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An old enemy found me, and left me powerless - when I was only trying to help her.

We'd first met centuries ago, and she become trapped in the mystic world she'd created, one of evil and retribution for imagined offenses.

I had my own problems at the time, so became the target of her wrath.

When she disappeared, and became trapped for thousands of years, I had almost forgotten her.

Meanwhile, life had changed. Lessons had  been learned. People moved on.

Then she showed up again - even more bitter and vile than ever.

And she left me crippled, to die. But karma was on my side - I survived. That made payback, well...
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ONE THING I KNEW. WE had released an evil priestess to roam the earth after 12,000 years secured in an underwater trap. 

OK, that's a bit thick for our day and age. She was in charge of worshiping old gods when she sank with Atlantis. And "evil" is always in question (particularly in our PC days, and what politicians think they can get away with - and often seem to.) Let's say "ethically-challenged". It just means we let someone loose who didn't have a lot of respect for the rights and beliefs of others. In a dangerous way. Like, might be on the side of terrorists if she gets a chance.

So we needed to find her and somehow fix what we had done. How, I hadn't a clue. 

All I knew was that I was in the Ghost Hunters Library and everyone else had left to go research or hunt down our missing priestess.

As much I wanted to go research, I only knew a handful of paths inside that maze of shelves. A few wrong turns and I'd be completely lost. And unable to get anyone to find me.

For the moment I sat here. Comfortable dark leather cushions on this mission-style couch. Unfortunately, I was down to the last of the delicious brownies and a few swallows of spiced cocoa that Granger had left for us. 

And no books to read, not that I wanted to focus on anything besides the problem we had. Because I had helped to create that mess. That priestess had gotten into my dreams.

How to find this priestess was the next question. Gaia was somewhere in the stacks doing research, Sal and Jude were already on the hunt - I didn't want to bother any of them. 

Then I thought of the other one person who had the power of a goddess and maybe even as long a history - Harpy.

So I touched the turquoise stone on a lanyard around my neck and thought of her. 

One unexpected side effect, though. Instead of Harpy appearing before me, I began shimmering out of the Library...

- - - -
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AND FOUND MYSELF IN a dark dungeon room, very close if not the same room as Harpy had originally brought me to. Dark, with a tall ceiling and vertical slits for windows, all in the dark gray hewn rocks. Thick columns rose to a ceiling far above, lost in the shadows there. Where the thin light was coming from, I still didn't know. 

"Harpy? You there?"

I heard a rustling over to my side.

"Harpy?"

And a quiet whimper returned. Whatever that was, it wasn't in good shape. My humanity made me go to find out, for maybe it was something or someone in need.

I kept calling and listening. Either whimper or rustling sounded in reply, or by just being quiet and listening. I closed the distance by trial and error. At last, rounding a corner, I found a huddled shape in a dark corner.

"Shhh. There, there. It's OK. I'm only here to help you. Can you show me your face?"

And she did. Tears, blood, scratches and all.

Shock was an understatement of how I felt.

It was Harpy.
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JOHN WASTED NO TIME when he found me. It took awhile, as I didn't want to be found. And as shocked as he looked, it was nothing compared to what had happened to me.

My life since I first met John had been an interesting one. 

At first, I was simply free to do what I wanted, as usual. Yet John had listened to my story objectively, even got me to tell him my most personal and passionate ones. The secrets that I had held through history.

And he was the first human to ever gain my respect.

Because I was the offspring of gods and goddesses. And had all their powers. While I c0-existed in the world of humans, I never was one of them. Their lives were short, mine was endless. They fought, bit, and scratched their way through that short existence. And I either helped cut that thread shorter, or helped them live a little longer.

It didn't matter much to me. 

And I'd had my human lovers, and pretty much sworn off them. Because it was like a blink of an eye in my times. But the pain of that interaction would last me in my memories forever. 

That is what John had helped me with. To find balance. 

When later came my 7-year "itch" of having to mate, John helped me find a balance in that as well. But only after teaching me what human was, for that short span where I needed to be one. When I was most vulnerable, the only time my kind could be killed.

He had met my needs with understanding, with the most ancient texts he knew of, with all their wisdom. Knowledge of facts and figures was one thing, but real power is in knowing how it all fits together. 

Something every generation of human has their own problems in dealing with. It's called maturing. Some never do. And their current "social media" and 24-7-365 media channels tends to expose for the world to see. And the repeats it with embarrassing frequency. That's called "celebrity." 

Those are these times. 

And my own understanding is balancing those out with my own ancient experiences. 

It was John, a human, who helped me gain real wisdom.

And then invited me to join his little band of Ghost Hunters. Of course, it wasn't easy. The biggest challenge was not working with spirits or humans, but learning to work as a team, and to trust.

Goddesses are usually solo acts. Headliners. They have entourages, not teams. Followers, worshipers, lackeys, slaves. But almost never equals. 

As the last of my kind, it was very painful to have to deal with the changes that "civilization" had made. Gods and goddesses were almost extinct, for various reasons. And the rest of us were trying to almost hide among them as a result. Their current weapons probably wouldn't do us in, but it would be a very painful recovery if we survived. It was just easier to "lay low." Do what I needed. Enjoy life as I could.

What I'd seen was a big chasm between my understanding of natural laws that were even older than me. The ones this universe ran on. Like the Golden Rule. Humans and goddesses could try as they might, but there were reckonings that came due. And not understanding the limits made unseen crevasses in your path.

Now, that team and their trust had filled those gaps. I had balance. I had a purpose again, a reason and drive to fill. Life was starting to look pretty good again. A nice wide open plain of adventure ahead of me.

Until that priestess showed up.

- - - -
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SHOULD HAVE KNOWN IT was too good to last.

If it weren't insulting to the canine species, I'd call that priestess a bitch out loud. Frequently. And I still may. 

My recent work was to start un-doing many of the various organizations I'd been part of  that had been making the governments on this planet unstable. Organized crime and terrorism were umbrella terms that covered most of it.

I had no problem being on both sides of that coin when it suited me.

People would approach me, wanting something. Bad or good, it was something they needed - for whatever purpose. If I could help them, especially if they were honestly wanting to help others, I'd do it.

This chick, though, she was something else. She played the hurt, helpless chick just too
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