped my possible retaliation would prevent it. I needed allies first. Although my father was hardly on good term with the others, I had some alliances left over from certain wars. Trusting other war gods, though, was a bit problematic. Our alliances shifted often. If Zeus demanded the girl’s life or attacked, I might not have any other options but to trust in other immortal tribes.
    

    
      My phone rang. It was Athena. I knew she wouldn’t beat around the bush like Lucien—god of lies. But a phone call? I was flattered.
    

    
      “Athena?”
    

    
      “Where are you, Ares?”
    

    
      “Safe. Where are you?”
    

    
      “Safe.”
    

    
      We chuckled over neither of us trusting each other enough to give over a location.
    

    
      “The girl is still in New York? Is she safe?” Her second question was a strange one. Maybe she knew enough to help me after all.
    

    
      “Yes, in New York, but you were there for the ruling, so you know she’s not.”
    

    
      “How is Archer taking it?”
    

    
      “Just about as well as he took to Hedone’s death.”
    

    
      She sighed out a heavy breath. “I don’t understand our father.”
    

    
      “I emailed you because I think you do, Athena. I need to know.”
    

    
      “Know what?”
    

    
      “Your theories, because I want to see if they match mine.”
    

    
      “I honestly don’t know. My theories vary greatly, but I’ll tell you some probable ones. You go first, though.”
    

    
      That was something I could agree with. I finally had a plan: alliances, find them. The more on our side, the better, so if Zeus made a move, we wouldn’t be alone. Another strategy to start on: break up Olympus. That would take some scheming help from Athena, and my wife—who was the queen of breaking people apart, even though she was supposed to join them together. Athena was halfway on our side, so I just needed to convince her to go against Zeus. We could do this. I would be ready for Zeus’s strike.
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