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Listen to the music that inspired Sirens and Leviathans while you read!
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Up Down by Boy Epic

Dear God by Lawless & Sydney Wayser

Siren by Kailee Morgue

Deep End by Ruelle

Breathe by Fleurie

Black Sea by Nastasha Blume

Until the Levee by Joy Williams

Moondust by Jaymes Young

Jealous Sea by Meg Myers

Bottom of the Deep Blue Sea by Missio

High by Sivik

Hurricane by Tommee Profitt & Fleurie

Willow by Taylor Swift

Where the Dark Things are by Kerli

Winter Bird by Aurora

I of the Storm by Of Monsters and Men

Soldier, Poet, King by The Oh Hellos

Wellerman – Sea Shanty

Snake by Halflives

Assassin by Au/Ra
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Prologue

1694, The open seas


Amphitrite stepped off the gangplank and steadied herself against the sway of the ship as waves met the hull. She looked around the deck, where her ladies were well into the process of commandeering the large vessel. 
She took a deep, fortifying breath of crisp ocean air. The salty breeze revitalized her in a way nothing else could. They were still far from shore, a fact belied by the lack of birds calling out to her. She’d have enough time to handle her business here and move on before the human ships found her.
The pirates, having been rounded up by her crew, were on their knees with their wrists tied behind their backs. 
Good. This was going to be easier than she thought. 
The captives’ dark eyes watched them with a combination of anger and shock. Another perk of a ship full of female pirates. Men never knew what to do when faced with her crew. Did they fight the lady as they did a man? That moment of hesitation was all she and her girls needed. 
Her first mate moved to stand beside her and, without prompting, gave her the lay of the land.  
“A dozen men here. Twenty men, including the captain, are being held below decks.” Her first mate paused and ground her teeth. “And thirty-two in cargo.” 
Amphitrite almost choked.
“Thirty-two?” She tried not to let her voice rise, but she was having difficulty. Thirty-two women sat in the ship’s hull, terrified, not knowing that their future meant being sold into a slave trade where the price was innocence and flesh. 
“Yes,” she confirmed. “They are in a horrendous state. This lot,” she motioned to the men bound in front of them, “is lucky I didn’t separate their heads from their necks when I found them.” 
The cadence of her first mate’s normally calm voice broke, telling Amphitrite all she needed to know about how to handle this. 
“Take me to the captain,” she ordered. “Hold the men here. We will let our friends of the sea handle them soon enough and I don’t want to miss that.” She let a devious smirk cross her face as the men tied in ropes visibly paled at her reference to ‘friends of the sea’.  
Oh, they knew. All the better. 
Her first mate led her across the deck. As she turned toward the ship’s living quarters, she heard the telltale grunts of her crew taking their anger out on the newly captured men. She did not begrudge them, not if what she was walking into was anything close to what she imagined. 
They stopped in front of an ornately carved door, the rich wood mismatched from the rest of the battered ship, and she knew immediately a pretentious bastard waited behind it. Her hand twitched toward her cutlass, but perhaps it was better to let him think her weaker, less able to handle herself in his presence. 
Amphitrite was good at misleading people. That was what made her the best spymaster on the high seas. She was unremarkable when compared to her sisters, Persephone and Hera. She could fall back into the shadows, and she knew how to stay there. Even her sisters were ignorant of the network she’d amassed over the years and her role at its head. When her spies went to Hera with information, Amphitrite often wondered if she even questioned who’d accumulated those jewels of intelligence for her. How would that thunderous sister of hers react if she knew the truth? That she spent her days as a pirate, hunting for a treasure much greater than gold: secrets.
She stepped through the ridiculous door, her first mate following behind her, and stood before a fat, bearded man. He was strapped to his seat in the center of the small chamber. A sneer pinched his bloated face when she entered. 
Amphitrite knew what he saw. A petite woman in scandalous trousers and a leather corset tied over her undersleeves. A dark blue coat large enough to suit a man twice her size. A tricorn hat with a bold feather. A gleaming cutlass. Wild red hair barely constrained in a wind-swept braid. 
A menace. 
A pirate queen. 
The bane of his existence.
“Sea witch,” he growled, straining against his bonds.
Amphitrite shrugged. “Sea witch. Water witch. It matters not what you call me.”
The captain glowered.
“You searched him?” she questioned her first mate.
“Sadly, yes. The disgusting things I do for you…” she muttered.
Amphitrite gave her a wink and assessed the briny captain coolly.
Oh, how the tables have turned.
“And whom may I presume you are?” She smiled, but it was all teeth. 
He spat on the floor near her feet. Neither she nor her first mate flinched. 
“Ah!” Amphitrite held up a hand. “My apologies! I haven’t properly introduced you to my first mate! A thorough search without a name. Where are my manners?”
The woman stepped forward and Amphitrite watched the man’s weariness grow at the sight of the honey eyes and skin, the dark hair braided with colorful beads from around the world. She could have been a siren had she not been born mortal.
“Captain,” she said with a flourish. “This is Medusa.”
The man jerked against the rope holding him to the chair, his eyes bulging with fear.
Amphitrite smirked at her friend. “Your reputation precedes you!”
Medusa’s beautiful face held no smile. “As it should.” Her flinty gaze was trained on the captain, who trembled violently.
“Honestly, I did not receive that same reaction.” Amphitrite pouted.
“You hide the nightmares in you. I let mine free.” Medusa leaned over the desk, her face mere inches from the man’s own. “Do you know my story, Captain?”
He swallowed audibly and shook his head. A sheen of sweat appeared on his flushed, dirty face. 
Amphitrite grinned at the sight and pulled herself up to sit on the man’s messy desk, yanking the dagger from her boot to carve ‘Sea Witch’ into the obscenely expensive oak. 
“I was a priestess of Athena.” Amphitrite snorted at this every time, and Medusa shot her a look. The woman had spent her adolescent years worshipping a false goddess, and it was a sore spot. Medusa looked back at the captain. “I was taken from my temple by men like you, used on their ships as a plaything. Before they got the chance to sell me to some more hideous souls, my captain saved me and gave me my ‘gift’.” 
Medusa crouched, lowering herself to eye level with the man. A moment of silence passed as he continued to sweat profusely. She blinked and her eyes turned reptilian. “The girls you torture and rape in the brig do not have my gift. But I am here, so now they do not need it.”
Amphitrite stabbed her dagger into the wood and jumped off the desk to stand beside Medusa, the man flinching at the sudden movement.  
“You stole this vessel from a merchant friend of mine and used it in the flesh trade,” Medusa murmured, unsheathing the dagger at her thigh as Amphitrite pulled her pistol from inside her jacket. “Now, we are going to have a little chat about who you work for and who you sell to.”
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When she stepped back onto the deck, the sunlight beamed down on her past the triangular brim of her hat, giving her more freckles across her cheeks. Amphitrite looked down over the cluster of captured men. The screams of their captain had rattled them, but the silence after Medusa turned him into a living statue most likely made them wet their trousers.
Yet it hadn’t cowed them all into holding their tongues. At the sight of her, they grumbled and jeered.
“Bad luck!” one yelled.
“Water witch!” another one.
“Oy, either way, it’s the gallows for ye or a right burning, ya witch!”
Yes, the same as it always was.
“Perhaps, maybe,” she finally responded, calling out over their heckling. They quieted at the sound of her, at the cutting edge in her voice. “I doubt many would find it easy to kill me. You see, I am not quite a witch. I am something much more… powerful.”
She walked closer to the pirates and carefully stowed away her pirate persona. Around the ship, the sea grew more and more agitated with each step she took nearer to the captives.
The women of her crew watched her and traded knowing looks.
She revealed her goddess form on an exhale. Her power flooded the deck, sending the waves beyond it into chaos as they beat against the hull, jolting the ship. The wild swaying sent the men tumbling over their bound limbs, while her pirates rode the undulations with preternatural ease.
The slavers’ stunned faces almost made up for the stench of urine now permeating the air.
Her crew shifted restlessly. She could feel their hunger growing. Amphitrite glanced at the nearest woman and nodded her assent. At her signal, they moved forward in unison, tightening their circle around the men. Their teeth sharpened and their skin shone with pearlescent scales. Gills opened along their necks, flashing into view as the wind whipped their shirts. 
Amphitrite smiled grimly when the music started. 
The beautiful voices of the sea filled the salty air, and she watched as one by one, her sirens latched onto the men with their dangerous song and led them to the ship’s edge. At the railing, they struck, taking them in their arms as they propelled themselves off the side and into the water with deadly grace. 
Her crew would feast well this night.
She sensed a presence behind her and glanced over her shoulder at Medusa. 
“Once they are done, let’s get this merchant ship home.” She turned away from the now-empty deck and started for the captain’s cabin while Medusa headed to the brig to care for the human women. 
Amphitrite now had to push a heavy statue out of her new sleeping quarters.
Why couldn’t Medusa ever turn them to stone somewhere convenient? 
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2137 A.D., City of Halcyon

Amphitrite felt like she had given up her freedom as she stood before the new maritime administrative building. Her days of working the seas for secrets were over, thanks to the Great War and pandemic that had decimated most of the world. The unchecked human conflict left most of the ocean inky and uninhabitable. Only the water closest to Zephyr’s coast resembled the seas she’d navigated her entire immortal life. 
All those years ago, when she and her sisters took control of the government to avoid more conflict, she’d decided to sacrifice her seafaring days to protect what remained. She’d searched for ways to replenish the sea, but found it was too far gone. In the decades since, her only true hope was to keep the waters near Zephyr, the last holdout of humanity once called Europe, safe for passage, people, and sea creatures. 
And she’d been doing it alone, too. For the most part. 
But that time was over; Hera had decided that for her.
Which is why she had built Amphitrite an actual headquarters. She’d also hired a full staff of people, who Amphitrite now needed to tread lightly around to keep her own secrets.  
So, here they were. 
Medusa joined Amphitrite’s side and crossed her arms. 
“You are legitimate now. A real stand-up gal,” Medusa snickered as they took in the government building from the water’s edge. They stood on the docks still undergoing construction, their backs to the ocean. “At least you can stay by the sea to work the transportation routes. Imagine poor Persephone having to leave the Underworld to work in that hoity-toity skyscraper, doing numbers all day.”
Her friend was right; she didn’t envy Persephone’s commute. 
“I am sure Hera is not the least bit upset with her lot,” Amphitrite murmured. Her sister had resumed her public role as the archon, the highest appointed official of their government, after years of ruling behind various personas.
“True, but she has to find new senators to work with now that her old ones are aging out,” Medusa retorted with a smirk. One that Amphitrite reciprocated. They both knew how much Hera hated to find new senators.
Medusa placed her hand on Amphitrite’s shoulder. “We will still be stealing secrets, don’t you worry. Just think of it as being an inside man now, one that can reach higher levels of government officials.”
“That should get me through the long nights of paperwork,” she groaned. Suddenly, a tingling sensation darted along her spine and branched out through her limbs. She turned to Medusa, her eyes narrowing. “Do you feel that?”
Medusa shook her head. But Amphitrite was already turning around and walking toward the platform’s edge, where the water lapped against the industrial support beams. 
As she neared the water, the sensation intensified. She recognized the feeling, but it had been eons since she’d last felt it. 
She knelt on one knee and reached her hand out over the waves, palm up. Droplets eagerly lifted to her and at the first splash of contact, Amphitrite gasped. Raw, natural power coursed through her and rattled the goddess form that lay dormant beneath her skin.
The sea was calling out in greeting to a new guardian. 
And yet, there could only be two.
The only possible way there would be a third guardian was if the person she had been allied with for centuries had lied. 
Not waiting on Medusa, she light jumped to Oceanus’s home, landing in the landscaped front yard. The large stately structure always struck her as pompous, irritating in its vanity. Right now, it downright enraged her. The mansion reminded her that Oceanus thought he was above everyone, which perhaps he could claim as a titan. But she would not let him think he was better than her. 
“Oceanus!” She light jumped from the front yard to the foyer. The tail-end of her cry echoed in the tiled entry. “Oceanus, show yourself!” 
She strode deeper into the house, toward the ostentatious fountain modeled after the titan’s true form. 
Her blood roiled with anger as she searched for the titan. She cast out her power to find his and was drawn to an aura upstairs. As she moved toward it, the figure of a maid appeared down the hall and screamed for her to stop, but Amphitrite ignored her, and light jumped through the house. She appeared in Oceanus’s bedroom where a flushed and sweaty Theta lay nursing a small babe. 
Oceanus immediately rushed to Amphitrite, placing himself in front of the bed to block her view of his wife and child.
“Please…” he begged, his eyes wet with tears.
“When you informed us of the pregnancy of your wife, you stated it was a human child. You told us Theta was human. If that is the truth, why does the sea recognize the latent power of the child?”
Oceanus stood before her at a loss for words.
“We allowed you to walk the mortal plane instead of banishment since you were neutral in the fight against our father, but that does not give you permission to play with the power structure we now have in place! How is this even possible?”
Pushing his hands into his light brown hair, he growled in frustration. 
Finally, he sighed. “Theta was in a car wreck… she was going to die. I had to save her. When I tried to pull her back from death, I found she had nymph blood, so I used that power to bind our lifelines. I did not know she was pregnant with our child at the time and had hoped the child would be born human if conceived human. At most, I thought him a demi-god. I did not realize… I did not realize he would be… like me.”
“A titan? You didn’t think the babe would be powerful when he was born of nymph and titan blood?” she ground out through clenched teeth.
Oceanus paled and rubbed his temples. The usually polished titan was unkempt, obviously having been up all night while his wife labored away.
Amphitrite pushed past him to face Theta, who watched her with her soulful, dark brown eyes.
“Please, Amphitrite, he is just a babe. Have mercy,” she pleaded. Oceanus moved to her bedside and gently ran his hand over the baby’s soft, dark brown hair. He gave the infant a thoughtful, fond look before glancing back up at her with steely resolve. She knew what Oceanus was about to say.
“Let’s make a deal, Amphitrite.”
“We already have a deal, Oceanus,” she reminded.
“I can bind his powers, keep him from ascending until you choose. As a baby who has not yet wielded them, it should be easy enough.”
“No,” she stated, and Oceanus and Theta’s expressions flashed with pain. “I will bind him.” 
The parents blinked, the misery on their faces transforming to anticipation. 
“And, when he is a mature age, let’s say… twenty-one, I will unbind him and train him myself,” she continued.
“You’d let him live?” Theta asked, her words and face full of hope.
Amphitrite took in the family. She knew deep down that she would give in and choose the path of mercy. 
She would not be her father, killing an innocent in a bid to retain her power. 
No, she would just control the outcome.
“I will not kill him, but he must be bound well enough that any other deities think he’s human. We can let no one sense his power. I will keep my distance from him until it is time for the unbinding, so his power does not respond to mine.” She looked at Oceanus. “You will have no influence over this bond, Oceanus. You claim bringing a guardian into this world was an accident, but that is yet to be proven.” 
Her warning was scornful, but part of her felt the loss of trust in the titan keenly.
To her shock, Oceanus jumped up from the bed and took Amphitrite into a hug, one she resisted at first before finally allowing. 
She stepped back from his embrace but held onto his wrist as she called her powers to initiate the oath.
“You, Oceanus, will allow me to bind this child myself. In a way that he cannot be unbound by you or anyone else until the age of twenty-one. At that time, I will unbind and train him to be a guardian of the sea. To attempt to unbind him before then will negate this agreement and you will be subject to the punishment of myself and my sisters.”
“I agree,” he stated, and both of their eyes lit up. She felt the slight sting of the oath in her head, and the air in the room thrummed with power. The quaking energy woke the babe, who released a small squeal from his mother’s arms.
Amphitrite dropped the titan’s arm and stepped up to the bed. She placed her hand over the head of the tiny, dark-haired infant.
“You are going to cause me a lot of grief, aren’t you, little one?” Her power wound around the child, binding him, keeping him safe until she called upon him again. 
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Chapter one
2164 A.D., City of Halcyon


Amphitrite

Amphitrite watched the man before her, his dark chestnut hair blowing in the wind as he looked at her over his shoulder. His wide-eyed expression was almost comical, or it would have been at least if he weren't standing less than twenty yards from a tsunami that would have utterly decimated the city of Halcyon. 
If not for him.
In a quick move, she threw her hands out in front of her. Her power flowed from her veins, lighting up her ring, as she pushed the water back. She pressed forward, stepping toward the wall of water. She did not want to even think about the sea life, and human lives, lost due to this unnatural occurrence. 
With each step she took, the water retreated. It churned behind its self-contained wall, and she frowned at the trace of power she felt there. She neared the man and got a closer look at his profile. 
Shock and recognition bowled through her.
“How…?”
“I have no fucking idea,” he replied frantically, his eyes still on the water as it fell back onto the sea floor. She could tell he’d assumed her confusion was solely for the stymied tsunami, which rocked several boats with angry, choppy waves as it moved past the docks.
Oceanus. He had unbound him without her knowledge. 
Her rage rose to the surface as she watched the titan, the one who should have been bound and without the ability to access his power, stand before her. This after he’d held the sea in the palm of his hands. Literally.
Her mind whirled with questions. How had Oceanus broken the oath to unbind his son? And this was his son, she knew. She recognized not only the feeling of his power, but also his features, his face. She had kept her distance, but her spies kept her abreast of his movements.
She knew where he had gone, what he had done. 
When she’d learned that the dormant titan had fled the city upon his twenty-first birthday, she had caved on demanding he be called back to Halcyon. Oceanus hadn’t elaborated, but the boy had been traumatized. 
Something in her had softened when it should’ve gone cold. 
Millenia ago, she hadn’t made it to adulthood as a mortal, instead born into godhood with blood and trauma. And so, she had allowed him more time to experience life. The unbinding could wait, she’d told herself.
Her sentimentality bit her in the ass like Hera always warned it would. 
Now, six years later, he stood before her, with raw, unbound power simmering around him. Past the age of ascendancy.
That is what she got for making a deal with a titan.
However mad she was, she could not go to Oceanus at this moment to demand his explanation. She knew, deep down, her sister was in trouble. The plan had been for her to meet at the gates at the base of the mountain that led to the river Styx, but then she’d watched a wall of lethal water heading toward the city. Even now, she could still feel her sister’s pull in the Underworld as the water writhed against her power. 
Looking at where the massive wave had lost its ground, revealing washed up detritus on the streets, she sensed a tension churning in the seawater. A sentient force. A power different than her own, or even the titan’s beside her.
She felt her temper rise even higher at the thought that someone stood by, using her water against her. She pushed out more power, stalking around the heir still frozen in shock, and moved to calm the sea. 
Pushing power into her ring, the one given to her by the cyclops, she felt the water ease. The resistance snapped and the sea submitted to her will. She felt the ocean’s relief alongside her own at the give. Whatever was pushing against her had finally relented, and the water slowly crept back into the bay from where the tension had held it hostage further out along the sea floor after retreating from the city. She looked across the area, taking in the damage until her eyes finally met his. The man stood still, his hands finally lowering as he realized the water was no longer a threat.
Her feet carried her to him before she even thought about it. The danger of the tsunami may have been neutralized, but another problem remained.
“Heir of Oceanus,” she called, her voice raised in challenge. 
Confusion and exhaustion warred on his face. Her stride stuttered as it occurred to her how little he may know as he watched her with raised eyebrows. Even now, she could still feel the power emanating from him, the same power he’d used to stop the tsunami. Already so strong.
“West,” he grated out.
Taken aback, she glanced up at his burning gaze, irritated at just how far she had to look up at him. 
“What?” She stood in front of him, wishing her mortal form had some height, but she and Hestia had always been the smallest sisters.
“My name is West.” He ran shaking hands through his hair, looking wildly between her, the wreckage around them, and the docks. His eyes snagged on the bay, watching it with suspicion, as if he expected the tsunami to make a comeback.
Amphitrite hesitated. These weren’t the actions of a fully realized titan. He was in shock. He didn’t seem to recognize her power, either. 
He didn’t know.
Her confusion deflated her frustration, at least with this particular titan.
“West,” she said lowly and almost started at the sound of her own voice. She’d always known his name, but had she ever said it? “It’s over. The wave is gone.”
He stumbled back and dropped his hands from his head. He looked down at his open palms with desperation. “What did I do? I was about a millisecond away from pissing myself and then suddenly I am holding a wall of water back…”
She felt all the bravado leave her at his softly spoken words. She knew how he felt, how overwhelming the power could be. 
“You saved the city,” she told him levelly. Truthfully. “But now you need to go home. Calm yourself. The water will not come back up.” 
His eyes darted up to meet hers. An edge glinted in those depths. 
“How do you know?” His throat bobbed as he swallowed audibly. “Who are you?”
“I just know. Go home,” she ordered, backing away from him. The tsunami was gone, but the fight was far from over. She hoped she could find the entrance to the Underworld and get to her sister in time.  
“Wait! Hold on!” he yelled. Her feet halted as she looked over her shoulder. His expression took on a pleading look, one that stirred something deep in her heart, but she had nothing for him. She broke into a run, escaping his line of sight, and opened a portal to light jump. Her form being whisked away in the fresh breeze of her water and light.
He had pulled at something deep down inside of her.
And that scared her more than the tsunami. 
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Chapter two

Amphitrite

Long hours after jailing the traitorous titans in Tartarus once again, Amphitrite left the Underworld to face another traitorous titan. 
She’d light jumped to Oceanus, finding him in his office. The titan, known to the world as CEO Zale Murphy, shot to his feet from behind his desk.
“Explain,” Amphitrite demanded as she cornered him. She had no patience for more of his lies, but she needed to hear what he had to say.
He braced himself against the desk. “West—”
”—is unbound.” She clenched her jaw. 
“Which should be impossible,” she reminded him.
“Trust me, I tried at certain points in the past to unbind him,” Oceanus admitted. When she started toward him, he held his hand up to stop her. “Just to see if it was possible in case of an emergency, but nothing. Only you could do that.” 
He lowered his hand slowly and gestured out the window, where the dock harbor could be seen along the horizon. 
“Something during the tsunami caused the binding to loosen to the point that I could undo the spell holding his powers together. At that point, yes, I was somehow able to finish unbinding him, and did so, rather than let him die.”
“He should have been unbound by me, the power released slowly,” she seethed. “That was the agreement. Yet, it seems you have issues holding to any agreement that doesn’t end with you watching the world fall apart outside your window, doing nothing to help.”
Oceanus stepped up to her then, his eyes narrowed.
“You don’t think I felt that power blast, Amphitrite?” Another step. “You don’t think I recognize the stench of Tartarus on you?” He shook his head in frustration. “I did what I had to do to protect my son from you and your sisters’ mess. Tartarus was opened, wasn’t it?”
She glared at him. “Sorry to miss a family reunion, Oceanus?”
He scoffed. “I’m the first to die if my wayward kin really escape. They’d go after my son next.” He sobered and gave her a calculating look. “I understand you are mad and coming down from the adrenaline high of battle, but think clearly, Amphitrite. If I could feel when Tartarus opened, that power must have rippled across the realm.”
“You’re saying you think Tartarus opening loosened his bindings?”
“Titan power calls to titan power,” he said darkly. A real look of fear flickered over his face. “I couldn’t leave my son helpless to defend himself after I felt the rift. Regardless of how the unbinding was initiated,” he stood back and straightened his suit, “now, we must deal with it.”
The growl that left her throat only caused a twitch of Oceanus’s lips in amusement. 
Yet, she had to admit; he was right. The power structure among the deities had shifted again, and so soon after Devon’s awakening. A newly unbound titan needed to be dealt with. 
Nothing felt the same after Devon ascended and became a god. All of their powers had been thrown off. The three sisters had reigned for a long time before Devon, and the power structure was reshaping itself to accommodate a fourth. 
Though… the Moirai had told the sisters they were never meant to be just three. What did a new titan add to the mix? And there had been five sisters, five lines of power, so what did that mean when they found the person who’d inherited Hestia’s power? More upheaval? 
Dread and frustration boiled inside her. Amphitrite hated chaos, or any change she couldn’t influence, for that matter.
“There is no ‘we’,” she growled. “When you sired a new titan, I covered for you, Oceanus. I bound his powers. I took grief from the Moirai for unsettling fate. Listened to an hour of how I had changed the way of mankind. Most of it bullshit, but you know damn well I took that grief for you and your heir. And this is how you thank me. With an unbound titan ignorant of his nature and a broken oath.”
She watched as the realization crossed his face. He hadn’t known she had gone to fight for him and his son. Sadly, he wasn’t contrite enough to hold his tongue.
“I appreciate that you have championed for my heir,” he said, “but you must accept that I did not betray you. I did not unbind him myself. The celestial power plucked the strings just enough for me not to cross the line of the oath.”
“You missed your calling as a lawyer, Oceanus,” she stated, crossing her arms.
“I still have lifetimes to achieve that. Now, that you understand I am not in violation of my oath—”
“Time will tell if that’s completely true or not,” she interrupted.
Sitting back on his desk, he crossed his arms to match her stance.
“I cannot wait until you find out the truth then, since you don’t seem to believe me,” he continued before placing his hands on the desk, leaning back. “We are six years behind on his training.”
“I am aware of that, Oceanus,” she snapped. She turned to look out the window, feeling unnerved by the titan’s claims and could feel him continue to quietly assess her.
“You allowed him those six years to live on his own as a mortal after his trauma. I thank you for that, Amphitrite. I thank you for the mercy you have shown my family.”
Looking back at him, she narrowed her eyes.
“Mercy that was repaid with you finding a loophole,” she said caustically and looked away again. The titan remained quiet. “I will start training him. He will begin his ascension at a rapid pace now. The timeline will be tighter than it would have been had I undone his binding myself.” 
The tension seemed to leave Oceanus in a sudden rush. He approached her with measured steps.
“Thank you.” He bowed low to her when she turned back to him and took her hand in his. “I fear my son will need you and your training more than I can say.” He dropped her fingertips and straightened fully, looking at her with eyes slightly aglow. “The war… The sea… it only grows sicker.”               
Amphitrite nodded, frowning. 
He was right. She was having a hard enough time holding the borders against the putrid water and had yet to find the cause of the rot, even a century after the Great War. Something beyond the Great War’s destruction, something more than weapons and neglect, lurked in the dark water.
“More titans at work,” she whispered. 
Standing face to face with a titan, she felt the enormity of what could happen if she failed in her tasks. If she did not properly train West, if she did not find Hestia’s scion, they could lose the war they knew was coming. 
“I knew one day they would rise against you and your sisters. Cronus and his brothers were always power hungry.” 
Closing her eyes, she sighed. She felt like she was losing a war before it began 
“At least Cronus is still contained,” she said, opening her eyes to see Oceanus staring back at her. 
“I will begin working with him as soon as I can,” she told him, and turned to walk out of his office. 
Halting before she touched the doorknob, she smiled softly to herself. Time to let him stew a little.
“Do not think that means I won’t continue to look into what happened with the binding.” She looked at him over her shoulder and arched an eyebrow. 
He gave her an annoying smirk again. One she could easily imagine plastered across a much younger face and stuck his hands into his pockets.
“I’ll await your apology for doubting me.”
Rolling her eyes, she continued out the door, secretly hoping he had lied when he said he hadn’t broken the oath.
Because the alternative meant something far worse.
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Chapter three

West

West watched the coin spinning on the bar top, snatching it up in his palm before it could clatter on the wood. 
The young, pretty bartender sauntered over to him. 
“Every night this week now, huh?” She gave him a knowing look. Her dazzling smile always greeted him when he walked through the door. 
Apparently, every night this week, he thought. He smiled back, but he knew it did not meet his eyes. 
He also had been enjoying this particular bartender as much as the bar this week. 
An escape, he knew, but that was what he did. He used sex as an escape, and he needed that while he was dealing with everything. He had been frequenting this bar since he had spoken with his father. 
Since he had stopped a wall of water from destroying Halcyon.
Groaning at the memory, he put his head into his hands. How did his life manage to turn itself upside down constantly? He would love slow and steady. Maybe he hadn’t ever thought of himself wanting such a life, but now, he craved it. 
Years ago, he’d witnessed a date’s rape and murder, and that night had sent him down a path of vengeance. He’d run away and become a mercenary, hunting down those men to exact justice. He hadn’t been happy, but he’d been free. Fine. 
Until Devon died in the field. 
Like the death of the woman he had been dating years earlier, the loss of his best friend had him running. Only, now, he’d gone and done the one thing he swore to never do: return home. 
And after weeks of grieving and readjusting to life in Halcyon, he’d run into his dead friend fully alive, and at a damned party, no less. Finding out his best friend hadn’t died from a bullet wound, but became a god of rebirth, would have really topped the list of screwed up revelations if his dad hadn’t just dropped his own bomb on him. 
Yes! Turns out, West was the son of a titan whose shoes he was expected to step into now that he was home. 
Possibly both pairs, the titan and the CEO. Just like dear old dad.
He could do without being a liar like his father. That was one title Oceanus could keep to himself. 
Something had happened to West after he learned of his father’s deceit. Something felt even more broken inside of him, which was truly impressive since West already felt like he was damaged beyond repair. 
“Whatever you are thinking about is too heavy for two in the afternoon,” the bartender joked as she threw her blonde braid over her shoulder. Her brown eyes held all the flirtation he felt battering him every time he sat at the bar. 
Maybe he wasn’t getting a reprieve here, but more anxiety playing the part of the flirt.
He spent his days drinking, avoiding his father and all sense of responsibility. 
Spent his nights with this bartender in an effort not to think.
He hid like a coward, he was not too ashamed to admit, in order to not deal with anymore lies. 
“I’ve had a lot of heavy shit happen in my life lately,” he murmured into his glass of whiskey before downing the entirety of it, loving the burn. A controlled pain. And he needed that right now as he was so tired of the emotional pain. 
Emotional pain that he held no control over.
Perhaps it was time to find a new bar? A new bartender? He did not want her growing attached. That was the last thing he needed.
“I get off around nine tonight…” she murmured, giving him a sultry smile as she twisted the end of her braid around her finger. 
“Not tonight, sweetheart.” He winked, wondering how this had ever felt natural to him. Right now, he felt slimy and ridiculous. “Lots of work to do.”
He threw back his drink and gave her his megawatt smile as he pushed away from the bar. 
She flicked her eyes hungrily over his shoulders and down his body, and something like dread settled over his chest. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips and she met his gaze. 
“Maybe you don’t need to wait. I have a break coming up… it won’t be enough time for… you know.” She leaned over the bar, which stretched her tank top across her cleavage, and whispered, “But maybe I can help you… feel lighter.” Her raspy voice trailed off suggestively and she bit her lip.
West glanced away. He wondered what she saw when she looked at him. Was he as much a plaything to her as women had always been to him?
This had been his life once. He used to be the ‘Playboy of Halcyon’, according to all the gossip magazines. Always out with some socialite or star of some show, dining, partying, and then going back to their place to enjoy the rest of the evening. Sometimes with more than one girl. He’d proven all those headlines right, again and again.
But not anymore.
Now, he just had a few photographers snapping pictures of him as he went about his day, but that group was steadily dwindling. After the initial buzz of his return had faded, he’d proven he was far too boring to keep track of now. Just bar, drink, same woman. The front-page stories about a wild playboy had become small features about a sad, drunk heir. Add a photo of him inebriated, slumped over the bar alone, to the morning paper and it was official: West Murphy was a has-been.  
“Thanks for the offer, but this is a hell of a lot more than you can handle,” he muttered, standing from the stool. He reached for his wallet and took more than enough cash out to cover his few drinks, throwing it down on the bar.
He was glad he wasn’t the boy he’d been before he left and become a man. Now, he just wished he knew who he was at all. 
He walked out of the bar without a backwards glance and as soon as he stepped onto the sidewalk, the flash of a camera blinded him.
“Fates! Why the fuck do you need to permanently blind me?” he shouted at the portly man holding the camera.
“Are you taking over Oceanus Industries now that you are back?” a woman asked. 
Great, he thought as he rubbed his abused eyes. A reporter. 
Yeah. He needed to find a new bar. One where he could stew in his depression without a sexy as hell bartender bothering him as he drank away his worries. One the press didn’t know about.
Rubbing his face, he silently chided himself for not finding a new spot sooner. 
He shoved his irritation back and smiled at the woman until her cheeks flushed.
“Who knows, love? Maybe,” he said as he sauntered toward the woman. The photographer was quick to hit the shutter again. “Maybe not.” Leaning towards her, he put his lips next to her ear. “Only time will tell, huh, beautiful?”
A soft gasp left her lips, and he winked as he turned to walk away. The smile dropped from his lips as quickly as it came. She was flustered enough that he would get a head start, but that was by seconds if he didn’t book it. 
Who the hell had he become?
He didn’t know who he was anymore after his confrontation with his father. His father, the guiding force of his childhood, his safe place, had betrayed him. 
All his life he had thought his father was infallible, that he could do no wrong. The pain of his father’s secrets was taking more from him emotionally than he could handle.
Fates, he hadn’t even known his own father’s real name.  
The name ‘Oceanus’ had knocked down West’s entire house of cards. He was lost in a tailspin and the only solace he could find was at the bottom of a glass of whiskey or between the sheets.
Feeling the weight of the world pushing down on him, he let himself fall to the curb, sitting down with his head in his hands. 
He hadn’t slept the past few nights, not well at least. His stomach and mind were both too torn to rest. He refused to speak to either of his parents, though they called almost hourly. They even tried to catch him when he came home, but he would slip past them and shut the door quietly in their faces. And they were far too stately to push the door back open and demand he speak to them. 
It also helped that he was almost always drunk, so they would hardly get anything coherent out of a conversation, should they try. 
His parents had nothing to say that he wanted to hear. He just wanted to walk into the office of the so-called maritime Administration and demand the sea goddess tell him everything. 
Because he no longer trusted his father to do so. 
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Chapter four

Amphitrite

As Amphitrite neared the restaurant, she took in the surrounding street. This part of the city hadn’t seen damage from the tsunami as the blocks closest to the docks had. Some buildings around the harbor were completely gone, leaving people without homes and businesses. Wrecked boats littered the docks. This area, in contrast, was closer to the city’s center and held only a few hints that a disaster was narrowly avoided. 
The city was recovering quickly in the affected areas. Hera had organized the necessary rebuilding and clean-up efforts almost immediately after the battle’s end. Windows were boarded up and debris cleaned off the road. Construction crews were already hard at work on the torn-down structures near the water. The few families impacted were relocated. Businesses were opening back up. 
But the people still whispered about the oddity of such a natural disaster. Throwing around words like “offshore,” and “earthquake” was the best she could do. They could not erase the memory of an entire city. She only hoped anything to do with the titans in the future didn’t involve humans.
She snorted at the ridiculous wish. She hadn’t seen her father in millennia, but she remembered his dramatics. There was no way they wouldn’t attempt to burn what was left of the world to the ground.
Stopping in front of the restaurant window, she checked her hair. It could become unruly in the humidity. Although Halcyon always managed to stay at a comfortable temperature, the humidity was never the same. She wondered at times if that was Hera’s doing, since it was always humid on her dates.
She ran her hand over the fly aways coming out of her chignon and gave herself a final once-over: her blue dress sparkled like the deepest depths of the ocean; her heels were killer to match; her eyeliner was perfect; and her lips were painted a matte pink. She nodded to her reflection, ready to go. 
She planned to enjoy a nice dinner with her boyfriend before she had to deal with a young, untrained titan tomorrow. If he was as frustrating as his father was, it would not be a pleasant experience. 
"As always, you take my breath away.” She heard from behind her. Smiling, she turned to her date. 
Darren, the mortal man she had been with for almost a year. She took a moment to appreciate him. Tall and well-groomed, he was classically handsome with his blue eyes, tan skin, and perfectly styled blonde hair. He wore a suit, tie and all, since that was his daily work attire. No need to go home to prepare since he always looked dashing. 
He grinned back at her and took her hands in his before kissing her cheek. 
“Shall we?” he asked as he opened the door for her. 
“We shall.” She smiled wider as she took his arm. When they entered, the hostess greeted them with familiarity and guided them back to their usual table. They frequented the restaurant at least once a week and always sat in the back, next to the window that overlooked the sea. 
Darren pulled her dark blue velvet chair out for her, which she thanked with a kiss to his cheek, and pushed her in once she sat before seating himself. They had a routine, one they fell into, and Amphitrite was glad for it. Darren was a gentleman in an age when she thought they were long extinct. 
He was consistent and stable. Everything her life was not. And everything she was absolutely certain she needed. 
Over their appetizers and wine, they told each other of their day, and as they spoke, she had the fleeting thought of how she wished she could tell him about the titans. About the battle they’d barely won. 
About West. 
About the ocean. 
About her. 
Of course, he knew she was the head of the maritime administration, but he knew nothing of the goddesses. 
He did not know her as Amphitrite. No mortals did. She was Cordelia to all of them, including her own boyfriend. None of her human lovers had known her true name, and she wondered why that bothered her so much all of a sudden. 
“Well, they are looking at moving me up to partner,” he stated, and her eyes widened as her concerns fluttered away.
“That is fantastic, Darren!” she exclaimed. She gave him a genuine smile as she was truly proud of him. He had worked long and hard hours to get here, and no one deserved it more. Perhaps that was her bias as his girlfriend talking but she was sure his boss would agree if he was giving him a promotion. 
Taking his hand between hers, she kissed his knuckles. 
“We are most definitely celebrating this!” She withdrew her hand and waved the waiter over to order some champagne. 
Darren smiled down at their interlocked fingers before he looked up into her eyes. 
“You are so amazing, Cordelia. I could not have gotten to where I am without you.”
“Yes, Darren, you could have, but I’m glad I’m on this journey with you.”
If only as herself. 
“You alright?” he asked, squeezing her hand. 
“Yeah,” she said softly. She shook her head, giving him a smile as she released his hand and moved to take a sip of water. She just needed a minute. She would not ruin his day with fleeting thoughts full of nonsense. She was herself with him. 
She was.
Darren gave her a concerned smile, but glanced over her shoulder, distracted. 
“He looks like he is one drink away from blacking out,” Darren said, nodding his head to the bar area. 
Turning, she groaned. 
West.
Sighing, she threw her napkin on the table and stood.
Darren blinked at her, surprised. “Do you know him?” he asked, glancing between her and West. 
She halted. How did she explain to him who West was?
“A new co-worker. West. He’s not taking to the job well,” she muttered and stepped away from the table just as the server walked up with their glasses of champagne. 
“I’d guess not if he gets black out drunk like this,” Darren said, eyeing West with concern. 
“I’ll go check on him and be back soon,” she told him as the waiter set the glasses on the table. “Before the champagne goes flat,” she added with a wink. 
He cast another questioning glance at West, so she gave him a comforting smile as she took another step backward. “I promise we will finish our celebration tonight.”
Turning toward West, her smile dropped as she walked to the bar, where West was surrounded by empty shot glasses. Taking the seat next to him, she looked him over. His head was on the bar counter, his shoulders slumped in. 
Clearing her throat, he looked up at her with bloodshot eyes.
“Great,” he groaned, rolling his eyes, and putting his head back down. “Go away, Sea Goddess.”
She kicked his leg and he almost fell off his barstool. His eyes went wide, and he gaped at her as he caught himself on the bar’s edge. 
Waiting until the bartender put his latest glass of poison down and walked to the next customer, she then leaned in close enough that no one but him would hear her before speaking.
“You do not refer to me as a goddess in public,” she seethed. “Humans are unaware, and we have to keep it that way.”
He only rolled his eyes before downing the shot in front of him.
“Charming," he groaned irritably, deflating even more with the realization that she wasn’t leaving.
“So,” she started, “are you planning to spend the rest of your days inebriated to the point of looking like a limp rag doll?”
In answer, he waved to the bartender, but her hand shot out and yanked his arm back down. He grimaced and shrugged out of her hold. “Yes. Yes, I am. I plan to be ob—oblit—”
She raised an eyebrow. “Obliterated?” 
“Yes, ob… smashed, until I wake up from this fucking nightmare that is my life.” His hand shot up before she could catch it, and the bartender returned to take his order as if she had been waiting for the opportunity.
Amphitrite turned to glare at the bartender. The look in the young woman’s eyes told her everything she needed to know. She would not be swayed against West and his need for alcohol since the woman had quite obviously fallen down the rabbit hole of infatuation. 
She would try, nonetheless.
“Excuse me,” she interrupted, leaning onto the bar, “my brother here has had enough. Can you please cut him off?”
The bartender nodded, her eyes still hazy with lust, but Amphitrite caught the flash of a smile. The woman was relieved to hear that she was his sister, at least as far as she knew, anyway. No competition.
“Brother?” West sputtered, “I was just thinking about you naked…”
The bartender narrowed her eyes at him before turning to glare at Amphitrite.
Amphitrite smiled thinly and pushed West out of his seat to stand up. The woman grabbed his drink with a huff and shoved her way past another bartender to the kitchen doors. What kind of effect did this man have on women? She turned to him, eyeing him curiously just as he began to sway on his feet. His hair was in disarray and his black shirt was rumpled as if pulled from a pile and thrown on… inside out. 
“What the hell?” he slurred, almost toppling over before she could grab him. Putting his arm over her shoulders, she started the slow walk to the door of the restaurant. 
In the corner of her eye, she could see Darren rise from his seat, ready to help her, but she waved him away as she passed by their table.
“I’ll help him out and be right back,” she told him with an apologetic smile. 
West lifted his head from where it hung between his shoulders and looked between her and Darren.
“Oh, great,” West muttered incoherently, “a suit.”
Darren frowned with concern. “Are you certain?” he asked her. “I can help you get him home, and we can reschedule dinner,” he offered. 
It was not lost on her that West was judging her boyfriend, assessing him with a cruelly amused look. 
He swung that look on her. “Date, huh? I guess I was too much of a draw for you to ignore.” He smiled and the smell of alcohol permeated the air as he breathed.
She assured Darren and continued toward the exit, suddenly more than eager to get West out of the upscale restaurant before he made more of a scene.
“Trust me, I’d much rather ignore you and enjoy my evening with my boyfriend. But right now, you’re a hazard to yourself and those around you,” she growled. “I cannot imagine Devon being this obnoxious to deal with,” she added under her breath for good measure.
West just snorted in response.
“Cordelia, are you sure you do not need help?” Darren called, coming up behind them. 
Of course, he followed her. He would never leave her to deal with a giant, drunk man by herself. He thought she was human, with human strength, and West was far larger than her mortal form. 
“Cordelia? I thought your name was… OW!” West howled as Amphitrite stepped on his foot. 
“Sorry, didn’t mean to step on your foot,” she ground out. She gave him a warning look and he scowled back. He pushed away from her and leaned against the wall near the hostess station. His dark brown hair hung over his eyes roguishly and his rich chocolate brown eyes sparkled in the warm light cast from the wall sconces. For a minute, she was unable to look away.
Fates, what is with this man?
An arm wrapped around her waist, bringing her back out of her thoughts, and she caught sight of West shaking his head as if trying to pull himself together. 
As if he, too, had been drawn in.
She turned and placed her hand on Darren’s chest, ignoring the idiot of a man currently attempting to remain upright.
“I will call someone to come get him. Can you get me another glass of champagne? I am going to need it.” 
She glanced at West just as a sardonic smile flashed across his face at her words.
“Of course. If you need anything, please come get me.” Darren kissed her cheek softly before nodding slightly at West. “Good to meet you, West. Perhaps next time we can be introduced under more pleasant circumstances.”
As Darren walked away, West let out a loud laugh, which only served to anger Amphitrite enough to push him out the glass doors leading to the street. She didn’t dare look back to see what Darren thought of his little outburst. 
“Fates, what the hell is the deal with him? Did he fall out of a romance novel?”
“Shut up, West,” she growled as they moved down the steps, her walking and him stumbling. She hardly felt like helping him now and simply watched as he barely caught himself from falling on the pavement as he descended the concrete front steps to the sidewalk. He tripped again at the last step but managed to find a wall to lean against along the side of the building. Once he was steady enough not to fall face first, he began making swaying motions with his hands as if dancing with an invisible person.
Her eyebrow went up as she watched him.
“A dance milady? Can I get on your”— hiccup—, “dance card? May I court you? One kiss on the cheek before marriage?” He laughed at his own jokes as she stood with her arms crossed. “Have you guys even done the horizontal tango yet, or is he waiting to maintain your virtue, Cordelia?”
Before she knew what she was doing, she walked up and slapped him across the face. 
“None of my personal life is your business. You should be concerned with your own fate and grow the hell up, Weston.” she snapped, and his eyes went wide with shock.
“I love it when I show up for the good stuff. Please don’t stop on account of me being here.” Said a familiar baritone voice from behind her. She didn’t turn to greet him, not daring to take her eyes off West.
“Will you see him home?” She asked as she watched West squint in an attempt to focus his eyes on the man behind her, the alcohol working against him.
“Can I slap him around, too?” the voice said in a laughing tone.
“Yes. As much as you want,” she seethed. She turned from West and walked back into the restaurant to salvage her evening. 
That man was beyond infuriating. She would need to keep as much distance between them as possible during his training. 
For her sanity.
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West couldn’t believe she’d slapped him and left him at the mercy of a stranger. Or were there two of them? He wobbled as he tried to focus his eyes on the shifting figures. Great. Drunken double vision was the worst. He blinked until it cleared.
“I like your shirt,” West stated, words slurring even to his own ears. The stranger’s shirt had a design like an old postcard, with ‘Underworld’ scrawled beneath an illustration of a fiery river, and ‘Enjoy your stay’ above it.
The man’s only response was to grab West by the shoulder and pull him into a dark alleyway beside the restaurant.
“Well, this seems very stranger danger,” West mumbled, trying to loosen the man’s hold. “Super safe, walking into a dark alley with—”
He was suddenly thrown into a vortex of shadow before the man let him drop to his knees. 
Landing on all fours, West retched a full stomach of alcohol onto an expensive-looking rug. 
“Thanks for bringing him back,” said a familiar voice, albeit one he hadn’t heard in a while. Devon’s voice. 
Had he missed something? He hadn’t noticed Devon in the alley before. Or had he blacked out on the way to Devon’s place? Just how wasted was he?
“Your friends are accosting me,” West accused, looking up from the floor to the two men standing in front of him. “I’ve been hit and… whatever the hell he just did to me.”
“He hit you?” Devon asked, looking over at the man in question. His face held nothing but mirth at that thought. 
Some friend he was.
“No, Amphitrite did,” the man smirked as he folded his beefy arms across his chest. 
“Huh,” was all his supposedly very loyal friend said as he helped West stand up.    
“Well, enjoy dealing with the upcoming shit show,” the shadow man said. He winked before disappearing in a swirl of darkness.
West blinked. Huh. Maybe he was not as drunk as he thought. Or much, much drunker.
Devon lowered him on the nearby black couch. Another expensive-looking piece of furniture. He hoped he’d expelled all he had left in his body onto that rug.
“Nice friend you have there,” West grumbled as he slid sideways onto the couch, shoving the pillows off before pressing his face flat on the seat cushion.
“Thanatos is more of a tolerated acquaintance. Here, drink.” Devon pulled West up by the arm and put a glass in his hand. 
West sniffed it. “Doesn’t smell like booze.”
“That is the last thing you need right now. It’s water, so drink up. I remember how much of a grumpy asshole you are when you have a hangover.”
“Noted,” West rasped, and he took a drink of water. He could
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