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Tethered to You
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Xander sighed, swimming through the water. His short blond hair floated around him. He did not usually swim to the surface. The light was bright, the waves powerful, and the noise overwhelming. The occasional passing ship made it worth it. He crossed his arms behind his head, watching a ship.

The sun reflected off the water. The yellow light danced with the blue waves. A calm breeze cooled his body. The air smelled of salt. There was no land in sight—just the vast blue water.

It was filled with Spartans. A handsome bunch. They wore red military wear that left their torsos exposed. They were muscular, their bodies trained for war.

“Is that a person?” a man called out.

Murmurs spread. They ran to the edge of the ship, waving to Xander. A man motioned for him to swim to them. Kind of them to offer a stranger rescue. His eyes scanned the men. Several would make fine sexual partners. The men had abs and biceps. None of them stirred any longings in him.

“I’m okay out here,” Xander responded, resting in the water. He hoped they would leave him alone. He did not have the energy to allow them to rescue him.

“It is dangerous. Poseidon is temperamental,” an older man yelled.

The Spartan’s boat was battle-worn. The wood had scorch marks and cracks in it. The Spartan flag was torn. Several men were wounded, bandaged, and limped.

Xander chuckled. Poseidon was calm. The god of the sea was kind and caring. There was no god more relaxed than Poseidon. Hades was caring, but reclusive and shy. Zeus, well, he had improved. No longer did the eldest god try to kill his brothers. The god of Olympus was still dramatic and intense.

“I think you’re thinking about Zeus. Maybe you’re confusing Poseidon with his husband. Basil can be moody. I’m safe,” Xander assured them, swimming along the side of the boat.

To prove his point, Xander flipped and dove underwater. He could breathe underwater and on land. It was one of the benefits of being chosen by Poseidon to live in his realm. A bloody academy and a war between the jealous gods forced all the students to choose sides. He chose immortality and Poseidon. His brother Dru chose mortality. He lived with Poseidon, but died years ago. Xander still mourned him.

His days were spent guarding the god of the sea and working with sailors who drowned. He helped usher them into Hades’ realm when they were ready to fade from the land of the living. It should be exciting. An immortal, a favorite of Poseidon, someone who had all of eternity to explore. Usually, Xander loved life. Nowadays, as he pushed through the light blue water, he felt bored.

He swam in circles, dancing underwater. He stayed under for far longer than any mortal could, never going too deep.

“You’re one of Poseidon’s,” the old man realized, grinning.

“Are you Flavian? Or Nereus?” a young Spartan asked, watching him with fascination.

Flavian was one of Poseidon’s guards. A beautiful man who had seduced many mortals. Nereus was the god of wisdom and often prayed to. People tended to forget about him.

“Xander. I’m off to find another ship,” Xander bid the Spartans farewell, bored of their conversation.

The soldiers waved as Xander swam off into the distance. He did not swim alone. A large tuna joined him, eyeing him.

“Don’t start with me,” Xander mumbled, waiting for his patron.

Some immortals were blessed with an animal that represented them. Mortals would celebrate these animals, pray to them, and make offerings to those they represented. Kyril, his longtime best friend, was represented by this creature.

“Why do you play with the mortals?” Kyril asked, swimming into view. His dark skin, shaved head, and muscular build made for an impressive sight.

“I’m looking for someone,” Xander responded, joining Kyril under the waves.

They swam into the deep. The ocean darkened, turning from aquamarine to black. At the bottom of the sea icy structures glowed a neon blue. The city of Atlantis. Rows of houses and a city center complete with an auditorium, tavern, temples, and a brothel filled the city. Xander could smell wine and meat the mortals prepared for dinner.

“Who? Everyone you know is in a realm of the gods,” Kyril replied, gazing at him.

“You have Iris. Poseidon has Basil. Irka has Eleni. Alexandra has Daphne and Cressida,” Xander recounted, moving through the immortals of Atlantis and their partners. “Nereus likes being single. Flavian has a host of mortals longing for him on every beach and boat,” Xander added, wishing he had someone.

At night, he would lay in bed alone. Love was a sea he never crossed. Sometimes, Flavian would crawl into his bed, or he would attend one of Kal’s ridiculous orgies.

“Kal is hosting tonight in the Underworld. I hear Apollo will be there. Everyone loves you. You don’t need to prowl mortals,” Kyril said, shaking his head.

Xander floated through the city. Some mortals who resided there until they were ready to cross, greeted him. Most had drowned in shipwrecks or accidents on the beach. Few were ready for the Underworld.

“Hello,” Xander greeted a woman who had fallen off her ship into the depths of the sea.

“Xander, go see Kal. All your favorite men will be there,” Kyril encouraged him.

“I’m not looking for sex. Flavian is a wonderful sexual companion. Kal and Apollo have always welcomed me into their beds. Poseidon and Basil are fun sometimes. I want love,” Xander said, exasperated. “Love is not here. I’ve tried to find it. It is with someone up there,” Xander added, looking to the surface.

Kyril huffed. They stood outside their homes. Xander and Iris had a large palace filled with exquisite furniture from every realm. Xander preferred his small home. It had one bedroom and more than enough space for him. No one visited him. His brother was dead. He did not need a lot of space.

“Xander, the mortals are fun. They peak high and crash fast. Their waves will not sustain you. They die. Dru’s death hurt. I don’t want to see you in pain,” Kyril whispered, clasping a hand on Xander’s shoulder.

The home before him did not feel like a home. It felt like a memory. Clear ice tables where once his brother sat. Blue frozen chairs that Flavian and Xander had sat in, trying to force a romance. They both wanted love. No matter how hard they tried, they could not find it in one another.

“I’d rather be in pain than numb. I’m discontented every day of my life,” Xander complained.

“Think about what you’re doing. There are wonderful immortals. Adonis and Eros are single. Thanatos would make a wonderful partner. He collects souls. You see him all the time. Zagreus is handsome. Flavian has matured since you two last tried to date. Lots of options,” Kyril said, counting all the available men he could spend eternity with. Kyril leaned against the wooden fence protecting Xander’s garden. His dark eyes narrowed in concern.

Xander sighed. He didn’t feel like reliving every date he had been on. There were times he and Thanatos flirted, but neither felt anything more than physical desire. Zagreus and Eros had been terrible dates. They were far too rambunctious for Xander’s liking. Adonis fled from commitment faster than Hermes could run. Nothing worked.

“Thank you for your concern,” Xander said, looking at the city around them.

Dark water pushed through the city in currents that could carry them thousands of miles. Statues of Poseidon and Basil stood tall. Zeus’ grand golden temple and Hades’ simple wooden temple neighbored one another in the distance. Poseidon’s temple was marvelous. Hera’s new temple rivaled Zeus’ in opulence, with gold and marble columns and marvelous statues. Many mortals spent their time in the temples of the gods, trying to find relief.

A bathhouse and gymnasium were next to the tavern. They offered temporary relief. Xander had toured every inch of this city. He knew it as well as his own body. Once, he marveled at his luck. Each sight overwhelmed him with its beauty. His heart would beat, his pulse raced, and tears would come to his eyes. Now, nothing.

“Summon all the immortals to Poseidon’s palace tonight. I think I need to explore someplace other than this,” Xander asked Kyril.

Kyril paled, his head shaking. “Xander, there is no need for that. Please stay,” Kyril begged, tears falling from his eyes.

Xander hugged his best friend. He could feel Kyril’s heart race. “Do not fret. I will be back. I need to find someone to share my life with,” Xander promised, deciding he would tour the world until he found who he was looking for.

His best friend inspected him, biting his lip. Kyril wore blue military armor that displayed much of his muscular chest. His sharp jawline and cheekbones always drew attention. His touch was warm and familiar.

“Okay. If you need to do this, I’ll support you,” Kyril decided, frowning.

Kyril left Xander to his thoughts. Atlantis was home. Xander did not doubt that. He did not wish to move. All he knew was he was lonely.

The home before him was empty. Bright blue ice that never dimmed acted as lights. A gift from Poseidon. His bed was a mess. He never made it. The sheets were wrinkled and lay between the mattress and the floor. Most other immortals had Poseidon craft ice of different colors to reflect their preferences. Xander had never done that.

Everything was blue and monotone. He sat on his bed, gazing at a map of Greece. He did not know where to go first. The currents could take you out to places beyond what any map showed.

“I’ll start with Greece and then go from there,” Xander muttered to himself, deciding on a plan. He would visit friends and tour the empire.

If that failed, he would let the currents take him where they please. Someone was out there. He would find his soulmate. Xander smiled, the first smile gracing his lips in years. One of excitement. One of adventure.

It was difficult to tell time in Atlantis. The light from the night and day never reached the depths of the sea. It was only through years of living in this place that he learned to tell the hour of the day. Sometimes, various creatures would be active, a current would act with more force, or the mortals would wake or sleep.

Xander had several hours before his proclamation. He decided to leave this place and tour Atlantis one last time. He bid farewell to his drab home that had long been too empty.

The bathhouse would be full of mortals. Not a place that Xander wanted to be at this hour. He opened the door to the tavern. It was designed by Kal. Lavish oak tables and romantic red ice crafted an intimate interior. It was sexual in design. Erotic art hung on the walls. Portraits of Kal’s defined body and wavy black hair hung next to his husband, Rhode’s. Rhode was muscular and rich in complexion. His dark hair and warm eyes beckoned Xander. He wanted to find a romance like theirs.

“Xander,” Flavian whispered, grinning. His blue hair was thick and untamed. His brown eyes were wild. A quiet man who had grown into a confident and energetic icon. One that made mortals weep. However, Xander had learned his quiet nature had never disappeared.

“Flavian, come sit,” Xander beckoned, ordering them wine.

“I hear you have an announcement to make tonight,” Flavian said, sipping the red wine. It stained his plush pink lips.

“I do. Let’s not talk about that. Tell me of the mortals,” Xander prompted, eager to hear Flavian’s stories.

Flavian shared wild trysts and romantic adventures. Some mortals he spent weeks with, while others he shared a night. Stories of beasts, hunts, and gods made Xander chuckle.

“Hermes is not to be trusted. He is kind but incompetent. I asked him to aid me in finding a culprit. I don’t know how he determined that three princesses stole from the temple. They weren’t even in town. Now an entire royal family hates us, and we’re banned. Zeus didn’t help. He laughed,” Flavian shared, recounting his latest adventure.

The hours passed as Flavian told stories. Xander used to have such adventures with Dru. He had fallen into despair. This felt right. It was time for him to go on a grand world tour.

“I think it’s time to head to Poseidon’s palace,” Xander said, seeing the creatures of the night emerge.

They swam through the water, treating the city as if it were their own. They were his favorite residents in many ways. Flavian nodded, finishing his wine. They walked in silence through Atlantis. Xander tried to remember every detail. The shade of each building, the carving of each statue, the face of each mortal. He did not know when he’d be back.

“Go ahead,” Xander asked Flavian, wanting to take his time.

Flavian’s eyes widened in concern. “You know you can talk to me if you need to,” Flavian said, squeezing Xander’s hand.

“I know. I’ll meet you inside,” Xander assured, inhaling.

Nerves emerged. He had never asked anything of Poseidon. They were close friends who enjoyed their afternoons together. He kept no secrets. Leaving your god’s side could be perceived as a slight worthy of punishment. Poseidon was not that type of god.

The blue ice that formed Poseidon’s palace glowed. Everyone he loved was waiting for him. He tugged on his tunic, trying to make sure he looked presentable.

“They’ll understand,” Xander said to himself. Tears burned. He had thought about this for years.

It was the right decision. Xander opened the heavy palace doors. Dolphins representing Poseidon were carved onto one door and an octopus representing Basil on the other. Dolphins swam through the room while a single octopus floated to the center of the palace. Everyone had gathered.

Poseidon’s wild brown hair was untamed. Basil’s silver eyes were filled with anxiety. Kyril’s muscular body was tense. Iris twisted her black hair. Guilt coursed through Xander. He had made everyone upset.

The palace was grand. It was once empty. Then Poseidon fell in love with Basil. They made a home of the place. The first floor had a massive area for cooking. The rest was filled with seating. Silver and blue chairs, sofas, and tables filled the floor. Portraits of the immortals in Atlantis and several in other realms decorated the walls. Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades grinned in a portrait drawn last year, their arms wrapped around one another. Zeus’ shaggy blond hair, toned frame, and impish grin were offset by Hades’ lean frame, shy smile, and gentle eyes. The three balanced one another.

“Xander, we all received Kyril’s invitation. What is going on?” Poseidon asked, concerned.

Xander inhaled, forcing himself to be honest.

This had never been done before. No one left Atlantis outside of the occasional tryst along the shore. This was unchartered territory. Xander exhaled. These people were not just his friends. They were his family They wanted him to be happy.

“Poseidon, I am so happy to see you so in love with Basil. Iris and Kyril, you two are a wonderful couple. Eleni and Irka, you two balance one another perfectly. I want that type of love and I cannot find it here...I know an immortal should not leave their realm. I hope I’m allowed back. I’ve decided to leave Atlantis and find a soulmate,” Xander proclaimed, rushing through his rehearsed words.

The immortals of the sea stared in shock. Kyril wept, hugging himself. Flavian hid his face in his hands, crying. Even Poseidon appeared emotional.

Poseidon sat on a blue sofa, his eyes staring at the ceiling. The wine had been placed on ice tables. The room was aglow with a soft blue light. The banisters leading to the bedrooms were lined with gold.

Poseidon stood. The god of the sea marched to Xander and placed a soft kiss on his cheek.

“Go. Find him, then come back to us,” Poseidon declared, wiping away a tear. “Take as long as you need. Scour the globe if you must. However, I forbid you from going alone. This world is filled with danger. Not even immortals are guaranteed safety. Two must go with you,” Poseidon ordered, waving to the crowd. Poseidon’s muscular body embraced Xander, holding onto him. He could feel the power of the god.

“I will go,” Flavian volunteered, rushing to Xander. His blue hair bounced as he ran to Xander.

“As will I,” Daphne offered. Daphne’s brown hair swayed around her, her blue dress lighter than the rest. She shifted into the water, floating to Xander’s side.

“I would like to accompany Xander,” Iris said, her rainbow dress reflecting light. The dress hung from her slender frame. Her eyes shifted to Xander, looking at him with affection. She was one of Poseidon’s most trusted advisors. If both Basil and Poseidon were out of Atlantis, she was in charge.

“Xander is too soft. He needs a guard. I will travel with him,” Alexandra declared. Atlantis being without a head of the military would be unwise. She was powerful, tall, and regal. Each movement exuded force. Her warm skin was highlighted by her turquoise dress. Xander worried she would draw every suitor’s attention.

“It would be unwise for him to go without a symbol of your approval. I shall go,” Basil offered. He wore the same outfit as Poseidon. A golden toga that revealed his biceps. His pale skin glowed as he stood.

“I know him better than anyone here. I insist,” Kyril stated, crossing his arms.

Every immortal of Atlantis offered to accompany him. Xander wiped away more tears, overwhelmed by their goodwill.

“It may take years. I do not think anyone should come with me. You all have lives,” Xander protested, not wanting to inconvenience anyone.

“Xander, I demand you take two to protect you. I will accompany you if you wish. You may choose anyone. I will not risk your unhappiness or harm,” Poseidon ordered.

The immortals circled Xander, waiting to hear his choices. Being accompanied by any of them would be a gift. He did not fear physical danger. He wanted to choose those who knew him best. Those who could advise him in matters of the heart.

“If Flavian and Kyril would like to accompany me, I’d like that,” Xander mumbled. He expected to see Iris glare at him for taking Kyril.

Iris beamed, hugging Kyril. He ran to Xander’s side and lifted him into his arms. Flavian wrapped his arms around their shoulders.

“We will find the perfect man. We will not settle for anything less than true love,” Flavian yelled, smiling. “Now, for one last party,” Flavian said, grabbing wine on an ice table.

Xander leaned into the festivities. Flavian poured him enough wine to feel intoxicated after one glass. Cressida played the lyre, her fingers crafting a romantic song. Poseidon danced, his arms wrapped around his husband. Their togas lay discarded, fabric hardly covering their groins.

“If you feel sexual desire, you need not leave,” Poseidon whispered, grinning as wine poured down his carved abs.

Basil licked up Poseidon’s chest, drinking the wine. Xander chuckled. He had felt Basil inside him. He had filled Poseidon. He wished for more.

“We will have sex again. Next time, with my beloved. I hope,” Xander muttered, letting his fingers travel down Poseidon’s abs.

“Dance with me?” Daphne interrupted, offering Xander her hand.

Daphne was shorter than Xander. The only immortal she was taller than was Cressida. Despite her slight stature, she commanded a room. Xander let her lead, enjoying being twirled in her arms. Daphne’s expression was serious.

“Are you okay?” Xander asked.

“The children of Oceanus, the only free Titan. They can cause problems in the river. Poseidon and I dealt with them again today. Let us talk about more pleasant things,” Daphne responded. Daphne dipped Xander, laughing. “I’m excited for your adventure. What type of man do you desire?” Daphne asked, her hips flowing as she danced up the icy stairs.

“I do not know. Someone gentle. I am rather extroverted. I’d like someone to balance me out. Someone intelligent. I am not,” Xander admitted.

“Silence yourself! I will not listen to such offensive statements. You are brilliant,” Alexandra declared, drunk. She gripped the banister, sliding down the stairs. “Don’t think I’m not ready for a fight. I can still win a war in this state. Why, I’d use this banister as a weapon,” Alexandra murmured.

Daphne giggled, helping Alexandra to her feet. Irka and Eleni ran to Xander’s side. They were arm in arm. He would like to model their relationship. Like Eleni, Xander could be prone to blunders. Irka was brilliant. They were a couple in perfect harmony.

“I’ve outlined all known lands. In each city is a list of suitable men. Now, based on Flavian and Poseidon, I gather you like men with muscles. I’d suggest starting with Sparta and then Athens. Macedonia if you must, but save that for a last resort,” Irka said, handing him a map with scribbled writings in the margins.

“He’s not heard my plan. My plan is better,” Eleni slurred, drinking more wine from the glass.

“What is your plan?” Xander asked, curious.

Irka rolled her eyes, smirking as Eleni tried to answer. She stopped before she spoke, her eyes wide and bloodshot.

“Ah, it came back. You host one massive orgy, and all your favorite lovers interview the participants beforehand. Everyone scores them, and we find a winner,” Eleni said. “An Olympics for your heart,” she added, drinking more.

Xander laughed, shaking his head. “I don’t think that would work. Thanks for the map,” Xander responded, hugging them both.

Iris and Poseidon whispered in the corner. They approached Xander once Irka and Eleni left. Both were flushed with liquor.

“I’m going to miss you. Send Hermes or Thanatos to send me messages. I know you’ll find what you’re looking for,” Iris said, hugging Xander. “Don’t hesitate to call on our aid if you need it,” she added.

Poseidon cried. Basil held his husband, rubbing his back. Poseidon held his trident in hand. An unusual move. The god was not known to carry weapons outside of battle.

“For you. As a symbol of my friendship and your place in Atlantis,” Poseidon explained, handing Xander the trident.

Xander’s jaw dropped in surprise. “I can’t. This, everyone will be shocked. The mortals expect you to carry this,” Xander stumbled, protesting.

The trident was Poseidon’s signature weapon. He used it to command the seas and control the oceans. Mortals depicted the god, trident in hand, in every portrait and drawing.

“I insist. These oceans are wide. I am not the only one who wields power. It may be important that others know you are beloved,” Poseidon whispered, a secret in his voice.

It was cryptic. Xander did not know what the god was talking about. He was the god of the sea. There were no comparable gods, outside of his brothers, who all loved him.

The party was ending. Iris bid Xander goodbye, slipping out the door in Kyril’s arms. Alexandra, Cressida, and Daphne had left. Irka and Eleni lay asleep on the sofa. Nereus and Flavian had disappeared together into one of the bedrooms.

“Call on us if you need. We love you,” Basil said, kissing Xander’s cheek.

Poseidon’s hand stayed in Xander’s. Basil flushed. The god met Xander’s eye and asked him a question with just an expression. Poseidon’s tunic was on the floor, the thin blue fabric hugged his waist. The top of his muscular ass showed. Basil’s fabric was held in place with merely a hand. His black pubic hair was visible, and the outline of his cock was impressive.

“It might be a while,” Xander muttered, flushing.

Basil and Poseidon nodded, grinning.

“Let us ensure you start without stress,” Basil offered.

“One last time before we add my soulmate to mix,” Xander agreed, smirking.

Poseidon grabbed Xander’s and Basil’s hands and led them to his bedroom. The familiar comfort of Poseidon’s lips on his and Basil’s heat coursing through Xander’s body. His bare-toned chest was covered with Poseidon’s mouth, his ass touched and rimmed by Basil, and his cock serviced by both.

* * * *
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“Which way?” Flavian asked, rubbing his eyes.

Kyril, Flavian, and Xander swam through the dark, clouded water Their belongings were in a small bag. The disappearing city stirred a longing for home. Xander scolded himself. He had only left an hour ago.

“Olympus, Sparta, and Athens,” Xander decided, thinking of Cressida’s words. Part of him did not like his plan. A voice within him told him to swim into the unknown.

Before Sparta, they would visit friends in Zeus’ realm. Perhaps, one of them knew someone intriguing. The three swam to the surface. The light of the sun was warm, and the waves were light. Their feet met the sand of the beach, walking through the coastal fishing village.

Xander should have told Zeus he was coming. The god would not think it odd to see Poseidon’s immortals in cities along the coast. However, they would draw attention as they moved further in.

“Let’s take our time,” Xander said, deciding he wanted to meet as many people as possible.

They bought a simple wooden carriage that would not draw attention. Each day, they traveled up the coast, examining the locals.

“I’m too sensitive for such harsh conditions,” Flavian complained on the second morning, pulling at his clothes.

Flavian dressed only when in the city or at a social event. Outside of obligations, he swam naked. Flavian hated the confines of fabric. His house was filled with soft blankets and comfortable seating. He was a creature of comfort.

Kyril and Xander rolled their eyes but found what they needed. Comfortable, soft seating, a small case for books, blankets, and wine. They gave permission to Flavian to strip when in the privacy of their plain carriage.

“The locals are prudes,” Flavian muttered, his arms crossed over his head.

Xander enjoyed the slick sweat running from Flavian’s body. He poured Flavian a glass of wine and squeezed his thigh.

“You can always come to me,” Xander promised, thinking of their many nights together.

The voyage to Olympus should not take days. Xander attended every athletic event he could find, talked to locals, and went to taverns. Flavian and Kyril searched each village. No one drew their attention.

At night, Flavian would rock between Xander’s hips. He felt silly for thinking he would not have sex with anyone until he met his beloved. Flavian’s touch was the touch of a friend and lover. Someone who knew him well.

“We’ll find someone. I think we should go more inland,” Flavian said one morning, their bodies moving together. Flavian’s cock was long and bent with a slight angle. Flavian gasped as he came in Xander. His toned body was slick with sweat, his blue hair wet.

Xander came over Flavian’s chest, moaning. “You’re right,” Xander admitted, throwing on his toga.

“Are you two done? We need to start traveling,” Kyril yelled from the room over, laughing. Iris would allow him his fun, but he generally did not sleep with others.

They approached their usual carriage. The door was ajar. Kyril’s eyes narrowed as he approached the slight crack of the door. Flavian fell behind Xander, wary of conflict. He was the only one of them to have never fought.

Xander prepared to confront a mortal. Robbery was common. The poor soul had chosen to rob the wrong people. Three immortals, all armed, and Kyril and Flavian had powers. Flavian could put anyone to sleep, and Kyril could self-replicate. Kyril had fought against Zeus twice, as had Xander.

Kyril pulled open the door, jumping back. Xander was startled; his eyes widened in surprise. Flavian cheered, grinning.

Short brown hair, piercing blue eyes, strong legs, and a golden toga. Hermes stood before them, eyes wide. He had not expected to get caught. He flushed, smiling at the three of them.

“Ah, yes. Well, I can explain. You see, Zeus is very confused. You three are most welcome here, of course. Why, you have never not been. Well, not counting the two battles and Zeus’ behavior pre-Calix. Post-Calix, you have always been welcome. Marriage has been a wonderful thing for the god. I remember the first time I met you, Xander. We were at school! Kyril, so wonderful to see you. I think I met you both at the same time. Yes, that has to be right. Anyway, we were at school, and I met the two of you. Though, that is not why I attended. I wanted to be a god,” Hermes rambled, causing Kyril to groan.

Hermes was infamous for his mouth which ran faster than his feet. Every conversation with Hermes resulted in a long-winded story that usually did not make sense. Flavian applauded, delighted. Xander grinned, finding Hermes’ sweet voice lulling.

“What are you doing here?” Kyril interjected, stopping the story of Hermes’ days at the academy.

“Oh, yes. Got on the wrong track. I love investigating. It is my passion. I will become a great detective,” Hermes announced as if this answered the question.

“What are you investigating in our carriage?” Kyril prompted, crossing his arms.

“Zeus has sent me to determine your motives. Your actions and desires. Every case has a motive, a reason, a why,” Hermes declared, pulling a book out of his pocket.

Kyril sighed, resting his head in his hands. Xander had lost track of what was happening. He leaned against the carriage, enjoying the show.

“What are our motives? I want to know my why,” Flavian proclaimed, drinking wine.

“What did Zeus tell you to do?” Kyril asked, asking a more direct question, hoping to stop Hermes’ ramblings. It was unlikely to work.

“Zeus told me to figure out why you’re here. He suggested I just ask. That takes no skill. I decided to see what was in here,” Hermes responded proudly. “My current theory is that after Flavian drank too much wine, he did something terrible. That led Xander to run away with him, fleeing Poseidon’s wrath. Kyril, the ever-loyal friend, followed to help,” Hermes guessed, holding an empty bottle of wine.

“Exactly what happened,” Flavian affirmed, clapping.

Hermes grinned, proud. He jumped from the carriage and onto the ground. The dirt covered Hermes’ sandals.

“That is not what happened. Xander is looking to court. As one can imagine, the sea is limited. Poseidon approved Xander’s request to leave his realm to find love. We are accompanying him,” Kyril explained, elbowing Flavian.

Hermes nodded in agreement. “Love is the best. Perseus, my husband, is fantastic. If you want love, why are you here? Eros and Aphrodite are on Olympus. They can help. We should talk to them,” Hermes suggested, taking a seat in their carriage as if it were his.

Xander grinned; he had not thought of this. Of course, the goddess and god of love. Aphrodite and Eros would be perfect. They could advise him or even tell him what to do.

“That does make sense. Let’s go,” Kyril demanded, dragging Flavian into the carriage.

Xander jumped up, grabbing onto Kyril’s warm hand. His hands were soft and smooth. Flavian wrapped an arm around Xander, resting his head against Hermes’ shoulder.

Hermes fell into boredom. The slow-moving carriage was nothing like his usual speed. His stories rambled for hours until they began climbing Olympus.

The base of the mountain was ordinary. Green, lush grass, trees, and a narrow path that winded through a village. As they climbed, the view changed. The trees became thicker. Statues of Aphrodite, Hermes, Calix, Apollo, Athena, Eros, Hestia, Hephaestus, Cybele, and even Hera lined a marble path. Poseidon spent much time worrying over Zeus and Hera, who fought and squabbled. After Hera tried to kill Zeus’ husband, the relationship fell into disarray.

A grand stone wall was built at the top of the mountain with a single golden arch connecting the two sides. Hera’s side of the mountain was said to be advancing. She had cemented her power and favor amongst a large portion of the mortals.

Xander pushed these thoughts aside, focusing on the immortals before him. A crowd of gods and favorites had emerged, standing next to Zeus. Zeus had shaggy blond hair that was cut above his shoulder. He wore no shorts. The fabric was tied around his waist. His muscular frame and large biceps glistened under the afternoon sun. His husband, Calix, was slender. He was tall and skinny, with golden eyes and short blond hair.

Hermes grinned, waving to Perseus, Calix’s beloved brother. Perseus ran towards them, opening the carriage door. Perseus was slightly less muscular than Apollo and Zeus, but still well-built. Hermes was the shortest on Olympus, and Perseus was the tallest. He had his brother’s cut jawline, dimples, and golden eyes and hair.

“Xander is here because he is desperate for love,” Hermes yelled to the immortals, causing Xander to blush.

He would have preferred a less blunt proclamation. The news of his desperation caused a murmur of pity and sadness.

“You are Poseidon’s loyal bodyguard, perhaps his most beloved citizen. If you wished for a mortal, I would have supplied you with thousands,” Zeus proclaimed, his blue eyes wide in surprise.

“I think he wants love,” Calix said, resting a hand on his husband’s shoulder.

Aphrodite and Eros exchanged glances. Aphrodite was tall and regal. Her blonde hair flowed down her back, and her green eyes dazzled men and women who glanced her way. She wore pink fabrics that highlighted her cleavage and waist. Eros was dressed in the same shade of pink. He could be her brother. Blond hair but with sky-blue eyes and pink lips.

“He needs no aid in bed. I remember spending time between his hips. We should show his suitors his sexual prowess,” Eros muttered, walking to Xander. His long pale fingers traced Xander’s lips.

“Sex is not always love,” Ares responded, his black hair tousled, and sculpted body bare. His chest glistened with sweat. He must have been working out. He glared at Eros.

Eros rolled his eyes, shaking his head. The immortals glanced at Eros’ body with appreciation and desire. Calix’s eyes flicked over his body. Eros sighed, annoyed.

“True love often requires sexual chemistry. We should explore that. If Xander discovers what makes his thighs weak, he will learn of the type of man that makes his heart break,” Eros purred, his arms embracing Xander. The god of sexual love would provide a sexual suggestion.

“Xander likes being dominated. Perhaps, a man in charge?” Kyril said, listening to Eros.

This was true. Xander loved a man who took charge in the bedroom. That was not all he loved. He wanted more.

“Love is not only found in the groin and heart. It is formed in the head. Daydreams and fantasies. Real and imagined lovers satisfying you in every way. What satisfies you?” Aphrodite interjected, stepping in front of Eros. She leaned against Xander, her hair falling over Xander’s chest. Her breasts pushed against him.

“I don’t know,” Xander coughed, stepping away from Aphrodite.

The goddess of love smiled, shaking her head. “Do not lie to me. You’re not a good liar. What do the men in your daydreams do? What do you fantasize about?” Aphrodite asked, twirling her hair.

Xander tried to recall his countless fantasies. “Nothing exciting. We cook, read, exercise, and talk. Exchange stories and support one another. I yearn for a normal relationship,” Xander answered, biting his lip.

Aphrodite’s pink lips formed a broad smile. “Normal is an illusion. There is no universal definition of love. Each person colors love in different shades. One must have compatible palettes. You seek comfort. A man who does not hunt ambition or fame. A quiet soul. A tender heart,” Aphrodite whispered, her lips almost touching Xander’s ear. “Who can advise you on such things? Apollo and Hyacinthus are wonderful. Apollo is ambitious, and Hyacinthus is a prince. They won’t know this form of love. None of the gods would understand. Kal and Rhode are adventurous. They explore the corners of the world. A life at home is not a shade of life they desire,” Aphrodite said, remembering the immortals and their lovers. “Spend your night with Hermes and Perseus. They are similar in nature and relationship.”

“I’d encourage enjoying a full evening,” Eros added with a wink.

Perseus’ golden eyes were wide in surprise. He flushed as his brother whispered something into his ear. Zeus grinned, nodding his approval at what Calix had said.

“I’ve always known Perseus and me to be role models. The first time I realized it was when Perseus saved his brother from the evil clutches of his father, alone and without any aid. He battled Hera and their corrupted father to the death,” Hermes triumphed.

Zeus rolled his eyes. “Not how I would tell that story. Spend the day together. Xander, when you’re ready to leave, let me know. I’ll connect with Hades and see if he has any insights. There are some suitable men in Athens. Spartan men can be dominant but may not always be gentle,” Zeus said, thinking of where Xander should go.

“Hyacinthus is gentle. He is a Spartan prince,” Aphrodite countered, shrugging.

“I think the academics of Athens may be a better starting place. We can discuss things later. We’ll figure out what to do in the morning,” Zeus responded.

Hermes dragged Xander through Olympus, showing Xander a city he already knew. “That is where Apollo performs. Sometimes, Kal joins him for more sexual shows. This is the bathhouse; those are the temples. This is where we live,” Hermes said, pointing to a smaller home between two mansions.

Olympus looked as it always did, grand. The center of the town had palaces, bathhouses, brothels, taverns, and even shops. Statues of the immortals decorated the town. Favored mortals roamed the city, talking to one another. Gods were greeted by the mortals. The heart of the bustling city was the housing for the eternals.

“Apollo and Aphrodite are on either side. Across from us is Eros,” Perseus said.

Aphrodite and Apollo had homes that looked like palaces. They were built of marble and had fountains and statues. Aphrodite’s garden was filled with flowers. Mortals lounged naked around her estate. Apollo spent most of his time in the Underworld with Hyacinthus. His home had sparse decorations.

Eros’ home was grand. Gold and marble pillars and statues decorated a thick garden filled with trees and plants. Eros waved, sweat dripping from his naked body. Eros was too distracted by mortals to have a conversation. A mortal man’s lips found Eros’ chest. The two barely opened the door before Eros was stripped and atop the man.

“Ares,” Xander greeted, nodding to Ares, who walked by them.

Ares had trimmed black hair and brown-red eyes. He was muscular and wore armor. His face was stern. It was rare the god smiled.

“Xander,” Ares greeted, his voice stiff. His brow furrowed and he bit his lip. He hesitated, facing Xander, thinking about something. “Sorry about hurting you in battles at the academy. Zeus has been talking to me. Sometimes, all I see is battle and I forget who I’m fighting,” Ares muttered, running off into the distance, blushing.

Xander thought about running after him. If Ares was changing, he’d want to talk to him. He had never gotten to know the god of war.

“We’ll see what this identity crisis is. Focus on Hermes and Perseus,” Kyril said, grabbing Flavian. The two ran down the stone trail, leaving Xander alone with Hermes and his husband..

Hermes’ eyes were still on Eros. Their bodies were pressed against each other, Eros falling to his knees. The windows were open and the curtains unclosed. Eros moaned, his hands running through the man’s hair.

“Why don’t you ever accept Eros’ invitations to join them?” Hermes asked, his hand wondering at his erection, his eyes focused on his husband.

Eros bent over, allowing the man to rim him. Xander turned away, flushed. He knew Eros was an exhibitionist. Perseus’ cock had grown erect. Its shape was visible against his white fabric. His cock was like his brother’s. Though not wide, it was long.

“Eros and my brother are lovers. Eros is one of my brother’s best friends. They spend at least one night a week together. I don’t feel it would be appropriate,” Perseus answered, drawing their curtains closed.

“Okay, if it would make you uncomfortable, we shall not touch him. Now, to show Xander a day in our lives,” Hermes declared, clapping.

Hermes threw off his clothes, stretching. He stripped Perseus. Hermes was small but muscular. Each muscle was defined. Perseus was tall and toned. His abs flexed, and his broad chest and pink nipples distracted Xander. He had never slept with Perseus. Of all the immortals, Perseus was the most prudish. He did not attend orgies or involve himself in escapades in bathhouses. Perseus’ cock was stiff.

“Would you like to be naked? Up to you. No pressure. We don’t wear clothes here often,” Hermes explained, shrugging.

Xander preferred to be naked in his home. He slipped his clothes off, revealing his own toned body and hard cock. He wished his cock was thicker or longer. Xander felt it was average. Lovers did complement its pink tip and were aroused by his constant precum when erect.

“What do you two do?” Xander coughed, uncertain how to proceed.

“Ah, well, I share stories. Perseus cooks and reads to me. We have sex. We work out and read. Perseus will garden, and I am taking up philosophy. I think it has gotten too complex. I don’t understand what anyone is saying,” Hermes answered, frowning at the books in front of him.

Perseus’ golden eyes scanned Xander, taking in his ass. Xander turned around, allowing Perseus to see what he wished. He did not know what to focus on. Part of him wanted to talk to them about love. The other part of him was aroused and wanted release.

“Perseus loves a bubbly ass. He is great at rimming,” Hermes vowed, his fingers tracing Xander’s hips and ass.

“If he would like to show me, I’d appreciate it. I’m hoping to improve my rimming skills,” Xander confessed. He wanted to be more versatile.

“Practice on Hermes,” Perseus instructed. Perseus’ hand trailed down his abs, through his curly blond pubic hair, and grasped his growing erection.

Hermes grinned, jumping on the sofa. He raised his legs to show his pink hole. Xander’s cock was hard. He lowered himself over Hermes, pressing his lips against him. Their lips met. Hermes parted his mouth, allowing their tongues to collide. Xander’s hands moved up Hermes’ body, feeling each muscle.

“Kiss him deeper,” Perseus demanded.

Xander loved being told what to do. He obliged, wrapping his arms around Hermes’s neck and consuming Hermes with his mouth.

“Lick down his body,” Perseus demanded, the sound of his hand pleasuring himself turning Xander on.

Xander’s tongue trailed down Hermes’ neck. He swirled his tongue around Hermes’ nipples, eliciting a moan. He licked each of Hermes’ abs and then found himself between Hermes’ legs.

“Lick him,” Perseus demanded, his voice aroused.

The pink hole of Hermes spread. Hermes nodded, his brown hair a halo on the pillow, his cock twitching. Xander licked Hermes ass, pushing his tongue deeper into Hermes.

“Harder,” Perseus moaned.

Xander tried, his tongue pushing into Hermes causing a gasp. Hermes thrust his hips down, wanting more of him.

“Show him,” Hermes pleaded, touching his hard cock.

Perseus’ dutiful expression was gone. His golden eyes were clouded with lust. He bit his lip and flexed his muscles when Xander glanced at him. Perseus spread Xander’s ass, spitting on his hole. Perseus’ tongue flicked Xander’s hole and then pushed into him, swirling and teasing his hole.

“Oh, my gods,” Xander moaned as Perseus worked out his ass.

Xander had never been rimmed like this. Perseus’ tongue moved with expertise. It swirled, pushed, and prodded him until precum covered Hermes’ chest and Xander worried the tongue alone would make him cum.

“Fuck him. Show Xander what it means to be fucked,” Hermes said, sitting up and stroking himself to the view.

“Please,” Xander gasped, wanting to feel what this type of sex was like.

It was less animalistic. Perseus and Hermes exchanged loving glances, their bodies matched Xander’s pace. Their movements were designed to pleasure each other.

Perseus’ cock twitched. He had larger balls than any man Xander had seen. Perseus sat on Xander’s face. He swirled his tongue around his pink hole. Perseus spread his ass, allowing Xander’s tongue to enter him. Xander grasped Perseus’ cock. He licked the shaft and swallowed the tip, tasting the precum. When Perseus stood, Xander guided Perseus’ cock to him.

“Turn over,” Perseus demanded.

Relief and want flowed through Xander. He yearned to be filled with cum. He lowered himself to his knees, his back arched.

“You’re so beautiful,” Perseus complimented, feeling Xander’s muscles, Perseus pushed his cock into Xander slowly, making sure not to hurt him.

“Look at how well you take that. So stunning,” Hermes purred, kissing Xander.

Xander liked being praised like this. His cock soaked Hermes mouth as the god began swirling his tongue around his pink tip.

“So wonderful. Relax. We will never hurt you,” Perseus promised, pushing the last of his cock into Xander.

Perseus’ thrusts were gentle. Hermes focused his attention on pleasuring Xander with his mouth.

“Harder,” Xander pleaded.

Perseus flipped Xander over and kissed him. Perseus’ tongue explored his mouth as he slammed into Xander. Xander panted as Perseus’ thrusts went deeper.

“I want both of you,” Xander pleaded, feeling his growing orgasm tingle.

Hermes grinned, moving away from his cock. He moved under Xander, slapping his cock against Xander’s hole. Hermes had a smaller cock than his husband. However, it was wider. Xander moaned as the cock joined Perseus inside him.

Both Perseus and Hermes thrust inside him. Hermes moaned, his arms wrapping around Xander and holding him. Sweat dripped from Perseus’ chest as he fucked Xander. Perseus was more stoic than Hermes. His moans were forced, and grunts were earned. Perseus’ and Hermes’ lips met. Xander watched them kiss. Their kiss was gentle and loving. Perseus separated Hermes’ mouth.

“I’m there,” Hermes moaned as Perseus kissed him deeper.

Hermes’ hips buckled and abs tightened. Xander felt Hermes cum deep within him. The sight of Hermes and Perseus’ kiss drew Xander over the edge. A long stream of cum erupted from him, shooting to his neck.

“Release,” Hemes encouraged his husband. Hermes’ fingers traced his husband’s cheek. A dimpled grin emerged as Perseus gasped.

With a final grunt and push, Perseus pulled out and came over his husband’s face. Cum dripped from Hermes’ cheeks and neck. Xander fed it to Hermes.

“You two are gentle with one another,” Xander observed, yawning from exhaustion.

Perseus wrapped his arms around Hermes and brought him close to his chest. The two spooned, their attention on one another.

“Sex should be more than an act. At least with a true love,” Perseus responded, tracing his fingers over Hermes lips.

“I’m more sexual than Perseus. When we first made love, I knew he was different. Our bodies naturally moved together,” Hermes explained, his fingers falling down Perseus’ back.

“Did you two know right away?” Xander asked, not knowing much about their love story.

Hermes giggled. Perseus shook his head, kissing Hermes’ forehead.

“I did. You have to listen to your heart. Hermes thought us great lovers. It took him a few dates to realize we were more. He proposed, though,” Perseus answered with a wink.

Xander smiled, imagining Perseus pursuing Hermes. They were different in many ways. Perseus was stoic while Hermes was flamboyant. Perseus was quiet and his lover loud.

“What keeps you two together?” Xander wondered.

“Our appreciation for one another. I love Hermes’ stories and Hermes loves my quiet nature. He appreciates how calm I am. One should not find a lover who is the same. One should find a lover whose differences are appreciated,” Perseus said.

Xander thought about this. He had never believed in the opposites attract mentality. Perseus and Hermes were not attracted due to their different natures. They were complimentary, aligned, and understanding. They never expected the other to be like them. Hermes had not told Perseus to be as loud as he was in the bedroom, Perseus had never told Hermes to calm down, they accepted one another. Xander smiled at this thought. He wanted a relationship like theirs.

* * * *
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Chapter 3
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“Have you learned what you needed?” Apollo asked, stretching. His blond hair had a wave to it. The fabric around his body left most of his tanned toned chest exposed.

Hyacinthus’ purple-black hair was combed. His outfit was modest. His beautiful rich skin was wrapped in a turquoise blue. Apollo leaned against his husband, rubbing his eyes. Hades and his husband Harmony sat next to Zeus.

Many immortals had come to Olympus when they heard of Xander’s plans. Athena and her wife Thalia sat next to Calix. Athena wore golden armor, her blue eyes glimmering, and her blonde hair braided.

“I wish I could come. There must be new lands to discover,” Athena complained, her pale skin burning in the sun.

“We must stay. Here, take these,” Thalia remarked, giving Xander, Flavian, and Kyril a silver necklace. Thalia’s brown hair flowed down her back. Her brown eyes were kind. She squeezed Flavian’s shoulder.

“Thank you,” Flavian said, bowing his head to his friend.

Hades’ pale skin was wrapped in dark fabric. One would not know his lean frame. Unlike most, he dressed modestly. Harmony’s blond hair and green eyes landed on Xander. He wore the same black outfit as Hades but like Apollo, most of his skin showed. He was skinnier than Apollo and Hyacinthus. He looked like a runner.

“Sparta?” Hades asked, squeezing Xander’s shoulders.

Xander had fought alongside Hades and Harmony twice. He visited the Underworld often. Xander nodded, a voice still telling him to swim into the unknown.

“Poseidon told me of your adventures. He misses you already. We had to come and bid you farewell. Be careful. I sense something is off near the island,” Harmony warned, hugging Xander.

Kyril and Flavian stood on either side of Xander. The morning sunrise had ended. The day was burning down upon them.

“We should set out before the heat becomes unbearable,” Xander said, bidding farewell to the immortals.

“You will find a boat on the shore. A gift from Olympus. You need not swim,” Zeus said, grinning.

“Thank the gods. I don’t want to move,” Flavian yawned.

Mortals surrounded the grand boat, watching as it sailed into the sea. It was made from the finest woods and metals. Each immortal had their own room. When Xander touched the wooden steering wheel, it moved with merely a thought. The boat cut through the calm waves and guided them to the island of Peloponnese.

“It will be a short journey,” Kyril said, tilting his head toward the sky.

Kyril looked best under the sun. His smile glowed as the wind blew over his skin. The small voice within Xander told him to go somewhere new.

“I’ve met a lot of the Spartan warriors. Their boats pass over our realm all the time,” Xander said, biting his lip. He was immoral. There was no rush. Yet, he did not want to go to Sparta.

“Head toward the open sea,” Xander commanded, uncertain. His voice was timid. He did not know where he would go or why he was going there. His heart told him to follow the water.

Kyril and Flavian turned, staring at Xander. Kyril’s head tilted as he stared at Xander, the emerging island in the distance. Flavian bit his lip, his hands on the side of the ship. They leaned over, gazing at the glass of water. Still and unmoving.

“The sea is too calm. Are you certain?” Kyril asked.

“My heart is telling me to go into the unknown,” Xander responded, unsure how to explain the tug on his heart that commanded him to move deeper into the waters.

“We follow your lead,” Kyril answered, nodding resolutely.

Xander was not accustomed to leading. Poseidon, Iris, Kyril, and Alexandra led, but not Xander. He followed. Seeing his friends turn the ship into the open waters brought tears to Xander’s eyes.

The water never turned to waves. For days, they sailed through glassy water. Kyril and Flavian would jump into the sea, trying to determine why the water was so calm. Neither could find a reason.

“There are few animals. They have left,” Flavian said, frowning as he rejoined them on the ship. His body was soaked.

They had allowed him to strip from his clothing and be naked, as he preferred. Xander flushed, eyeing Flavian’s body. Flavian winked with a grin.

“The conditions will change. There is a storm headed toward us,” Xander observed, pointing to a dark cluster of clouds.

The clouds were fast moving and low in the sky. They touched the water. It was as if smoke was billowing across the ocean.

“Those aren’t clouds. What are they?” Kyril asked, tensing.

The large puffs of gray and black smoke like clouds barreled towards them. They moved faster than their ship. Xander gazed down at the sea. It was still calm.

“Grab your weapons and change into your armor. Something is amiss,” Kyril ordered.

Flavian sprinted to his room, preparing for combat. Flavian gripped his bow and arrow. Xander grasped his sword.

“Let’s see if there is anything in there,” Kyril said, closing his eyes. Hundreds of versions of himself appeared and leaped into the water. Kyril’s ability to self-replicate had won many battles.

The hundreds of versions of Kyril disappeared under the water. Kyril’s eyes remained closed as he saw what they saw.

“There is a ship. It is large and powerful. An armed crew waits to attack. Somehow, there is a barrier that is preventing me from touching the ship,” Kyril stammered, opening his eyes. The duplicates of Kyril returned and stood guard on the ship.

“I’ll handle them,” Flavian hissed, his eyes narrowing.

Flavian raised his hand. His body stiffened. Xander and Kyril yawned. Flavian’s ability to put anyone to sleep was underrated. Sweat dripped from Flavian’s forehead. He gasped, wiping the sweat away.

“They won’t sleep. Something is protecting them,” Flavian whispered, raising his bow.

The air smelled of sulfur. The cloud burned against Xander’s skin. In the distance, the outline of a grand wooden ship emerged. Xander, Kyril, and Flavian did not shrink back. Xander held his sword in one hand and Poseidon’s trident in the other. Xander raised the trident, calling on its powers.

The ocean responded, churning and rising. Waves crashed into the mysterious boat. Xander could see the outline of dozens of people being swallowed by the sea. The ship continued its approach. Xander struck again, trying to sink the boat. It would not break. The ship passed them.

A man stood behind the wheel, his brown eyes narrow and his pink lips formed a grimace. He was tall and muscular. Black trimmed hair fell down his face, wet from the waves. The man raised his hand, a gold ring on his index finger. Waves crashed against Xander’s ship.

Kyril gasped, shocked to see another control the ocean. Xander flushed, uncertain of what to do. Poseidon was the only god of the sea. His trident commanded the waves. No one else should be able to strike. Xander flourished the trident, causing the waves to crash into the side of the man’s ship.

The man was dressed in purple armor, as were his forces. They were pale and their cheeks were hollow. Several went overboard without fighting.

“Poseidon’s forces are weaker than I expected,” the man yelled to them. He raised his hand again. The sea swirled and churned; their ship struggled to keep afloat.

Flavian launched his attack. Arrows flew from his bow. The man dodged the arrows with grace. His forces did not move or try to evade the attack. They fell into the sea, dead.

“Who are you?” Kyril screamed, hurling his spear at the man.

The man evaded the attack, grimacing. His teeth were pristine. He did not answer; his eyes were focused on the trident. In a haunting way, he was handsome. With another flurry of his hands, he caused waves to crash against Xander’s ship. Their ship creaked as it swayed. Xander did not worry that it would sink. They could survive underwater.

Xander traded blows, aiming a powerful wave at the man. The enemy ships rocked and spun. They were making progress. Xander struck again, lobbing a series of powerful waves at the man.

“Surrender the trident and I will let you go,” the man offered, extending his hand. Their ships crashed into one another.

Wood splintered around them as their ships fought. Xander could sink them. He doubted the man could breathe underwater.

“Never,” Xander yelled, tightening his grip on Poseidon’s trident.

Kyril commanded his duplicates to raid their enemy. They were repelled back, an invisible barrier preventing them from attacking.

“Pity,” the man responded. He raised his hands and caused another volley of attacks to rain down on them. Water flooded through the cracks in the vessel.

“Have your duplicates do repairs. We need to figure out who this man is,” Xander ordered.

The dozens of Kyrils left and tried to patch the holes. Flavian set his sights on the man’s forces. He lobbed arrow after arrow into his forces. Xander fought the man in a battle for the sea.

With every wave, the man called, and Xander answered with one of his own. Their waves crashed together, spray covering Xander. He was soaked, his armor wet, and his body shivering. The water was colder than it should be. The man’s powers baffled Xander.

“What is your purpose?” Xander screamed, knocking another wave into the man’s boat.

Wood flew, slicing against the man’s skin. He did not flinch. There was an unnatural paleness to the man’s skin. His skin glowed.

“The same as Poseidon’s. The same as all the other gods in this wicked water. To control the sea,” the man answered.

This did not make sense. None of the other gods fought Poseidon for control of the ocean. It was recognized as Poseidon’s realm. No one contested this. The man was delusional, yet powerful.

“Who gave you your powers?” Xander demanded, falling backward as a wave crashed into the ship.

“I gave them to myself,” the man responded, causing another wave to hurdle towards them.

“That is not possible,” Kyril yelled, joining Xander.

The two exchanged glances, unsure what to do. Their ship was taking heavy damage. There were too many cracks to repair. Their ship was taking on too much water. They needed to deal a fatal blow to the man soon.

“Bow before me and denounce your god,” the man screamed, pounding them with more waves.

“Who are you?” Flavian screamed, his eyes burning. Flavian tried to put the man to sleep. He raised his arms and channeled his powers, but they did not work. Not even Poseidon was immune to Flavian’s powers. “Put these on,” Flavian ordered, throwing the necklaces Thalia had made over their necks.

Xander did not understand the need to wear jewelry now of all times. He scoffed, annoyed at Flavian’s vanity.

“I am Nikolaos. The ruler of the sea. The one true god of the water,” Nikolaos answered, his voice a roar.

Xander’s heart raced. Flavian grimaced, shaking his head. They were in over their heads. The man had more power than the three of them combined.

“We can abandon the ship and return to Poseidon,” Xander suggested.

Another wave caused the ship to splinter. They were taking on an extreme amount of water. The ship was being dragged to the bottom of the sea. Xander kept his assault on Nikolaos’ ship, wanting to sink it.

“Stop defending our ship. Attack him with everything. We will flee into the water when his ship is broken,” Kyril ordered, running to the back of the ship.

Xander nodded, not having a better plan. He swayed with the trident, whipping it about his head. The water churned at his will. He collected as much of the ocean as he could. A hundred-foot wave was at his command.

“That will wreck us both,” Flavian said, smiling.

Kyril returned with ropes. He looked at the wave with a grin. Kyril tied the three of them together, ensuring they could not be separated. Nikolaos gazed at the wave, his face showing worry for the first time. His brow raised, and he crossed his arms, sighing.

Xander dropped the wave on them. A sickening crunch filled the air as both their ships shattered under the power of the wave.

The force of the ocean dragged them under. Xander’s body flipped and turned as the waves dragged him below the surface. Flavian pointed, his eyes narrowing. Nikolaos floated, bubbles of air flowing from his nose and mouth. Nikolaos swam towards them, aiming for the trident. He could breathe underwater. Xander clutched it to his chest. In the distance, familiar figures swam towards them.

A swordfish darted between Xander and Nikolaos. The fish pierced Nikolaos’ chest, causing a cry of pain.

“Alexandra,” Kyril sighed, relieved. The swordfish was Alexandra’s creature. She and her forces flowed towards them.

Poseidon and Basil reached Alexandra’s side, readying for war. Alexandra brandished her sword. Nikolaos was outnumbered and fearful. Nikolaos glared at the arriving forces, squeezing his ring.

A current far more powerful than any Xander had ever felt dragged their bodies away from the ship. Wreckage and debris were pushed with them. Wood and metal slammed into their bodies. The four of them moved faster than any ship Xander had been in. Poseidon tried to catch them. His hands reached for them. Xander tried to grab Poseidon. They were moving too fast.

The forces of Atlantis and Poseidon himself disappeared. Blood dripped from Xander’s head as more debris crashed into him. Nikolaos pulled a knife and aimed to cut the ropes binding them together. Flavian slammed an arrow into Nikolaos’s chest. A fatal blow. The arrow hit Nikolaos’ heart. Nikolaos grimaced, the water around them turning red. He pulled the arrow out, uninjured. Flavian shot again, hitting Nikolaos in the temple. Kyril kicked their enemy in the chest.

Xander looked around them, frantic to find a solution. They were in parts of the ocean Xander did not recognize. The water outside their current was calm and slow. They needn’t defeat Nikolaos. They needed to separate themselves from him until Poseidon could find them. Xander slammed his body against Nikolaos, punching and kicking him.

Nikolaos tried to cut their rope, his blade moving in one swift motion. He screamed as an arrow lodged into his crotch. Xander landed a blow. He felt the crunch of Nikolaos’ nose. He shoved Nikolaos out of the current. Nikolaos screamed as he fell out of the passage he had created. His body disappeared in the distance, a faint figure whose eyes never left Xander’s.

“We did it,” Xander celebrated, turning to face his friends. “Kyril, Flavian?” Xander yelled. He pulled on the rope binding them together. His friends were unconscious. Their bodies were bloody from their injuries. Debris slammed into Xander’s chest and head. His vision blurred and faded. He wrapped his arms around Flavian and Kyril, hoping the rope held.

Everything went black as the world faded. Xander felt the water push them into the unknown.

* * * *
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Chapter 4
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“I’m sleeping,” Xander complained.

A foot kicked his side. The taps were relentless. Every few seconds a hand or foot would shove against him. He forgot who he brought home. Whoever he had spent the night with was not his soulmate. The person was relentless.

“You can see yourself out,” Xander grumbled, aggravated. He felt exhausted. Everything was a blur.

His sheets and mattress were not soft. It felt like he was asleep on sticks and sand. Flavian had such passionate nights, he fell asleep outside. Not Xander. Memories of Atlantis, Poseidon, and his loneliness crawled back to him. He left Atlantis. He remembered Hermes and Perseus. The ship, the battle, and the ocean dragging him into the unknown.

A man muttered something in a tongue Xander did not understand. The words of the man started making sense. This led to even more confusion. Xander forced himself awake, his body shooting up. His vision swayed as he almost fainted from the movement. Immortals healed quickly. Xander felt worry crawl through him due to his own injuries. He had not had that concern in centuries.

“Why am I still injured?” Xander wondered, touching the cuts on his body.

Xander pulled on the rope, desperate to find Flavian and Kyril. The ropes were untied, and his friends were gone. He tried to force himself to his feet, falling to the ground.

“Kyril, Flavian,” Xander coughed, scanning his surroundings.

They were on an island. It was nothing like any island Xander had ever seen. The trees were green, pink, and yellow. They were nothing like the trees back home. Some were puffier and wider. Some were narrow and tiny. In the distance, Xander could hear animals call to one another and the sound of rushing water. There was a cluster of homes that were nothing like the ones in Greece. The ocean was as blue as ever. The familiar water relaxed Xander. One thing was the same.

These houses were made of wood with a black metal arched roofs. The houses were geometrical and shaped in square-like shapes. They were beautiful in a way that did not exist in Greece.

“The others you were bound with are safe. They are resting,” a man said.

Xander was startled, focusing on the man before him. He wore far too many clothes. Layers of clothes hid his skin. Xander wondered if he got hot with such thick garments. The man was Xander’s age in appearance. He looked to be in his early twenties. He had long brown hair that flowed down his back. His brown eyes were warm, like honey. His pink lips were plush. Xander had an irrational thought. He wished to kiss the man. The man’s face was stern, yet also kind.

“What is this place? Where is the trident?” Xander asked, staring at the man.

“Takashi,” the man whispered. His voice was warm.

Xander offered the man a weak smile. The man rolled his eyes, fighting a small smile. The man forced his lips into a straight, neutral expression.

A man ran towards Xander. He wore red armor and was armed with long swords. His brown hair was tied into a bun, and his brown eyes were focused on Xander. Takashi grabbed Xander, pulling him to his feet.

“Bring him to the others and give him his toy back,” the man who had beckoned Takashi ordered.

“Makoto, we should separate them. We do not know where they come from or why they’re here,” Takashi countered, his grip harsh.

“This man is not dangerous. Question them together,” Makoto said, walking away from them.

Makoto’s eyes glistened. Xander gazed at Makoto’s broad shoulders. It was hard to tell if the man was muscular due to his thick garments. He had a sharp jawline and high cheekbones. Xander felt angry that Makoto did not consider him dangerous. Poseidon’s trident was more than a toy.

Takashi dragged Xander across the beach. The sand was wet and muddy. The clouds were gray. The island was full of new scents. Nothing about it was familiar.

A two-story yellow square building with a black metal roof was open. The floor was made of a thin wood, and the interior was not decorated like a home in Greece. Takashi threw Xander into the house.

There was a rug under a table with cushions surrounding it. Paintings on parchment showed the sea and a dragon. There were three narrow beds that had no frames. There
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