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      Helen sat in the guidance counselor’s office, trying hard not to gently electrocute her teacher into unconsciousness.

      Mr. Summerton was a nice person, and she really didn’t want to use her goddess powers on him. She was squeamish in general about using them on full mortals, especially not on the good ones.

      Mr. Summerton was a vest-wearing man, and Helen respected any teacher who braved the derision of teenagers to stay true to their own fashion sense. He also had a bald spot on his head that got sweaty when he felt passionately about something. Usually, the gleam on his pate only kicked in when he was giving one of his hell-fire lectures about Jim Crow or the New Deal, or Women’s Suffrage. He was a history teacher who absolutely loved being a history teacher. Currently, he also had to be the guidance counselor, not because he knew anything about it, but because Nantucket High was short on staff since a “freak storm” had tragically killed so many people. Mnemosyne, the Goddess of Memory, had altered all eyewitness accounts of the Olympians’ descent upon the small island of Nantucket, but she could not erase the lives that had been taken.

      But if guidance counseling wasn’t Mr. Summerton’s initial profession, Helen certainly couldn’t tell, because he sure was swinging for the fences. Mr. Summerton was trying so hard to get her to settle on a list of colleges to apply to that his whole head was beaded with sweat. At this point Helen felt like she should be the counselor. This guy needed some serious handholding.

      “Helen, your grades may not be straight A’s, but your teachers rave about you, you’ve never gotten below a B, and your test scores are really, really good. Surprisingly good,” he said, glancing down at her file to make sure. When he saw the high scores he’d mentioned, he huffed and started sweating a little more. “There’s so much in your file that makes me think you’ve just been flying under the radar here.”

      “I had a good day in testing, but I’m not the best student. Homework isn’t my strongest suit,” she admitted.

      “What about your plan for a track scholarship?” he asked.

      Helen tried not to groan at his earnest face and sat on her hands. Why the heck did everyone want her to go to college anyway? Her family couldn’t afford it. Lucas’ family had offered to pay. In fact, his mother Noel had given her this whole long lecture about how much of her own education she’d missed out on because she was bartending and trying to put herself through cooking school, but Helen wasn’t comfortable with the Delos family paying for college. It was just way too much money to her, even though it was practically nothing to them.

      “I had to work, like, a lot after my dad got sick a few months back and I couldn’t make it to track meets,” Helen said.

      And at that time, when her father was being poisoned by her mother to keep him sedated and she’d missed pretty much every school function, Helen had more on her plate than just tending the News Store or going to track meets. She was saving the world from a catastrophic supernatural war. But she was pretty sure she couldn’t put that on an absentee slip.

      “I lost my standing,” she continued, shrugging. “I’m not eligible for a track scholarship anymore.”

      Mr. Summerton slumped back in his chair, despondent. “I just don’t know how to help you,” he said. Helen felt terrible. There’s nothing more guilt-inducing than letting down a supportive, caring, all-around good teacher. “You’ve obviously got so much to offer, Miss Hamilton. I just hate to think that in this country having a sick parent can be so devastating to a potentially bright future like yours.”

      Oh no, here he goes. He’s going to talk about the New Deal, Helen thought.

      “You know, when Roosevelt was in office…”

      

      Forty-five minutes later, Helen emerged from Mr. Summerton’s office with a glassy look in her eyes. Lucas was waiting for her, leaning against the far wall, one knee drawn up, looking absolutely devastating.

      Seeing Helen, Lucas pushed himself off the wall and came to her. “What happened?” he asked, not sure if he should be worried or not, considering her expression.

      “He New Dealed me,” Helen replied, eyes still unable to focus due to the boredom she’d been made to endure.

      “On a Friday?” Lucas sucked air through his teeth. “Ouch.”

      He threw an arm over her shoulders as they started down the hallway.

      “Did you get New Dealed when you had your meeting with him?” Helen asked.

      “No.” Lucas replied.

      “Did you tell him where you were applying to?”

      She tried to sound nonchalant. Lucas hadn’t told anyone where he wanted to go to college, and she was hoping he would take the opportunity to tell her now.

      “No,” Lucas replied. “But it’s not the same for me. I’ve only been on Nantucket for a year. These teachers have known you your whole life. They just want what’s best for you.”

      “Maybe what’s best for me is to stay on the island and take care of my dad,” Helen said.

      Nobody knew quite what was wrong with him, but Jerry seemed to be suffering aftereffects from whatever it was that Daphne had given him. Conventional medical doctors said his heart had developed an arrhythmia, and despite the best efforts of Jason and Ariadne—Lucas’ cousins, who were powerful Healers—Jerry would occasionally grow weak. Sometimes he would even faint. It freaked Helen out to no end. To the point she didn’t like talking about it.

      She also didn’t like the way Lucas wouldn’t take her many hints and just tell her his plans for college.

      “Not sure your dad would want you to skip college,” Lucas reminded her firmly. “Kate will take care of him while you’re gone.” He sensed she didn’t want to talk about it any further. They walked in silence for a bit. “Did you get your maid of honor dress yet?”

      She had never been an “event” kind of girl, and she certainly had never looked forward to wearing any kind of clothing other than a comfy pair of yoga pants, but the fact that her father was going to marry Kate was something she could really get behind. Their upcoming Christmas wedding to be held at the Delos compound was the one thing that both put a smile on Helen’s face and sidetracked her completely whenever Lucas wanted to dodge talking about his plans for college.

      “It sold out. The dress that Kate and I picked,” Helen said, “the off-the-shoulder one.”

      “The sexy one?” Lucas had mixed feelings about Helen showing extra skin. He enjoyed it, but he was also afraid of it, and for very good reason.

      “It looks like we’re going to have to go with choice number two.”

      “The high-necked, long-sleeved one that resembles a Hefty bag?”

      “The very one,” Helen said, playing along. “And I’ll be wearing neon Crocs with it.”

      His whole face lit up. When Lucas was happy, he glowed. Being a Scion of the god Apollo meant that he was touched with light in a way that others weren’t. But Lucas also had another side to him; he was a distant Scion of Hades, and a Shadowmaster. Every now and again lately it was the darkness that Helen saw creeping out of Lucas, rather than the light for which he was named.

      But not now. Now he was a breathtaking Son of the Sun, and Helen could have slid right down to the center of world. Every time she looked at him, she fell in love with him a little bit more.

      Lucas pulled her tighter against his side. “Don’t look at me like that or I’m going to get us in trouble.”

      Helen laughed low in her throat and tilted her lips close to his neck while she said, “Promises, promises.”

      Before Lucas could do anything about Helen’s brazen flouting of their No Irresistible Goddess of Love Stuff at School Rule, they arrived at the cafeteria. Just as Helen had planned.

      “Luke! Over here!” Jason called.

      “I’ll get you back later,” Lucas whispered to Helen before releasing her shoulders, only to grab onto her hand as they weaved through the tables to join their family.

      It really didn’t bother her the way every admirer of male beauty stared at Lucas. Helen couldn’t blame them, let alone be mad at them. In fact, it made her happy. She loved to look at him so much she felt a kinship with everyone else who did as well, and it made her feel like she was in on it. Sometimes she wanted to gesture at the slack-jawed individuals who ogled Lucas and say, “Right? Isn’t he bananas?” only because she understood exactly where they were coming from.

      Jealousy wasn’t her thing, although it was Lucas’—hence their conversation about her maid of honor dress. Secretly, Helen thought it was kind of funny. He feared that her face or her legs or her cleavage would start a stampede or something, which was a valid concern considering her face had once started a war. But ever since Helen had shared in Orion’s blood, thus absorbing some of the emotion-reading abilities of the descendants of Aphrodite from the House of Rome, she knew better. There was a perfect partner for everyone, and the faces and bodies that went along with that perfection were as varied as the individuals who dreamed of them. Everyone was someone else’s perfect. Helen just happened to be Lucas’, for which she was eternally grateful.

      “What’d you tell Summer School?” Claire asked, using the nickname she’d given Mr. Summerton. He was a tough teacher and if someone didn’t do well enough in his class they ended up in summer school.

      Helen sat down next to her best friend. “Nothing. I couldn’t get a word in,” she replied. “But did you know that the SEC was founded to protect people from stock market fraud?”

      “Oh, good Lord,” Claire groaned. “How many times are you going to get New Dealed? My ears are bleeding for you at this point. Just give him a list. All he wants is to know that you’ve at least thought about leaving Nantucket.”

      “I just don’t know what to say,” Helen replied as she rummaged through her bag for her lunch.

      “Tell him you want to go to NYU with Hector and Orion,” Jason said.

      “Or Columbia,” Claire added, gesturing at Jason and Ariadne because that’s where they had decided on going. “Or, you know…Parsons. If I get in there. If my portfolio is good enough and my parents don’t murder me.”

      Claire bit her lower lip with worry and Helen reached out to her.

      “Claire. You’re going to get in,” Helen assured her. “And your parents can’t murder you. Physically.”

      Ever since the Final Battle with the gods, when Helen had claimed Lucas, Claire, Orion, Jason, Hector (Jason and Ariadne’s brother), Andy (Hector’s girlfriend), and Cassandra (Lucas’ younger sister) to be her immortal family for the rest of eternity, they’d all changed in remarkable ways, both big and small. While they weren’t fully immortal—they could die if they chose to—they could not be killed, nor could they age.

      Near-immortality aside, Claire’s artistic ability had skyrocketed, and she had completely shifted her focus. Instead of pursuing microbiology as she’d always planned, Claire now wanted to be an artist. But it was all new to her. She’d never even thought about art before, and now it was the most important thing in her world. After years of being preemptively proud of their daughter for the PhD she would undoubtably earn someday, her parents were not likely to understand. And secretly, Helen didn’t understand either. She hadn’t given Claire these artistic abilities; they’d just shown up on their own and no one knew why yet.

      “My portfolio is barely two weeks old, so we’ll see,” Claire said. She rounded back on Helen. “Just get it over with and tell Summer School you’re going to New York.”

      “I can’t,” Helen quibbled. “I can’t go to school too far from home or it will look suspicious when I’m here all the time.”

      “Then just take an application to U Mass or Boston College—or Wellesley. You could go to school with Andy,” Claire said.

      “Andy’s in the North Pole, doing her oceanography research,” Helen said.

      “But technically she goes to Wellesley,” Claire amended.

      Helen looked at Lucas, but he said nothing. Not one word about where he wanted to go or even what city or state he was planning to be in next year.

      Helen pulled her sandwich out of her bag and took a bite quickly so she would have an excuse not to talk if Claire kept pestering her. Bad idea. She tipped her sandwich sideways to see whether the visual matched with the train wreck that was going on in her mouth.

      “Is that peanut butter and tuna?” Lucas asked, noting Helen’s grimace.

      “I fink fo,” Helen replied, trying to keep the goop in her mouth from touching any more taste buds. She couldn’t think of what to do with it, so she just swallowed it. Then she put the offensive sandwich down in front of her and stared at it.

      “Are you going to throw up?” Ariadne asked.

      Helen shrugged, uncertain. “Maybe?”

      Jason stifled a laugh, and Claire smacked him on the arm before turning to Helen.

      “How’s your dad?” she asked.

      “Oh, probably not great,” Helen replied, still staring at the sandwich he’d made her.

      Helen’s father had always been adventurous with the sandwiches he packed for her lunch. It was a running joke between them, but this was not like the pickle and Jell-O monstrosity back in eighth grade. That had obviously been intentional, because he’d also left her a protein bar and an apple to eat instead. Helen didn’t know what to think of this one. Was he being funny, or did he forget what he was making halfway through? This was why Helen couldn’t leave Massachusetts. Her dad was quietly unraveling.

      “Here,” Lucas said, sliding his neatly packed Bento box from Noel in front of Helen.

      She shook her head and stood. “I’m going to get an iced tea. Anyone want anything from the vending machine?”

      When she returned with her drink Jason was talking and Lucas yawned hugely. Jason stopped.

      “Am I boring you?” Jason asked.

      “Sorry,” Lucas replied.

      “Did you two fly off somewhere interesting last night?” Jason asked, including Helen in the question.

      Helen shook her head, thrown. She hadn’t seen Lucas last night or the night before…or the night before that.

      “I was in New York,” Lucas replied.

      “You went to see Hector?” Ariadne asked, disappointed. “I have something for him. I wish you’d told me you were going to see him.”

      “Next time,” Lucas apologized.

      “He’s so lonely with Andy away,” Ariadne said, fretting about her big brother.

      “Andy should just marry him and put him out of his misery,” Jason said.

      “They’re way too young,” Claire disagreed.

      Jason shrugged. “We marry young,” he said, leaving out the word Scion, though it was understood.

      “We are not talking about this again,” Claire said.

      “I’m just saying, if you’re going to Parsons, you should live at our brownstone in Washington Square.”

      “With you,” she clarified.

      “Yes.”

      “My parents would die, or kill me. Or kill me and then die if I lived with a boy.”

      Helen leaned forward, shocked. “Wait. You guys are thinking about moving in together next year?”

      Claire said no the same time Jason said yes. Claire crossed her arms and glared at Jason.

      “I’m just saying, it’s a big brownstone. We wouldn’t even have to share a room.”

      Claire rolled her eyes skyward, whispering, “Help me.”

      “Leave her alone, Jase,” Ariadne chided.

      Helen never imagined that Claire and Jason had even discussed such a big step, but it was clear everyone else knew this but her. And one person was staying conspicuously silent on the whole subject.

      Helen stared at Lucas’ chest, desperately trying to decipher the slow boil of emotions in him. Even though she had the ability to read hearts, emotions never stayed put, they never came one at a time, and depending on the individual, they could mean pretty much anything. Helen could see love, devotion, and commitment in Lucas. She also saw flashes of anger and sadness, guilt, and resentment. She had no idea what any of it meant.

      On more than one occasion Helen had told Orion that his emotion-reading talent was useless because now that she had it, she was more confused than ever. Orion usually laughed and told her that it took practice.

      Lucas caught Helen squinting at his chest and knew what she was doing. He never tried to avoid her when she was reading him. Instead, he met her eyes, leaned back, and smiled at her in a way that made it clear what he felt for her.

      Reading him from that point on would only make her blush, so she rolled her eyes at him and stopped. He’d been a Falsefinder his whole life, so it was practically impossible to outsmart him if he wanted to keep something to himself. Helen just didn’t know why he wanted to keep his plans to himself, and it hurt her that he did.

      Cassandra swept into the cafeteria, and the Scions welcomed her with smiles and waves. Everyone else in the lunchroom did the equivalent of a mental stutter step before going back to their own conversations with an added level of fervor.

      Cassandra was the Oracle of Delphi, the mouthpiece of the Three Fates, and because of that she had a way of making everyone around her subconsciously aware of the fact that their lives were a fragile thread that would inevitably be cut.

      Most people on the island had grown used to Cassandra and pretended they didn’t sense this uncanny aspect of her nature, but even they left her presence with a driving need to live a little more for the rest of the day, like they’d just heard the seconds of their life ticking away on some universal clock.

      When Helen had made her friends all essentially immortal, she had frozen them in time. Cassandra still looked like a girl of twelve, though she was almost sixteen. She was naturally small and thin, big-eyed, and pouty lipped, and as such she had always looked younger than she was. Now she was stuck like that, an eternal twelve-year-old who carried the responsibility of Fate within her. Helen had always sympathized with Cassandra, but now she felt guilty about her, too. Though Cassandra insisted that it was the Fates and not Helen’s gift of immortality that were keeping her from becoming a woman, Helen hated that she hadn’t at least tried to help Cassandra grow up before she’d given up Everyland, the world she’d created. And now she couldn’t even try. Without possession of Everyland, Helen was no longer a goddess. She could no longer make her own reality.

      Cassandra didn’t come to school very often. The Fates could take possession of her whenever they saw fit, so she was forced to split her time between in-person and remote learning. She never knew when she could be overcome unless she was with Orion. He had the ability to shield her from the Fates so they could neither see the actions of the human world through her or take over her body and speak through her in prophecy. If Orion was close, she was safe from the horrid possessions that left her battered and sickly, but he couldn’t be in Nantucket all the time.

      Orion was a leader of two Houses—the House of Athens and the House of Rome—and he had to be in New York to integrate their affairs. And, even though Orion already had more than his share of responsibility, he wasn’t twenty yet. He also had to get an education. He and Hector went to NYU together, and most of the time Orion stayed with him at the Delos brownstone on Washington Square Park unless he swam back to Nantucket to be near Cassandra.

      When Orion wasn’t around, Cassandra was frayed and scattered, and she usually stayed home. Coming to school while he was in New York was dangerous for her.

      “Don’t forget we’re meeting at the house after school,” she announced, shifting from foot to foot.

      “Do we have some work to do?” Ariadne asked excitedly, her eyes darting around to make sure they were not overheard.

      Ariadne was the only one among them who was not immortal. When Helen brought the Scions to Everyland and granted them near immortality, Ariadne had not been with them. She was still one of them, though since Matt’s death she had often seemed apart.

      “Possibly,” was all Cassandra would say in answer.

      The Scions didn’t want to waste their talents while they were going to high school, pretending to be normal. They recognized that they had been given gifts that they should use to benefit others. But it appeared that the Fates did not want the Scions to make the world a better place. Every time a Scion tried to intervene in a situation and do something good for the world it blew up in their face. The Fates made sure that if a Scion did so much as try to stop a traffic accident that was occurring in front of them, they’d have to kill an innocent bystander to do it. The older Scions—the cousins’ fathers, Castor and Pallas—had told them that that’s the way it had always been for Scions. Try as they might, Scions only made mortal’s lives worse when they intervened.

      So, the Scions were still working on a system that allowed them to do as much good as they could without causing more harm in the process, but they hadn’t entirely figured it out yet. As the Oracle, Cassandra was at the center of it, and she had many reasons for wanting to find a way to work around the Fates. Freedom from them, for starters.

      “Good,” Jason said, smiling at Ariadne, his twin. As Healers, they felt the need to help others more keenly than the rest of them. It was literally what they were born to do.

      “Okay, but later,” Claire said. “Helen and I have try-outs for Holiday chorus.”

      “Seriously, Gig?” Helen complained. She’d thought Claire had given up on that bad idea. “You’re really going to make me do this?”

      “Yes. We’re trying out,” Claire insisted, and then turned back to Cassandra. “We can come after dinner.”

      Cassandra tossed her thick black braid behind her shoulder and looked around anxiously. “Fine,” she agreed, and then left them.

      “You’re going to sing?” Lucas asked Helen tentatively.

      Helen was quite possibly the worst singer in the world. Not only was she tone deaf, but she also had terrible timing. She was always the person singing the chorus during the refrain or belting out a few off-key notes a measure or two before she was supposed to.

      “Luckily, everyone has to audition, so I know I won’t make it,” Helen said as the bell signaling the end of lunch rang.

      “Thank the gods,” Lucas whispered under his breath.

      Helen wrinkled her nose at him as he tucked her under his arm for the short walk to the hallway, where they separated—Lucas, Claire, Jason, and Ariadne to their advanced placement classes, and Helen in the other direction to her totally regular classes.

      She glanced back once to see if Lucas was looking at her. And, of course, he was.
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      “Well, that was utterly humiliating,” Helen said, still mildly shell-shocked.

      “Come on, it was great!” Claire enthused.

      “For you! You sounded amazing. I never knew your voice was so pretty.” Helen frowned over this. She knew Claire’s voice better than her own, and just a few weeks ago Claire’s singing had been decent at best. It was strange, but she couldn’t think of anything malignant about this ability, so she let it go.

      “You sang, good too,” Claire replied.

      Helen couldn’t figure out if Claire was being supportive or sarcastic, but she did know that was a bald-faced lie. She entered the combination on her locker, opened it, and did a complicated juggling act to catch about five different things that fell out at her. Bobble heads, glittery framed pictures of her and Claire from middle school, a silly pen with a giant, goofy-looking alien topper that had been Matt’s, and several other bits of memorabilia from Helen’s long residence at this one particular locker—including a squeaky rubber chicken that had just appeared in there as if it had spontaneously coalesced from the ether—all tried to run for freedom every time Helen opened the door. Her locker was a mess, but she loved it because it was full of stuff that her friends had either made for her or given to her over the years. Sure, it was getting somewhat unruly, but she wasn’t about to throw any of it away.

      “Gig. People literally covered their ears,” Helen continued as she shifted some books around.

      “Who cares? You still made it into the Holiday Chorus!”

      “As the jingle beller! All I do is stand there and shake these.” Helen took the noise makers out of her bag and waved them around. “You don’t even need to have rhythm to be the jingle beller! You just have to keep moving your arm!”

      “But you’re still going to be part of the caroling,” Claire said, trying not to laugh at her musically challenged friend.

      “And why do I want that, again?” Helen asked, tortured.

      “Because it’s our senior year,” Claire lectured sternly. “We’re leaving soon, and if we don’t say yes to everything this year has to offer, we’re going to regret it.”

      Even though she had just made a total ass of herself, Helen knew her best friend was right. The more average high school stuff Helen did, the more connected to the world she felt, and Helen needed to stay connected. Some of the things she could do were scary, and sometimes she did them without thinking. The more normal she acted, the more normal she would be.

      “What’s high school without a little humiliation, right?” Helen complained as they went outside to the parking lot.

      Helen shivered and suppressed the feeling that someone was watching her. A glance around told Helen that they were alone. It was just the cold that made the back of her neck prickle.

      “We’re making life-long memories!” Claire shouted to the dark sky. This deep into the winter the sun went down before five o’clock.

      Helen stuffed the jingle bells back into her bag. “Yeah.” She laughed darkly, still struck with the feeling that they weren’t alone. “We’ve got to hurry up and live before you become a teen bride.”

      She cringed as soon as the words were out of her mouth. She saw Claire deflate and reached out a hand to stop her from walking away.

      “Sorry. I don’t know why I said it like that. It sounded less mean in my head. That was terrible.”

      Claire nodded, accepting Helen’s apology. “But you are right in a way—even though it was terrible,” she conceded. “It’s like, I know I want to be with him forever, but do we have to start forever right now? Can’t we have a minute?”

      Helen shrugged and got into the passenger side of Claire’s car. She understood where Claire was coming from, of course, but at least Claire knew what Jason intended for their relationship. Helen didn’t even know what Lucas wanted to do next year, let alone for the rest of their practically eternal lives.

      “It’s so frustrating,” Claire said, starting her car. “What do you say to Lucas when he brings up, you know, the future?”

      “He hasn’t brought it up,” Helen replied quietly as they drove off school grounds.

      Claire glanced over at her, confused. “I thought—I mean, you know how Jason is always saying Scions marry young, and I just assumed, you and Lucas…”

      “It’s fine.” Helen ended the conversation before the tightness in her throat got any worse.

      

      They drove in uncomfortable silence to the Delos compound which was situated on a pristine part of prime Nantucket beach in Siasconset. It was a new construction on a large strip of beach, and though the property had many modern touches like the walls of glass that opened beach side, it was based on the whaler design like most properties on Nantucket. The scale of their property, however, was colossal. Letting themselves in like they lived there, they followed the sound of voices to the library.

      “Sparky!”

      Helen almost melted with relief when she saw Hector striding toward her, his smile as bright as his blond curls and nearly as broad as his shoulders. He gathered her up in a big bear hug, lifting her off the ground and making a gravelly sound in the back of his throat as he held her.

      “I missed you,” she said against his neck. It had only been a few weeks since he had moved out to the Delos brownstone on Washington Square Park to attend NYU, but there was something about Hector’s presence that made Helen feel better. And seeing him made her realize that she really needed to feel better right now.

      Hector tilted his head back to look at her. “What is it?” he asked quietly.

      Helen shook her head. “Later.”

      When Hector put her down it was Orion’s turn. He approached her with narrowed eyes, reading her heart. He hugged her in a softer, less demonstrative, but no less caring way than Hector had.

      “Someone needs a cry,” Orion whispered knowingly. Helen chuckled.

      “Maybe that’s it. I just need a good cry,” she said, downplaying it. She pulled out of his embrace to look him over. “And you need another haircut.”

      “Nah,” Orion said, shaking out his glossy mane. “I’m thinking of growing it out.”

      Hector rubbed his eyes in a long-suffering way. “So help me, if I see you wearing a man bun...”

      “Who says I’d put it up in a bun?” Orion asked him defensively.

      “Orion. You are such a man-bun kind of guy,” Helen said before abruptly switching sides. “But I think it’ll look good on you.”

      “Ha!” Orion said, pointing at Hector like he’d just won a bet.

      The guys greeted Claire with hugs before she moved to Jason. Helen looked around the room. Castor and Pallas were talking quietly in the corner. Ariadne was standing a little apart, just staring out the window, waiting for the meeting to begin. She’d been doing that more and more since Matt had died.

      Jason and Claire went to her and the three of them took places near each other. Cassandra sat in a large chair that swamped her tiny body, her eyes drawn to Orion’s tall, lithe frame.

      “Where’s Lucas?” Helen asked no one in particular.

      “He had to leave,” Cassandra answered from across the room.

      “To go where?” There was an uncomfortable pause, and Helen realized her voice was louder than it needed to be.

      “He didn’t say,” Orion replied softly.

      He brushed the inside of her wrist with the tips of his fingers. Helen instantly felt calmer, and she knew that Orion was subtly altering her emotions.

      “Lucas doesn’t need to be here. He already knows what I’m about to tell you because he was the one who came up with the plan,” Cassandra said, her gaze drifting down to Orion’s fingers on Helen’s pulse point. “We should get started.”

      Helen followed Orion over to the sofa. “Thank you,” she whispered as she sat down in between him and Hector.

      Orion tilted his head close, his green eyes peering at her. “Any time.”

      He turned his attention back to Cassandra. Helen reminded herself that Orion was unintentionally sexy, but she glanced down at his chest anyway, just to make sure he wasn’t flirting with her. The slow throb of his heart was thick and rich with attraction, but he was always like that. Orion was wired for love, but he was comfortable with being single for now, and that was probably the sexiest thing about him. Cassandra had a devastating crush on him, though he scarcely glanced her way. Cassandra’s mind was mature beyond her years, but her body was still too young, and apart from one befuddled kiss he’d given her when it looked like the world was about to end, Orion didn’t consider her as a partner. She was never going to grow up, so what was the point? He cared about her, and he was careful to take her feelings into account because he didn’t want to hurt her, but that’s where it ended for him. Helen knew that deep down they were perfect for each other. Or they would be if Cassandra ever reached adulthood.

      Helen forced herself to concentrate on the meeting rather than the spicy smell of Orion’s skin. He was attractive, but that didn’t mean that she was attracted to him. They’d been down that road and Helen knew it was a dead end. Lucas was the only one she really wanted. She moved away from Orion ever so slightly and tuned in to what Cassandra was saying.

      She’d already missed a ton.

      “Since Orion seems to be the only one who is hidden from the Fates, you’re all going to have to work with him if you want to use your powers to help people,” Cassandra said. “But in order to do more than just whatever bad things happen directly in front of you when you’re with him, you’re going to need to use my prophecy.”

      “So, Lucas has a plan. And we think it’ll work,” Orion said, taking a turn at explaining. “Cassandra will foresee things that are supposed to happen, and on my own—without telling her or anyone else—I’ll pick which event I think I can stop, or fix, or even just make a little better.”

      “What about the rest of us?” Ariadne asked.

      “At the last possible moment, I’ll come and get whoever has the talents I think can help me best. Your job is to be ready for anything.”

      “It’s like a shell game, but for the Fates,” Cassandra said, looking pleased.

      Castor and Pallas exchanged doubtful looks.

      “What, Dad?” Jason asked, annoyed.

      Him and his father’s relationship had become strained ever since Pallas sided with Tantalus and the gods during the last battle—and against Helen. Though Pallas had refused to directly fight, Jason had never really forgiven his father, though he had forgiven Claire and Ariadne for making the same choice. They had done so out of loyalty and love for Matt, who had challenged Helen because she was the Tyrant.

      In a way, Matt had been right. Helen was too powerful. She understood why everyone had chosen what they had in the moment. Also, she couldn’t carry a grudge in a bucket. It just wasn’t her style.

      “Usually when we get involved with mortals it doesn’t end well for them, even when we have the best intentions,” Pallas reminded them. He looked at Jason and Ariadne. “And I’m not just talking about your mother.”

      Ariadne looked away. It had only been a few months since Matt had died. Helen still had trouble accepting that her life-long friend was gone, but for Ariadne it was worse. She had loved Matt.

      “But that was before, when the Houses were too busy fighting each other,” Hector argued, eager to move past the fact that his sister was still mourning a guy who had, in fact, killed him. Hector had died, and Lucas had descended into the Underworld and made a deal with Hades for Hector’s revival. Hector had forgiven his father, but he hadn’t forgiven Matt for that stunt. Helen suspected it was less about what side Matt had been on and more because Hector had lost, which still bugged the crap out of him.

      “Things are different, and we can finally focus on something other than the survival of our Houses,” Castor said. “But the House Wars weren’t what kept us from doing more for humanity in the past. When I was a kid, I wanted to be like Superman.”

      “Pretty sure it was Green Lantern,” Pallas corrected.

      “That was Ajax,” Castor said. “Remember that stupid t-shirt?”

      “Oh yeah.” Pallas said, realizing. Then he chuckled at a memory.

      “The point is, the Fates won’t allow Scions to be heroes, no matter how much we want that.” Castor looked at his daughter. “Do you really think you can use the Fates in a way that they haven’t already designed?”

      Cassandra looked down, nodding. “You meet your fate on the road you take to escape it. I know. Oedipus. And maybe it won’t work, but we’ve never had a Shield from the Fates on our side before, and now with Orion… I think it’s worth a try. What good is being what we are if we can’t use it to help people?”

      “Agreed,” Jason and Ariadne said together.

      Castor and Pallas looked at each other. A decision passed between them in silent conversation. “You sure?” Pallas asked his brother.

      Castor nodded, “It’s time.”

      He stood, facing Orion as he shook out his arms, like he was about to do something athletic with them. “Since you’re set on going forward with this, you should probably know all of our talents, so you can decide how best to use us.”

      “What do you mean, all of your talents?” Hector said carefully, because Castor looked like he was bracing himself for a fight.

      Castor got a wicked glint in his eye. And then he turned into a wolf.

      “Holy shit!” Hector yelled.

      Everyone exchanged shocked glances.

      Jason looked at his father. “He said us. Does that mean you both…?”

      “Yes,” Pallas answered for them, since his brother was currently shaking off his clothing and couldn’t exactly turn back into a naked man in the present company to speak.

      “I don’t know why only Jason inherited the ability,” Pallas continued, “but Apollo was even called The Lycian—the wolf-god—which is why some of our cousins have that last name. The wolf is one of Apollo’s many avatars, along with the mouse, crow, and dolphin.”

      As he spoke, Castor changed into a mouse, then a crow, and then back into a wolf.

      “Obviously, the dolphin isn’t too practical on dry land. And the crow is hard to maintain. I myself can’t do that one at all. We’ve rarely taken these forms in twenty years because we’re vulnerable as animals. When we used to use them, we did it to deceive and kill other Scions.” Pallas turned to Orion, whose mouth was still hanging open. “Your father, especially, might not take it well if he finds out about this.”

      “Why’s that?” Orion wanted to know.

      “Castor has history with your mother, Leda.”

      Wolf-Castor snapped at Pallas.

      “Before your parents were together,” Pallas added quickly. He seemed to understand his brother’s signals even in Castor’s changed form. “Let’s just say, Daedelus might remember a wolf being around Leda. So be careful how you present this information to him if you ever choose to.”

      “Wow,” was all Orion could say.

      “Uncle Caz,” Hector drawled appreciatively.

      “We’re not proud of how we used this ability, or most of the things that we did back when we followed Tantalus,” Pallas continued. “Which is why we’ve kept it a secret.”

      There was a long pause. Too long. They all needed a minute.

      “Does Lucas know?” Helen finally broke the silence.

      “Actually, yes,” Pallas answered. “He figured it out a while ago. He is a Falsefinder…”

      Helen breathed a laugh. She knew all about that. Helen was a Falsefinder too, but somehow Lucas seemed to be much better at it than she was.

      

      As the meeting broke up, Orion went to talk to Cassandra while Jason, Ariadne, and Claire splintered off into a group of their own. Jason was not taking the news of his father hiding his shapeshifting talent very well, and Ariadne and Claire seemed to be talking him through it. Helen touched Hector’s arm and gestured for him to follow her out of the room.

      “Are you okay?” she asked when they got out into the hallway.

      Hector shrugged. “I don’t know.”

      “It doesn’t bother you, that they kept the fact that they’re shapeshifters a secret?” she asked him, leaning her back up against the wall.

      Hector put his shoulder against the wall, facing her, and thought about it for a moment. “Not really,” he said, deciding. “They’re our parents, but they’re still people. Everyone has secrets.”

      “Does Lucas?” she asked with a smile.

      Hector chuckled softly. “Seriously?”

      “Was he with you last night in New York?”

      A blank look flashed across Hector’s eyes, and that answered her question.

      “He lied to me,” she whispered. “Well, he didn’t lie to me—he can’t. But he let me believe a lie, so same thing.”

      “Helen—” Hector began, straightening up.

      “You don’t have to cover for him.”

      Hector took her shoulders in his hands and looked at her sternly. “Lucas is not cheating on you.”

      “I never said he was,” Helen replied, dropping her gaze. “But he still lied to me.”

      Hector pulled her against his chest for a hug. “You want me to talk to him?”

      “No,” she replied, taking the hug. “I will. Or maybe I won’t. I’m not going to force him to be open with me,” she said, standing up straight. “When he’s ready, he’ll tell me. Or he won’t. And that’s his choice too.”

      Hector gave her an uncertain look. “Why do I have a bad feeling about this?”

      “If he wants a relationship with secrets in it, that’s what he’s going to get.”

      “Yeah, this is bad.”

      “What’s bad?” Orion said, butting in as he came into the hallway.

      “Lucas screwed up,” Hector told him.

      “Yeah, he did,” Orion replied, reading Helen’s emotions. “That’s cold anger. He must have really screwed up.”

      Helen took a deep breath and smiled. “Anyway, I guess I’ll fly home now.” She said as she headed for one of the beachside exits.

      “Must be nice,” Orion said wistfully as he followed her outside. “I’ve got to swim home. Up the Hudson. It’s not so clean.”

      “You’re not staying?” Hector asked Orion, coming outside with them.

      Orion shook his head. “I have to leave so Cassandra can make prophecies.”

      “Right,” Hector replied musingly. Then, he suddenly burst into motion. “Race ya!” He ran straight for the ocean, getting the jump on Orion.

      “Sometimes it’s like living with a fifth grader,” Orion said, shaking his head while he watched Hector plunge beneath the waves.

      “I wish I enjoyed it as much as you both do. Even though I can do pretty much everything you can do underwater now, the ocean still freaks me out,” Helen admitted.

      “Why?” he asked.

      “Sharks are creepy.”

      “Nonsense.”

      “Says the Son of Poseidon.”

      He brushed the side of her cheek with his fingers. “Call me if you need me.”

      “You too,” she said, frowning that she was only now considering his feelings. “That was quite a bomb Pallas and Castor dropped on you.”

      Orion laughed. “Yeah, no one wants to think of their mom like that, but...” He looked back at her. “She could control hearts and calm the Furies. Why wouldn’t she date other Scions? Makes more sense than only being with one person your entire life. That way you find out what you really want.”

      “I guess,” Helen agreed, somewhat unsure.

      Orion locked eyes with hers. “Good night, Helen.”

      She waited for Orion to dive beneath the water, and then once again felt that prickling feeling on the back of her neck, like she was being watched. She looked around, but there was no one else on the beach. She soared up into the air, not wanting to take any chances.

      

      The next morning Helen turned away from the counter at the News Store to blow her nose. Though it had been a short flight from the Delos property on the beach to her dad’s house in the town center, Helen had felt the cold seep into her, which was unusual. She had gotten such a chill that she had to wear socks to bed and pull on an extra blanket. Even still, she couldn’t seem to get warm for some strange reason.

      The Saturday afternoon rush was just thinning out after two solid hours of non-stop work for Helen and Kate. There were still a few customers in the News Store checking out the salt-water taffy or grabbing bottles of the kombucha that Helen had made her dad order, and none of them were at the register yet, but still. It was gross to blow your nose at work. Helen threw out her tissue and pumped a dose of hand sanitizer into her palm.

      “So, I’m thinking I’m going to have to shell out for that bartender, the one that makes all the specialty drinks like the rum punches and the gin fizzes.” Kate said, swinging behind the counter to stand next to Helen.

      “Handlebar Mustache?” Helen asked dubiously. “The one with the pocket watch in his waistcoat?”

      Kate nodded painfully. “He’s really good. And he knows all of these old-timey seasonal drinks. Also, he kinda looks like a young, hip Santa. You know, before the pot belly and the red and green color scheme took over.”

      “He kinda does,” Helen agreed, then turned to smile at an approaching customer. “Five-twenty-five,” she said, ringing up the kombucha.

      The customer swiped his card and left. Helen turned back to Kate.

      “I still can’t believe people are willing to pay so much for fizzy, flavored bacteria in a glass jar,” Kate said.

      “Says the woman who is about to pay double for the bartender at her wedding because he makes rum punch and looks like Santa,” Helen rejoined.

      “Touché.” Kate cocked her head and crossed her arms, watching Helen. “Have you been crying?”

      Helen shrugged and took her credit card slips off the spike, idly riffling through them. “Possibly,” she admitted. “Or maybe it’s allergies?”

      Kate was momentarily thrown. “Can you get allergies? I mean, with your…” she gestured to Helen’s whole body in a swishy way that Helen understood to mean “goddess-ness.”

      Helen shrugged. “I’ve been off lately. I’m…” she paused and thought about it. She did feel weak and shaky physically for some reason she hadn’t figured out yet, but her emotional state was even worse. “Disappointed,” she finally decided.

      Kate stepped closer to Helen and touched her arm. “With what?” she asked.

      Another customer came to the register and Helen turned to her with a bright smile. “Is that everything?” she asked, ringing up the assortment of candies and soda pops.

      The customer asked a few questions about the foliage, but unfortunately it was too late in the season for that. Also, Nantucket didn’t have many trees. It wasn’t really a foliage kind of place, like Vermont was. And it was winter, not fall. This person had obviously booked the wrong vacation at the wrong time, but still Helen was cheerful and helpful, and the customer left seeming like she would come back tomorrow if she needed anything, which always made Helen feel good.

      “Seriously. Disappointed with what?” Kate asked when the News Store was empty again.

      Helen sighed. She wasn’t getting out of telling Kate. “Lucas,” she admitted. “He’s hiding something from me.”

      “Huh,” Kate replied, raising an eyebrow. “The good kind of hiding because he has a surprise, like, jewelry? Or the bad kind of hiding, like a secret wife?”

      Helen couldn’t help but laugh at that. “Pretty sure it’s not the second one, but it almost doesn’t matter. I feel like he’s pulling away from me.”

      Kate weighed her words before continuing. “You know, your father and I don’t know every last little detail about each other, and that’s okay. It doesn’t mean we don’t love each other, or that we aren’t a team.”

      “Am I overreacting?”

      Kate shrugged. “Maybe?”

      The bell on the door rang and Lucas came into the News Store, still holding his car keys. He wasn’t in a rush as he crossed to Helen, a smile starting in his eyes and slowly moving down to his mouth.

      “Hi,” Helen said. Her voice cracked and she wanted to kick herself. How did he do that to her? She considered it abnormal to still get butterflies looking at her boyfriend.

      “Hi,” he said back.

      She stood there staring at him, grinning like an idiot before she remembered it was her turn to talk.

      “Did we make plans for this afternoon?” she asked.

      “No.” He looked at Kate. “Do you need her?”

      “Nope,” Kate answered quickly. “Have fun!”

      Kate shoved Helen’s bag, phone, and jacket at her and leaned close. “You have nothing to worry about,” she whispered into Helen’s ear.

      Helen knew that Kate was trying to be quiet, but Lucas was a Scion. She may as well have shouted it.

      Lucas helped Helen into her jacket and then opened the door and waved goodbye to Kate. He took Helen’s hand, walked all the way to his car, and then asked.

      “What did Kate mean by that? Worried about what?”

      Helen shook her head, refusing to say anything as she got into the passenger seat.

      

      Lucas started driving them toward ‘Sconset. “I’m not going to stop asking until you answer.”

      “Yet, I’m the one with the questions that aren’t getting answered,” Helen remarked.

      “What questions?”

      Helen glared at his profile. He glanced back and forth between her and the road.

      “Okay. We have to stop,” he decided, pulling off the road. He put the car in park and turned to face her. “What is it?”

      “I don’t want to ask!” she nearly shouted. “I want you to want to tell me where you’ve been going and what you’ve been doing.”

      Lucas made a frustrated sound and dropped his head for a moment. When he looked back up, his bright blue eyes pinned her.

      “I’m working.”

      That definitely wasn’t a lie. It just didn’t make any sense. “What? Like at a job?”

      “Sort of.” He ran a hand through his hair. “I’m preparing… for the future.”

      “Am I included in this future?” she asked.

      He narrowed his eyes at her, a little bit scared now. “What’s going on?”

      She threw up her hands. “I don’t know. You won’t even tell me where you want to go to school next year.”

      Lucas thought about it for a moment. “Do you trust me?”

      “That’s not fair.”

      Lucas took her hand. He fiddled with her fingers, rubbing the pad of his thumb over her skin. “You’re right. It’s not.”

      He suddenly looked so sad. Helen reached out and put her hands on either side of his face, leaning close to him.

      “Just tell me.”

      “Gods, I want to,” he whispered, leaning his cheek into the palm of her hand. “But I can’t. Not yet.”

      He wasn’t lying. His heart was a tangle of fear and resentment and anger and frustration, like too many clothes shoved into a washing machine. He was in pain, and he was scared, and Helen simply couldn’t bear it.

      “Okay,” she said suddenly, as she moved into his arms and held him. “I trust you.”

      He relaxed into her, relieved, and Helen realized that what he feared most were her feelings. Her frustration. Relief folded into something else, and Helen felt Lucas’ body go from unspooling into hers to tightening against it. His mouth found the curve of her neck and his hand the curve of her hip. He pulled her around in her seat until she was facing him and kissed her. Easing her back and moving over her, his hand slipped under her shirt and up the side of her.

      A horn honked as a car passed them. They both jumped, looked out the front windshield, then laughed. It was still broad daylight, and they were very visible on the side of the road.

      “Was that Jason?” she asked.

      “Jackass,” Lucas said.

      “What are we doing, by the way?” Helen asked.

      Lucas looked over at her. “Movie at my house.”

      They normally did “movie night” at night, but she didn’t really care what time it was. She just wanted to turn off the lights and lay under a blanket with Lucas until she could hardly stand it, and then she would pretend to fly home, only to come right back in his window. Or he would fly in hers if Jerry was complaining about how much time she was spending at Lucas’ house.

      When Helen and Lucas arrived in the family room Jason, Claire, Ariadne, and Cassandra were already there, arranging pillows and blankets and finding spots for bowls of snacks and drinks. Castor, Noel, and Pallas joined them, which was not unheard of, but not usual either. Helen noticed Noel watching Ariadne closely, asking her questions, basically trying to draw her out.

      Lucas watched Helen watching them. “Ari isn’t doing well.”

      Helen nodded. She had seen the widening pit in Ariadne’s heart. Time wasn’t healing her wounds from Matt’s death, and there was less of her because of it.

      “Is that why we’re doing ‘movie day’?” Helen whispered back. He nodded in reply. “Has anyone suggested therapy?” she asked.

      “There’s so much she wouldn’t be able to tell a therapist. Would it even help if she couldn’t be completely open?”

      Helen frowned. “All those Healers in the Hundred Cousins, and not one of them studied mental health? There must be a Scion Ari can talk to. A professional—if not in your House, then maybe Orion knows someone in the House of Rome.”

      “Humm,” he hummed in his throat, his eyes growing hazy. “Did I mention that I love you?”

      “Not today.”

      He pulled their blanket up over them so he could touch her beneath it.

      Helen had no idea what movie they watched. When it was over, she couldn’t have even recalled the title if it were the only question on her college entrance exams. They opened the blinds and stretched as a group. The sun was going down.

      “Are we going to watch another?” Claire asked dreamily. She and Jason had been sharing a blanket of their own.

      “I could make sliders,” Noel offered, heading toward the kitchen. “We could keep snacking through dinner.”

      Lucas wrapped his arms around Helen after his stretch. He held her for a few minutes, swaying back and forth.

      “I have to go. Stay here with everyone if you want,” he said. “I’ll see you Monday.”

      He let her go and headed for the door. Helen was so thrown she just stood there for a moment. Then she caught up to him in the hallway outside the family room.

      “What do you mean, you’ll see me Monday?” she demanded.

      He went to one of the seaside doorways and opened it. Night was falling. “Trust me.” He gave her a sad smile and flew away.

      Stunned, Helen wandered into the kitchen to find Noel.

      “Hey,” Noel said warmly while she pulled food out of the refrigerator.

      Helen cut right to the chase. “Do you know where Lucas goes at night?” she asked.

      Noel stopped, her hands full of cheese. “No,” she replied, looking worried. “It used to be just once a week or so. At first, we thought he was with you…” she trailed off and put the cheese down. “He won’t talk to me or Castor about it.”

      “He asked me to trust him. I told him I would.” Helen felt cold creeping into her. A shiver shook her from head to toe, and she wrapped her arms around her middle to stop it. She had no idea why she felt cold all the time now. “Should I be worried?”

      Noel smiled knowingly. “Delos men don’t cheat.”

      “That’s not—why does everyone think that first?” Helen wondered aloud. “What I mean is, should I be worried about Lucas being in trouble somehow?”

      Noel shrugged. “I don’t know. He said I shouldn’t worry, but you know how he is.”

      “Yeah,” Helen replied.

      She mumbled some goodbyes to the rest of the family and then flew home. On the way, it started to snow.
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      She dreamed about Everyland.

      The cities were bombed-out wastelands. The forests were clear-cut mud washes. The fields were toxic dumps. Zeus, beautiful and vengeful, floated above it all, screaming Helen’s name.

      She shook herself awake.

      “Woah!” shouted Orion. She saw him ducking down to avoid her punch, which she stopped in mid-air.

      “What the hell!?” Helen said, jumping out of bed.

      Orion was crouched down, holding up two travel cups to shield his head. “I bear an offering of coffee! Don’t kill me!” he pleaded jokingly.

      “What are you doing here?” Helen asked, helping Orion back up to standing.

      He handed her a travel mug. Coffee, heavy cream, no sugar, just like she liked it. She took it and had to sit back down on the edge of her bed to relieve her shaky legs.

      “I’m here to do a thing with you,” he said, sitting down next to her. His heart was still pounding. He gave an uneven laugh. “You know, the thing we discussed? I told all of you to be ready for anything?”

      Helen slumped with relief, until she realized that she was in a tank top and a tiny pair of underpants, and it was still dark out. “What are you doing in my bedroom?”

      “Your dad let me up,” he said like it was obvious.

      Helen guffawed. “No, really.”

      “No, really,” Orion said honestly. “He sent me right up.”

      “Huh,” Helen mused. She took a sip of her coffee. “He’s never let Lucas come into my bedroom. Knowingly, that is.”

      Orion looked at Helen out of the corner of his eyes. “He doesn’t trust Lucas.”

      “And he trusts you?” Helen said, gesturing at Orion and his disconcerting hotness.

      He nodded. “It’s not your body your dad is trying to protect.”

      Helen looked at him disbelievingly.

      Orion paused, debating whether to continue.

      “Just say it,” Helen dared him.

      “I make you laugh. Lucas makes you cry. Who would you pick for your daughter?” Orion asked simply.

      Helen stared at Orion, stunned. “That’s not true,” she said. “I mean, yeah, I’ve cried over him, but that was because we couldn’t—” she broke off, frustrated. “It’s not the whole story!”

      “I know.” Orion smiled and stood up. “Get dressed.”

      Still cold and muttering to herself about what Orion had said, Helen put on several layers and brushed her teeth before meeting him downstairs. He was chatting with her dad and Kate in the kitchen. The sun was barely up. Her dad looked tired as he tightened his robe around his thinning shoulders.

      “What time is it?” Helen asked.

      “Almost too late,” Orion replied. “You still can’t use your portals, can you?”

      Her ability to teleport anywhere had been lost when she’d given Everyland to Zeus because of how portals work. Even if she was trying to teleport across her bedroom, she needed to open a portal into Everyland, go into it, and then open another into wherever she wanted to end up. She didn’t know that was how the portal system worked before she created her world, because it always seemed to her that she was traveling through cold, blank space—blank space being all Everyland was before she’d built it. Now she understood that if she tried to teleport, she would have to open the borders of Everyland, and Zeus could use that opening to escape if he timed it right. It was too risky to even try.

      “No,” Helen replied, deflating.

      “Didn’t think so,” Orion said, sounding annoyed. “Come on. You have to fly us there.”

      Helen chugged her coffee and put the mug down. “Where are we going?”

      Orion led her outside. “I’ll tell you in a bit,” he said, then he turned to Kate and Jerry and said a polite goodbye to them. Carefully watching them interact, Helen noticed that her dad really did like Orion better than Lucas.

      “Be careful,” Jerry called out to Helen.

      “Sure, Dad,” she said, though it was kind of ridiculous considering she couldn’t die. Her father could, however, Helen thought as she noticed how pale he was.

      “Where to?” Helen said, irrationally annoyed with Orion because her dad liked him better.

      Orion put his arms around her, which felt nice. But only because they were standing in a foot of snow and he was warm, she told herself, and not because his body felt freaking amazing. He was smiling mischievously down
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