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    1 
 
      
 
    “I hate the cold and I hate the stupid woods,” I muttered as my boots crunched over the snow. I continued to swear under my breath as I went, mostly cursing myself for being stupid enough to venture out here. I paused to take a sip from the flask of bourbon I carried with me.  
 
    I should have stayed at the diner where it’s warm, and I could order one of their hot chocolates, with extra whipped cream and those little marshmallows. 
 
    When the hunter burst in, raving about a monster loose in the woods, I should have ignored it. He could be a raving lunatic for all I knew, but the beast he described, if it was real, could be a danger.  
 
    I’d built a life for myself in the mundane town of Bedford. It was about as far from the supernatural world as you could get, which suited me just fine. I needed normal. I didn’t need some supernatural critter coming after me. 
 
    As I entered a clearing I found some footprints. Or rather pawprints. Big ones.  
 
    There’s no way that is from a bear, I thought.  
 
    I could walk away now and hope whatever it was moved on but instead I followed the pawprints. Supernatural creatures had a way of sniffing me out and I didn’t need this thing coming crashing through my door in the middle of the night. 
 
    “Stef? What are you doing out here?” 
 
    I jumped nearly a foot in the air. Turning on the spot, I found Deputy Clark behind me, carrying a shotgun. He had a knit cap on over his dark hair and he was wearing his usual navy police uniform.  
 
    “I wanted to see what all the fuss is about,” I said, knowing full well that normal women didn’t decide to venture into the woods on a whim when something big was on the loose, but I wasn’t normal.  
 
    He frowned at me. “I don’t think that’s a good idea. It’s not safe. Go home, Stef.” 
 
    I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. Stef. That wasn’t even my name. I told him my name when we first met, but he misheard me and thinks my name is Steffanie. Which he has shortened to Stef, like we’re friends or something. I don’t have friends in Bedford, or anywhere for that matter. I stay at my house, on the edge of town and the only time I venture out is for groceries and a coffee at the diner.  
 
    “It’s a free country. I can take a walk in the woods if I want to.” 
 
    He sighed. “Whatever.” He knew better than to argue with me. From the few conversations we have had, I made it very clear that I do what I like. I don’t have the energy to argue with people, so I have a habit of being incredibly blunt. Some would say rude, but I don’t care. What is it they say? Respect your elders? I’ve got a few thousand years on everyone.  
 
    I waited for him to walk away, he hadn’t noticed the tracks yet. I just hoped he wouldn’t accidentally shoot me, especially when I had decided to wear a black leather jacket and green sweater. I should have worn something that wouldn’t blend into my surroundings. Then again, I didn’t do bright colors, not anymore.  
 
    I continued to follow the tracks. The only weapon I had with me was an old knife that I kept in my boot. It was a gift from my mother, a long time ago. It probably wouldn’t do much against Bigfoot or whatever was out here. Luckily, I was hard to kill. Not impossible, but I was pretty tough.  
 
    Branches snapped up ahead and I paused, wondering if it was Clark or the beast. The low, rumbling growl answered that question. I pulled the knife from my boot. 
 
    “Come out, come out, whatever you are,” I said softly.  
 
    I could see dark fur and a huge hulking shape. Approaching it as quietly as I could, I was ready to attack when the creature turned. It was a blur of fur and the next thing I knew, I was on my back, the creature pinning me down. I closed my eyes, waiting to be eaten, but instead, the creature licked me. 
 
    “Urgh,” I said, trying to wipe the slobber off my face. That’s when I got a good look at the beast. A beast I was very familiar with. 
 
    “Cerberus?”  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I stared at the mutt in front of me, not quite believing my eyes. 
 
    “Get off, you big lug,” I said, pushing him back. He moved enough to let me get up. 
 
    “Move away, Stef. I’ve got a shot!” Clark ordered, appearing from the trees.  
 
    I quickly stepped in front of Cerberus. “Put the gun down, it’s fine.” 
 
    “Are you crazy? Look at the size of that…what is it?” 
 
    “It’s a dog. A special breed.” Very special. 
 
    “That’s like no dog I’ve ever seen, although it seems to know you,” Clark said, as Cerberus licked my arm. 
 
    “That’s because he’s mine. He ran away a while back, but now he’s apparently back.” 
 
    Clark slowly lowered his gun, looking confused. “Okay. Get a leash on that thing, will ya?” 
 
    I forced a smile, waiting until he was walking away before flipping him the bird. God, I hated that guy. He was always sticking his nose where it wasn’t wanted. I guess that was part of being a cop, but it still annoyed me. How long before he started looking into my life? Of course if he was still calling me Stef then he couldn’t have looked into it yet. 
 
    I turned back to Cerberus. “Where have you been, you naughty boy,” I said, hugging his huge head. Not wanting to leave them out, I gave his other two heads a pet.  
 
    Thank God humans can’t see his true form. All they saw was a huge black dog, not the hellhound that he was. 
 
    “Why are you here?” I asked, even though he couldn’t answer me. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s go home,” I said. 
 
    He perked up at the word ‘home’ and I felt a pang. Of course I meant my two bedroom chalet, not that home. We could never return there. 
 
    Cerberus bounced around me as we walked, acting like an overgrown puppy. He only acted that way around me. It reminded me of the first day I met him. 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago… 
 
      
 
    I sat in the darkness, miserable and missing home. I missed my mother most of all. How would she survive without me? Ever since she fell ill last year, she continued to struggle. I prayed to the Gods that she would be okay and that I would se her again one day. 
 
    He appeared out of the darkness, looking wary. I almost laughed, a God wary of a mere mortal like me, but perhaps that was to be expected with the fit I threw when I was told I had to live here.  
 
    “You should see this as a great honor,” he said, his dark eyes watching me. People say that the Gods are beautiful, and I guess that is true, but they are also terrifying. The power they command can be felt when you are in their presence and with his reputation, it was doubly terrifying. 
 
    “You stole me away from everything I know, how is that the honorable thing to do?” I snapped. 
 
    He stiffened, and I could see that he was struggling to remain calm. “You will learn your place in time,” he said. 
 
    “Or I’ll run away,” I muttered. 
 
    “You can try, but I wouldn’t recommend it. You’d have to get by Cerberus first.” 
 
    He whistled and a huge dog appeared, it’s three heads glaring at me. I had never seen a beast like it. I cowered on the ground, bracing myself for it to eat me. Instead, it sat down and started panting. Drool dripped from the head nearest me and I shifted back to avoid it.  
 
    We were left alone. I don’t know what possessed me, but when I realized it had no intention of eating me, I reached out a hand for it to sniff. The middle head seemed to be the one in control. It sniffed my hand, then licked me. 
 
    “Ew,” I said, wiping my hand on my gown.  
 
    He bounced up and down, wagging his massive tail. “You’re just a big softie, aren’t you?” I said, stroking one of his heads. “Come on, Cerberus, let’s play.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    2 
 
      
 
    “This will be your new home,” I told Cerberus, opening the garage. It was spacious enough for him to move around in and I could let him out for a run when he needed it. 
 
    He obediently sat for me while I threw some old sheets on the ground for him to lie on. He didn’t need food, but I would buy him some toys when I went into town again. I, on the other hand, did need to eat and I was starving. 
 
    I made myself a sandwich while I wondered why Cerberus was here. After the Gods fell, the rest of the creatures fled. Some survived, I know they did, but for him to show up here, on the other side of the world was suspect to say the least. Was someone else here? Cerberus wouldn’t align himself with just anyone.  
 
    My heart fluttered as a fleeting thought crossed my mind. I quashed it. Don’t go there. He’s dead, he died with the others. I should have died too but he saved me. 
 
    There was a knock at the door. It was Clark. 
 
    “What do you want?” I said. 
 
    “I’m afraid I’ve come for the dog,” he said. 
 
    “What? Why?” 
 
    “I found a body in the woods. It was torn apart. Your dog is the prime suspect.” 
 
    “He didn’t kill anyone,” I said. 
 
    “Well the autopsy will determine that. For now, that animal needs to be restrained.” 
 
    “He’s not here,” I said. 
 
    “Tell me you haven’t let it roam free,” he said, rubbing a hand across his face.  
 
    I stepped forward until I was eye to eye with him. “He didn’t kill anyone.” 
 
    “I’m going to have to search the property.” 
 
    “Really? Got a warrant?” 
 
    “No,” he said. 
 
    “Come back when you do,” I said, slamming the door in his face. 
 
    He would be back, but Cerberus wouldn’t kill anyone unless ordered to. He guarded the dead, he didn’t add to their numbers. Which made me believe that someone else was here. And they were looking for me.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Once I had checked on Cerberus again, he was rolling over on the garage floor, content in his new surroundings, I collected some better weapons.  
 
    No doubt whoever was looking for me already knew where I was, so I needed to be ready. Who the hell could it be? I admit I’d made a few enemies over the years. My previous position caused some envy too. Not that I had a choice in it. At least not at first.  
 
    I pulled out a wooden chest from under the bed. My knife was handy in a human fight, but considering who or what my enemy could be, it would require something with a little more punch. Inside the chest lay an ornate crossbow, fashioned by Athena herself and given to me as a wedding present.  
 
    Damn, I miss Athena. She was one of the few Gods I could stand. 
 
    The bolts would magically reload and had the power to stop almost anything in its tracks. It could even wound a God, but couldn’t kill one. I didn’t have to worry about that since all the Gods were dead.  
 
    Whoever was out there, I was ready for anything. Moving to the window, I looked outside. I couldn’t see anyone, but that didn’t mean that someone wasn’t lurking in the trees, waiting to attack.  
 
    I was expecting someone to come crashing through a window, I wasn’t expecting a knock on the door. I couldn’t see the front door from the window, but it was probably Clark again, although that was very quick to get a warrant. 
 
    Groaning, I went to answer the door, ready to give him a piece of my mind. As the door swung open, a familiar face greeted me, and it definitely wasn’t Clark. 
 
    I took in the long golden hair, huge blue eyes and a pout that had been perfected over centuries. 
 
    “Harmonia?” I said. 
 
    A smile spread across her face and she leaned in. “Guess again.” 
 
    “Eris.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    “You look beautiful,” Harmonia said, as she fawned over my white gown “Don’t you think?” 
 
    Her identical twin sister, Eris, forced a smile. “They do say every bride looks beautiful on her wedding day.” 
 
    I saw the dark look she shot my way. Eris and Harmonia were like night and day. The daughters of Nyx and a nymph, clearly, they each took after a different parent. They had been assigned to help me with my wedding preparations as a favor for my husband to be. 
 
    Harmonia started adding flowers to my hair, while humming to herself. I much preferred her to Eris. She was mostly interested in dresses and parties, but she was nice. 
 
    “So, looking forward to becoming the Queen of the Underworld?” Eris asked. 
 
    I hated that title, it made it sound like I had power when I was just a lowly mortal.  
 
    “It’s an honor to be chosen,” I said, even though I hated those words, but it was all I could think to say to shut her up. 
 
    I saw anger flash in Eris’ eyes. I know what she was thinking. Why her and not me? That wasn’t something I could answer. 
 
    One of my new servants entered the room. He bowed low and presented me with an ornate wooden box, with doves carved into it. 
 
    “A gift for the bride. It is requested that you open it before the ceremony and make a choice.” 
 
    “Choice? What choice?” 
 
    He bowed again and left the room, without explanation. I ran my hand over the box. What could it be? 
 
    Harmonia and Eris crowded around, eager to see too. Undoing the latch, I opened it to find my gift. 
 
    I gasped. “I don’t believe it.” 
 
    “Why would he offer you Ambrosia,” Eris demanded.  
 
    “Why do you think?” Harmonia said. “He’s making an eternal vow and he wants it to be eternal.” 
 
    Shaking her head, Eris stormed out of the room.  
 
    I tried to imagine what it would be like. To become and actual Goddess. It would mean an eternity with him, but think of the good I could do. I only spent half my time with him, the rest with my mother. It was part of the deal I had struck with him.  
 
    “Time to make a decision,” Harmonia said. 
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    “What do you want, Eris?” I asked, as she breezed past me into the house. 
 
    “Isn’t that a rude way to talk to a guest?” she said, shrugging off her fur wrap. She looked around my home with a look of distain on her face. 
 
    “How the mighty have fallen,” she said.  
 
    I closed the front door and sighed. This was the last thing I needed. 
 
    “Why are you here?” I asked. It had been two, no three, centuries since I last saw her. From afar, I wasn’t interested in catching up with her.  
 
    She finally turned her attention to me. “Well, you can imagine my surprise when Cerberus picked up on you. I thought you were dead, like everyone else.” 
 
    “Wait, you sent Cerberus?” 
 
    “I didn’t send him. He picked up on your scent and ran off. Where is that wretched dog anyway?”  
 
    “He’s safe. Bit of a coincidence. It’s a big world out there and you happen upon me, out here?” 
 
    “A few thousand years, it was bound to happen sooner or later.” 
 
    I wasn’t buying her story for a second. Besides Cerberus hated her, why would he go with her? 
 
    “You don’t happen to know anything about a body in the woods, do you?” 
 
    “A body? No. Perhaps the dumb mutt got hungry?” 
 
    “Cerberus wouldn’t kill a human unless they posed a threat.” 
 
    “If you say so, you would know.” 
 
    “Why is Cerberus with you?” 
 
    She shrugged. “I found him on my travels. He recognized me and started following me.” 
 
    I could see Cerberus doing that. Even if it was Eris. 
 
    “Why are you here?” I asked, suddenly exhausted by her. It was like getting blood out of a stone. 
 
    “I just wanted to say hello,” she said. 
 
    “Hello, now you can go,” I said, opening the door for her. 
 
    She scowled at me. “Still a bitch after all this time.” 
 
    I bit my tongue, I didn’t want a fight, I just wanted her out. 
 
    “Later,” she muttered. 
 
    Once she was gone, I went back to the window. Eris never travelled alone, maybe it was a twin thing, but she always had to pair up with someone. Usually a very powerful someone. If she didn’t kill anyone, and I doubted she would, she didn’t like getting her hands dirty, then there was someone else. I needed to figure out who it was. Which meant I needed to get a look at that body. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Bedford didn’t have a morgue as such, just a room in the basement of the Sheriff’s station, with a freezer.  
 
    Getting down to the basement was easy, getting past the guy inside, not so much. I waited, hoping he would leave, but he was seated at his desk with a stack of folders beside him. He wasn’t going anywhere for a while and I was out of patience. I would just have to wing it. Pushing open the door, I put on my best ‘ignorant townie’ face. 
 
    The guy looked up. “Can I help you?” 
 
    “I hope so. Hi, I’m Stef, um, I heard that someone was killed, and I was wondering if you knew who did it?” 
 
    “That’s not information I can share. You can’t be down here,” he said, trying to usher me out the door.  
 
    “Look, I’m not trying to be difficult, I just…I’m scared, you know? Is there a killer on the loose?” 
 
    He sighed. “Why don’t you go upstairs and speak to one of the deputies.” 
 
    “I tried. They probably think I’m a hysterical woman, but if I wake up tomorrow to find that I’ve been murdered in my own bed, then I…” 
 
    He held up a hand to stop my babbling. “There’s no killer on the loose. It was an animal attack, possibly a mountain lion. We’ll know more soon and I’m sure the Sheriff will make an announcement.” 
 
    I gave him a grateful smile. “Thank you, I feel better.” 
 
    As I was leaving, I ran into Clark.  
 
    “What are you doing down here?” he asked.  
 
    “None of your business,” I said, pushing past him.  
 
    “Stef,” he called after me. 
 
    “My name is not Stef,” I shot back. 
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    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    I watched my husband as he slept. Yes, Gods can sleep, although they can go a long time without it. 
 
    We had been married a few weeks and I was surprised to find that I cared for him deeply. He always treated me well and to offer me Ambrosia was something I never expected. I hadn’t taken it, not yet anyway. I told him I needed time and he agreed. I had my reasons. 
 
    Slipping out of bed, I dressed quickly and removed the wooden box from under the bed. I had spent my time in the Underworld well. I even knew how to leave without crossing paths with Chiron. 
 
    Once I was on the surface, I made my way to my mother’s home. It wasn’t time to visit her, I had a few more months left, but I needed to see her. She seemed frailer the last time I saw her, at my wedding. I had to help her. 
 
    As I approached our home, I saw that all the plants around it, had withered and died. Mother had neglected them, that was so unlike her. Something was wrong.  
 
    “Mother, I’m home,” I called. 
 
    I found her in her bed, her skin pale, her breathing shallow.  
 
    “My daughter, is that you?” she asked. 
 
    “It’s me, Mother. What’s happened to you?” I said, taking her hand. 
 
    She coughed, the action seemed to cause her pain. “I’m fine, just a little weak. I’ll be better soon.” 
 
    From the look of her, that was a lie. “Mother, I have something that could help you. Help us both.” 
 
    I opened the box. She looked confused. “What is it?” 
 
    “Ambrosia. It was a wedding gift, but if we both take it, we’ll be immortal.” 
 
    Mother pushed the box away. “No, it’s forbidden.” 
 
    “Please, Mother. He gave it to me. I cannot lose you.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” she insisted.  
 
    “Look me in the eye and tell me you’ll survive the season.” 
 
    She turned her head away. “You should return to your new home and forget about me.” 
 
    “No. I won’t lose you. Please, Mother. I need you.” 
 
    It took a little more coaxing, but finally, she had the Ambrosia in her hand.  
 
    “Together,” I said. 
 
    We each ate our half. At first, nothing happened. Then my body started to feel light, energy was coursing through me. I felt more alive than I ever had. Colors were brighter, my vision sharpened, and I felt powerful. Really powerful. 
 
    Mother got up from bed, already looking stronger.  
 
    “This is incredible. I’m a Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I decided that I needed to go back out and look for more clues. I would take Cerberus with me. It wouldn’t hurt to have a little back up.  
 
    I had just finished packing my weapons into a bag when there was another knock at the door. 
 
    “Damn, I’m popular today. I might as well install a revolving door at this rate,” I muttered. 
 
    It was Clark again. “I don’t have time for this. I’m busy and you’re not taking my dog.” 
 
    “I’m not here for him. The teeth marks don’t match that of a dog.” 
 
    “Oh. Well what do they match?” 
 
    “M.E. seems to think a large cat. Just wanted to let you know.” 
 
    “Okay, well good. I hope you catch whatever it is. Bye.” 
 
    “I’m trying to apologize, Stef, uh, Steffanie.” 
 
    “I told you that isn’t my name,” I said. 
 
    “Then what is it?” he asked, looking confused.  
 
    I scowled at him. 
 
    “Come on, throw me a bone here. I have to call you something.” 
 
    Heaving a sigh, I said, “It’s Persephone.” 
 
    “Persephone. Like the Greek Goddess?” 
 
    “Exactly,” I said, surprised that he knew that. 
 
    “Well, I’m Dan. And I was wondering if I could buy you a coffee sometime?” 
 
    I stared at him as I tried to figure out what he was asking. “Like a date?” 
 
    “Um, well it can be. Or just as friends, whatever you want.” 
 
    I was so stunned that I blurted, “I’m married.” 
 
    “Oh. Okay. Cool. Just as friends then.” 
 
    I was silent for way too long and it was starting to get awkward.  
 
    “You know what? Forget it. Dumb idea.” 
 
    He opened the front door and I forced my legs to move.  
 
    “Goodbye, Persephone.” 
 
    “Bye,” I said, closing the door after him.  
 
    I leaned against it. Why did I say that? Married? Technically, I was a widow. It wasn’t like I haven’t been on dates in the last 2000 years, I’ve been on plenty. Well, some. I just couldn’t believe that Clark was interested in me that way. Why the sudden about turn? I had more pressing matters. I needed to go and find whatever was roaming the woods. 
 
     Cerberus was excited to see me. “Come on, boy. We’re going for a walk.” 
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    “Did you enjoy your little walk?”  
 
    I had just returned from my mother’s home and was surprised to find my husband awake and looking angry. 
 
    He knows, I thought. 
 
    “I was…” 
 
    He held up a hand to silence me. “Ambrosia is a gift. One I bestowed upon you. It is not for you to share!” 
 
    “Please forgive me. My mother was dying. I couldn’t lose her.” 
 
    “It is the natural order. Consider your position. What will it look like if my wife takes it upon herself to create new Gods? Even amongst use, each God has a role. There is an order.” 
 
    I bowed my head. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Sorry won’t be enough. Now I must consult with my brothers. I already made allowances for you. I do not know how they will react. What they will do to you.” 
 
    He left and I sank to the floor and sobbed. Cerberus came to me, whining softly. I buried my face in his soft fur. 
 
    “What have I done?” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Cerberus bounded through the trees, stopping every few minutes to sniff at something. Nothing had his hackles up yet, but if whoever it was, brought him here, would he view them as a threat of a friend? 
 
    At least I had my crossbow. It had been a while since I’d used it. It was that Minotaur back in the 50’s. I picked the wrong vacation spot that summer. To the locals, it was simply a rampaging bull. If they only knew. 
 
    Cerberus let out an excited yip and I hurried to catch up to him. He was digging at something in the snow.  
 
    “What is it, boy?” 
 
    His massive paws moved fast and as he threw up more snow I noticed that it was stained pink. Blood? 
 
    “Let me see,” I said, giving Cerberus a push. He snorted at me, but moved aside. I wish he hadn’t, because lying in the hole was a human head. A man from the look of it. “Great, just great,” I muttered. 
 
    Two bodies in one day and I had a feeling they wouldn’t be the last if this thing was allowed to roam free. Wincing, I knelt down and took hold of the head by the hair, trying not to gag. 
 
    I held it out to Cerberus. “Can you find the person who buried this?” I asked. 
 
    He sniffed the head, then put his nose to the ground and started to move. I placed the head back in the hole and followed him, gripping my crossbow. I was going to burn these gloves when I got home.  
 
    Cerberus gave a low growl, he had found something. I told him to hang back while I took a look for myself. Over the crest of a hill I found a man crouched on the ground, his back to me. A squelching sound came from him and he turned slightly to reveal that he was chewing on a severed arm.  
 
    Gross, I thought. He wasn’t a man either. The spell to disguise him was well done, but I could see through it, his real visage was bleeding through. I saw the head of a lion and the body of a goat. It was a Chimera. The scourge of our world. If this was what Eris was travelling with, then she knew exactly what it was doing. Luckily, my crossbow would kill it. I just needed a good shot. 
 
    I inched forward, trying to get it in my sights. My foot slipped out from under me and I slid a few feet down the hill. The Chimera’s head whipped up. It let out a strange roar, sounding like a cross between a lion and a house cat and dropped the arm. It took off running through the trees. 
 
    “Cerberus! Fetch!” I commanded. 
 
    Cerberus crashed out of the bushes and took off after it. He returned a few moments later, the Chimera between his teeth. It was still alive. Cerberus gave it a hard shake, making it cry out in fear. 
 
    “Heel,” I said.  
 
    Cerberus sat, letting the Chimera dangle from his teeth. I trained the bow on it. 
 
    “Where is Eris?” I asked. 
 
    Chimera’s had limited verbal skills, but some could just about string a sentence together. 
 
    “No…where…” it rasped. 
 
    “Oh I doubt that. So what is her plan? Is she on a killing spree? Desperate for a pet?” 
 
    The Chimera kicked out with its feet, but all that did was anger Cerberus, who gave him another shake.  
 
    I stepped up to it, breathing through my mouth to avoid the stench of dead flesh on its breath. I pressed the bolt into its chest, over its heart. 
 
    “Tell me, or I’ll let Cerberus take you apart, piece by piece.” 
 
    “Power…” it spat. “Raise…the God.” 
 
    “The Gods are dead,” I said. 
 
    It gave me a creepy grin. “Eris…resurrect. Needs power.” 
 
    Power from an ex-Goddess? Was it even possible? If Eris wanted to raise a God, there was only one that she would choose.  
 
    “Ares,” I said. 
 
    That grin again. “Close.” 
 
    This was getting me nowhere. I needed to speak to Eris, find out what she had that could raise a God. Because if it was true, then I wanted it. And it wouldn’t be Ares that I would raise.  
 
    I fired the bolt and the light left the creatures eyes. It melted into a puddle of purple goo at Cerberus’ feet.  
 
    He wagged his tail and I petted his heads. “Good boy. Now find me Eris.” 
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    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    “Persephone.” 
 
    I looked up to find that my husband had returned. He looked exhausted. He lowered himself into a chair and I rushed to his side. I poured him a cup of wine, wondering what the Gods had decided. 
 
    “My love?” 
 
    He sighed and closed his eyes. “You have been appointed a new mantle. Here you are the Queen of the Underworld. On earth, you are the Goddess of Spring.” 
 
    “And my mother,” I asked. 
 
    He opened his eyes. “Demeter will have dominion over the harvest to complement you.” 
 
    I let out a breath. “She can remain a Goddess?” 
 
    He leaned toward me. “Persephone, what you did…my brothers believe I am a fool. That I am under your thumb.” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “I have saved your mother, but that is the last time I will help you. From now on, you must obey me. When I give an order, you must follow it. Do you understand?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, of course. I will be a devoted wife.” 
 
    “Good.”  
 
    He finished his wine and rose from the chair. As he walked away, I said, “Hades?” 
 
    He turned back, his face softening.  
 
    “Thank you,” I said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Cerberus tracked Eris across town to the only hotel Bedford had. I waited until she left her room to approach her.  
 
    “So you plan to raise Ares?” I said, getting straight to the point.  
 
    She turned, a look of shock on her face. “What?” 
 
    “Yeah, I found your little lap dog. He’s dead by the way.” 
 
    “What has it got to do with you, anyway?” she snapped. 
 
    “Well you’re here to steal power, aren’t you? Plan on killing me?” 
 
    She laughed loudly. “You? What the hell could I get from you? You’re not even a Goddess anymore. Not that you were ever a real one anyway.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    “Please, Hades had to fight his brothers to accept you. I’m not here for you. I only stopped by to check you weren’t onto me.” 
 
    “Well where else are you going to get power in Bedford?” 
 
    She smirked at me. “Wouldn’t you like to know?” 
 
    I flipped the crossbow round and pointed it at her. “Yeah, I would.” 
 
    “That won’t kill me,” she said. 
 
    “I’m pretty sure it will. Want to find out?”  
 
    She took a step back, raising her hands. “Why do you care?” 
 
    “If you have a way of raising a God, then I want it.” 
 
    She gave me a pitying look. “Oh, you poor fool. You actually fell for him, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Give it to me,” I said. 
 
    “It won’t do any good. In order to use it you have to know where the God fell. Since Hades is lost in the Underworld somewhere, it won’t work.” 
 
    “And you know where Ares is?” 
 
    “Of course, and he will reward me well for resurrecting him.” 
 
    “I bet, but there’s no way I’m letting you bring him back. World War 3 would break out.” 
 
    I saw her hand go to her chest and that’s when I noticed the chain around her neck. Whatever she had was on the end of it, tucked under her blouse. I made a grab for it, but she clawed my hand. 
 
    She knocked the crossbow from my hands. I lunged at her, knocking her into a car. We both fell into the snow.  
 
    Eris was a dirty fighter. She raked her fingernails down my cheek then headbutted me. My feet slipped on some ice as I tried to stand, giving her the chance to get up. She grabbed the crossbow and swung the butt of it into my face. Pain exploded in my face then everything went black. 
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    Many Years Ago… 
 
      
 
    “Godkiller.” I heard the word uttered across the city, but I didn’t know what it was. A weapon, a person? I only knew that the danger was real. I wasn’t worried about myself, I needed to see Hades.  
 
    Please let him be okay, I thought as I ran. The other Gods had descended from the heavens to take care of the threat, but I saw fear on their faces. Something I had never seen before.  
 
    Hades was in the throne room, planning an attack. Hermes and Athena were there too.  
 
    “What is going on?” I asked.  
 
    Hermes and Athena exchanged a look, but Hades waved them away. “Persephone, this threat is real. We are all at risk. I need…” 
 
    There was an explosion from outside the throne room. The blast caused part of the ceiling to collapse. 
 
    “It’s here,” Hades said. He grabbed my arm and dragged me out, down the secret passage I had used to sneak out to my mother. I didn’t even know where she was. The Gods had sent her on an errand. Ever since they had let her keep her Godhood, they had been keeping her busy. Making her work for it. Hopefully she was far away from all this and would be safe. 
 
    “Shouldn’t we stay and fight?” I asked. 
 
    “There’s no time. It’s prophesised that we will all fall.” 
 
    “What? Who has the power to kill a God?” 
 
    We reached the end of the passage and he stopped and turned to me. “Here. Drink this.” He handed me a vial filled with purple liquid. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “Drink it now.” 
 
    I removed the stopper and downed it in one. A few seconds later, I started to feel strange. Weak. My head began to spin. “What is this?” I asked, dropping the vial.  
 
    Hades pulled me to him and kissed me. “If you’re not a God, then you aren’t in danger.” 
 
    “What? No! I can help fight. Why would you do that?” 
 
    “You are not going to fight, you are going to run.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving you.” 
 
    “Persephone, you agreed to follow my orders. This is an order. Leave me and save yourself. There’s nothing you can do.” 
 
    “Hades…” 
 
    He kissed me again and pushed me away. “Go!” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Save yourself.  
 
    I opened my eyes to find that I was being dragged through the woods by Eris. She didn’t look happy to be doing the grunt work herself and I was almost tempted to keep up the pretence. Instead, I yanked my arms free and got to my feet.  
 
    Where was Cerberus? 
 
    If Eris had done something to him, I’d kill her. Even more than I was going to.  
 
    “You always were a thorn in my side. Can’t you just die already?” Eris said.  
 
    She had my crossbow. She fired off a shot at me which I managed to dodge, but it nicked me in the side, drawing blood. I ran at her before she could get off another shot. Wrestling the crossbow from her hands, I ripped a bolt free and aimed it for her heart. She kicked me in the gut and rolled away.  
 
    She tore the chain from her neck, revealing a vial at the end of it. “If I can’t have it, there’s no way I’m letting you have it.” 
 
    She threw it to the ground and the vial attached smashed, leaking the green liquid within onto the snow. 
 
    “NO!” I grabbed her and stabbed her through the chest with the bolt. Her eyes widened in surprise, then she smirked at me. I let go of her body and let it fall to the ground.  
 
    The base of the vial was still intact and still held some of the liquid. I pulled the hip flask from my pocket and quickly emptied the bourbon out of it. Picking up the broken vial, I carefully poured the liquid into the flask. I had no idea what it did or where it came from, but the potential it had wasn’t something I could give up. I scooped up some of the stained snow and added it to the flask too. It might already be ruined, I had no way of knowing.  
 
    Eris’ body had already disintegrated.  I’d acted too soon. Now I had no clue as to why she was here or what she was after. A source of power in Bedford? I thought about the townsfolk. None of them seemed like they were anything more than human. But then how would I know? I never interacted with any of them, more than I had to. Maybe it was time to get to know the locals. 
 
    I walked back to the road and found Eris’ car. She had left the keys in the ignition, that was helpful of her. 
 
    As I opened the door, I heard a bark from down the road. Cerberus came bounding toward me. 
 
    “Hey, boy,” I said. He must have followed Eris. He whined at me, and I stroked his heads to reassure him. “It’s okay. I got the bad woman. Let’s go home.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Once I had put Cerberus back in the garage, I drove into town. I didn’t have a lot to go on, but I was determined to find this source of power. Maybe it could lead me to Hades, although I had no idea where he had fallen. I felt a stab of guilt. Hades wasn’t the only God I could resurrect. What about my mother? But I had less of a chance of finding her body as I did Hades.’ I never discovered where she was sent, I was too busy running away. I ran then, but I wasn’t running anymore. It may only have been a small chance, but I had to take it. 
 
    The diner was quiet when I went in. All the fuss from earlier had calmed down. It was hard to believe that was only this morning. Clark was at the counter, eating some food. I took a seat beside him. He knew this town better than anyone, so he might know something that I didn’t.  
 
    “What can I get you, hun?” the waitress asked. 
 
    “Coffee please, black. He’s paying,” I said, motioning to Clark.  
 
    He looked up, surprised. “I am?” 
 
    “Yeah, just as friends. Right?” I said. 
 
    He nodded. “Sure, put it on my bill.” 
 
    He gave me the once over. “You look a little banged up, what happened?” 
 
    “I was playing with the dog and he knocked me over,” I said. 
 
    He raised an eyebrow but didn’t say anything.  
 
    My coffee arrived and I lifted the mug to take a drink, feeling a twinge of pain in my side. I lifted my shirt to find that the wound caused by the bolt was bleeding. I pressed a napkin to the wound and covered it again with my shirt. I would fix it later. 
 
    “So I was thinking, when you finish eating, maybe you could show me around town.” 
 
    “You’ve lived here for months,” Clark said. 
 
    “I know, but I usually stay at home. I thought it would be nice to get to know the town better.” 
 
    Clark shrugged. “Sure.” 
 
    While he finished his meal, I looked around the room. There were half a dozen customers in the diner. I didn’t know any of them by name, but none of them gave off any sign of magic.  
 
    “You ready to go?” Clark asked. 
 
    I smiled. “Ready.” 
 
    If any of them were helping Eris, they would regret it. I have worn many mantles over the years – Queen of the Underworld, the bringer of death. I may not be a Goddess anymore but I more than live up to those names. Where there are Gods, there is chaos. Bedford better watch out. 
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    My name is Persephone, yes, that one. Two thousand years ago, the Gods fell at the hands of the God killer, but my husband, Hades, saved me by stripping me of my God powers. I fled while my family died and I have carried the guilt ever since. 
 
    Two weeks ago, my old frenemy, Eris showed up in the small town of Bedford where I live. She was searching for a way to raise a God. Her first choice – Ares.  
 
    We fought and I defeated her, but not before she smashed the bottle containing the Elixir needed to raise the dead. I managed to salvage some of it, but will it be enough? 
 
    Now I am searching for the power source hidden in the town, a power that could reunite me with my husband or my mother, Demeter. I don’t want to choose, but that will come later. I need to find what I am looking for first.  
 
    One thing is for sure, small town life is no longer boring. Time to raise a little hell. 
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    I walk slowly through the meadow, my hands trailing through the rows of flowers in bloom all around me. The smell is intoxicating, and I breathe it all in. The sun is shining, the sky clear. I close my eyes, feeling completely at ease. This is my domain. 
 
    A dark shadow blots out the sun and I open my eyes to find my own twin standing before me. She is clothed in black, which matches her eyes. Where I have a crown of brightly colored flowers on my head, she wears a crown of thorns. Night has fallen behind her, while I still stand in the daylight.  
 
    “Make a choice,” she says, her wicked eyes gleaming. She grabs my arm and wrenches me toward her.  
 
    I feel the cold as my body leaves the light, melding with hers. As I melt into her, I watch as all the color fades away and I am left in the darkness… 
 
    The howl of a hellhound woke me. For a moment I don’t know where I am, then it slowly comes back to me. I’m home, in my two bedroom chalet in Bedford. My bedclothes lie on the floor, which explains why I feel so cold. I close my eyes for a second, wondering what the dream means. Probably just a stress dream, but the images linger in my mind. 
 
    Another howl echoed through the house. “Okay, Cerberus, I’m coming,” I called. My three headed mutt was currently housed in my garage. Once the guardian of the Underworld, he was now confined in a box. I’d be howling too if I were him. 
 
    I squinted at the clock, it’s only 5am, still dark outside. Another howl. What the hell is up with him? Was someone trying to break in?  
 
    Swinging my legs out of bed, my feet touched the cold floor and I shivered. I would be glad when winter was over. I like the heat, although the Underworld, contrary to popular belief, is quite cold. 
 
     I lifted my knife from the nightstand, the one my mother had gifted me on my wedding day. It had come in handy over the centuries. The blade is damaged from overuse, but it has saved my ass more times than I can count. It’s also a little piece of her, something I can carry with me wherever I go. 
 
    I really didn’t want any more unwelcome visitors, especially after Eris and her chimera buddy nearly killed me, two weeks ago. That was a blast from the past no one needed. She swept into town, searching for a power source to revive her old lover, Ares. As far as I knew she only had the one creature on her side, but maybe I was wrong.  
 
    Heading downstairs, I opened the door to the garage to check on Cerberus. He was sniffing at something through the garage door. Throwing his heads back, he howled again. His huge frame nearly reached the roof. 
 
    Shit, something is out there.  
 
    Picking my way through the path of half eaten chew toys which litter the floor, I stroke one of his heads to calm him. I could open the garage door, but that would only alert whoever was out there. I wanted the element of surprise.  
 
    Leaving him to howl, I moved quickly, back through the house toward the side door. There was a thump as my big toe connected with the coffee table in the living room and I stopped, swearing under my breath. Hopping on one foot, I waited until the pain subsided.  
 
    I was once an actual Goddess and I was still foiled by a coffee table. How humiliating.  
 
    Pissed now, I was hoped there was an intruder, so I could kick the crap out of them. But to do that, I needed actual shoes. Fumbling in the dark, I found my boots near the front door. I slipped them on and opened the door. A cold wind hit me, making me shiver violently, as it cut through the long sleeved top I had worn to bed. Ignoring the cold as best I could, I moved as silently as possible down the steps and around to the edge of the house.  
 
    The front of the chalet had a security light with a motion detector, it was currently lighting up the snow. It did go off sometimes if an animal happened by, but since getting Cerberus back, animals gave my place a wide berth. Not surprising given what he was. 
 
     Standing in front of the garage was a large stag. It seemed completely unthreatened by the noise Cerberus was making.  
 
    Curious, I stepped forward. It turned to look at me, then slowly walked back into the trees. It was either brave or stupid.  
 
    A memory of Artemis came to mind. She was the huntress after all. When I first became a Goddess, Hades encouraged me to befriend her, but she was a loner who preferred the company of animals to people. Not that I could blame her. 
 
    She took me on a hunt once, showed me how to use a bow. At the time, I felt sorry for her solitary existence, but now I understood it. When you live forever, you eventually watch all the people around you die. The other Gods didn’t count. There was always fighting between Hades and his brothers, Zeus and Poseidon, in particular, but none of them really liked each other.  I never had any siblings, so I couldn’t understand how they could hate each other when no one else could understand what it was like to be a God. 
 
    Of course since Hades gave me a potion to strip me of my Godhood, I was no longer immortal.  
 
    Leave me and save yourself. 
 
    He took that choice away from me, making me drink the potion without telling me what it was. It took away my powers, my immortality, but I still had longevity. I’ve aged a little over the past two millennia, but I still look young. I can be killed, if someone tries hard enough. I imagine one day I will die, but it could be a long way off. 
 
    I was happy to live out my remaining centuries, if that’s what I had left, in solitude, but Eris had changed everything. She found a way to resurrect a God. If I could find the power source she was looking for, I would have that power too. I thought of Hades and my mother, Demeter. If I was forced to choose between them, who would I bring back? 
 
    I couldn’t think about that now. First, I needed to find the power source, then I needed to work out how to use it and then I needed to figure out where they had fallen. Choosing was far down my list of impossible tasks. 
 
    I headed back inside and switched on the coffee maker. Since I was up, I might as well stay up.  
 
    Switching on a few lamps, I poured myself some coffee, before moving to the far wall which was covered in my research. I had removed several pictures from the wall to accommodate it. They were propped against the bookshelves that lined the far wall. I’m used to moving around a lot, so I try to travel light, but I always make sure that I take my book collection with me.  
 
    After Eris met her end, I went to her hotel room to see what was there. I discovered a map of the world hidden in her suitcase, along with some questionable outfits. Eris had marked different spots on the map, spots where she believed the Gods had fallen to Earth. Hades wasn’t on it, nor my mother. Ares though, she was certain he had fallen close to Bedford, within a fifty mile radius at least. How she came to this conclusion was beyond me, but knowing how obsessed she was with Ares, I had little reason to doubt it.  
 
    I really should have kept her alive longer to find out what she knew, but once again my impulsive nature got the better of me. And my anger at being beaten by a second rate nymph at best. 
 
    It didn’t matter, I was putting it together myself. The liquid from the vial she had smashed could only be one thing. The Elixir of Life. It was rare even in my time, only a few healers knew how to make it. It could revive a person on the brink of death, but I’m sure it worked differently on a God. Combined with this power source, it must have the power to resurrect them. I just had to find it.  
 
    I lifted the flask off the table, it once held bourbon, but now it held hope. I carried it with me when I left the house. There was no way I was going to risk losing it. 
 
     I had added my own map to the wall, a map of Bedford. There was a red pin in every house except half a dozen of them. They were the residents I had checked and eliminated from my search. None of them, as far as I could tell, had any power or any connections to the Gods.  
 
    The next name on the list was Harris Johansen. He owned a small antiques store in town. It opened at eight, so I had a while before I could visit him. According to the information I had gleaned, he was 73 years old and a widower.  His wife died nearly fifteen years ago. Clark said he kept to himself.  
 
    Dan Clark, the local deputy, had been helping me narrow down my list. Not that he knew what he was doing, I pretended that I was interested in getting to know the locals. I think he thought I was using it as an excuse to see him. He had already asked me out, but I had turned him down. It wasn’t like I could have a relationship anyway. Not ageing tends to raise questions and I was trying to bring my husband back from the dead so… 
 
     Each morning, he would meet me in the local diner for coffee and we would talk about the town. Clark was a nice guy, I guess. For a cop anyway. Lately though, I don’t know, he seemed…I think he wants more. He asked me if I wanted to grab dinner with him and since then I had been avoiding him. I wasn’t trying to string him along, I just needed information and he was pretty much the only person I spoke to in town. I’m not great at making friends, I don’t form attachments. What is the point when I will outlive them all? I made that mistake early on and the more people I lost, the harder it became.  
 
    At least I have Cerberus. He’ll never die on me. 
 
    So was that to be my life? Alone with just a dog for company? Better than being an old cat lady, I suppose. 
 
    No, if I had any say in it, I would figure this out and get my life back.  
 
    Harris Johansen. I would check him out today and get through the list in the next couple of days. One of them was bound to be who I was looking for. After Harris there was a woman called Alex Pond and a man called Elias Tinker. Neither of them were particularly interesting on paper, but that didn’t mean they weren’t hiding something.  
 
    Draining my cup, I turned away from the board, feeling a twinge in my side. Lifting my shirt, I peeled back the bandage to check it. A clear liquid oozed from the wound. It really should have healed by now. Damn you, Eris. 
 
    She had shot me with an arrow from the crossbow of Athena. It had only nicked me, but it was the most powerful weapon I knew of. It just needs more time to heal. I cleaned it up and put on a fresh bandage.  
 
    When eight o’ clock came, I checked on Cerberus before heading into town.  
 
    Bedford was a small town, only 10,000 residents. I’ve moved around a lot over the last few centuries and I normally stick to big cities where no one would notice me, but Bedford, I don’t know, I just felt drawn to it for some reason. Considering what happened with Eris and the potential power source, maybe it wasn’t as coincidental as I thought. Not that I believed in fate or anything like that. Hades used to say that everyone has their role to play. I believe we make our own path. Otherwise we are all slaves to fate with no real power. 
 
    Bedford was the kind of town where everyone was too interested in their neighbor’s business, which I guess was useful to me at this point in time, but I tried to avoid people as much as possible. How long before they started asking questions about the strange recluse who never aged? 
 
    I found a spot to park near the Sheriff’s station. I kept my head down as I powerwalked by, just in case Clark spotted me. 
 
    The antique store was called Treasures Past. Judging from the peeling paint and the dirty windows, I doubted business was going well.  
 
    A bell jingled above the door as I entered the store and I immediately started coughing when I was hit by a wave of dust. Someone needed a cleaner – stat! 
 
    “Hello,” I called. I took a few steps forward, the floorboards creaking under my feet.  
 
    The store was dimly lit, the shelves jammed with objects. A long wooden counter ran along the back wall, but there was no sign of Harris Johansen or anyone else for that matter.  
 
    “Is anyone here?” I called again. 
 
    “Only another old antique, I’m afraid,” said a creaky voice. 
 
    He appeared from behind the shelves. He was short, only 5’3, bent and wizened, wearing an old brown cardigan and round reading glasses. He looked like a kindly old grandfather.  
 
    “Mr. Johansen?” 
 
    “That’s me. How can I help you?” 
 
    “Uh, well, I’m interested in any antiques from Ancient Greece.” 
 
    “Ancient Greece. That’s quite an unusual request.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m a history buff. I love Ancient Greece. I know it’s a long shot, but would you have anything from that era?” 
 
    “Most of my things are Victorian at best,” he said, waving a hand at the shelves. 
 
    “Oh. Well, never mind.” 
 
    “Don’t rush off just yet. Let me make some tea. I would love to talk to you. And I had a delivery of items today, maybe something will catch your eye?” 
 
    I didn’t want to sit around drinking tea, not when I had two other people to check, but there was something about him.  It had been a long time since I took the time to just sit and talk. 
 
    “Sure, that sounds great.” 
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     “Ancient Greece was a fascinating era. Full of adventure, intrigue and danger. What made you fall in love with it?” Harris asked. 
 
    We were seated at the counter and he had brewed some tea. He had an old fashioned teapot which I thought suited him. There was a layer of dust on it though as there was with everything else in the store. I guess he had trouble with the upkeep given his age, but when he spoke, he seemed more like an excited kid than an old man. 
 
    “Well, I guess I always imagined what it would be like to live there,” I said. 
 
    “An exciting prospect, although I would certainly miss little luxuries like flushing toilets.” 
 
    I chuckled. I’ve lived through every invention mankind has come up with in the past two millennia, some good, some downright scary. Things have definitely improved, but sometimes I miss the simple life I lived with my mother. We tilled the land, grew our own food. I mean I wouldn’t turn down Chinese takeout, but people had no idea how easy they had it nowadays. Everything you could ever need, delivered straight to your door. It was insane. 
 
    I sipped at the tea he had given me. It was quite strong, Earl Grey, I think. I’m more of a coffee person. 
 
    “I particularly like the myths about the Gods,” I said. 
 
    “Oh yes, that Zeus was quite the ladies’ man,” Harris laughed.  
 
    Ladies man was being kind, he was a dog. Zeus even came sniffing around me once. He left with a bloody nose and a limp. Obnoxious jerk. 
 
    He tried to catch me alone, when I was back on Earth, coming to me disguised as a human. A farm boy. I don’t know why he thought that would appeal to me. I guess because I used to live on a farm.  
 
    The boy was handsome, with golden locks and a great smile, perhaps if I had been single, and human, I would have given him a second look. As it was, I was too preoccupied with my new duties as a Goddess. I took it seriously, I didn’t want to disappoint Hades. 
 
    “You are a true beauty,” Zeus said. “I must have a kiss.” 
 
    I laughed at him. “Do you know who I am?” 
 
    “The Goddess of Beauty?” he said, flashing me a grin. 
 
    “Nice try. I think you should move along,” I said, trying to get by him.  
 
    “Not without that kiss,” he said, grabbing my arm.  
 
    When I couldn’t get my arm free, I realized he wasn’t a human.  
 
    “Get off me,” I snapped. 
 
    Zeus morphed into his true form, laughing at my distress. That’s when he found out the hard way not to mess with me. 
 
     That was the God way of thinking though – see, want, have. Well he wasn’t having me. I don’t know why Hera stayed with him, I would never betray my husband like that. 
 
    “I think the Gods represent the flaws in all of us,” Harris said. “They were powerful but also vain, arrogant creatures.” 
 
    “Can’t argue with that. Have you ever read anything about a God killer?” 
 
    He rubbed his chin as he thought. “A God killer? Well, they said that no mortal weapon could kill a God. So if something like that existed, it would have to be extra special. Where did you hear the phrase?” 
 
    “I was doing some reading and it was mentioned. I mean there is no real evidence of what happened to them.” 
 
    “Well, they were myths. But with most old beliefs, they were replaced with new ones and the old simply faded away.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” How could I explain it to him? He thought we were talking about imaginary beings. They didn’t fade, they were brutally murdered. 
 
    “The idea of a weapon that could kill the Gods is an interesting one. Give me a few minutes, I’ll consult my books, see if there is any mention of a God killer.” 
 
    He headed into the back of the store. Not wanting to sit idle, I took a walk around the store, checking out the items he had on display. Most of it was old vases and ornaments. Nothing particularly noteworthy. I held onto a few things from the old days, but over time I had to sell them to survive. I was a lot better with money now, I knew how to invest. I had no idea how much I had accumulated, it was divided between several different accounts across the world, but it was a lot. Money was only important to me in that it helped hide my identity. I didn’t live extravagantly, my car is a ten year old Ford. The house was rented. My only vice was expensive shoes, but a girl has to have her Prada.   
 
    I pushed aside a few old clocks, thinking I was wasting my time. No pun intended. My knuckles bumped against a wooden box. I fished it out of the rubble and wiped off a thick layer of dust. I inhaled sharply when I recognized the design on the lid. Doves. This was the box that Hades gave me before our wedding. It contained Ambrosia at the time, his wedding present to me. It was empty now and true, it had been over 2000 years since I last laid eyes on it, but I was certain it was the same box. 
 
    I tried to remember where it had ended up. I brought it to my mother’s house, to give her half of the Ambrosia. Then what? Did I bring it back to the Underworld with me? I think I did. 
 
    The box survived because it was God made, but that didn’t explain how someone could retrieve it from the Underworld. Or why. 
 
    “I’m afraid I’ve misplaced the book,” Harris said, reappearing from the back. 
 
    I stepped into the aisle and held up the box. “Where did you get this?” 
 
    His smile faded and the old man sighed. “Oh, Persephone, I wish you hadn’t found that.” 
 
    “I never told you my name.” 
 
    He grinned at me, then his mouth grew wider and wider until the skin split and fell away.  My heart began to race. I watched as it shucked off the human skin and unfurled its tentacles. Not a man at all, but a demon.  
 
    I placed the box back on the shelf and pulled out my knife, knowing it might not be enough. 
 
    “Okay, slimy. Let’s go.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Hades 
 
      
 
    “The prophecy states…” 
 
    “I don’t care what the prophecy says, the idea that there is a weapon on this earth that can kill a God is ludicrous,” Zeus said. 
 
    I took a breath, trying to rein in my temper. Zeus never listened to anything anyone had to say. He was so arrogant, but then he had gotten the best deal when it came to dividing up power. He gained dominion over the sky, Poseidon over the waters and I was left with the dead.  
 
     I once believed that I got the worst deal, but over time I realized that my role as guardian to the dead, suited me. I preferred to live in solitude, or I did in the beginning, before Persephone. 
 
    “It was written long ago. Don’t forget, brother, there was a time when we didn’t exist, and that time will come again.” 
 
    Zeus glared at me, his ice blue eyes boring into me. “You are taking the word of an oracle, a mortal.” 
 
    I started pacing the throne room. How could I make him understand?  
 
    Poseidon sat at the banquet table, across the room, watching us both. We three brothers couldn’t be more different in looks. Zeus was golden haired, Poseidon golden brown, while my hair and eyes were black.  
 
    “Have you nothing to say?” I snapped at him. 
 
    Poseidon glanced at Zeus before saying, “I think I have to agree with Zeus. There’s no proof.” 
 
    “Fine, bury your heads in the sand. I know it’s coming and I am going to be ready for it.” 
 
    I stormed out. 
 
    Returning to the Underworld, I was still furious with them. I had to protect Persephone. Ever since I had fallen for her, I had changed. My first thoughts were always of her.  
 
    Heading deep into the Underworld, I paid a visit to the demon’s pit, a huge cavern with a hole in the ground which ran all the way through the Earth.  Demons were creatures formed of greed, violence and misery, but it was through them that I first learned the term God killer. 
 
    “Show yourself, you vile creature,” I demanded, looking down into the pit.  
 
    A shape formed out of smoke and the demon looked up at me. “You summoned me, Master,” it said. It used the term in jest, I was not their master, I was their jailer. They were deemed too dangerous to remain on Earth, upsetting the natural order. This demon had a name – Chamos. It liked to play on mortal’s fears, slowly driving them mad. 
 
    “I found the oracle’s scrolls, I know the prophecy is true. Tell me more about the God killer.” 
 
    “Why would I do that? What do I get in return?” 
 
    “Tell me or I will have you tortured,” I said coldly. 
 
    The smoke changed and it appeared that the creature was grinning at me. “I am in eternal torment already. Your threats do not frighten me.” 
 
    “I need to know what this weapon is,” I said. 
 
    “And I need to be free.” 
 
    I fell silent for a moment. “No. I will never set you free. I’ll find another way.” 
 
    As I walked away, the creature started to laugh, growing louder and louder, the sound echoing off the cave walls. 
 
    I flicked my wrist and the laughter turned to screams. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    3 
 
      
 
    Tentacles. I hate tentacles. Especially when they are throwing me around a store. I ran at Harris, knife raised, but he whipped a slimy tentacle at me, catching me in the chest. I flew across the room, crashing into the shelves. They broke under my weight and I landed badly on broken pottery. I could feel the shards cutting into my flesh. Ignoring the pain, I picked myself out of the debris and launched myself at it again, aiming for the center mass. From the look of it, it was a demon, escaped from the Underworld when Hades fell. There were a lot of creatures down there, without Hades to keep them locked away, most of them had probably escaped back to Earth. Some could disguise themselves as humans, while others could possess them. Either way they were disgusting, vile creatures. The smell alone from Harris made me want to vomit. 
 
    A tentacle whipped me across the face and I felt the skin split open. I put a hand to my cheek, to find it dripping with blood. That is going to leave a mark. 
 
     In retaliation I drove the knife into the tentacle, pinning it to the counter. Then I realized that I had lost my only weapon. Time to improvise.  
 
    Ducking another tentacle, I hopped the counter, grabbing the teapot on the way. I tossed the contents at its one eye and it roared in pain. I used this to my advantage to start punching it relentlessly. My hands sank into its soft flesh, sending blue goo flying.  
 
    It back off, using its tentacles to keep me at bay, morphing back into to something vaguely resembling human. It was still covered in slime though and it had only the one eye in the center of its forehead, no nose and a gaping mouth. “You fight dirty! I’m not surprised, I heard many stories about you over the years.” The voice was more high-pitched than the old man’s had been. I couldn’t believe I fell for his disguise, but unlike a glamor, he had the ability to change his shape at will. 
 
    He pulled away from me. “Why are you really here?” 
 
    I lowered my fist. “There’s a power source here. I need it.” 
 
    Leaning against the counter, I winced as pain shot through my side. It was never going to heal at this rate. 
 
    “Whatever you are looking for, it isn’t here. Your little friend was here too. Eris, is it?” 
 
    “It was. She’s dead.” 
 
    He chuckled. “I’m not surprised. I know why she wanted it, she wanted to resurrect Ares. The Gods are dead, and they will stay dead. You are a relic, you shouldn’t even be here.” 
 
    “Well it is an antique store.” 
 
    That horrible grin again. “I won’t help you find it.” 
 
    “But you know what it is, don’t you?” I said. 
 
    “Maybe,” he said, slithering away from me. 
 
    “Help me out here, is it bigger than a bread box? Smaller?” 
 
    “Smaller,” he said. 
 
    “I’m sure we can work out a deal. Tell me what I’m looking for.” 
 
    “A bargain with the Goddess of Death. Interesting.” 
 
    “I’m not the Goddess of Death.” 
 
    His beady eye was studying me. “Hades may have controlled Hell, but you, Persephone? All that power went to your head. I know about your little reign of terror, even in the darkest recesses of Tartarus, we heard about your exploits. It’s how you earned your name – bringer of death.” 
 
    He was right. I don’t like to think of those dark days but shortly after I became a Goddess I lost my mind. The power, no one can prepare you for it, how it feels. You are invincible, immortal, and bit by bit, humans stop seeming important. Their lives don’t matter as much anymore. It was worse when I was away from Hades, he was the only one who knew how to keep me in check. There was another reason why I was acting power crazy, a reason I didn’t discover until later. 
 
    As Goddess of the Spring I had dominion over new life, flowers and plants would blossom when I returned to the Earth. I was worshipped by humans and that made things worse. I started to crave it. One spring, I was visiting a temple dedicated to me. I overheard a man complaining about leaving an offering to me. He didn’t see the point in honoring a new Goddess, of wasting what little food he had on the likes of me. The slight did not go unpunished. For miles around the temple, all the vegetation began to die. I let it die. So many people suffered because of me. People died because of me, including the man. His son was in a bad way too, but he was stronger than his father and he managed to survive.  When my mother discovered what I had done, she was ashamed of me, but it didn’t stop me.  
 
    Finally, Hades had to drag me home and lock me away for my own good. I felt so much guilt afterwards. 
 
    “Then you know what I am capable of,” I said, trying to hide the waver in my voice.  
 
    “What you were capable of. I have a better idea. Beg.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Beg me, and I will consider telling you.” 
 
    I felt anger build inside me, this pathetic creature wanted me to beg?  It was nothing more than a pus filled bug. It was beneath me, there was no way in hell I would beg it for information. 
 
    “Fuck you,” I replied.   
 
    “Then you can die.” 
 
    The tentacles reappeared, but I was ready. I had been eyeing an old sword on the wall. It was rusted but it would do the trick. Lightning fast, I grabbed it and faced him. Harris wasn’t going to go down easy though. One of the tentacles whipped out and jabbed me in the wound on my side. I doubled over in pain.  
 
    A tentacle wrapped around my legs and I was yanked into the air. Hanging upside down, I watched in horror as Harris’ mouth opened wide to reveal several rows of teeth. He started to lower me toward them. I still had hold of the sword. Its foul breath hit me and I gagged. When I got close enough, I stabbed him in the throat with it. He let out a strange gargling noise, before dropping me on the floor.  
 
    Getting to my feet, I retrieved my knife and before he could recover, I jammed the knife straight into his eye.  His whole body start to quiver and shake.  
 
    “Uh-oh,” I muttered as I realized what was about to happen. I tried to jump the counter again but didn’t duck in time to avoid being spattered by blue goo as he exploded.  
 
    Sinking to the floor, I wiped goo off the back of my head and shook it onto the floor. Yuck.  
 
    Demons were so disgusting, but they were also dumb, hungry creatures who took what they needed. Why would one disguise itself as an old man to run an antiques store of all things? There had to be something here that it was protecting. I got up, trying to ignore the pain in my side.  
 
    The back of the store contained a small office, a kitchenette area and a restroom. The office was small with only a desk and a filing cabinet. I stood in the room, wondering where he would hide something valuable.  
 
    “There,” I whispered when I spotted it. The back wall. I could see an outline like a door in the wood panelled wall. It wasn’t immediately visible to the naked eye, not if you weren’t looking for it. I ran my hands over the wood, searching for a handle. When I found none, I pushed on it and it popped open. Beyond it, I discovered shelves of artefacts from back in the day. A lot of them. Pottery, coins, jewelry, some of it I even recognized. The bastard had raided my bedchamber in the Underworld. The items were overflowing onto the floor, it would take weeks to go through it all. I did a quick sweep, but nothing jumped out at me. 
 
    “Damn hoarder,” I muttered. 
 
    What was I going to do? Someone would come into the store eventually, looking for Harris. Perhaps the demon had chosen his persona well. Who wouldn’t be concerned if an elderly man went missing. I needed a long-term plan, time to go through all of this without looking suspicious. 
 
    After I locked the front door, I pulled out my cell phone which was miracously still intact, aside from a crack up the middle of the screen. At least it still worked. I’d rather live my life without one, but I have to admit I do like Googling. Having all the power at your fingertips, well I confess it gives me a rush. Not as much as being a Goddess, but it was a close second. 
 
    Scrolling through my contacts, I searched for Jean-Pierre, my money guy. You would be amazed at the interest you accrue over several centuries. I had to keep willing the money to myself every few decades.  
 
    “Persephone, haven’t heard from you in a while. How’s Buttcrack, Nowhere treating you?” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “It’s fine. Listen, how quickly can you free up some money?” 
 
    “Depends. How much do you need?” 
 
    “I’m not sure. Enough to buy a store. I’ll send you the details.” 
 
    “Okay, don’t really see you in a customer service role, but whatever. Let me know how much the owner is asking for it.” 
 
    “The owner…died recently. No other family. Is that going to be an issue?” 
 
    “Well, it won’t be easy. Depends how much debt he had and other factors. It could take months, maybe longer.” 
 
    “I don’t have months, I need it now.” 
 
    Jean-Pierre sighed. “So what you need is something that gives you at least temporary ownership of the store. I know a guy. If anyone contests it though, it might not hold up in court.” 
 
    “I just need access for a few weeks, max.” 
 
    “I’ll get back to you.” 
 
    I’ve learned that it’s better to at least look legit or people start digging and I have a lot to hide. Jean-Pierre was on the run for tax evasion when I met him, on vacation in Barbados. He doesn’t have a problem dealing with matters that aren’t strictly legal and he has good instincts when it comes to where I should invest my money. I’m not totally stupid though, he only has access to one of my accounts, just in case he tries to do a disappearing act with my money. I don’t fully trust him, but he has helped me out a lot in the three years I’ve known him.  
 
    Before I started looking at the artefacts, I needed to clean up all traces of Harris. If anyone asked I could pretend he left town and I was watching the store for him. The question was, did I open up or not? There might be less questions if I stayed open, he didn’t seem to get a lot of customers anyway.  
 
    Tying my long dark hair back, I unearthed the cleaning supplies and got to work. The goo was sticky, but it easily dissolved in bleach. I scrubbed until my arms ached, but finally the place was presentable again. The shelves would need fixed, but I could worry about that later. For now, I stacked them up in the corner, salvaging the antiques that had survived the fight.  
 
    Now I just needed to decide what to do with the skin. It was so gross. I lifted it gingerly and was stuffing it into a trash bag when I heard the door open behind me. 
 
    I whirled around to find a teenage boy behind me. He was tall with glasses and he was holding a key. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” I said. 
 
    “I could ask you the same thing. Where’s Mr. Johansen?” 
 
    “He’s not here anymore. I’m the new owner,” I blurted. 
 
    “What? Gone where? He wouldn’t just leave without telling me.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Gavin, I work here. Mr. Johansen has me help him with inventory.” 
 
    Shit. An employee? I wasn’t expecting that. 
 
    “Well I hate to break it to you, but you are no longer employed. I will make sure you get a generous severance package, but I do not need your help.” 
 
    “I didn’t get paid to work here, I am a history major, Mr. Johansen was showing me the ropes. Did he leave a number where I could reach him?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Sorry, no.” 
 
    Gavin narrowed his eyes at me. “I’ll be back.” 
 
    He left the store in a hurry. I never thought that Harris would have anyone working for him. Stupid. I doubted he was going to take my word for it that Harris was gone, he would try to contact him. I sent a quick text to Jean-Pierre asking him to send the documents as soon as possible. I just hoped that Gavin was human and not another demon, although demons had a hard time working together, so it was unlikely.  
 
    Worried that I was running out of time, I relocked the door and headed into the hidden room to start my search.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Hades 
 
      
 
    “The Gods will fall at the hands of the God killer,” the woman rasped. She sat at the table, eyes rolled back in her head. 
 
    Hiding my true form under a glamor and wrapped in a cloak, I sat across from her. 
 
    “Tell me what it is, this God killer,” I urged. 
 
    The woman flinched and blood began to pour from her nose. “It is hidden, I cannot…” 
 
    She cried out in pain and the connection was broken. She slumped over the table, breathing hard. 
 
    “What did you see?” I asked, grasping the woman’s hand. 
 
    Her eye widened in horror. “You! By the Gods, there is so much terror in your future.” 
 
    I quickly withdrew my hand, feeling true fear for the first time. 
 
    I threw a few gold coins on the table and left. Despite her dire warning, she hadn’t given me anything useful. 
 
    Another wasted journey.  
 
    I had been scouring the land for another oracle, one who could shed light on the God killer. Mystics, soothsayers, even witches. Not one of them could give me the answers I needed, although most of them repeated what the woman had said. The Gods will fall at the hands of the God killer.  
 
    I originally believed it to be a weapon, but what if it was a person? There were so many demigods, most of them courtesy of Zeus, what if one of them grew strong enough to kill them? 
 
    The strongest by far was Hercules, but he had no reason to want his father dead. Hera on the other hand? Well, she hated that boy.  
 
    This is why I don’t pursue mortals, well not anymore. Not since I got the one I wanted. 
 
    My beautiful Persephone. She was top side at the moment, but in a few short weeks she would be home. I missed her so much when she was gone, but I complied with her wishes to see her mother. I only wanted her to be happy. Which was why I hadn’t told her about the God killer. 
 
    Settling in my chair by the fireplace, I wondered if I had made a mistake. I did not want to worry her, but if there was anyone on this planet who could solve a puzzle like this, it was her.  
 
    No, I can’t tell her. I won’t have her living in fear. 
 
    Contingencies needed to be put in place, to protect not only Persephone, but all of us. I just wished I knew what was coming for us. 
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    It was after midnight, and I was knee deep in ancient junk. While most of the stuff was worth money, nothing so far contained the power I was after. Items of power gave off an aura, kind of like an electrical charge that I could sense. Maybe Harris hadn’t been lying, maybe it wasn’t here, but then I had no idea what it looked like.  
 
    Moving onto a new shelf, I discovered an emerald necklace, one that once adorned my own neck. 
 
    “Our anniversary,” I said, holding it up to the light. 
 
    Three perfect emeralds. One for each of us. 
 
    Tears welled up in my eyes, but I refused to cry. I’d buried a lot about that time in my life, but some things would stay buried. They were just too painful. I put the necklace back on the shelf. 
 
    Moving on, the next object was a cracked hand mirror, I recognized it too. Wiping the glass with my sleeve, I looked into it to see the face of a pig look back. I laughed. It was a trick mirror, enchanted so the user would only see the face of a pig instead of their own reflection.  
 
    Aphrodite didn’t find it funny when I used it on her. She started shrieking in horror, dropping the mirror on the ground. That’s why it was broken. Poor Aphrodite, such a vain creature and so needy, constantly needing people to tell her she was beautiful. Sad, really. 
 
    I stretched, arching my back, I really needed to get some sleep. 
 
    Groaning, I waded out of the room to take a break and make myself some coffee instead. There had to be an easier way to do this. Maybe he kept records.  
 
    I tackled the filing cabinet next. Once I could decipher Harris’ awful handwriting, I discovered that he did keep good records and more. A lot of the Greek stuff was procured by a Mrs. D. I couldn’t find her full name, but it appeared that she would send stuff to him to be appraised and he would take a percentage of the sale. There were records of payments, but he was definitely under paying her. Her address was a few towns over. I made a note of it, in case I had to visit her. 
 
    He had collected research on the Gods too. Old stories, internet research, who knows if it was accurate or not. He was a busy little demon. It took some digging, but I found a short entry on the God killer. I settled at the desk to read it, sipping the crappy coffee I found in the cupboard. I was going to have to buy some better stuff in the morning, or maybe get a cappuccino maker. 
 
    Rumors of the God killer were spreading fast, but the Gods in their arrogance chose to ignore them. They truly believed that they were unkillable. It was only with the death of Dionysus that they realized the end was near. Poseidon, Hades and Zeus worked together to hunt down the God killer, but they failed. Less than a year later, they were all dead. 
 
    A year. Hades knew for a year and he said nothing. How could he lie to me like that? We were all in danger, I had a right to know. Instead, he stripped me of my God powers and left me alone. Surely, I deserved more than that.  
 
    I should just raise my mother and leave him to rot. 
 
    Sighing, I put my head in my arms and rested them on the desk. As much as I loved him, he had a way of infuriating me. Despite offering me the choice to be a God, I was never his equal. I had one foot in his world and another on Earth, pulled between the two. I remembered my dream from earlier.  I never did make a choice. I had my husband on one side and my mother on the other and I couldn’t live without either of them, or at least I thought so at the time. The Godkiller proved that I could survive without them, although in those early days…I almost didn’t make it. The grief was too much. I roamed the land, barely able to function. I didn’t wash or eat, I barely slept. It felt like the world had disappeared beneath my feet and I was falling, endlessly falling. 
 
    That old adage about time healing all wounds, its only partially true. I learned how to numb the pain, how to block it out. Bit by bit, I started seeing color again, I found things that I enjoyed doing. There was a whole world to see and experience.  
 
    My first trip was to Italy, then further west. I’ve circled the globe several times. It was four hundred years before I got up the nerve to return to Greece. It had changed so much yet remained the same somehow. 
 
    My mother’s house was long gone. I tried to find the entrance to the Underworld, but all I found was a stone wall in the side of a mountain. Locked out. 
 
    I’ll admit, as more time passed and more options became available, I considered going back with dynamite and blasting my way in, but what would I find? 
 
    I closed my eyes, feeling exhaustion wash over me. I would just rest my eyes for a minute. 
 
    I awoke to someone pounding on the store door. Sitting up, I checked the clock on the wall. It was morning. I quickly closed the hidden door, checking to see that there was nothing lying around that would raise any questions. Whoever it was banged on the door again. 
 
    “Who is it?” I yelled through the door.  
 
    “Police.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    5 
 
      
 
     “What do you want?” I yelled, worried that someone had reported the noise from the fight, although they took their sweet time getting here, considering the police station was only up the street. What about the kid? Gavin, was it? 
 
    “Open the door, please. We would like to talk to you about Harris Johansen.” 
 
    That little shit! He went to the cops. Okay, act normal, he doesn’t know anything. 
 
    Swearing, I opened the door to find Deputy Tom Carlisle on the other side. At least it wasn’t Clark, although he might be easier to lie to. Carlisle was tall with dark hair that was starting to thin on top. He always wore a sneer on his face, or at least he did when he looked my way.  
 
    “Hello, Officer, what can I do for you?” 
 
    “Deputy. You can start by telling me where Harris is.” He walked into the store, eyes surveying the room. 
 
    Carlisle was a total asshole. I’ve seen him strutting around town, thinking he’s untouchable. Even Clark doesn’t have good things to say about him and he’s his colleague. He looked down at me, gauging my reactions. I tried to keep my face as passive as possible. 
 
    “Harris left town. He said he had urgent matters to attend to, and no he didn’t elaborate.” I crossed my arms. At 5’9, I wasn’t short, but Carlisle was at least 6’3. I wasn’t going to be intimidated by him though. I’ve taken down bigger and uglier than him.  
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “And he left you in charge?”  
 
    “Actually, he sold the store to me. My lawyer is finalizing the details.” 
 
    Carlisle walked slowly around the store, his eyes taking in everything. “Did you clean in here?” 
 
    “Yes, the place is in a frightful state.” There was no point in lying about it, the whole place reeked of bleach. Which couldn’t look any more suspicious.  
 
    He faced me. “Your accent is a little muddled. Where are you from?” 
 
    “All over. Look, I’m happy to supply the paperwork once I get it back from my lawyer.” 
 
    It was his turn to fold his arms. “Miss…? What is your surname again?” This close to him, I could smell his aftershave. I didn’t recognize it, but it was nasty, whatever it was. 
 
    “Smith.” 
 
    He nodded slowly. “Miss Smith. You have a nasty cut on your face.” 
 
    Damn, I forgot about that. 
 
    “I tripped while I was cleaning, fell into a shelf.” 
 
    “Awful clumsy of you.” 
 
    “What can I say? I’m a klutz.” 
 
    “And the broken shelves?” 
 
    “Spring cleaning.” 
 
    He smirked at me. “I think you need to come with me down to the station.” 
 
    “Am I under arrest?” 
 
    “Not yet. Come with me.” 
 
    If I resisted I would look even more guilty. I thought of the bag of skin I had hidden under the counter. I planned on taking it with me when I left and burying it somewhere. If they found it, they would think I was some kind of serial killer.  
 
    Forcing a smile, I said, “Let me grab my coat.” 
 
    I followed Carlisle to the station. I just hoped that Jean-Pierre could get me the paperwork, but it might not even hold up. I learned to avoid the authorities over the years. I couldn’t afford to go to prison. They would discover that my identity was a fake and if I did go to prison, they would see that I didn’t age. Next step, being dissected by some government scientists. 
 
    Adrenaline coursed through me, I should run, right now. Get my car and get the hell out of Bedford. I could leave the country. But if I did then I could kiss goodbye to anything in that store.  
 
    Carlisle opened the door to the station and I hesitated for a moment, before going inside. I would try to front it out and hope for the best. I had a good lawyer. Failing that, I knew a few people who owed me favors. I wondered how they were at jail breaks. 
 
    As I was led into one of the interview rooms, I saw Clark at his desk. His head whipped around when I came in, his brown eyes widening in surprise. He stood up, watching as Carlisle led me through to the back. 
 
    “Don’t I get a phone call?” I asked.  
 
    “Only if you are arrested.” 
 
    “Well I would like to have my lawyer present anyway.” 
 
    “Do you have something to hide?” 
 
    I was getting sick and tired of his attitude. “Can I call him or not?” 
 
    Carlisle led me to the phone. Clark looked like he wanted to speak, but he said nothing. This was Carlisle’s bust but I’m sure he was dying to know what was going on. 
 
     I called Jean-Pierre, knowing that Carlisle was listening to everything I was saying. 
 
    “Hello, it’s me. Look, the police want to talk to me about Harris leaving town. They don’t believe me when I say he is selling me the store. Can you send the paperwork to the Bedford Sheriff’s station?” 
 
    “Uh, I’m going to guess someone’s listening in, but you know I need more time.” 
 
    “Quick as you can.” 
 
    I hung up the phone. Jean-Pierre would know to contact my lawyer, Sully. Hopefully I wouldn’t have any use for him, but it was better to be prepared. 
 
    “Shall we?” Carlisle said, motioning to the interview room. For the next hour, I answered questions about Harris and the store Carlisle liked to repeat himself. I kept my answers short, so I wouldn’t say the wrong thing.  
 
    “Look, Deputy Carlisle, the man wanted to retire, he was 73. He left town for a while, I’m not sure when he will be back. Surely someone has his cell number? He can clear this all up.” 
 
    “I don’t believe Mr. Johansen owned a cell phone,” Carlisle said. 
 
    I threw my hands up. “Well I don’t know what else I can do. I’m sure he will be back soon.” 
 
    “We will be checking your story and Mr. Johansen’s bank accounts. Do us a 1favor and don’t leave town.” 
 
    I forced a smile. “Wouldn’t dream of it. Can I go now?” 
 
    As I was leaving, Gavin came stalking in. “Did you get the truth from her? What have you done with him?” 
 
    Carlisle put a hand on his chest. “Calm down. We are handling it.” 
 
    I tried to get by them to leave, but Gavin started yelling and Carlisle took a step back, swinging his arm out of the way and his elbow connected with my face. Without thinking, I acted on instinct, kicking out Carlisle’s leg. He fell to his knees and I realized my mistake.  
 
    Carlisle got up, turning to face me, his face livid. “Persephone Smith, I am arresting you for attacking a police officer.” 
 
    “It was a reflex,” I protested, but he already had the cuffs out. I was led into a cell in the back.  
 
    “I hope your lawyer is good,” Carlisle said, slamming the cell door. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    “What’s up with that chick?” Carlisle asked. 
 
    I glanced up from my computer. “You did hit her in the face,” I said. 
 
    Carlisle glared at me. “Are you banging her, or something?” 
 
    “What? No,” I said. “We’re…friends.” 
 
    Carlisle snorted. “Yeah, right. I’ve seen the two of you together.”  
 
    I sighed. “We’re not dating.” 
 
    “Who the hell said anything about dating? There is no way you didn’t tap that.” 
 
    Ignoring him, I turned back to my computer. Persephone certainly was an enigma. I’d been trying to figure her out for weeks.  
 
    She told me that her husband had died a few years ago but didn’t go into detail. She was obviously still dealing with that. 
 
    When she asked me to show her around town, I figured she was lonely. I asked her out, but she seemed to be against that idea, but she was also incredibly awkward around people, so who knew? 
 
    “Well look at that,” Carlisle said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Your little beauty queen doesn’t exist before three years ago.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “Just what I say. Bitch is probably a Russian spy.” 
 
    I didn’t answer him. The truth was, I already had her file open in front of me. If she had a false identity, she must have her reasons, reasons that didn’t have to be criminal in nature. I wondered what her story was. 
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    Fifty-four minutes. That’s how long I had been in this jail cell and I was starting to lose my mind already. I HATE being locked up, unable to move around. It reminds me of the early days in the Underworld when I was confined to my room. Mostly because I was always trying to escape. I didn’t want to be a queen, I just wanted to go home. 
 
     I had already done a sweep of the cell, looking for any weaknesses that I could exploit and use to escape. So far, I hadn’t found any. My only choices were to wait to be released or when someone came to open the door I could knock them out and make a run for it. Carlisle would probably shoot me. 
 
    “Hungry?” 
 
    I looked up to find Clark holding out a sandwich. It was such a Clark thing to do, I realized. He was a pain in the ass, but you could always rely on him to do the decent thing.  
 
     I took it from him, realizing that I hadn’t eaten since yesterday. I was starving. Sometimes I can be a little obsessive and I forget things like eating or common sense. 
 
    Clark jammed his hands into the pockets of his khakis. The uniform suited him, I bet a lot of women in town spent their time fantasizing over him with his dark hair and chiselled face. His broad shoulders and well-defined arm muscles were straining against the navy blue shirt. I’m not blind, he is good looking, very good looking, but I’m working on getting Hades back which meant I could look, but wouldn’t touch. 
 
    I unwrapped the sandwich to find that it was ham and cheese. Not my favorite, I was a meatball sub kind of a girl, but it was better than nothing. 
 
    Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth, unless you are the people of Troy! 
 
    Clark was still watching me, a frown on his face. “Thanks,” I said, hoping he would take the hint and leave. 
 
    “What are you playing at?” he asked.  
 
    “I didn’t mean to hit him, you saw what happened, he hit me in the face. What I did, it was just a reflex. I used to take self-defense classes,” I lied. In truth, I had been taught by expert martial artists several centuries ago. You’d be surprised how often skills like that came in handy. Of course, I had been living the civilised life for the last few decades, so I was a little rusty. It was more yoga nowadays than kicking people in the head. 
 
    Clark stared at me. “Is that true? Because Carlisle ran a search on you and he can’t find anything older than three years.” 
 
    Damnit, I knew this would happen. 
 
    “I move around a lot and I changed my name.” Why do people change their name? What sounded plausible? 
 
    “Your married name? Because we can’t find anything about that either. No marriage certificate.” 
 
    Probably because it was two thousand years ago.  
 
    “I was married a long time ago.” To him and everyone else, I look like I’m in my late twenties at most.  
 
    “Well I have a theory. Living out in the middle of nowhere, big dog, potentially fake records. Are you in WitSec? Maybe on the run from that husband of yours?” 
 
    I laughed at the thought. “No, nothing like that.” 
 
    I had no answers for him and I was tired of lying. Better to stay quiet. 
 
    “Carlisle wants to charge you. He thinks it’s suspicious that you have no past. I need something to convince him otherwise.” 
 
    “I don’t know what you want me to say. Besides don’t I have the right to remain silent?” 
 
    He gave me a frustrated look. “I’m on your side, Persephone.” He turned and left.  
 
    Maybe he was trying to help me, but I didn’t want it. What could I tell him anyway? Yeah, I’m two thousand years old and I have to take on new identities every twenty years or people will get suspicious. I’d be locked up in the nut house by night fall.  
 
    Leaning back against the wall, I ate the sandwiches, remembering the last time I was locked up. It was 1503, and I had been accused of witchcraft. Women of wealth were often looked at with suspicion, especially unmarried ones. At times I would hire someone to pretend to be my husband, just so I could travel freely. This was not one of those time. 
 
     I was locked in a dungeon in England with five other women. I remember the dirt floor, the smell of waste. The only thing we had to lie on was a pile of straw. It was hell on earth, and considering where I was from, that was really saying something!  
 
    There was one woman, well a girl really, barely seventeen, they had beaten her and cut off all her hair. Her crime was that she liked to gossip. She said the wrong thing about the wrong person and she was locked away like an animal. It wasn’t the first time it happened, and it certainly wasn’t the last. What surprised me was her spirit. She always had a smile for everyone and would help the other women if they were injured. I sat in the corner for the first few days, ignoring everyone, trying to figure a way out. My bruises and broken bones healed a lot faster than the others, but if our jailers discovered that they would definitely burn me as a witch. Or hang me. Whatever the fashion was at the time. 
 
    One night, we were the only two awake. She was leaning against the wall, staring out the tiny cell window with a smile on her face.  
 
    “How can you smile when we are locked in here?” I asked quietly. 
 
    “Because I can still see the stars,” she replied. 
 
    “The stars can’t help us,” I muttered. 
 
    “No, but they are always there. I find that comforting.” 
 
    At the time, I thought she was an idiot, but she was able to see the good in any situation. She reminded me of my mother. Always thinking of others, and I felt selfish in comparison. I had been given a chance to live by Hades and I was wasting it. I spent years letting the world pass me by, too wrapped up in my own grief and misery to do anything except exist. I vowed to change that if I escaped. But had I? Living my life meant sharing it with someone, making memories, but I couldn’t even do that. That girl was executed a few days later. Only seventeen and I think she lived more in those few short years, than I have in a hundred, or even a thousand. 
 
     I think what bothered me most was that I couldn’t remember her name. Yes, it had been over 500 years, but still. I guess my brain only has enough room for so much information. The names are always the first to go. 
 
    Someone banged on the bars and I looked up to find Carlisle glaring at me. “Your lawyer is here.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Hades 
 
      
 
    She’s home. 
 
    Persephone’s face lit up when she entered the room. I was off my throne in an instant, taking her in my arms. I kissed her passionately. 
 
    “My love, I have missed you,” I said. 
 
    “How much?” she asked breathlessly. 
 
    Shedding her gown, she stood before me. I took in the sight of her beautiful body. The curve of her hips, her full breasts. I grew instantly aroused. 
 
    Picking her up, I took her to the bed. Our love making was frenzied, months of longing and lust coming to a head. 
 
    Afterwards, I lay beside her, watching her sleep. Her thick black hair was splayed out on her pillow, her heart shaped face peaceful.  
 
    I decided there and then that I would do anything to ensure she survived. If the God killer was targeting Gods, then maybe it would be better if she wasn’t one. Ambrosia granted her immortality, but I knew of a man who might be able to reverse the effects.  
 
    “I love you, Persephone,” I whispered. 
 
    Her lips curled into a smile in her sleep. 
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     “And furthermore, you are lucky that my client doesn’t sue this entire station for police brutality.” 
 
    I had to supress a grin as I watched Carlisle’s face as Sully laid into him. He hadn’t been able to get a word in edgeways since Sully started talking. Jean-Pierre had called him and he had come right down. Lawyers didn’t come any better than Montgomery Sullivan, or Sully as he preferred. That man could argue his way out of an empty room. He was one of the few humans I actually had respect for, even if he was only called when I was in trouble. God knows what he thought of me, but he wasn’t paid to ask questions, he was paid to keep me out of jail. 
 
    I could see Clark watching the exchange and was that a ghost of a smile I saw on his face? I think it was. 
 
    “If you have any other questions, you can call me on this number.” He pushed a business card across the desk to Carlisle, before turning to leave. I resisted the urge to flip Carlisle off. 
 
     I followed Sully out of the building before saying, “Always entertaining, Sully. Although I don’t think it will be enough to get Carlisle off my back.” 
 
    “That’s why you will have to buy the store legally, from his estate.” 
 
    I sighed. “That’s going to take too long.” 
 
    “You can speed it up by offering well above the asking price.” He seemed eager to leave, which considering the distance he had to drive to get here, I couldn’t blame him. 
 
    “Okay, do it.” 
 
    Sully nodded and got into his red Porsche. I paid him enough to buy several Porsches over the years. I’ve never seen the point in them. A car is a car as far as I’m concerned. 
 
    My first encounter with Sully was about five years ago when I got into trouble over a bet. I bet a rich business man that I could drink him under the table and if I won he had to give me a million dollars. If he won, I had to spend the night with him. My metabolism is not like a normal human’s, so I agreed.  
 
    When he slumped onto the table after about a dozen shots, I tried to take the briefcase full of cash from his bodyguard. The bodyguard wasn’t very cooperative and…well let’s just say it didn’t end well for him and I needed some legal help. I got my money in the end though. I wasn’t interested in going to court over it, so I waited until he was passed out in his hotel room, snuck in and took the briefcase. I haven’t been back to Vegas since. Maybe in a few decades when he is dead. 
 
    As soon as Sully was gone, I headed back to the store. I needed to get rid of that skin before someone found it. That would be hard to explain. I worried that Carlisle would be watching me now. 
 
    As I burst into the store, I found Gavin there.  He was behind the counter, flipping through the pages of a ledger. 
 
    “What are you doing here? Don’t tell me they let you go!” he said. 
 
    “You seem surprised. I told you, I’ve done nothing wrong, now I want you out of my store.” 
 
    “It’s not your store. I’m going nowhere. I’m going to make sure that you aren’t stealing from Mr. Johansen.” He stabbed a finger onto the ledger. 
 
    “That would be redundant, I would be stealing from myself. Make yourself useful then. You can make some coffee.” 
 
    He looked shocked that I wasn’t strong arming him out the door, but I needed to try and act normal. I didn’t need him running to the cops again. That meant putting up with the little shit for now. “Okay. But only because I need one for myself. Not because you told me to.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Teenagers got more and more belligerent with every generation. Once he was out of sight, I grabbed the trash bag, making sure it was tied up. I was going to hide it, but Gavin appeared in the doorway. 
 
    “I’m just going to take the trash out,” I said. 
 
    “I’ll do it,” he muttered, reaching for the bag. I pulled it back, not trusting that he wouldn’t open it. 
 
    “I’m perfectly capable, thank you,” I said with distain.  
 
    Pushing past him, I found the back door which led to the alley way behind the stores. The dumpster was overflowing, definitely due to be collected. Could I risk leaving it in the dumpster and hoping no one found it? Not with Carlisle lurking. He would need a warrant to check the store, but not the trash.  
 
    I glanced back at the store to see Gavin watching me through the open door, sipping on his coffee. Lifting the lid, I threw the bag into the back of the dumpster. I would come back for it tonight and bury it in the woods. 
 
    I left a little while later, I needed to check on Cerberus and to take a shower. I really didn’t like leaving Gavin behind. I had closed up the secret room, but he might already know about it. He said that Harris wasn’t paying him a wage, but maybe he was slipping him the odd antique? But that didn’t sound like something a demon would do. Actually, I’m surprised it didn’t just eat him. I would have the first time he opened his mouth. 
 
    Just act normal, or you’ll end up back in the cell. 
 
    Cerberus was happy to see me, he doesn’t like being left alone. “Hey, boy, sorry, I have to take care of something. Do you want to go for a run?” 
 
    He bounced up and down and let out a yip. Opening the garage door, I watched as he took off into the trees, sending the wildlife fleeing. I shook out his blankets and cleared away some of the toys. There wasn’t much left, he must be eating them. I made a mental note to buy some more when I was in town again. Maybe it was time to upgrade to actual bones. I could probably get something at the butchers. 
 
    While he was out, I showered, changed my clothes and grabbed a coffee. After everything that had happened in the last twenty four hours, I wondered if it was time to put Bedford in my rearview mirror. Too many questions were being asked, how long before Carlisle came looking for me again and Sully couldn’t get me out?  
 
    No, I’ve come this far. 
 
    Call me stubborn, and plenty of people have over the years, but I wasn’t going to throw in the towel just yet. I would get rid of the skin, then empty the store of anything that could be the power source. I had a go bag ready, if I had to use it, I would. I always keep one, with a change of clothes, money and a new identity. The only thing I would hate to leave behind is my book collection. It had happened a few times in the past and I had to start again from scratch. I ran my hand along the book shelves.  
 
    Stories were an escape, a way to forget my own tragic life for a little while. I had collected quite a few first editions over the years, classic writers like Austen and Shelley. I also liked some of the new stuff, particularly paranormal romance. What can I say, it speaks to me. 
 
    When night fell, I drove back to town, but parked several blocks from the store. I wore a black hoodie over dark jeans. Bedford was quiet, the main highlight was a bar, but it was on the other side of town, so for now, there was no one around. Cutting through the alleyways, I made my way back to the dumpster. It was so dark, I had trouble seeing where I was going. I kept tripping over trash as I walked. I had to slow down, the last thing I needed was to face plant into rotting garbage. 
 
    I reached what I hoped was the correct dumpster. I pulled out my phone and switched on the flashlight app. The light was blinding compared to the dark, I needed to be quick in case anyone saw me. The kind of people who hang out in dark alleys are probably up to much worse. 
 
    I flipped open the lid, heaved myself up and started checking the trash bags. From the smell, I was guessing that the restaurant two doors down was using this dumpster too. I gagged at the smell. Mexican, I was guessing. 
 
    “Come on, where are you?” I muttered.  
 
    Tearing open the next trash bag, I found the skin when my hand sank into it. I shuddered. Gross. 
 
    As I stepped down from the dumpster, I heard a door open. Slamming the phone against my chest to douse the light, I backed into the shadows and held my breath.  
 
    A man in an apron appeared from the restaurant, carrying a trash bag of his own. He hefted it into the dumpster. 
 
    When he went back inside, I jimmied the lock on the store door and slipped inside. I hated all this sneaking around, this was all Eris’ fault. If she hadn’t come here, then maybe none of this would be happening. But then I wouldn’t have Cerberus back. He was the one bright spot in all of this. 
 
    Switching the light on in the office, I opened the hidden door. All the items were as I left them.  
 
    I took some time and went through the files again, searching for any mention of Ares.  
 
    I found one file marked The Cult of Ares.   
 
    “Shit, not those psychos,” I muttered.  
 
    The Cult of Ares was formed when he was still walking the Earth. Worshippers would do anything to honor him, including violent acts and not limited to murder. They would tattoo his symbol on their right forearm. It was the symbol for Mars with his name in Greek. 
 
    The file contained information on the cult and a list of three names. Three names I recognized from my research, they were residents of Bedford. The cult was here in town. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
    Hades 
 
      
 
    “You are the God of War! Who else would I come to for help bringing down the God killer?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Athena?” Ares said, popping a grape into his mouth. He surveyed his temple, checking out the offerings that had been left. He liked to come down once a month to check he was still worshipped and adored. 
 
    “You are the expert on weapons. I need to know what I am looking for. The latest oracle said that the God killer was forged using the essence of a God. What does that mean?” 
 
    Ares shrugged. “I don’t know. Blood perhaps?” 
 
    “You can make a weapon out of blood?” 
 
    “Yes, there’s iron in it, but you would need a lot of it.” 
 
    “How would anyone even get our blood? We are the only ones who can make each other bleed.” 
 
    “I’ll make you bleed right now, if you don’t leave me in peace,” Ares muttered. 
 
    “Don’t test me, Nephew. I am trying to prevent our demise.” 
 
    “I know, I have heard the rumors. They are spreading across the land thanks to you.” 
 
    He knew the humans were beginning to talk, but he didn’t care. Whether they knew or not, it wouldn’t change anything. 
 
    He noticed an altar covered in swords. Ares liked weaponry as an offering too.  
 
    “Call for all the weapons in the land to be melted down.” 
 
    Ares looked at him like he had grown a second head. “You think the mortals are going to hand over their weapons?” 
 
    “They will if you order it. It could be melted into a statue and dedicated to you.” 
 
    He was definitely considering it, but then he shook his head.  
 
    “No, Uncle. Take your crusade elsewhere.” 
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    Why did it have to be them? Ares wasn’t the only God who spawned a cult, but his was the most enduring. Certainly, the most violent. 
 
     In my day, they practised openly, offering sacrifices to Ares and starting wars. It got so bad that Zeus ordered Ares to strike them down to stop them from spreading. Ares followed his father’s orders, but he didn’t get them all. The few survivors, rather than be discouraged, believed that they were the chosen few. That Ares had spared them because they were the most loyal.  
 
    They went underground, growing their numbers and they were smart enough to stay under the radar, for a while at least.  
 
    In 1979, I was living in Wyoming. I was on a solo camping trip when I came across a tent that had been torn apart. 
 
    “Hello?” I called as I approached the tent, wondering if a bear had attacked the occupants. I didn’t see any blood or body parts, but something about it felt wrong. I shivered, despite it being broad daylight.  
 
    The best thing to do would be to report it as soon as I got back, but I lingered. Everything seemed normal, but it was what was out of place that mattered. Closing my eyes, I listened to the sounds around me. Birds, the river in the distance and there was something else. Someone was crying. 
 
    Following the noise, I found a woman huddled beside a tree about thirty feet from the tent. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    She was young, maybe twenty-one, with red hair and blue eyes. Her eyes were red from crying and her clothes were dirty, but she didn’t appear to be hurt from what I could see. 
 
    “They took her,” she whispered. 
 
    “Who?” I asked, crouching down beside her. 
 
    She backed away from me, looking like an animal that had been cornered.  
 
    “It’s okay, I’m not going to hurt you,” I said. “Tell me what happened.” 
 
    “They came in the night, surrounded the tent. I thought they were going to kill us, but they grabbed my friend Jane and dragged her away. I tried to hide in the tent, but they started shaking it and making these weird screeching noises. They were crazy.” 
 
    “Did they hurt you?” 
 
    “No, they ripped up the tent and chased me into the trees, then they left. They have Jane. They were talking about a sacrifice.” 
 
    I swallowed. That sounded bad. “Did you recognize any of them? Did they say where they were going?”  
 
    She shook her head. “No, I didn’t know any of them. But the guy in charge, he had a tattoo.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s something. What did it look like?” 
 
    “It was on his arm,” she pointed to her right forearm, “it looked like a circle with an arrow coming out of it and this weird lettering.” 
 
    I wracked my brain trying to think what it could mean, if anything. It did sound vaguely familiar.  
 
    “Can you draw it?” I said. 
 
    “Yeah,” she said, grabbing a twig and drawing it in the dirt. I recognized it – it was the brand of Ares. More specifically, one used by his cult members. 
 
    “Shit,” I said. 
 
    “You know who he is?”  
 
    “Yes, or at least what he is up to. Listen to me, you need to go and find help. I will look for your friend.” 
 
    She shook her head vehemently. “No, please. Don’t leave me alone.” 
 
    I gripped her arms. “Jane is on her own right now. She’s in danger. If you want to save her, do as I say.” 
 
    I saw the fear she felt for herself shift to fear for her friend. She nodded. “Okay.” Her voice was slightly steadier. I helped her to her feet. 
 
    Once I was sure she was going to keep moving, I headed into the hills. They would want somewhere secluded to work. There was a lot of ground to cover, but I kept walking. What I didn’t tell the girl was that it was probably already too late for Jane. Most sacrifices were performed just before dawn, but maybe she got lucky.  
 
    I walked for over an hour, the hot sun beating down on me. Sweat poured off me and I was ready to head back and find a ranger when I heard laughter in the distance. Up ahead I could see a crop of rocks which were littered with beer bottles. A jean clad leg was stretched out, but i couldn’t see the rest of the owner as he was hidden behind the rocks.  
 
    I took off my backpack and left it on the ground, so I wouldn’t be hindered by it. I sneaked up on them with no real plan in mind. I needed to see if Jane was still alive, then I could decide what to do. 
 
    There were four of them, three men and a woman. They were all lying around, clearly, they had been drinking for a while. I climbed up onto a boulder overlooking their camp. 
 
    Lying on a slab of rock in the middle of their camp was a young blonde girl, I assumed it was Jane. She lay on her side, her face turned away from me. She wasn’t moving.  
 
    Is she dead? Am I too late? 
 
    It was impossible to tell from here.  
 
    One of the men said something and the rest started to laugh. It was a horrible, high pitched sound that reminded me of hyenas.  
 
    “Hail Ares!” one of them yelled and the rest started cheering.  
 
    Fucking animals. 
 
    I needed to find a way to distract them, so I could check on Jane.  
 
    Hurrying back to retrieve my backpack, I fished out the flare gun I kept in it. It was supposed to be used in emergencies in case I got lost, but this definitely counted as an emergency. I only had the one flare though, so I had to make it count. I’d love to shoot one of those bastards right in the face, but that would leave three of them to come after me. For all I knew, they could have guns, although they usually favored knives. Better not take the chance. 
 
    I hid close to where Jane lay and fired the flare off to the opposite side, hitting a rock and causing a big enough commotion to get them to run toward it. 
 
    Moving quickly, I hurried over to Jane. 
 
    “Hey, Jane, can you hear me?” I said. I rolled her onto her back only to find that I was too late. There was a gaping hole in her chest and her heart was missing and from the look of her she had been dead for several hours. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I whispered.  
 
    I ran off before they spotted me. I hurried down the hill, pissed at what they had done. I stopped running and glanced back up the hill. By the time the cops got here they could be long gone. Should I wait for the cops or go back? I could take them, I know I could. I needed to make a decision. 
 
    I made a choice and those assholes were punished. To think that there were members here in town made my skin crawl. If they were members, they would have the tattoo, which would make them easy to identify.  
 
    Of course, it was winter, so how the hell was I going to find the ones with the tattoo when they were all covered up? If anyone had something linked to Ares, then it would be them.  
 
    I couldn’t just go up to people and ask to see their tattoos. If only it was summer, then everyone would be walking round in short sleeves. Unless I found a way to crank up the heat… 
 
    Maybe it was time for a little house warming party. Emphasis on warm. I could turn up the heating and check the rest of the people on my list while I was at it.  
 
    It had been decades since I had thrown a party, I think the last time was in the roaring 20’s. How much could things have changed?  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next day, I was grabbing my morning coffee from the usual waitress, Jenni. “Uh, I’m having a house warming party tomorrow night, open invitation. If you are interested?” 
 
    The waitress looked surprised. The most I said to her was my coffee order and thank you. 
 
    “Um, yeah, well I’ll try to stop by,” she said. She didn’t seem too excited about the idea. This was going to be harder than I thought. I turned and almost walked into Clark.  
 
    “Hey,” he said. “How are you?” He at least looked pleased to see me. 
 
    “Fine. Has Carlisle calmed down yet?” 
 
    “Are you kidding? I’m surprised he didn’t give himself a stroke the way he was cursing you up and down when you left.” 
 
    “Well I always make friends wherever I go,” I said. 
 
    “Just watch your back. If he can’t arrest you, he’ll be sure to bad mouth you all over town. He can’t stand losing.” 
 
    “Oh, well that isn’t going to help matters,” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I was planning on throwing a house warming party tomorrow night. A way to get to know people properly. I guess getting arrested will put people off.” 
 
    “Yeah, not as much as you’d think. The one thing this town loves is gossip. That and free booze. You are planning on serving alcohol?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Hey, everyone! Listen up!” I was surprised to hear him raise his voice, but everyone stopped what they were doing to listen. “Free booze at Persephone’s place tomorrow night. Party starts at eight.” 
 
    A cheer went up around the room. “Okay, I am impressed,” I said.  
 
    Clark grinned at me. “You just need to know how to speak their language. See you at eight?” 
 
    I found myself smiling back. “Sure, as long as I don’t end up arrested again.” 
 
    “We’ll see how it goes, but officially I’ll be off the clock.” 
 
     I guess Clark wasn’t such a square after all. Now I needed to stock up for the party. I spent the rest of the afternoon buying supplies, booze and snacks mostly 
 
    I ran into Gavin as I was getting into my car. 
 
    “Are you planning on opening up the store?” he demanded.  
 
    “I was going to take a few days and go through the inventory first,” I replied. 
 
    “Well you’ll be losing money. There are a few buyers coming up later today. They were interested in some items, but after the shelves ‘collapsed’, I don’t know what is left.” 
 
    “Fine, you open the store then. I’m sure you can handle it,” I said. 
 
    “I thought you wanted me gone.” 
 
    “Damnit Gavin, you are such a pain in the ass. If you want to open the store, then open it. I have more important things to take deal with.” 
 
    He noticed the box of booze in the back seat. “So I see.” 
 
    He stalked off, muttering under his breath. I didn’t have time to deal with his crap now. I had a party to plan and a cult to find. A few choice people were about to receive personal invitations. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    I flipped through the row of shirts hanging in my closet, trying to decide which one to wear to Persephone’s party. I don’t know why I was so worried, it hardly mattered what I wore. But I was nervous, she made me nervous. 
 
    “I’m an idiot,” I muttered. I felt the need to impress her, but she wasn’t interested in me.  
 
    Women as beautiful and intelligent as Persephone did not come by often. He thought he was done with women after he lost Paula, but there was something about her.  
 
    Just don’t make an idiot of yourself tonight. 
 
    I decided on the blue shirt. 
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    The drinks were ready, mostly beer in buckets of ice, but I had plenty of the hard stuff too. My worry was that the ice would melt before everyone arrived. I had cranked the heat up to high. I was already sweating, which was why I chose to wear a short skirt and a tank top. I hid my wall of research in my room and replaced the paintings on the wall. I switched the stereo on to some easy listening music.  
 
    Cerberus was locked away and I had promised him extra time outside if he stayed quiet during the party.  
 
    The doorbell rang at 8:15. I hurried to answer it, expecting to find Clark, but it was three people from town, including Jenni.  
 
    Wow, people are actually showing up.  
 
    “Hi, come on in. Help yourself to a drink.” 
 
    “Thanks, your house is great,” Jenni said. 
 
    More and more people started to arrive and soon the place was full. Clark arrived just after 8:30 and it was a nice change to see him out of the uniform. He was wearing a blue flannel shirt over jeans. He looked good. Really good, and I was starting to wonder if it was the heat making me flush.  
 
    “Looks like the party is going well. Is it me or is it really hot in here?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, the thermostat is broken, sorry. Beer?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, taking the drink I offered him. The other guests were starting to notice the heat too, several of them were shedding their sweaters already. I kept my eyes peeled for a tattoo. I had invited two of the guys from the list, Tony and Pete, but the third apparently left town last month. I just hoped he wasn’t the one I was looking for. 
 
    The first one, Tony, was talking to a blonde in the corner. I went over to them, carrying more drinks. 
 
    “How are you guys? It’s hot, isn’t it? Sorry, problem with the thermostat. More beer.” 
 
    “Thanks,” Tony said, accepting the drink. He pushed his sleeves up and I got a glance at his forearms. No tattoo. Guess Harris was wrong. 
 
    I moved onto the next guy, Pete. “Hey, darling. Great party,” he said, giving me the once over. I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. The guy was wearing a heavy flannel shirt, but he didn’t look like the heat was bothering him. 
 
    “Thanks, Pete, isn’t it?” 
 
    He grinned at me. “Been checking me out have you?” 
 
    “Uh, sure.” I took a sip of my beer. 
 
     I made a show of fanning myself, hoping to make him…what? Take off his shirt? Ew. 
 
    “You know, we could move to another room. To talk,” Pete suggested.  
 
    Not likely.  I pretended to spill my beer, pouring it over the sleeve on his right arm. 
 
    “Oh, I’m so sorry,” I said, grabbing some napkins. 
 
    “It’s fine,” he said. He mopped at the beer on the sleeve, before rolling it up to dry his arm. He didn’t have a tattoo either. I was 0 for 2. If they weren’t members, why did Harris include their names in the file? 
 
    I noticed a woman trying to open the garage door. “Hey, don’t go in there,” I said, rushing toward her.  
 
    The woman let out a squeal and slammed the door shut. “There’s a bear out there.” 
 
    “It’s not a bear, it’s a big dog. If it’s the bathroom you are looking for, its upstairs.” 
 
    This was getting annoying, all these people in my personal space, I was getting a headache.  
 
    “You don’t look like you’re having much fun,” Clark said, appearing beside me. 
 
    “It’s just a bit much. I spend most of my time alone.” 
 
    “You don’t get lonely?” 
 
    “I’m not a big fan of people in general.” 
 
    Clark laughed. “Tell me about it.” He leaned in to whisper, “They all seem nice now, but I’ve arrested at least half the people in this room.” 
 
    “Really? What for?” I asked, intrigued. 
 
    He pointed to a middle aged woman in the corner. “She was arrested for smoking weed in the classroom where she teaches kindergarten. And that guy over there, we caught him walking through town dressed only in a diaper.” 
 
    “Oh my God. Should you really be telling me this?” 
 
    “I’m a cop not a priest. Besides, it’s all public knowledge.” 
 
    “And what about you, Deputy? Are you hiding any dark secrets?” I asked.  
 
    He laughed. “No, what you see is what you get I’m afraid.” 
 
    A man tried to grab a beer from behind us.  
 
    “Sorry, man. Here you go,” Clark said, holding out the bottle. He had his sleeves rolled up to the elbows and on his right forearm was the tattoo. 
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    It took a moment for my brain to catch up. Clark was in a cult? No, no way. The cult of Ares believed in violence, bloodshed, he was a cop for crying out loud. Unless that was just a cover.  
 
    I downed my drink. Just when I was actually starting to like the guy. 
 
    Well, not like like, but he seemed okay. Now what was I going to do?  
 
    Excusing myself to the bathroom, I discovered that someone had thrown up over the toilet seat.  
 
    “Goddamnit!” I said. Disgusting assholes. I started cleaning it, trying not to gag at the smell. 
 
    Someone knocked on the bathroom door. “It’s occupied,” I snapped. 
 
    There was nervous laughter from the other side. I closed my eyes and took a few deep breaths. I will remain calm. I can’t smite people anymore, so I will just have to breathe through it and try not to lose it. 
 
    I knew why I was overreacting though. It wasn’t the puke, it was Clark. Why did it have to be him? I needed to find out more. Now how was I going to get rid of everyone? That didn’t involve jail time. 
 
    I glanced at the toilet. 
 
    “Toilet’s clogged. Party’s over,” I announced to the partygoers. There were a few collective groans of disappointment and disgust and people started to file out the door. I noticed most of them snagged a few drinks on the way. Guess they were here for the drinks after all. Who cares? I have bigger things to worry about. 
 
    Clark lingered. “Do you want me to take a look?” he offered. 
 
    “Oh, no. It’s fine. You could help me clean up a bit though?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    He grabbed a trash bag and started filling it with empty bottles. I trailed after him, wondering how to broach the subject. I decided on directly. 
 
     “That’s an interesting tattoo,” I said. 
 
    He glanced down at it and pulled a face. “Yeah, I got it as a teenager. A moment of madness.” 
 
    “Do you know what it means? I recognize the symbol, it represents a cult.” 
 
    Clark’s face turned red. “Well that’s embarrassing. Yeah, I know what it means. Me and my friends were into the occult and well, we got carried away. It was all stupid stuff really.” 
 
    “The Cult of Ares is serious, they believe in causing chaos to further their agenda. They’ve killed people.” 
 
    Clark held up his hands. “You don’t have to tell me. I know what they were about, but we weren’t like that. Me and my friends, we liked the idea of it, but we never did anything about it. We would sit around a campfire and drink, talk about what we would do if we had ultimate power. It was something we heard about through some college kids.” 
 
    “You still kept it,” I said. 
 
    “Yeah, as a reminder of how far I've come. I was an angry kid, hated the world, but I grew up, I changed.” 
 
    I stared at him trying to tell if he was lying or not. He certainly didn’t seem like the anarchist type.  
 
    “Are there others in town?” I asked, grabbing some bottles and tossing them in the trash. 
 
    “Not anymore that I know of. Most of my friends left town for college. Well, there’s Haley, but she lives up in the Barrens. She always was weird.” 
 
    The Barrens was an area just north of the town where the woods were at their thickest. Only a few people lived up there as it was completely cut off from civilization. Why would she choose to cut herself off? I know my own reasons, because I have stuff to hide, maybe she does too. 
 
    “So Pete and Tony weren’t in your little gang?” I asked. 
 
    “No. They were a few years older than us, but I never heard anything about them being in the cult.” 
 
    “What about Rudy Lincoln?” 
 
    “No, why are you asking me about them?” 
 
    “No reason. Forget I asked.” 
 
    Clark held up a couple of beers. “There’s a couple left? Want one?”  
 
    “Uh, no, I’m fine. You should go,” I said abruptly.  
 
    “Oh. Okay.” He set the bag down and retrieved his coat. 
 
    “I have to get up early tomorrow,” I lied. 
 
    I ushered him out the door. That stupid tattoo. Now I had no idea if I could trust him. I needed to find that damn power source. It couldn’t be too hard to find this Haley woman. Cerberus could help me track her and he would be a good cover for walking in the woods. I did need to know what she looked like though. 
 
    Pulling out my phone, I searched for Clark’s Facebook page. Humans and their obsession with each other’s lives, but it was handy right now. Clark liked to post memes and football news on his wall. I clicked on his friends list and searched for a Haley. There wasn’t one. Okay, they went to school together, so maybe…Bingo. I found a yearbook photo on Clark’s page of him and a group of goth looking kids. I had to admit, I was kind of digging the eye line look on Clark. Focus. 
 
     There was only one girl in the group, it had to be her. The caption read Haley Slater. A quick search showed that she didn’t have a Facebook page, but she did have a Twitter account full of angry rants about the government. I understood Twitter even less than I did Facebook. 
 
    His behavior makes me sick. I need a drink. 
 
    That was a tweet from twenty minutes ago, followed by a picture of her knocking back shots. She had checked in at the bar in town. Guess I wouldn’t need Cerberus after all. Throwing a coat on over my dress, I headed to the bar. 
 
    Bar name was busier than I thought. I wondered how many people had left my party and come here. I was never going to find her in this crowd. 
 
    If there’s one thing I hate more than people in my home, it’s crowded, noisy bars. 
 
    I know, I sound like an old woman, but then again, I am one. I wasn’t always like this. I used to throw lavish parties all the time. I also drank a lot back then. Too much. There were large chunks of time missing from my memory from the 70’s too. That was mostly due to drugs though, not alcohol. If there’s a vice, I’ve tried them all. Not like it can kill me or at least not quickly.  
 
    I headed for the bar where I ordered a coke. I finally spotted Haley doing shots at the end of the bar.  
 
    She was dressed in a blue blouse and slacks. I noticed she was drinking alone, so I made my way down the bar to sit near her.  
 
    I tried smiling at her, but she quickly turned away. Damn, I hope she doesn’t think I’m hitting on her.  
 
    Although I wasn’t above flirting to get what I want, but I couldn’t think of a natural way to start the conversation, maybe I didn’t have to.  
 
    I knew she was in the cult. If she had the power source it was most likely at her home. All I had to do was find out where she lived and check her place. It would be easier than trying to get answers out of her. 
 
    I sat and drank my coke, keeping one eye on her.  
 
    Someone tapped me on the shoulder and I turned to find a guy behind me. “Can I buy you a drink?” he yelled over the music.  
 
    “No,” I said.  
 
    He laughed. “Come on, you’re sitting here all alone. Let me buy you a drink.” 
 
    I could do better than a pushy jerk with love handles. “I said no.” 
 
    “Bitch,” he said. 
 
    I flipped him off and he disappeared into the crowd to bother some other woman. 
 
    Turning back to my drink, I realized that Haley was gone. I craned my neck trying to find her. There she was, heading out the door. Abandoning my drink, I chased after her. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Hades 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean Apollo is missing? Where could he have gone?” Athena said. 
 
    “I don’t know. He disappeared early this morning, there are reports of mortals seeing him fall from the heavens,” I said. It was starting, I knew it. The God killer was starting to pick us off. How long before we all fell? 
 
    One of Athena’s soldiers ran into camp. “Mighty Athena, we have just received word that Dionysus has fallen. He has been killed.” 
 
    Athena turned to me, fear in her eyes. “You were right. What do we do?” 
 
    “As the Goddess of warfare, I was hoping you would have the answer,” I replied. 
 
    Athena gave herself a shake. “Right. Okay, we need to figure out where the God killer is. He may be able to take down a God, but if we all descended on him at once, we could bring him down.” 
 
    “Where was Dionysus when he died?” I asked the soldier. 
 
    “In the woods with the nymphs.” 
 
    “Of course he was,” Athena said rolling her eyes. “Summon the others, we will start the search at once.” 
 
    We headed for the woods where we met with Artemis. This was her domain and she would lead the hunt. As we moved through the trees, I could barely control my anxiety. We were close to catching the God killer, but what if he got us first? Persephone would be defenceless.  
 
    “Do not lose your nerve, Uncle,” Athena said, holding her sword at the ready.  
 
    “Promise me, if we…” 
 
    “Ssh,” Artemis said, crouching low. We followed suit, ducking behind some bushes. Ahead of us lay a clearing and in it was a young boy, no more than ten years old. He had light brown hair and wore a burgundy colored tunic. Was he lost? 
 
    “That is a child,” Athena said. 
 
    Artemis shook her head. “That is no child, it is something else.” 
 
    She was right, now that they were close to him, I could sense a darkness emanating from him. What the hell was he? Could he be the God killer? It seemed absurd. 
 
    “We should attack,” Athena said. “Now while we have the element of surprise.” 
 
    “I assure you, you do not,” the boy said. 
 
    He smiled at us, beckoning us to come closer. 
 
    “The mighty Gods, hiding from little old me,” he said.  
 
    I strode forward. “Who are you?” 
 
    “Oh that’s right, I look a little different. You and I are in the same business, Hades. You guard the dead and I deliver them to you.” 
 
    “Thantos,” I said. “Why are you here? Shouldn’t you be off, hovering over mortal’s deathbeds?” Thantos was little more than a messenger, but he had a superiority complex. 
 
    “No, I am here for a reason. Can you guess what it is?” 
 
    I was getting angry. We didn’t need to be wasting time with Thantos when we had more pressing matters. 
 
    There was a gasp from behind us. I turned in time to see Artemis explode as she was stabbed from behind. As she expired, the clearing was lit up in a brilliant white light. 
 
    I heard Athena scream her name before barking orders to the others. I stood frozen on the spot as Thantos leaned over her, capturing a small ball of light which floated free. 
 
    “No,” I whispered. “This isn’t happening.” 
 
    Snapping out of my stupor, I looked around for the God killer, but couldn’t see him. Where did he go?  
 
    “Athena, did you see what he looked like?” I yelled over the chaos. 
 
    “No! He came out of nowhere.” 
 
    A ghost. We were dealing with a ghost or at least something that moved like one. 
 
    Persephone. I was going to run off, to check that she was safe, but Athena grabbed my arm. “What are you doing? Move!” 
 
    We spread out, working together as we tried to find the God killer. We searched for hours, but he was nowhere to be found.


 
   
  
 



 
 
    11 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
    I stared at the tattoo on my arm, regretting getting it and not for the first time. I considered getting laser surgery to remove it, but I couldn’t afford it on my salary. Besides I meant what I said, it acted as a reminder to me of what I was and what I had become. 
 
    It sure scared Persephone off though. Carlisle was still out to get her. He hadn’t been able to track down Harris Johansen yet. The old guy refused to live in the 21st century, with no cell phone. If he wanted to disappear, he could. I couldn’t imagine Persephone murdering him. 
 
    Switching off the light, I lay down in bed, trying to sleep. I had the early shift tomorrow.  
 
    They’re dangerous. They’ve killed people. 
 
    Persephone’s words came back to me. I knew how dangerous the cult was, better than most, even my friends. Sure, they went along with it, got the tattoos, but I was the only one of us who had ever seen the inside of one of their communes.  
 
    I befriended one of the leaders, wanting to learn more. They were always eager for new recruits. He told me that the only way I could ever be accepted, could ever truly be a member, was to offer a sacrifice to Ares himself. A human sacrifice.  
 
    I was in a dark place back then, what he was saying actually made a kind of sense. If I had ultimate power, I could change my whole life. I wanted it, I wanted it so badly that I followed his instructions. I picked up a hitchhiker, a few miles outside of town. I drugged her, tied her up and brought the girl to the others.  
 
    When I told them my plan, they thought I was joking at first, that the girl was playing along. They soon realized I was serious. It took a lot of beers and some persuasion, but they finally agreed to it. 
 
    I closed my eyes trying to block out the images. The girl woke up as we were preparing the knife. There was tape over her mouth, but she screamed anyway.  
 
    “Do it, man,” Greg had urged me. They were willing to take the rewards, but I had to do the hard bit.  
 
    I thought I could do it, I honestly thought I was ready to take an innocent person’s life, but when she looked up at me, her eyes full of terror, I realized what I was doing.  
 
    Panicking, I freed her and told her to run. The others laid into me, screaming at me for not doing it and more importantly, letting her go when she would go straight to the cops.  
 
    I didn’t care. I was horrified at what I had done, even willing to go to jail if I had to. The police never came. I don’t know if she never went to them or they didn’t believe her, but we got away with it. I got away with it. I made a vow from that day that I would make amends, that I would change and get away from the cult for good. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I drove along in the dark, wishing I could turn my lights on, but I didn’t want Haley to know I was following her. Or rather her Uber driver. A light snow was falling, making it harder to see. The road twisted all over the place. I lost sight of the car and when I turned the corner, I just caught a glimpse of Hayley disappearing into the treeline. The Uber moved off. 
 
     I stopped my car, waiting a few minutes so Haley wouldn’t hear me. 
 
    As I stepped out of the car, my high heeled foot sank into the snow and I realized that this wasn’t going to be as easy as I thought. My feet were already frozen.  
 
    I hurried to the spot where Haley had disappeared at, hoping I could see her house, but all I saw was darkness.  
 
    I wanted to follow her, but there was no way I could hike through the woods in these shoes. Not if I wanted to keep all my toes. I tried to memorize the area. I would go home and change into better clothes, then I could try and find her house. The drive home took longer than I thought it would. The snow was getting worse. If I got lost, I could end up freezing to death and no one would find me. I should wait until first light and then go looking for her house. 
 
    Glad to get in from the cold, I dressed in jeans and a red flannel shirt. Some coffee soon warmed me up.  
 
    I sat on the couch, too wired to sleep. I’m sure the coffee wasn’t helping, but I needed it.  
 
    What could I do to keep myself busy? I didn’t own a TV, you could waste an entire lifetime sitting in front of one of those things, besides everything was a repeat nowadays. Back in the day, I used to play the harp. It was old fashioned, but I enjoyed it. Cerberus hated it, he used to howl when I played in the Underworld. Which reminded me, I needed to let him out. I opened the garage door and let him into the main house. He immediately started sniffing at everything. 
 
    “Hey, boy, how was your day?” I asked, scratching him behind the ear.  He whined and rolled over onto his back. 
 
    Just before my marriage to Hades, he invited me to meet his family on Olympus. I remember walking into the huge banquet hall, in awe of it all.  
 
    It was decorated in gold, with a huge table filling the hall. Zeus was seated at the head of the table. He didn’t bother to greet us, simply nodding his head at Hades as we entered. 
 
    I felt like a trophy wife at the time with Hades showing me off. I know he didn’t view me like that, but he was also pretty pleased with himself for marrying me. 
 
    Hera, the beautiful wife of Zeus, regarded me with distain. No doubt, she hated all women since Zeus had trouble keeping his hands to himself.    
 
    “What did you do as a mortal?” Hera asked. 
 
    “Um, I helped my mother on our farm. It was small, but it kept us fed.” 
 
    “You worked with your hands. Like a man,” she said. 
 
    I felt my cheeks flame as Aphrodite started to laugh. That blonde bimbo found my embarrassment amusing. I felt inferior to these beings. I was inferior to them. 
 
    “Persephone is a skilled harp player,” Hades said. 
 
    “Really, well by all means,” Hera said, motioning to a harp in the corner. 
 
    My cheeks flamed. “Oh no, I couldn’t,” I said, looking to Hades for help but he urged me on. 
 
    Moving slowly, I sat at the harp, feeling their eyes on me, waiting for me to screw up. 
 
    I took a breath and allowed my hands to move over the strings. I faltered, stopping and earning a giggle from Aphrodite.  
 
    I looked to Hades. He smiled encouragingly. “It’s okay,” he said. 
 
    Nodding, I started again. As I moved through the song, I felt more confident. I forgot about the others, playing only for Hades. He applauded loudly when I was done, even the others begrudgingly applauded. 
 
    It was then that I realized that Hades would always support me, that he was there for me. I think I fell for him that day. 
 
    As the first rays of sunlight hit my house, I left the house. I drove back to the spot where Haley had been dropped off. The snow was about two feet deep, but it was a lot warmer now I had my boots. 
 
    Haley’s tracks were long gone from last night, but I started walking and after about ten minutes, I could see a house through the trees.  
 
    As I got closer, I could see her truck parked outside. The house was a log cabin which made me reconsider my own house. I would love to live this far out, but I guess I lost out. There is nowhere for Cerberus to live, I thought.  
 
    The front door opened and I ducked behind the truck. Where was Haley going this early? She was going to find me lurking and call the cops. Should I stand up? Pretend I’m lost and get her to invite me inside? 
 
    I peeked around the side of the truck, but Haley wasn’t at the house. Where was she? 
 
    Standing up, I turned around and something hit me in the face. 
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    A slap to the face woke me. I opened my eyes to find myself propped against the truck and Haley was glaring at me. That chick has some arm, my face was killing me. 
 
    “Why are you following me?” she demanded. 
 
    “I wasn’t,” I said, trying to raise my hand to my face, but I discovered that she had handcuffed me to the handle of her truck. “Is this really necessary?” The snow was melting through my jeans and my ass was half frozen. I got to my feet, wiping off the back of my jeans.  
 
    “That depends. Why are you following me?” 
 
    I could lie, but what was the point? 
 
    “I wanted to ask you about the Cult of Ares.” 
 
    Her eyebrows nearly left her forehead. “Are you kidding me? That’s why you’re here? I thought you were some crazy stalker. Why me?” 
 
    “I heard that you were into all that once.” 
 
    “Who told you that?” 
 
    “Dan Clark.” 
 
    Hayley snorted. She leaned against the truck and pulled a packet of cigarettes from her pocket. She popped one in her mouth, lit it and took a drag before answering me. “That dick? You know he was a member too?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “He was the one who started talking about them. What has he been saying about me?” 
 
    “Nothing really. I saw the tattoo and he said that a few of friends had them too.” 
 
    “So? That doesn’t explain why you’re stalking me. I’m not a member, I can’t help you join.” 
 
    “Believe me that’s the last thing on my mind. I’m looking for something. An object associated with Ares.” 
 
    Hayley took another slow drag of her cigarette. “You mean that amulet thing?” 
 
    “Uh, maybe. What does it look like?” An amulet? That could be what I was looking for. 
 
    “Old, metal, with red stones. Weird writing on it. Probably Greek.” 
 
    That could be it. “Do you have it?” 
 
    “No, haven’t seen it in about ten years. Ask your boyfriend, he might know.” 
 
    “He’s not my boyfriend,” I said. I held up my hand for her to unlock the cuffs. 
 
    She hesitated. “You know you really need to work on your people skills. Next time, just ask, don’t act like a crazy person.” 
 
    “Noted.” 
 
    She unlocked the cuffs. “Do yourself a favor, stay far away from the cult. I thought I was twisted until I heard about them.” 
 
    I rubbed my wrist. “Look, I know you don’t like Clark, but…is he a bad guy?” 
 
    She considered my question. “He’s a hypocrite.”  
 
    “Did he ever hurt anyone?” 
 
    She scowled at me. “You mean did we ever hurt anyone?” 
 
    “I’m not trying to catch you out here. I just want to know what I’m dealing with.” 
 
    “Like I said, ask your boyfriend. And stay away from me.” 
 
    Well she didn’t deny it, so maybe I was wrong about Clark? Why was he a hypocrite? Because he became a cop? Or was it something else? I had time to think about it as I hiked back to my car. My face throbbed from where I was hit, and the cold air wasn’t helping any. I was tempted to go back and kick her ass, but she had been useful, and I was acting like a maniac. I could admit that. At least I knew what I was looking for now, even if I was no closer to finding it. 
 
    I arrived back at the car and got inside, immediately blasting the heat. I checked my face in the mirror. With the scar from the tentacle, I was starting to look like an abuse victim. I guess I could always blame Cerberus on being too boisterous. That and a lot of make-up. 
 
    I sat for a few minutes, letting the car warm up. I was running on no sleep; the heat was lulling me to sleep. I had two choices – I could go home and get some sleep, or I could go snooping at Clark’s place. I knew the answer, but my body wasn’t going to thank me for it. 
 
    I rolled down the car window, cranked the radio and drove back to town. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Hades 
 
      
 
    “What you are doing is insane. We need all the Gods we can get if we are going to stop him,” Athena said. 
 
    I stared at the vial in my hand, the vial that contained Persephone’s safety. “He has killed over half the Gods already. We still don’t know what he looks like. I won’t let her die with the rest of us.” 
 
    “How do you know it will even work?” 
 
    “It will work.” 
 
    “If the prophecy comes to pass, she will be alone. Are you willing to doom her to that?” 
 
    “I know you think me a fool, but I love her. I want her to have a chance. Is that so wrong?” 
 
    “No, but give her the choice or she will hate you forever.” 
 
    “At least she will be alive to hate me.” 
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    As I skulked outside Clark’s house, I had to wonder when my life took such a wrong turn that I was staking out houses and stalking people. A call into my tech guy had gotten me the address. Clark wasn’t listed since he was a cop, so it took a minute for him to find it. 
 
    Clark lived in a small two bedroom, a few miles from the station. I hoped he didn’t have a dog. He had never mentioned one and he certainly didn’t take to Cerberus, although few people did. Ironic really, Cerberus was the only one that liked me, every other dog seemed to view me as a threat. They would growl at me as I walked by. 
 
    It was mid morning and I knew Clark was already in work. He might not even have the amulet. I was grasping at straws, but the person who had it must live in town or Eris wouldn’t have been looking for it here. Haley didn’t have it, so that only left Clark. I put my head in my hands, I really was a crazy person. It didn’t stop me from getting out of the car though. 
 
    I admit I was more than curious to learn more about Clark. I hoped he wasn’t another liar, I’ve had enough of them. 
 
    Sneaking up to the back door, I peered through the glass. The place was surprisingly neat and tidy. 
 
    I tried the handle, but of course it was locked, he wasn’t stupid. As I was trying to jimmy the lock, I noticed a blinking light. An alarm? Damn it. 
 
    Okay, I couldn’t get into the place myself, but I’m sure I could get Clark to invite me in. For dinner, maybe? 
 
    I waited until lunchtime, when I knew Clark would head to the diner for something to eat. I casually bumped into him.  
 
    “Hey, Clark. How’s it going?” 
 
    “Uh, good. How’s the store?” 
 
    “Oh. Fine. Gavin is a pain in the ass.” 
 
    Clark chuckled. “Yeah, he’s a bit of a weird kid.” 
 
    “What’s the jail time for beating him around the head with the cash register?” 
 
    “Me, personally, I would let you go considering how much you’ve suffered, but I think the courts would disagree.” 
 
    I grabbed a spare fork and grabbed a piece of Clark’s apple pie.  
 
    “Help yourself,” he said. 
 
    “Sorry, I’m starving. I’m sick of take out too. I would kill for a homecooked meal for once.” 
 
    “You can’t cook?” 
 
    “I can, but its better when someone cooks for you. Don’t you think?” 
 
    “I guess.” He took a bite of pie. Was he going to take the hint? 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Men are so dense sometimes.  
 
    “You know…” he said. 
 
    “Yes?”  
 
    “Well, I don’t know if you’d be interested, but I make a mean lasagne.” 
 
    “Are you inviting me to dinner?” 
 
    “Only if you want to.” 
 
    “That sounds great. Is seven, okay?” 
 
    “Perfect,” he said, looking confused.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I wasn’t sure what to wear for my dinner with Clark. I didn’t want to give him the wrong idea. It was dinner between friends. One where I planned on going through his house when he wasn’t looking and stealing from him if necessary. Perfectly ordinary. 
 
    I settled on a tight red sweater and jeans. I didn’t have any wine in the house, so I brought a bottle of whiskey with me. It was a single malt I liked to keep for special occasions.  
 
    As soon as he opened the door, I could smell the food cooking. It smelled delicious. 
 
    “Hey. You know it occurred to me that I didn’t actually tell you where I live,” Clark said. 
 
    “Don’t worry, I found you,” I quipped. “Whiskey?” 
 
    “Uh, thanks. Come in.” 
 
    The house was warmed by a roaring fire in the living room. I didn’t get a good look at it before when I was snooping, but it was quite cozy.  
 
    “Why don’t you take a seat and I’ll pour us a drink,” Clark suggested. 
 
    He seemed nervous. I really hoped he didn’t think this was a date. Although the way I blew hot and cold, he probably had no idea what was going on. If I wasn’t trying to raise my dead husband, I would certainly give him a second look. Assuming he wasn’t in a murderous cult.  
 
    If I really was Persephone Smith, small town resident, I could see her being swept off her feet by the dashing deputy, but she didn’t exist. Not really. Why did I feel bad about that? 
 
    While Clark was getting the drinks, I checked out the pictures on the mantle. It looked like mostly family members, but there was one picture of a pretty brunette wrapped in Clark’s arms.  
 
    “Who’s this?” I asked pointing to the picture. 
 
    Clark’s face dropped. “That’s, uh, Paula. An old girlfriend.” 
 
    “And you keep her picture?” 
 
    “Here’s your drink,” he said, changing the subject. I could see I had upset him asking about her. I took the glass from him.  
 
    “Sorry, I’ve been told I don’t have boundaries. Some people find it charming.” 
 
    He smiled. “It’s fine.”  
 
    “The food smells amazing.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s an old recipe from my grandmother. She was half Italian.” 
 
    “All my family are Greek. Or they were.” 
 
    “You don’t have anyone?” We sat on the couch.  
 
    I shook my head. “No. After they died I kind of drifted, traveled the world.” 
 
    “I wanted to travel, but I never got the chance. My mom died when I was eight and my dad got sick when I was eighteen. I put college off to look after him, but he died a few months later. That’s when I went through my ‘phase.’ By the time I wised up, I had two choices. Waste the money he left me ‘drifting’ as you call it or use it to make a life for myself.” 
 
    “You chose Bedford over the world?”  
 
    “What can I say? I’m a simple guy. At eighteen, if someone told me I would live a boring life in the same town I grew up in, I would have laughed in their face. Now, I don’t know, I like boring.” 
 
    “Yeah, but how can you stand it? What do you do for fun?” 
 
    “Well…” he said, leaning toward me. For a moment, I thought he was going in for a kiss, but instead he picked up his glass. Before taking a drink, he said, “Karaoke.” 
 
    I laughed. “Karaoke? Seriously?” 
 
    “Every Friday night at the bar.” 
 
    “Oh my God. What’s your song?” 
 
    “Total Eclipse of the Heart.” 
 
    “Shut up, no it isn’t.” 
 
    He started singing a few lines, loudly and offkey, making me crack up. “I have to see that.” 
 
    “Then it’s a date. Or isn’t. Honestly, I’m never sure with you.” 
 
    I stared into his copper colored eyes, which I noticed had little flecks of yellow in them, considering the offer. “Do you want it to be?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say no.” 
 
    Setting my drink down, I lunged at him, my lips mashing against his. We started kissing and for the first time in a long time, I forgot about everything else.  
 
    His hands started on my hips before one of them slid down to cup my ass. I wanted him, badly. I hated being alone all the time. What would it hurt to have one night of crazy sex? 
 
    I climbed onto his lap, straddling him and I could already feel his erection through his jeans. Grinding against him, I elicited a moan from him. He was in the middle of unhooking my bra when the smoke detector started blaring. 
 
    “Shit, the lasagne,” he said, gently pushing me off him. He rushed into the kitchen to try and save dinner.  
 
    I tried to compose myself, knocking back the rest of my whiskey. Clark returned a few minutes later. 
 
    “Well, dinner is ruined, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it, Clark.” 
 
    “Dan,” he said, looking a little hurt. 
 
    “Yeah, Dan,” I quickly amended. 
 
    He pulled me against him, kissing me again. “We could go into the bedroom?” he suggested. 
 
    I wanted to. I really  wanted to but what about Hades? I pulled away. “I can’t. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “That’s fine, we don’t have to rush anything,” Clark said.  
 
    “No, I meant I can’t at all. This was a mistake.” 
 
    “Oh. I…Did I do something wrong?” 
 
    “No, of course not.” I sighed. “I know it sounds stupid, but I…it feels like I’m cheating.” 
 
    “On your husband.” 
 
    “Yes. I know it sounds stupid, but it’s how I feel,” I said, taking a seat on the couch. It would be cheating if he came back. I knocked my drink back. 
 
    Clark moved to the fireplace, picking up the picture I had pointed out from earlier. “I actually know how you feel. Paula and I dated for over three years before she died.” 
 
    “Oh. What happened to her?” I poured myself another drink. 
 
    “We were camping in the woods and I woke up in the middle of the night to find her gone. I thought that maybe she had gotten lost when she went to the bathroom, but she didn’t come back. I waited for first light and started searching for her. I thought I would find her wandering around, but there was no sign of her. I went back to town and had some of the deputies come back out with me. It was two days before we found her. She was a couple of miles from where we were camped, lying at the bottom of a cliff. The official verdict was that she got lost, and accidentally walked off the cliff in the dark. She broke her neck.” 
 
    “Clark, I’m so sorry. That’s horrible.” 
 
    He set the picture back on the mantle. “I never understood how she could have wandered so far. We both knew the area even in the dark and she knew that if she got lost the best bet was to stay put and start yelling.” 
 
    “Maybe she was sleepwalking?” 
 
    He shrugged. “Maybe. Guess we’ll never know. So I understand what you’re going through. What about your husband? How did he die?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I wasn’t there. He was killed in our home. I never found out exactly how, but he died and then my mother died soon after.” 
 
     “I know it feels like time stands still when you lose someone, and it can be tempting to let it. But you can’t put your life on hold indefinitely.” 
 
    “You a shrink in your spare time?” I joked. 
 
    “No, but I’ve seen one and its good advice.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, and I meant it. Clark was a good guy and he actually understood me. Not many people do. I actually felt bad that we couldn’t take it further.  
 
    “I’m sorry about tonight.” 
 
    “Don’t be. I’ll see if I can salvage some of the lasagne.” 
 
    “Okay, can I use your bathroom?” 
 
    “Sure, it’s at the top of the stairs.” 
 
    As much as it pained me to look for the amulet, I did anyway. At least to rule him out.  
 
    I sneaked into his bedroom to check it out. His bed was unmade and there were clothes on the floor, but it wasn’t as bad as I was expecting. I quickly checked the drawers, the nightstand, but there was no sign of the amulet.  
 
    When I came back downstairs, Clark was still in the kitchen, trying to save some of the lasagne. 
 
    “I think I should go,” I said.  
 
    “Are you sure? I could order a pizza.” 
 
    “No, it’s fine. I think its best if I go.” 
 
    Clark walked me to the door. “You know if you ever want to talk…” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, leaning in to kiss him on the cheek. It was hard to actually walk away. 
 
    I drove home to my empty house, well if you didn’t count Cerberus. I grabbed one of the beers that was left over from the other night and downed it.  
 
    I gave up a warm bed tonight for the promise of my old life. Or as close as I was going to get. I hoped it was worth it. 
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    I made my way to the store shortly after ten the next morning, my head ready to explode from the hangover. I should probably show my face, considering I was supposed to own it, but by the Gods I was suffering. Alcohol didn’t use to have this effect on me. Maybe I was getting old.  
 
    Gavin was already there when I arrived. He gave me a dirty look. “Nice of you to show up.” 
 
    “Sorry, Mom,” I said sarcastically. “Is there any coffee?” 
 
    Gavin rolled his eyes. “In the pot.” 
 
    I slumped into the seat behind the counter and put my head in my hands. “Great, pour me a cup.” 
 
    “I’m not your slave.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I groaned in frustration. “Just do it.” 
 
    A few minutes later, I heard a thump as he set the cup on the counter. I reached for it and gulped it back.  
 
    “It’s cold,” I grumbled. 
 
    “You didn’t specify hot coffee,” he replied. 
 
    “You know what? I’ve had it with you. You’re fired.” 
 
    “I don’t get paid, so you can’t fire me.” 
 
    My cup exploded in my hand as I squeezed it too tightly. Gavin’s eyes widened in alarm. He actually backed up a few steps.  
 
    “I have never, in all my years, met someone as argumentative as you. You’re worse than me.” 
 
    He crossed his arms. “Yeah, I doubt it. I imagine all you have to do is flutter your eyelashes to get what you want.” 
 
    I got to my feet, weighing up whether it was worth another stint in jail, just so I could slap him. I took a deep breath to calm myself. “Do something useful. Sweep the floor.” 
 
    He opened his mouth to protest, but the glare I shot him shut him up. He grabbed the broom and started sweeping, sighing loudly every few minutes to show his annoyance. I swear I will shove that broom up your… 
 
    Grabbing a cloth from the kitchen, I started mopping up the coffee and the broken cup. As I was brewing more, I wondered what my next move would be. 
 
    I regretted killing Harris so soon. A little torture and I could have had all my answers. 
 
    Returning to the counter, I took a sip of my delicious hot coffee. Heaven. 
 
    There was a laptop on the counter, Gavin’s I assumed. I was sure he wouldn’t mind if I used it. He was at the other end of the store anyway, with his back to me. I dragged it over and opened the lid. I don’t use computers much, but I know the basics. 
 
    “Not even password protected,” I muttered as I opened a search engine. I typed in The Cult of Ares and started reading. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Shit,” I said, jumping. I didn’t hear Gavin come up beside me. I quickly closed the laptop. 
 
    “Could you not do that?” I said. 
 
    “Why are you looking up the cult of Ares?” 
 
    “No reason.” 
 
    “You’re not one of those freaks who goes around causing accidents in the name of Ares, are you?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s what I do when I’m not here.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I’m kidding! I spoke to Harris about them, before he left. He said a few people in town were involved, but I didn’t get the chance to find out who.” 
 
    “Why don’t you call him and ask?” he suggested. 
 
    “You know, I think the toilet could do with a clean.” 
 
    Gavin sighed. “There was a guy, a few years ago, called Robert Jones. He went nuts and started attacking people. He claimed he was Ares himself. He beat a guy so badly that he died.” 
 
    “What happened to Robert?” 
 
    “He was arrested, then locked up in a mental institution.” 
 
    “Is he still there?”  
 
    “No, he went catatonic, an embolism I think. He was sent home with a nurse to look after him. They said he would never recover.  I don’t think he can even wipe his own ass anymore.” 
 
    “Charming. Where does he live?” 
 
    “Just outside town. Why?” 
 
    “I’m doing research on Greek myths and their effects on the modern day.” 
 
    “Yeah, right. Try again,” Gavin said. 
 
    “I’m the actual Greek Goddess Persephone from thousands of years ago.” 
 
    Gavin sighed. “Forget it. Don’t tell me. But if you mix with those people, then you’re asking for trouble.” 
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     “It’s come to this,” I said, as I parked my car outside Robert’s house. “I’m visiting crazy people now.” 
 
    I glanced heavenwards, although if Hades was anywhere it was further south. “I bet you’re having a good laugh.” 
 
    I recalled one of the last conversations I had with him, before the God killer arrived. 
 
    “Why can’t you ever let anything go? If someone tells you no, you have to go out of your way to defy them, Persephone. Why do it?” 
 
    “Because if there’s a way to do it, I’ll find it. Other people give up far too easily.” 
 
    He smiled at that. I know he didn’t want to, but he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    The house looked out on an overgrown yard, leading to a cornfield. The paint was peeling off the house and at least two windows were boarded up. Did anyone even live here? 
 
    I knocked on the door and waited. After a few minutes, a woman in a white uniform answered. Robert’s nurse, I guessed. 
 
    “Hi, I’m here to see Rob.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m an old friend. He went to school with my sister, I just got back to town and I heard what happened to him.” 
 
    “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Stef. Steffanie Smith,” I said, using the name Clark used for me, before he learned the real one. 
 
    “I’ve never heard of you.” 
 
    “It was a long time ago. Look, I came all the way out here, I just wanted to pay my respects or whatever.” 
 
    “You know he’s in a catatonic state?” 
 
    “Yeah, I heard.” 
 
    “Five minutes.” 
 
    She led me through to the back of the house. It was mostly unfurnished; the wallpaper was hanging off the walls in places. It seemed like a miserable place to live, but I guess Robert didn’t care. 
 
    He was seated in a chair by the window. Robert was a big guy, maybe forty-five, with dark hair which was turning gray at the temples. He wore pale blue pyjamas and a white robe. Drool covered his chin as he stared vacantly into space. 
 
    “Robert, you have a visitor,” the nurse said. 
 
    There was no reaction at all, not that I was expecting one. 
 
    “Five minutes,” she reminded me, leaving the room.  
 
    As soon as she was gone, I started checking the room for the amulet. No sign of it in the room. I moved over to check if he was wearing it. As I was trying to check his pockets, I heard, “Persephone?” 
 
    I looked up to find him staring at me. “What did you say?” 
 
    “Persephone, Goddess of the Spring.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    He tapped the side of his head with his fingers. “He showed me. Ares.” 
 
    “So, he really did possess you? How? The amulet?” 
 
    “I need it back,” he said. 
 
    “So you don’t have it.” 
 
    His hand shot out and clamped around my wrist. He squeezed hard. “I need it!” 
 
    “Let go of me. I don’t have it.” 
 
    He lurched up from the chair, still holding my wrist. 
 
    “Give it to me,” he roared. He backhanded me, sending me to the floor. 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” I said, scrambling to my feet. 
 
    The nurse came running in. “Robert? What the hell is going on?” 
 
    “Beats me. Guess he isn’t as catatonic as you thought.” 
 
    Robert grabbed a small table and hurled it across the room, barely missing the nurse. 
 
    “This is your fault. Get out!” she yelled. 
 
    “Gladly.” I ran out before Robert could throw something at me. I got into my car and headed back to town. 
 
    I guess Eris wasn’t full of shit after all. She must have heard about the possession and come looking for the amulet.  
 
    It was real. It was really real. I could bring one of them back. A wave of emotions hit me at once. Part of me always believed that it was a lie, that Eris was delusional. Now the question was, where is the damn amulet? 
 
    I parked in town, so I could grab some things from the store, but I was intercepted by Clark. 
 
    “Hey, Persephone. Uh, I need you to come to the station please. There’s been a complaint.” 
 
    “What kind of complaint?” 
 
    “A woman called Debra Watson says you came to her house and aggravated her patient – Robert Jones?” 
 
    “How did she know it was me? I didn’t even tell her my real name.” 
 
    “No, but you called yourself Stef. It wasn’t hard to figure out. Come on.” It figures she would get through to him. 
 
    I followed him into the station, passing a smirking Carlisle. Taking a seat at Clark’s desk, I tried to think of a convincing reason for being out there. 
 
    “Well?” Clark said. 
 
    I sighed. “I didn’t go there to upset anyone. I had no idea he would react like that.” 
 
    “Why were you there?” he said, searching for a pen to write the report. He turned to grab one from the desk behind him and that’s when I saw it. A sliver disk on his desk, next to his computer. It was covered in red stones and in the center, written in Ancient Greek, were the words God of War. Clark had it all along. He must have taken it off Robert when he was arrested. 
 
    Before he could turn around, I snatched it, causing a shock to shoot up my fingers, and hid it in my pocket, my heart was beating wildly in my chest.  
 
    “Are you okay?” Clark asked. 
 
    “Yeah, fine. Is she going to press charges?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I think she just wants to make sure you don’t go back there.” 
 
    “I won’t. I swear. Can I go?” 
 
    “Eager to get away from me?” 
 
    “No, of course not.” 
 
    “So, we’re okay? After last night?” 
 
    “Yes, of course.” 
 
    “Because you know you can talk to me about anything.” 
 
    “I do. Thanks.” 
 
    I hurried out, my hand clutching my prize. I did it. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Hades 
 
      
 
    He’s here. I stood my ground as the ceiling started to cave in. Persephone was safe, or she would be if she could get far enough away. I just needed to keep him busy.  
 
    I rarely wielded a weapon, my reputation is such that I rarely need one, but now I held a staff in my hands ready to strike him down. The elusive God killer, able to appear out of nowhere and kill in the blink of an eye.  
 
    Well this was my domain and he would not get by me. I watched the entrance, heart hammering in my chest. I have never felt mortal fear before, it is a strange sensation. The fear of losing Persephone however, is much worse. 
 
    “Come on,” I whispered. “Show yourself.” 
 
    I heard a noise behind me. Turning, I found myself alone. No, wait. The dust falling from above, a few feet in front of me, it only fell so far and stopped as though something was blocking it.  
 
    He’s invisible.  
 
    True invisibility was rare, as a God I had the ability to see through it, but I could not see him. This was a special kind of magic.  
 
    I tried to act as though I wasn’t aware of his presence, to catch him by surprise.  
 
    I lashed out with the staff, aiming for what I hoped was his face. The staff stopped dead, before being yanked from my grasp.  
 
    Something struck me across the face, drawing blood. I backed away. “Show yourself! I want to see your face!” 
 
    A giggle. He giggled!  
 
    “Is this a joke to you? What you are doing is against the natural order. We were created to keep balance, by getting rid of us, you risk destroying the world.” 
 
    “I’m not destroying it, I am saving it, from you, from your kind. You are a plague,” the voice said. He sounded young, no more than a teenager. 
 
    “You may believe that, but you will soon see what happens to the world when we are gone.” 
 
    “The world will survive, it will flourish in fact. You may have powers over the elements, the plant life, but you are not needed to keep them alive. When I cut you down, your power will return to the Earth where it belongs. Where it was stolen from.” 
 
    “I do not deal with plants. I am Hades! God of the Underworld. It is my sacred duty to protect the dead, to ensure they are rewarded or punished for their actions on the Earth.” 
 
    “You are not needed.” 
 
    “Show me your face. You are going to kill me, at least let me see what you look like, what I have been chasing all this time.” 
 
    “Yes, Hades, you have searched so long, but you were never looking in the right place.” 
 
    I wondered what I should do. I could try and get to the surface or I could go deeper into the Underworld. I chose the latter. 
 
    I took off running, feeling shame with every step. I was a God and I was running away. But I had a plan. If I couldn’t stop him, perhaps something he wasn’t expecting could. 
 
    I entered the demon pit, knowing what I was doing was a huge risk, but if it stopped the God killer, I could find a way to restore order. 
 
    “Demons, hear me now. I command you to rise up and take down the God killer. In return, you will earn your freedom.” 
 
    There were stirrings in the pit, shapes forming in the smoke. 
 
    “You speak the truth?” Chamos asked. 
 
    “Yes, now do as I command.” 
 
    I turned back to the entrance, wondering if he was here yet. I think he was.  
 
    Behind me, the demons began to take solid form, rising up into the air, they hovered there, waiting to attack. 
 
    “Wait for it,” I said. 
 
    Chamos lowered himself in front of me, a black shadowy mass with yellow eyes. “I believe I owe you torture,” it said. 
 
    I realized my mistake too late. The demons amassed on me, grabbing my limbs. I screamed as they ripped them free from my body. I could do nothing to stop them. 
 
    What was left of my body fell to the floor, writhing in agony, a boy appeared before me. He was barely sixteen, with golden hair and the blackest eyes. In his hand, he held a long dagger, with a peacock’s eye set in the hilt. 
 
    “No,” I whispered as I realized the truth. 
 
    He leaned in close to me. “You know, don’t you? What I am?” 
 
    “You were never supposed to be created,” I said. 
 
    “I was. I am a necessary evil. All Gods must die.” 
 
    He drove the dagger into my heart. My last conscious thought was of Persephone. 
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    I spent the night staring at the amulet, trying to figure out how to use it. It was pulsing with energy, so much it practically vibrated in my hand.  
 
    I slept for a while, my body was crying out for rest, but I only slept for a few hours.  
 
    In the morning, I headed for the store. Gavin was in class today, so I didn’t have to worry about him bugging me. I had the Elixir and I had the relic. Now what?  
 
    Eris said I had to know where the God had fallen. Hades had to be in the Underworld, but what about my mother? 
 
    The last time I spoke to her, she was heading off on a secret assignment from Zeus.  
 
    “Why do you have to leave? There has been so much unrest lately. Hades won’t tell me anything.” 
 
    Mother smiled at me, brushing her fingers along my cheek. “You have always been a curious one. Since the day you were born, you always liked to figure things out. Have you thought about what we talked about?” 
 
    I sighed, walking to the edge of the cliff we stood upon. It looked out on rolling green hills. “I’m not ready for a child, Mother.” 
 
    “A child would be the making of you.” 
 
    “I do not need a child to define me.” 
 
    Demeter chuckled. “No, you do not. You are a Goddess in your own right. But you have so much love to give. What is so wrong with wanting a child?” 
 
    I closed my eyes, feeling the tears form. She didn’t know. No one knew, only Hades. I could never tell her about Makaria, the child I lost.  
 
    “Tell me about your journey,” I said, changing the subject. “Where will you go?” 
 
    “It is a secret. I would be going against Zeus himself if I told you.” 
 
    I pulled a face. “What could he possibly want you to do?” 
 
    Demeter raised an eyebrow. “I am capable of more than you know, Daughter. Do not mistake me for a feeble old woman.” 
 
    I laughed, causing a cluster of flowers to bloom at my feet.  
 
    “That’s what you should focus on. Bringing beauty to the world. I know you dwell in darkness, child, but there is always light in the world.” She took my hand in hers. I had no idea of what was to come. 
 
    I sat in the quiet store, silent tears falling. I quickly wiped them away. There really wasn’t a choice. I could never find my mother, but I had a shot at finding Hades. I could fly to Greece and search for the entrance to the Underworld. It might take time, but I could find him. I had time. 
 
    It was late, I should go home and rest. I could look at the amulet with fresh eyes in the morning. I would also need to start packing, if I was going to Greece, I wouldn’t be returning to Bedford. 
 
    As I pulled up to the house, I could hear Cerberus howling.  
 
    Leaping out of the car, I hurried toward the garage to find that the stag was back.  
 
    “Shoo!” I barked, clapping my hands at it.  
 
    It glanced my way then disappeared back into the trees. Stupid stag. I should let Cerberus out. Once it had been chased by a hellhound, it would think twice about coming back here. 
 
    I managed to settle him down, deciding to let him out in the morning. I wasn’t cruel.  
 
    As I was lying in bed, drifting off to sleep, I remembered that I had left the amulet and the flask in the car. I went to throw back the bedclothes, but pain flared in my side.  
 
    It can wait until morning. The car is locked, it will be fine. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I woke up in the middle of the night, covered in sweat. Feeling sick, I stumbled to the bathroom and fell to the floor. Stomach heaving, I threw up on the floor.  
 
    “Urgh,” I said, reaching for the light.  
 
    I discovered a pool of black goo on the floor.  
 
    “What the hell?” 
 
    I raised my shirt to find black tendrils emerging from under the bandage. I pulled it off to find that the wound had turned black around the edges.  
 
    “That’s not good,” I said. That damn bolt.  
 
    I made my way down to the kitchen, rummaging in the cupboards for ingredients. There was a salve my mother had taught me to make. I could use it to keep the wound clean and hopefully kill infection. I doubted this was a simple infection though. Athena was a master at concocting poisons. That’s probably why the bolt was so efficient at killing, it didn’t only wound a person, it poisoned them. I was lucky it only nicked me, or I’d be dead already. 
 
    I dumped the ingredients into my mortar and started mixing. When I was done, I spread the dark green sludge on the wound, wincing as it came into contact with it. I covered it with a large bandage, swallowed some painkillers and went back to bed. It would be just my luck that I would come this far only to be killed by an infection. 
 
    I managed to sleep for a few hours before morning. The salve seemed to be doing the trick, I felt slightly better, but I would need to visit someone to get the wound checked. It wasn’t a doctor kind of problem, but I knew a few healers who dealt in exotic toxins and their cures. 
 
    I needed to focus on the amulet right now. Which reminded me it was still in the car. 
 
    Pulling on a robe, I headed outside to retrieve it. Cerberus heard me and started to bark.  
 
    “It’s okay, boy. I’ll let you out in a minute.” 
 
    I unlocked the car and opened the passenger door to find that the amulet and the flask were gone. 
 
    “No. No, no, no.” I leaned in to check the floor in case they had fallen off, but they weren’t there either.  
 
    I stepped back, trying to think. The car was definitely locked, no one had broken into it. Did I bring them home? Maybe I left them at the store? I was pretty tired last night, it’s possible I just left without them. Yes, that had to be it. 
 
    I got behind the wheel, ready to go to the store, then I remembered I was in my pyjamas. 
 
    “Right, clothes.” 
 
    Racing back inside, I pulled on a pair of jeans and a sweater, swearing as I sent fresh pain through my side. Shoving my feet into a pair of boots, I hurried down to the car.  
 
    “Please be there, please be there,” I kept repeating to myself. I parked the car half on the kerb as I rushed to open the store door. 
 
    “You can’t park like that,” a man scowled me. 
 
    “They can give me a ticket,” I snapped, fumbling with the keys. I finally got the key inserted and hurried inside, flicking the light switch as I went.  
 
    The counter was empty. I searched under it, on the floor, in the back, but they were gone. 
 
    I slammed my fists onto the counter. “No! This can’t be happening.” 
 
    I was so close. I couldn’t lose this chance, not now.  
 
    Okay, breathe. Somebody took them. Who?  
 
    Gavin? He was supposed to be at college, but he could have stopped by earlier and took them. Or put them somewhere. I pulled out my phone, then realized I didn’t have his number. 
 
    Shit. Okay, who else? Clark? He must have realized the amulet was missing. He could have come to the house, saw it in the car and took it. He was a cop, he could probably get into a car no problem. But why take the flask? Was he involved in Eris’ scheme? What if he had been lying this whole time? 
 
    Angry, I swiped my arm at some pots sitting on the counter, sending them crashing to the floor. If Clark had taken them I would beat the truth out of him, if I had to. No one was getting in my way. 
 
    Leaving my car, I jogged over to the station. As I went to go in, I almost ran into Clark as he was coming out. 
 
    “I need to talk to you,” I said. 
 
    “It’s going to have to wait, there’s an emergency over at Robert Jones’s place.” 
 
    I hesitated. “What kind of emergency?” 
 
    “He attacked the mailman and now he’s holding Debra hostage. The mailman managed to get away and he called it in.” 
 
    I jumped into the passenger seat of his cruiser. “I’m coming with you.” 
 
    “No, I can’t bring you to a hostage situation.” 
 
    “He went nuts when I visited him. It’s my fault. I’m coming. Now drive.” 
 
    I wanted to ask him about the amulet, but I also wanted to see what was happening at Robert’s place. He wanted the amulet too. Maybe he was who I was after. 
 
    “Stay in the car,” Clark ordered when we arrived. 
 
    “Yeah, that will happen,” I said, getting out of the car.  
 
    “Persephone, this isn’t a joke, he is dangerous.” 
 
    “So am I.” 
 
    We approached the house. There was shouting coming from inside and a moment later, Robert came crashing out the door. Or rather through the door, he didn’t bother opening it before he walked through it. He stopped, breathing hard, I could see the veins standing out on his neck. He had dressed in a shirt and jeans and around his neck, hung the amulet. 
 
    He turned to look at me and an evil grin spread across his face, one I recognized. 
 
    “Ares.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Chamos 
 
      
 
    Freedom. 
 
    Chamos was free from his prison, back on Earth. Hades was gone. A wicked smile spread across his face. All gone. 
 
    Pulling him apart had felt good, but it wasn’t enough. Now that the euphoria had subsided, he wanted more. But he had watched the God killer finish him off.  
 
    Forget him. Time to play with the mortals again. 
 
    He crossed the fields, searching for prey, something to excite him.  
 
    There. Up ahead, he could see a woman walking on the road. He came up behind her, wondering if he should possess her, or wait for another to possess so he could play with her. She was young, with flowing black locks. He could practically taste her flesh. 
 
    She stopped walking, turning to look back at the road behind her.  
 
    Persephone. Chamos almost exploded with anticipation and delight. The Queen herself, out here alone. And what was this? She was mortal. Or close anyway. Definitely not a God anymore.  
 
    This is going to be fun.  
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     “Police, put your hands up and get on your knees,” Clark yelled, pointing his gun at Robert. Or what used to be Robert.  
 
    “I don’t think that’s going to work,” I said. 
 
    “Get back in the car,” he snapped. 
 
    I ignored him and took a step toward Ares. “Hey, asshole, long time no see.” 
 
    “Persephone,” he said, his voice deep and rumbling. “Still a dark beauty after all this time. It seems Hades failed to tell us about your escape.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” Clark asked. 
 
    “He thinks he’s Ares, I’m just playing along,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t get too close.” 
 
    That was my motto in life. “So tell me Ares, I’m dying to know. How did you do it? The amulet?” 
 
    “It’s a failsafe my father created. We knew the Gods would fall, but others would survive. Talismans like the amulet were created to attract our spirits to a willing host.” 
 
    “Oh, I thought it had the power to resurrect you as you once were.” 
 
    He cocked his head in mock sympathy. “Aw, did you want your beloved husband back? Only the devoted can house a God. They drink the Elixir, say the right words and we get to hijack their bodies. It would never work for Hades.” 
 
    “Why? If I knew where he fell…” 
 
    “Proximity is important, my body fell a few miles from here. But Hades didn’t have a body in the end.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “When the God killer attacked, he fled deeper into the underworld, into the demons lair. He thought he could release them and save himself, instead they turned on him, tore him apart. The God killer finished him off.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I whispered. Hades… 
 
    Ares took a step toward me.  
 
    “Back up,” Clark said.  
 
    Ares looked at him like he was a bug. He swiped an arm, knocking the gun from his grasp. Clark stepped forward to grab him, but Ares lifted him by the shirt off the ground and hurled him through the air. I had time to glimpse his shocked face before he landed in the yard, hitting the ground hard. 
 
    “Clark!”  
 
    Pulling my knife, I ran at Ares. I managed to slash him across the cheek before he hit me in the chest. My feet left the ground and the air vanished from my lungs. I landed, trying to suck in air.  
 
    Ares stalked toward me, but I couldn’t move. I felt like I had been hit by a freight train. I tried to crab walk away from him. This was because of the wound. I wasn’t recovering as quickly as I should. 
 
    Ares grabbed my hair, yanking me up. “Even in a mortal shell, I can still kick your ass.” 
 
    “Yeah, well I think I’m coming down with something,” I said. I aimed my foot at his crotch. He grunted and let me go. I backed away, searching for my knife.  
 
    “What about my mother? Do you know what happened to her?” 
 
    Ares glared at me. “Don’t know. Don’t care.” 
 
    He swiped at me. I jumped back, just avoiding his meaty fingers, but aggravating the wound in my side.  
 
    “I smell decay on you,” Ares smirked.  
 
    “Must be my deodorant,” I said, but I felt like was going to collapse. I couldn’t fight him.  
 
    He kept trying to grab me and I kept dancing out of his way. Ares was more brute force than stealth. 
 
    “So what’s the plan? How long can that body even last?” I said. 
 
    “Longer than you would think. This world will feel my wrath, I will command armies, I will bring these mortals to their knees.” 
 
    “Nice speech, but I hate to break it to you, the mortals do a good job of killing themselves without your help.” 
 
    “Yes, I’ve been watching.” 
 
    “Watching from where?” 
 
    He made another grab for me and this time managed to grab the front of my sweater. I tried to turn my head away from his rancid breath.  
 
    “Tell me, does this hurt?” he said, jabbing a finger into my side.  
 
    I couldn’t help myself, I screamed. The pain was awful. 
 
    Clark came out of nowhere, leaping onto Ares’ back. As he let me go to deal with Clark, I reached out and ripped the amulet from his neck.  
 
    He lifted Clark by the throat. 
 
    “Put him down,” I yelled. 
 
    He squeezed tighter, Clark’s face was purple as he tried to breath.  
 
    “Let him go or I’ll destroy the amulet.” 
 
    That got a reaction from him, he glanced down at his neck, realizing it was gone. He threw Clark ten feet away and turned to me.  
 
    “Give it to me.” 
 
    I stood with a large rock in my hand, ready to smash the amulet. “Tell me the truth, is there a way to bring them back?” 
 
    “No, I told you.” 
 
    “You said you were watching, where from?” 
 
    He narrowed his eyes at me. “Our bodies were gone, but our spirits resided on another plane. We get glimpses of this world.” 
 
    “Hades is there? And my mother?” 
 
    He took a step toward me. 
 
    “Stop!” I said, bringing the rock closer to the amulet. 
 
    “Hades is there, Demeter is not.” 
 
    “Where is she?” 
 
    “How should I know? It’s not like we were up there having dinner parties. It was vast, she was probably hiding. She knew how much we hated her and you for becoming Gods.” 
 
    “I pushed it on her.” 
 
    “Give me the amulet and I will let you live.” 
 
    I laughed. “I have poison in my veins, what difference would it make.” 
 
    “Then I will kill him,” Ares roared, going for Clark. 
 
    “No, you won’t.” I slammed the rock into the amulet, then raised it to do it again. I didn’t stop until it was in pieces. 
 
    Robert dropped to the ground as Ares left him. I collapsed onto the ground in pain. I lay there staring up at the sky.  
 
    I should just stay here, just let the poison take me. Then I could be with them again.  
 
    I heard a groan from Clark. I forgot about him. I pushed myself up from the ground to check on him. I guess I could die later. 
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     “Are you okay?” I asked Clark.  
 
    He lay on his back on the ground.  
 
    “No, I think my shoulder is dislocated.” 
 
    “I’ll get the nurse, she can help,” I said. I headed for the house, feeling the ground move under my feet. Everything was spinning. I managed to get to the front door, what was left of it. 
 
    “Hello? We need some help out here,” I called, leaning on the doorframe for support.  
 
    There was no sign of her. Had he knocked her out? Or worse?  
 
    I stumbled on a piece of wood, nearly hitting the floor.  
 
    As I made my way into the living room, I felt, rather than saw something rush at me from the right. I turned in time to see a baseball bat swinging at my head. I didn’t have time to dodge it and pain exploded in my head.  
 
    “What did you do to him?” the nurse shrieked. 
 
    I tried to crawl away, but she brought the bat down on my back.  
 
    “You killed him.” 
 
    “Ares killed him,” I said, trying get to my feet.  
 
    “I’m talking about Ares! You stupid bitch, we were so close.” 
 
    “Close to what?”  
 
    She planted a foot on my back and pushed me over. I rolled onto my back and glared up at her. “You’re part of that damn cult, aren’t you?” 
 
    “We were, but we found the amulet, we found a way to raise Ares. We tried once before, Robert was the perfect vessel, but it didn’t stick. We needed the elixir, then that blonde bimbo showed up. She wanted to raise him too. Then you went and killed her. I was coming to cut your throat last night, but when I saw the amulet in the car, I couldn’t believe my luck. The Elixir too.” 
 
    “Well you failed. I broke the amulet and the last of the Elixir is gone. Ares will never be free.” 
 
    She was breathing hard now, her face red. She came closer, ready to take another swing at me. As she brought the bat down, I managed to block the blow using a broken piece of wood from the door. The vibration ran up my arms, and I nearly dropped the wood.  
 
    Debra kicked the wood out of my hands, dropped to her knees and grabbed me by the throat. 
 
    “You ruined everything!” she screamed. Her fingers were digging into my flesh and I struggled to get a breath. Black spots started to appear in my vision. I tried beating at her arms, but all my strength had left me.  
 
    I took on the God of War and I’m going to be killed by a fucking nurse! 
 
    My hands scrabbled along the ground, searching for anything to get her off me. My right hand closed around a four inch splinter of wood. I gripped it and swung it directly into her eye. 
 
    I sucked in a breath as her hands released me and she fell back screaming in agony. 
 
    Clark staggered into the house, gun drawn, one of his arms hanging lifelessly by his side. 
 
    “Persephone! Are you okay?” he called. 
 
    I managed a nod before the room started to spin and I blacked out. 
 
    I was floating, drifting, completely at peace. Warmth surrounded me, I knew that I was safe. Out of the darkness, Hades appeared. He looked just as I remembered him, his dark eyes drawing me in. 
 
    “My love,” he whispered. 
 
    “Hades? I was trying to…” I started. 
 
    He shushed me. “Let go. It’s time to let go.” 
 
    I didn’t know what he was talking about. Let go? I vaguely recalled the fight, did he mean let go as in…die? I would be with him again and my mother. 
 
    He came closer, I tried to memorize every detail of his face. “I miss you.” 
 
    “I miss you too, but you must let go. It’s time, Persephone.” 
 
    Suddenly I was hurtling backwards. I tried to make a sound, but I couldn’t. Hades grew smaller and smaller before disappearing.  
 
    “No!” I said, jerking awake to find Clark leaning over me.  
 
    “Persephone? Are you okay? The paramedics are here, you’re going to be okay.” 
 
    I was back in the house, on the floor where I had collapsed. Did I dream about Hades or was he really there?  
 
    I realized what he had been trying to tell me, or my psyche, whatever it was. I had to let go of him. 
 
    For the first time in I don’t know how long, I started to cry, really cry. Clark reached out and took my hand, squeezing it gently. 
 
    Hades was truly gone forever. 
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    I stood on the balcony of my house, wrapped in a blanket, watching the sun come up. It was always the first thing I would do when I left the underworld to return home. Sometimes Mother would join me.  
 
    My body ached from the fight, but against all odds I was still here. I let the paramedics check me over, but refused to go to hospital, even when Clark insisted. There was nothing they could do for me. Debra was alive, although her eye was destroyed. It served her right after everything she had done. Those cult members were like cockroaches.  
 
    I wondered if what Ares said was true. That they were able to glimpse our world from time to time. Where they up there watching over me? I liked to think so. I hated that I had gotten my hopes up about seeing them again. It was time to face the truth, they were gone. 
 
    “Goodbye,” I whispered. 
 
    I hoped wherever they were, that they heard me. Maybe one day I would join them, but until then I needed to stop obsessing and try living my life.  Really living it, otherwise what was the point? Who knows, I could be dead soon anyway. I had made an appointment to see a healer, but whether they were capable of reversing the poison remained to be seen. 
 
    I went back inside to find Cerberus chewing on one of my shoes.  
 
    “Cerberus,” I groaned. He raised his heads and panted at me. Shaking my head, I tried to retrieve the shoe but when I saw the damage he had done I let him keep it.  
 
    “Those were Prada, you dumb mutt,” I said. 
 
    My phone buzzed, I had a text message from Clark. 
 
    Hope you are okay. I’ve been put on leave until my arm heals. I hope we can talk soon. 
 
    Deputy Dan Clark. He had surprised me, more than once. I have a lot of regrets in my life, too many, but assuming I find a cure for the poison, I don’t want to regret not getting to know him, twenty or even fifty years from now.  I wasn’t looking to   marry the guy, but I deserved to be happy. Even if it is just for a little while.  
 
    When evening fell, I dressed in a tight black dress and went over to Clark’s house. He looked surprised to see me. His arm was in a sling and his face was bruised. It could have been so much worse.  
 
    “I was thinking about what you said,” I said after he invited me in.  
 
    “When?” 
 
    “The other night at dinner, about living for myself.” 
 
    I let my coat drop to the floor to reveal the dress underneath. “Is that going to slow you down?” I asked, pointing to the sling he wore on his arm. 
 
    “Uh, no?” 
 
    “Good.” I started kissing him, backing him toward the stairs and unbuttoning his shirt at the same time.  
 
    We managed to get upstairs without falling. Once in Clark’s room, I pushed him onto the bed and straddled him. 
 
    “Wow, we’re really doing this,” he said. He reached for the lamp beside the bed, but I stopped him. 
 
    “Leave it off.” That way he couldn’t see the wound on my side. The only light came from the landing behind me. 
 
     I helped him out of his sling and his shirt, before moving onto his pants. 
 
    I unzipped my dress and let it slide to the floor, to reveal nothing underneath.  
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Clark said. 
 
    I laughed. “You can’t see the bruises in this light.” 
 
    He took hold of my hips and pulled me toward him, his mouth finding mine. It felt so good to be touched again.  
 
    Pushing him back onto the bed, I climbed on top of him. When he was inside me, I started to move, slowly at first, before picking up speed. It didn’t take me long to climax. It felt like such a release.  
 
    Flopping onto the bed next to Clark, I grinned at him. “Deputy Clark, that was amazing,” I purred. 
 
    He reached out to kiss me. As I curled up next to him, I finally felt like I could rest for a while. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A clap of thunder woke me. I sat up, confused as to where I was, then I saw Clark beside me. He was fast asleep, snoring softly. 
 
    “Persephone,” someone whispered. It was followed by two more people whispering my name. Lightning flashed and three women appeared in the room. One at the foot of the bed and one either side.  
 
    “Clotho, Lachesis, Atropos, how are you, ladies?” I asked.  
 
    The three fates, weavers of destiny. I hadn’t seen them in a long time and a visit from them never ended well. One was in the guise of a young girl, the other a grown woman and the last a bent, old figure.  
 
    “Daughter of Demeter, we have a message for you,” Clotho said. 
 
    “I’m not interested, thanks.” 
 
    Lachesis glared at me. “You cannot escape your destiny. Your fate has been written.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes, wishing they would just get on with it. They were going to wake Clark, although he probably wouldn’t be able to see them.  
 
    It was Atropos turn to speak, “Darkness lies ahead, the past is not done with you yet. Only with your death will the Gods truly rest. When spring comes to an end, so too shall the Goddess of the Spring.” 
 
    “Spring? That’s only…four months away.” 
 
    Clotho nodded. “Your end draws near.” 
 
    There was another brilliant flash and they vanished. I lay back on the pillows. Four months. After two thousand years, that was nothing, a blink of an eye. 
 
    I glanced at Clark. We were only just getting started. I thought I was ready for it, that I would welcome my end when it happened, but knowing when it would happen…No. The fates were wrong. I decided the path my life would take. I would find a cure for the poison. I had been through too much to be taken out by something as simple as poison. So I would fight, I would find a way, it’s what I do. Kicking and screaming. It would be a hell of a way to go. 
 
      
 
    To Be Continued… 
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    When Spring comes to an end, so too shall the Goddess of the Spring. 
 
    The fates’ words played over and over in my mind, driving me crazy. I’ve never been a believer in fate. We make choices and the outcome is affected by those choices. I’ve never seen anything to make me believe otherwise and I’ve been alive for over two thousand years. If you told me I was fated to become the Goddess of the Spring, to marry Hades, to watch my family die, then I would call you crazy. Even the Gods themselves weren’t that cruel and I knew them well.  
 
    Which was why I was determined to prove the Fates wrong. To cure the poison in my veins from Athena’s crossbow bolt and stop their prophecy from coming true. 
 
    I stopped my car outside the shack the healer lived in. There wasn’t a better word for it. It was made out of discarded wood, more like a tree house than a place of business. One strong gust of wind would blow it away. It was in the middle of nowhere, I had to drive three hours to get here. I hoped this guy was on the level. If he wasn’t, I had my trusty knife tucked into my boot. Not that I was interested in a fight, I was still recovering from getting my ass kicked by Nurse Crazy. 
 
    As I reached the door of the shack, I could hear meditation music playing inside. Knocking on the door, I waited for an answer. The door was yanked open and I was hit by the overwhelming smell of incense. Sandalwood, to be precise. It made me cough violently. I’m not a fan of strong smells. I prefer florals. 
 
    A man squinted at me. His dark hair and beard were wild, he wore a striped shirt and grey sweatpants. He wasn’t wearing any shoes and his feet were in serious need of a pedicure. 
 
    “Yes?” he said. 
 
    “I have an appointment? I’m Persephone Smith.” 
 
    He frowned in confusion. “Appointment? I thought that was for Thursday?” 
 
    “It is Thursday,” I said. 
 
    “Is it?” He looked even more confused. Finally, he shrugged. “Well, if you say so. Come in.” 
 
    My faith in his abilities had just dropped severely. I was expecting a proper healer, not this hippy idiot. It was obvious from his dilated pupils that he was high. But what other choice did I have? He was the closest healer I could find.  
 
    I stepped into the shack, trying to breathe through my mouth. The place was covered in candles, which seemed risky, considering they might set the place alight. Crude shelves had been fixed to the walls, each one overflowing with jars of different colored liquids. In the corner of the room there was a pile of throw pillows which the healer seemed to be using to sit on.  
 
    “So, what was it you wanted?” he asked, flopping down onto the pillows. 
 
    “We discussed this. I need a cure for an unusual poison.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, yes. I remember now. What kind of poison is it?” 
 
    I lifted my shirt up and peeled off the bandage that covered my wound. What started out as a small nick on my right side, was now a black patch of skin, two inches in diameter with fluid leaking from it. Black tendrils were spreading out from it in all directions. It looked like my skin was rotting away. 
 
    The healer pulled a face. “Oh God. That is gross! Like, really.” 
 
    “Gee, thanks for the assessment. Do you know how to stop it!” I snapped. 
 
    “Well,” he said, scratching his chin. “Maybe.” 
 
    Maybe. I came all this way for a maybe? “This was a waste of time,” I said, turning to leave. He sounded like he knew what he was talking about on the phone. 
 
    “No, wait. I’m sure I can whip something up.” He got to his feet, moving to a small table in the corner and started adding herbs to a bowl. “How did you get it?” 
 
    I sighed. “I got in a fight and my opponent must have laced the weapon with something.” 
 
    “Any idea what?” 
 
    “No. It didn’t look bad at first, this crap only appeared recently.” 
 
    He finished with whatever he was mixing and used an eyedropper to collect some of the liquid. “Well, let’s see what we’re dealing with. Can you lift your shirt again?” 
 
    I did as he asked and he leaned forward with the eyedropper. He squeezed the liquid onto the wound. As it touched my flesh, it started to burn. 
 
    “What the hell?” I cried, backing away. Smoke rose from the wound, the burning pain spreading. “What did you do?”  
 
    “The burning will stop in a moment. Now why don’t you tell me the truth about the wound?” 
 
    The pain was subsiding but not quickly enough for my liking. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “No? That wound was created using something magical. Tell me I’m wrong.” 
 
    “How do you know that?” 
 
    “That was a test, it reacts to magic.” 
 
    I was not expecting him to know about magic, but some humans do. I guess in his line of work, he’s seen it all. I had nothing to lose by telling him the truth. 
 
    “It was a bolt from the crossbow of Athena.” 
 
    “Athena? Like the Athena?” he said, his eyes wide. 
 
    “The Goddess of Warfare, yes. Do you think you can counteract it?” 
 
    He removed a joint from his pocket and lit up. “It wouldn’t be easy. It was created by an actual Goddess. I have something, it’s a cure all for most poisons, but it might not be strong enough.” 
 
    “I’ll give it a try,” I said. Anything was worth a try. 
 
    He started mixing, muttering to himself as he did. I just hoped his concoction worked. The pain had gotten worse over the last couple of days, it was constant now. I felt weak too, like I had the flu, or at least what I imagined it felt like, I don’t get normal human illnesses. There was also the black goo I had thrown up a few days ago. That couldn’t be a good sign. I wondered what it was doing to my insides. 
 
    I paced around the shack, impatient and frustrated.  “What if this doesn’t work?” I asked. 
 
    “I know it’s supposed to be a myth,” the healer said, “but there is an old story about a magic tonic, created by Athena, too. It was an antidote to her powerful toxins. But being Athena, she didn’t want to make it easy, so she hid it. In the lair of the Minotaur.” 
 
    I closed my eyes and groaned. Not the Minotaur. I hate that thing, well those things. The original Minotaur was captured in the labyrinth, but it spawned offspring. I faced one myself a few decades ago and it was not an easy kill. It didn’t matter anyway, there was no way of reaching the labyrinth, not anymore. So this either worked, or… 
 
    No, it has to work. 
 
     The healer was now humming to himself as he poured the liquid from his new mix into a large, black glass bottle. 
 
    “You take this in three doses. Once every twelve hours. You’ll know if it is working in 72 hours. The pain should lessen, and the skin will start to return to normal.” 
 
    I took the bottle from him, unstoppering it and bringing it to my lips. 
 
    He held out a hand to stop me. “Uh, better to do it at home. You don’t want to be driving for at least an hour after taking it.”  
 
    I replaced the lid, wondering what it would do to me. Whatever it was, it couldn’t be as bad as dying.  
 
    “How much do I owe you?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t suppose you would have the crossbow to offer?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said. 
 
    He shrugged. “Worth a try. Three hundred. If it doesn’t work, you’ll have to come back. Assuming you can,” he said. 
 
    I gave him a dark look as I handed over the cash, but he was right. Three days from now, I might not be able to drive, or move, or you know, breathe! 
 
    Once I was back on the road, I felt the anxiety kick in. I don’t know what I was expecting, that this guy would wave a magic wand and fix me? At least I had a shot with his remedy, but what if… 
 
    No, enough of the what ifs. Deal with it if it comes to it. 
 
    I switched on the radio to distract myself, tuning into an old rock station. Minotaurs! No matter where I went in the world, the past always seemed to come back and bite me in the ass.  
 
    Darkness lies ahead, the past is not done with you yet. 
 
    That’s what those three bitches said. I guess they were right on that point. A Minotaur though. Actually, not a Minotaur, the Minotaur. The original. That one I faced in Spain was nothing compared to that.  
 
    The Minotaur was once a man, cursed by Artemis. It was so violent, so dangerous, that a maze was created to keep it locked away. It’s offspring though were already out in the world. They were born looking human, then later they would change into beasts. The one I faced had lost all ties to its humanity, it was a monster. For the locals of the small town I was in, it looked like a bull. It killed three people before I put it down.  
 
    Pain shot through me and I almost jerked the car off the road. I slowed down, waiting for it to subside, glad there were no other cars around at the moment.  
 
    Taking deep breaths, I gripped the wheel until it eased off. That was a bad one. Maybe I should take the remedy now. I didn’t want to risk leaving myself unable to drive, not this far from home. What if it made me pass out? 
 
    Pressing the gas pedal to the floor, I roared along the highway. The quicker I got home to Bedford, the better. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Chamos 
 
      
 
    Persephone, sweet Persephone, how I hate to see you cry. 
 
    Chamos chuckled to himself. That was a lie, he loved to see her cry, to see her miserable and alone. He fed off that, the energy she was giving off was enough to keep him fed for a long time and he didn’t even have to do anything to her.  
 
    Losing your husband will do that to you. 
 
    He recalled Hades’ death, the mighty God of the Underworld ripped apart by lowly demons. Such sweet ecstasy. Now he had the chance to torture the woman he loved. 
 
    He hovered above Persephone, unseen. She had lost that spark, her Godhood, otherwise she would be able to see him. She was little more than a shadow of her former self. At night, he would visit her in her dreams and though he was tempted to play with her mind, he stopped himself. He wanted to see how this played out.  
 
    How low could she sink on her own? Grief was a delicious emotion and one that had no bounds. He would wait. 
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    I made it back to Bedford without driving off the road. I stopped at my store, Treasures Past, in town. Well, almost my store, I was in the process of buying it from a dead guy. And by guy, I mean demon. I killed it in the store and now I have to pretend that the man it was disguised as – Harris Johansen, has left town and is selling me the store. It would be a lot easier if I didn’t have to deal with Gavin, the teenage intern Harris had hired to work with him. The kid was a major pain in my ass, but he kept the store running. Which considering how crazy things have been lately, it was one thing less to worry about. 
 
    The issue I had was how to reveal that Harris was dead without a body or putting suspicion on myself. I could fake his death, but that would take a lot of work. I had the money to do it, but there was always the chance of someone finding out. Which meant the only other option was forging the documents. In the meantime, I paid someone to go into his house discreetly and make it look like he had left town. His car was still there, but moving it would look more suspicious. I also paid money into his bank account for the ‘sale’ of the store.  
 
    Gavin was attempting to fix some shelves that I had broken when I was thrown into them by the demon. He had a pencil in his mouth, his brow furrowed in concentration. I came up behind him and ruffled his blond hair. “And how’s my ickle intern doing?” I said, trying to wind him up. 
 
    He glared at me through his glasses. “I’m not your intern.” 
 
    “Then why are you still here?” 
 
    “Someone has to look after this place. What’s that?” he said, motioning to the bottle in my hand.  
 
    I dropped my hand to my side. “Homeopathic remedy. I think I’m getting the flu.” 
 
    “Yeah, you do look awful.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I snapped.  
 
    As much fun as our verbal sparring was, I needed to take my medicine. I headed into the small restroom at the back of the store. Locking the door, I opened the bottle and sniffed the contents. It smelled faintly of aniseed.  
 
    “Bottoms up,” I whispered. I brought the bottle to my lips and took a drink.  
 
    It burned my throat as I swallowed it, but the taste wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. I was about to take another mouthful when I felt bile rise up in my throat. I just had time to aim at the toilet before vomiting. More black goo.  
 
    “Oh God,” I moaned. My stomach heaved again, but nothing more came up. Leaning back against the wall, I wondered if the remedy caused it or if it was just a coincidence. What I had drunk was now in the toilet. Once my stomach has settled, I forced down more of the liquid, then sat with my hand over my mouth, praying it would stay down. 
 
    After fifteen minutes, it seemed safe to get up. Making my way to the sink, I swallowed some water. Gavin was right, I did look awful. My black hair looked flat and I had dark circles under my brown eyes. There wasn’t enough make up in the world to make me look better.  
 
    Maybe I should let Clark see me like this, then maybe he will stop calling me every five minutes. 
 
    Dan Clark. Damn. I tried not to think about our night together. It was great, Dan was hot and the sex, well…it was… 
 
    Don’t think about it. You can’t go there again. 
 
    I was ready to give it a go with him, but the visit from the Fates ruined my plans. I can’t string him along only to die on him. And if I don’t die, I can’t stay with him since I won’t age. It isn’t fair to him and it’s not fair to me, because I could really see myself falling for a guy like him. 
 
    So I’m doing what I always do when it comes to issues involving feelings, I’m avoiding them and hoping they go away. I switch on my phone, which has been off since this morning. Sure enough, three missed calls from Clark. Text messages too. 
 
    I switch it off again. I’m sure he’ll catch up to me eventually and I can deal with him then. 
 
    After splashing some water on my face, I left the restroom in search of coffee. Gavin was hovering in the doorway.  
 
    “What?” I said. 
 
    “If you have the flu, maybe you should go home.” 
 
    “I’m fine.” 
 
    “You didn’t sound fine,” he said. 
 
    He had heard me vomiting. “Don’t worry, I won’t cough in your face.” 
 
    “Ew. Probably won’t do anything anyway. I never get sick. I look after myself. I was thinking more of the customers.” 
 
    Setting my coffee mug down, I walked out to the counter and looked around. “What customers?”  
 
    I haven’t seen a soul since I took over, except for Gavin and Deputy Carlisle when he tried to arrest me.  
 
    “There’s a man due in this afternoon. He’s interested in a clock we picked up at an estate sale.” 
 
    I’d believe it when I saw it.  
 
    Returning to the kitchenette, I searched the cupboards for the coffee but found only an empty bag.  
 
    “I’m going to the diner for coffee,” I said. I didn’t offer to bring Gavin one, why encourage him. The sooner he got it into his head that he wasn’t wanted, the sooner I could stop worrying about covering my tracks. 
 
    I was sure to check that Clark wasn’t in the diner before I went in. It was too early for his shift to be over anyway. Not that I was keeping track. He was supposed to be recovering from his shoulder injury, caused when Ares threw him about ten feet through the air. But I had seen him in his uniform, so he must have gone back to work.  
 
    As I waited on my coffee, I noticed people looking my way.  I worried that it was because I looked like hell, but if I had to guess I would say it was because they had heard about the fight with Robert Jones. They didn’t know he was possessed by Ares, all they knew was that he had gone nuts and attacked several people, including me and Clark. The official verdict was that he had died of a heart attack. Debra, his nurse and fellow cult member, had beaten the crap out of me with a bat, I still had bruises, despite my usual accelerated healing, but that was slowed down because of the poison. She was currently locked away, missing an eye. Thanks to me. Bitch shouldn’t have tried to strangle me.  
 
    I was lucky they had ruled it self defence. I wondered if Clark was under the same scrutiny. He wasn’t aware of half of it. He thought Robert was crazy. I don’t know how he was explaining away Robert’s ability to throw him around like he was a doll. I mean Robert was a big guy, but Clark was no lightweight. I’m sure he found a reasonable explanation as humans tend to do. Adrenaline or drug fuelled frenzy.   
 
    I accepted my coffee from the waitress, Jenni. “So, like, were you really up there when that guy went nuts?” she asked. She was about twenty five with blonde hair and brown eyes. She was one of the few people I talked to, although it was mostly to order coffee from her. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. But Deputy Clark saved the day.” 
 
    She smiled. “I’m not surprised. That guy is hot. Are you two, like, an item?” 
 
    I shook my head, even though I felt like telling her to keep her hands off him. “No, just friends.” 
 
    “Oh. Shame,” she said, taking my money and ringing up the order. 
 
    I left the store with my coffee. As I stepped outside, I felt my head start to spin. Throwing my hand out, I steadied myself on the wall of the diner.  
 
    Wow, is this the poison or the stuff I drank? 
 
    I needed to go home, maybe lie down for a while. I took a few steps, my legs felt weak.  
 
    Shit, I’m not going to make it to my car. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    “Dan, I told you to take the time to heal,” Sheriff Hanson said. 
 
    “I know, but I hate sitting at home. I’m happy to ride a desk until I’m 100%. I’ll do paperwork.” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson raised a bushy eyebrow. “I’ve never heard a cop offer to do paperwork. But I’m going to allow it. After the debacle up at the Jones house, we need all hands on deck. What did happen up there? Off the record.” 
 
    I shifted in my seat, feeling pain in my shoulder. Jones exhibited superhuman strength, he believed he was the actual God Ares, and Persephone…well, I’m not sure what she did. All I know is by the end of it, Jones was dead, and Debra ended up with a piece of wood in her eye. It was self-defence though, that much I was sure of. Debra was trying to choke her. When Persephone collapsed, I thought for a moment that she was dead. She took one hell of a beating, but she wouldn’t even go to the hospital afterwards. There was tough and there was stupid. I think she’s a bit of both. 
 
    Then of course she showed up on my doorstep looking for sex. I was happy to oblige, but then she did her disappearing act again. Why couldn’t she just tell me how she felt? If it was just a one-night stand, fine. She should just say so and stop hiding from me. 
 
    “I think that Jones was on drugs. He was delusional, maybe he was faking the whole catatonic thing, I honestly don’t know.” 
 
    “There’s talk about the pair of them being in the Cult of Ares. Did you know that?” 
 
    What he was asking was did I know them since I was a former member. Sheriff Hanson knew about my past, although not all the gory details. “I didn’t know that they were members. I told you, my ties to the cult ended over a decade ago. I know there was a small faction operating about fifty miles from here, but there were never any serious incident reports.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know about them. I keep my ear to the ground. Let’s just hope no more of them show up in Bedford.” 
 
    “Yeah, let’s hope,” I said, but somehow, I doubted it was the last we would hear of them. Bedford seemed to attract trouble.  
 
    “Listen, Dan. I’ve been playing this one close to my chest, but I’m investigating the recent murders. I’m worried that there is a serial killer on the loose.” 
 
    “A serial killer in Bedford? Are you serious?” I laughed, but he was serious. 
 
    “We found a head.” 
 
    “A head?” 
 
    “Yeah, out in the woods. Then there was the guy we thought was killed by a mountain lion and of course there is Harris Johansen’s disappearance.” 
 
    “Whoa, back up. It was an animal that killed that guy. And Harris left town, who said he was dead?” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson pursed his lips. “I thought you’d say that. We can’t find him, Dan. And Persephone Smith is the only one who supposedly seen him leave. You have to admit it looks suspicious.” 
 
    “I really don’t think…” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson held up his hand. “I’m not accusing her of anything. Yet. Just watch your back. People without a past are always hiding something.” 
 
    I nodded, but I knew he was wrong. Persephone could handle herself, sure, but she wasn’t a killer. I left his office. 
 
    If I was going to tackle all this paperwork, I needed a triple espresso. Grabbing my radio, I headed over to the diner, just as Persephone was coming out of it. I stopped walking. Should I speak to her? Or just ignore her like she was ignoring me?  
 
    She stumbled, catching herself on the wall. When she stayed where she was, I hurried over to her. 
 
    “Persephone? Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded, but she looked terrible. Her skin was pale and she looked ill. “I’m fine, just a bug,” she said. 
 
    “It looks a lot more serious than that. Here, come and sit down.” 
 
    I led her to a nearby bench. “I think Doc Bishop is in his office, I’ll get him.” 
 
    “No! I’m fine. I just need to go home and get some sleep.” 
 
    “Okay, well I’m driving you. No arguments.” 
 
    She nodded. Damn, she must be ill if she’s agreeing with me. 
 
    Leaving her on the bench, I hurried up the street to my car. Maybe I should get the doc anyway. She refused to go to hospital after the beating she took from Debra, what if she had internal injuries? 
 
    As I was driving back toward her, a car suddenly veered in front of me, making me slam on my brakes. The red Corvette screeched to a halt in front of Persephone. Flashing my lights, I got out to confront the asshole.  
 
    He was talking to Persephone. He was tall, lean and had light brown hair. He was maybe thirty. Did she know him? 
 
    “Hey! What the hell do you think you’re doing? You could have caused an accident,” I snapped. 
 
    The guy looked up at me, grinning. He had a crazed glint in his eye which made me drop my hand to my gun.  
 
    “So sorry, officer,” he said, and I heard a European accent. “I saw this beauty and I had to stop. I’m sure you understand.” 
 
    I glanced at Persephone, but she seemed just as bewildered.  
 
    “Allow me to introduce myself. I am Seth and I need this lovely lady’s help.” 
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    “Seth?” I said, staring at the strange man in front of me. I’d never seen him before in my life, but he definitely wasn’t human. He was radiating a strange aura, one that seemed vaguely familiar to me. Was he an offspring of the Gods? Or something else? 
 
    “Whatever you want, it can wait. She isn’t well,” Clark said. “Now beat it before I write you up.” 
 
    Seth gave me a wink. “Of course, we can talk later.” 
 
    Clark helped me into his truck, but my eyes never left Seth. Was this the past that the Fates spoke of? Who the hell was he? 
 
    If my head wasn’t spinning, I would go after him.  
 
    “Do you know that guy?” Clark asked. 
 
    “No, he seemed to know me though.” 
 
    “If you want, I can run him out of town?” he suggested.  
 
    I couldn’t help but smile. “No, it’s fine.” 
 
    “I really do think you need to get checked out.” 
 
    “It’s the flu. Seriously, I just need some sleep and I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Clark fell silent, I don’t know if he believed me or not. I stared at him as he drove, he seemed tense. Probably wanted to ask about the other night, but he was holding back.  
 
    “Listen, Clark, I…” 
 
    “You should get as much rest as possible. I’ll bring you some soup over after my shift,” he said. I guess he didn’t want to know the answer. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    He offered to help me inside, but I refused. I made it up the steps and into the house. Letting my coat drop to the floor, I practically crawled up to my bed and collapsed on it. I was asleep almost instantly. 
 
    A knock on the door woke me. I groaned and lifted my head to check the time. I had been asleep for three hours. I felt a little better, but I wanted to sleep some more. It was probably Clark with the soup. 
 
    I got to my feet and made my way to the door. I would take the soup and send him on his way. 
 
    When I opened the door however, it wasn’t Clark on the other side, it was Seth. 
 
    “You again. How did you find me?” 
 
    “I told you I need your help. Wasn’t that hard to find you, I just asked around town for where I could find the most beautiful woman around.” 
 
    “Really? Does that line ever work?” 
 
    “You tell me,” he said, grinning at me. 
 
    I went to close the door in his face, but he blocked it with his foot. “Okay, I’m sorry. That was cheesy. I do need your help though.” 
 
    “Why me?” 
 
    “Because there aren’t too many ex-Goddesses running around.” 
 
    “How do you…?” 
 
    “Know who you are? Let me in and I’ll tell you.” 
 
    I wasn’t about to let a perfect stranger into my house, not when I was less than fighting fit, he could be anyone. 
 
    “No, if you want to talk, let’s do it somewhere public. Tomorrow, at the diner in town,” I said. 
 
    He sighed. “Okay, I understand that you don’t trust me. Yet. Noon, okay?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes.” 
 
    I watched as he walked back down the steps to his Corvette. Clark pulled up just as he was leaving.  
 
    “What was he doing here?” Clark asked as he climbed the steps carrying my soup. 
 
    “He wanted to talk, I told him to leave,” I said. I didn’t tell him about the meeting. 
 
    Clark looked worried. “I ran his plates. The car is a rental. I can look into him, if you want.” 
 
    “No, Clark. Honestly, just forget about him. Thanks for the soup.” I reached for the bag, but he walked past me into the house.  
 
    “It will need heated up,” he said, heading for the kitchen. 
 
    “I can manage,” I said. 
 
    Clark sighed. “Persephone, just for once, let someone help you out. Please?” 
 
    “Okay, I’m just going to go change,” I said.  
 
    Back in my room, I changed out of my clothes into some warm flannel pyjamas. It would be too weird to have Clark in my bedroom, so I grabbed a blanket and headed downstairs to the couch instead. 
 
    Clark brought me a steaming bowl of chicken soup. It smelled great, but I was worried that I would throw up again. “You don’t have to stay,” I told him. 
 
    “Yeah, I can take the hint. I’ll go, but only if you promise me that you will go to the doctor if you feel any worse.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    “And you can call me too,” he offered. 
 
    I nodded. “I will, thank you.” 
 
    I waited until he left before taking a spoonful of soup. It was delicious, but when I swallowed, my stomach started to churn. I ate slowly, hoping it stayed down. Halfway through the bowl, I felt my stomach spasm. Setting the bowl on the coffee table, I ran for the bathroom. The soup ended up in the toilet along with more black goo.  
 
    I checked my watch, it was still a while until my next dose. Was this normal? Was this the remedy purging the poison from my system? Or was I getting worse? 
 
    I’ve got time though. Assuming those bitches are right, it will take months to kill me. The end of Spring. 
 
    But how bad would I get in the meantime? How long before I couldn’t walk? I was assuming that I would be capable of moving around, but for all I knew it could send me into a coma. I needed someone to work on my behalf in case I couldn’t. But who? The obvious choice was Sully, my lawyer, although it was going to be difficult since he believed I was a normal human. There was nobody else, unless I told someone the truth. I considered Clark, but I couldn’t put this on him. Besides he would probably think I was nuts. 
 
    For now, I would tell Sully to contact my ‘physician’ if anything happened to me, meaning the healer. I dialled Sully’s number. 
 
    “Miss Smith, if you are in jail again you may have to wait a while, I’m just about to go into a very important meeting,” Sully said. 
 
    “No, I’m not ringing about that. I’m actually calling because…” I paused, wondering how to put it. 
 
    “If this is about buying the store, we’ve run into a problem.” 
 
    “What kind of problem?” 
 
    “Well, you said that you would be buying it from the man’s estate, but there is no death certificate and from what I can tell, no body.” 
 
    “Oh. Right. Well that’s the difficult part, no one knows where his body is. He died on a hike.” That was a total lie, but it was all I could think of. 
 
    “How can you be sure he’s dead?” 
 
    “Because he was 73 and has been missing for a couple of weeks.” 
 
    “Well, until I receive a death certificate, there is nothing I can do. If a body is never found, it can take years before they will rule him dead.” 
 
    That I did not know. Why did he have to be a demon? It wasn’t like I could present a puddle of goo and a human skin as evidence he was dead. 
 
    “I’ll speak to someone about the investigation,” I said. “That isn’t actually why I’m calling though. I uh, I’m sick at the moment. I have a physician looking after me, but I need to know that if for any reason I can’t make decisions that you refer to him about my condition. I can send you his details.” 
 
     “What are we talking about here? Are you dying?” he asked bluntly. 
 
    Way to be considerate, Sully.  
 
    “No, I hope not. I’m just letting you know.” 
 
    “Okay, well send me the details. I have to go, I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” 
 
    “Great, thanks Sully.” 
 
    Now what the hell was I going to do? Fake his death? It might be the only option I had. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    I spotted the Corvette again as I was on my way home. It was parked at the hotel. Whoever this Seth guy was, I didn’t like him. It wasn’t jealousy either, it was a gut feeling, he was bad news.  
 
    It had been a long day and I was looking forward to getting home. Sheriff Hanson had stopped me on the way out and handed me a file on the recent murders. He told me to read it, but not at the station. I didn’t understand why he was so worried. Taking a file home was against the rules, but he was adamant that no one else see it. 
 
    Once home, I changed into jeans and a t-shirt and threw a ready meal in the oven. I couldn’t be bothered cooking. Settled at the kitchen table, I opened the file. The first body listed was the one that I thought had been attacked by the mountain lion. The damage was extensive, and he had been partially eaten. I could see a hungry mountain lion doing that.  
 
    I read through the M.E.’s report. Even he questioned the likelihood of that, but he had no other explanation. 
 
    The second body, or rather head, was found partially buried in the snow. The Sheriff had done a search of the surrounding area but couldn’t find the body. There were bite marks on the neck, the same as the ones found on the other body. It was also noted that a puddle of strange, unidentified liquid had been found nearby which was organic in nature, but once again the M.E. couldn’t offer an explanation to its origins. 
 
    The first body had been identified as Ed Anderson. He was a logger who lived close to the spot he had been found in. The head though, it still hadn’t been identified and no one had been reported missing. He could have been a tourist.  
 
    The third name in the file made me pause. It was Paula, my girlfriend who died several years ago. Why was she included in the file? She died by falling off a cliff. She wasn’t eaten or attacked. Why would Sheriff Hanson include her?  
 
    I grabbed my phone and dialled his number.  
 
    “Hanson,” he answered. 
 
    “Why is Paula’s name in this file?” 
 
    Hanson sighed. “I thought you might react this way. I put her name in the file because she died under mysterious circumstances too. I’m not saying it had anything to do with the others, but it is something that was never explained.” 
 
    “She fell off a cliff in the dark. It was an accident.” 
 
    “Dan, you probably don’t remember this, but when we first interviewed you, shortly after they found her body, you mentioned something.” 
 
    I wracked my brain, trying to remember that time, but it was a blur. “What?” 
 
    “You said that you were awoken by the sound of shrieking. You said it was inhuman and that’s when you noticed that Paula was gone.” 
 
    I stared at the wall. When did I say that? I had no memory of it. “No, I-I didn’t.” 
 
    “You only said it once. I thought it was weird at the time, or maybe it came from a nightmare, but the way Paula died…well, I thought it was worth looking into.” 
 
    I swallowed. “Whether I said it or not, it doesn’t change anything. She wandered off and fell off a cliff.” 
 
    “There’s more to it than that. Maybe this isn’t a conversation we should have over the phone…” 
 
    “No, just tell me.” 
 
    “When we found Paula, she wasn’t wearing any shoes. We found them close to the tent. She was wearing white socks when she was found.” 
 
    “So what?” 
 
    “There were no marks on the bottom of them. If she had walked through the woods to that cliff, the socks would have been filthy, but they were completely clean.” 
 
    I gripped the phone. “There’s more, isn’t there?” 
 
    “Scratches on her shoulders. They were written off as wounds from tree branches scraping her, but they were more like claw marks.” 
 
    “Do you have some kind of theory?” 
 
    “Not one that holds water. It looks like she was lifted off the ground and carried to the cliff.” 
 
    “So someone else was there? They kidnapped her?” 
 
    “No, Dan, I mean something with claws lifted her off the ground and carried her away.” 
 
    I felt like was in the middle of a nightmare, or someone was going to jump out and yell, “Gotcha!” 
 
    “I don’t know how to respond to that. What you’re saying is…” 
 
    “Crazy? Yeah, I know. I told you it doesn’t hold water.” 
 
    “Why are you telling me this now? After all this time?” 
 
    “Honestly, I wasn’t entirely sure that you weren’t involved. And I had no real answers.” 
 
    “You thought that I killed Paula!” I cried. How the hell could he think that?  
 
    “Calm down, Dan. I don’t think that now. But at the time, you know the people closest to the victim are the most likely suspects.” 
 
    “What made you change your mind?” I spat. 
 
    “Listen, kid. Calm the hell down. If you were in my position you would have to assume the same thing. I changed my mind because I know you’re a good kid, that you loved Paula. With your history, I had to consider every possibility. “ 
 
    I fell silent. I understood what he was saying, but it still wasn’t easy to hear. After the cult and this, I’m surprised I still had a job at all. 
 
    “I want you on this, Dan. You’re the best cop I have, if there’s something going on out there, I want you looking into it.” 
 
    “Yeah, well I’ll sleep on it. Goodnight.” 
 
    I hung up before he could respond. How the hell had I gone all this time without realizing that he suspected me? Yes, I had been asked questions after Paula’s death, but they accepted my version of events. Hanson was someone I looked up to, I admired the man. It killed me that he doubted me. 
 
    I closed my eyes. Try to look at it from a cop’s point of view. Of course you were a suspect. You were out there alone and Paula ended up dead. Now he had me doubting that it was an accident. Something lifted her off the ground and took her two miles to the cliff? What could do that? Nothing that I could think of. And if that was the case, if something did grab her, why didn’t she scream for help? Or was that what the screams were? Paula yelling for help? 
 
    Oh God, and I slept through it?  I felt sick. I switched off the oven and opened the refrigerator for a beer. My mind was going into overdrive, wondering what could have been out there.  
 
    I moved to the window and stared out into the darkness. What might still be out there. What if whatever took her was the same thing killing people now? Maybe it was disturbed before it could eat her?  
 
    If there was something out there, I was going to blow its head off.  
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    My second dose of the remedy went as well as the first. I struggled to keep it down, but I forced myself to anyway. I lay awake until after 3am, too hot and in pain to sleep. I thought about my meeting with Seth, wondering what it was he wanted. If he expected me to do anything that required an effort, then he was going to be disappointed.  
 
    I slept for a few hours but woke up shortly after nine feeling worse than ever. Trudging into the garage, I found Cerberus looking lonesome.  
 
    “Hey, boy. Sorry I've been neglecting you. Do you want to go for a walk?”  
 
    He started jumping up and down like an overgrown puppy. I opened the garage door and he shot off into the trees. I followed behind slowly. The snow was starting to melt and it wasn’t as cold as it had been in the past couple of weeks. Spring would be here soon. And when it ends, so will I. 
 
    I sighed. What would become of Cerberus if I died? There was no one to look after him. I didn’t like to think of him wandering the earth alone, although that was exactly what he had been doing before he followed Eris here. Maybe he would be happier on his own. He wouldn’t have to be locked up indoors, he could play in the woods as much as he liked.  
 
    He came bounding back to me, dropping a large tree branch at my feet. I laughed. “How am I supposed to throw that?”  
 
    He yipped, eyes pleading. Kneeling down, I picked it up, feeling the pain flare in my side. I pulled off a few of the smaller branches and tossed it a few feet away. Cerberus bounded after it, then skidded to a halt. He sniffed the air, gave a bark and flew off into the bushes. I watched him with a smile on my face.  
 
    When it was time to go back in, he obediently followed me and returned to the garage.  I left him rolling on the floor and went inside to get changed to meet Seth.  
 
    He was already at the diner when I arrived, sipping on a hot chocolate. I took a seat opposite him and before I could say anything, Jenni set a hot chocolate in front of me. With whipped cream and marshmallows, exactly how I liked it. 
 
    “How did you know what to order?” I asked Seth. 
 
    “Who doesn’t like their hot chocolate that way?” he replied.  
 
    I took a sip of it, tasting mint syrup. How did he know to add that too?  
 
    “You wanted to talk, so talk,” I said. 
 
    “Straight to the point. Well, like I said, I know who you are, or what you were. I am like you, cursed with longevity. By your former Goddess friend – Aphrodite.” 
 
    “Aphrodite made you youthful, sounds like something she would do. But I know she also bored easily, I assume this happened shortly before she fell?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, I was a mortal and she fell in love with me. She pursued me, but I had no interest in becoming her play thing. Then I fell sick, she offered me a ‘cure’ but didn’t tell me what it would do to me. Then the God killer struck. I left Greece, but over the years I realized that I wasn’t aging. I thought it would last a few lifetimes, but I’m still here. There were a lot of rumors back then, about you. Some said that you were the only survivor. I went looking for you, searched the world. I nearly caught up to you a few times over the years, but kept missing you.” 
 
    “Why? I can’t reverse what Aphrodite did to you,” I said. 
 
    “No, I know that. But I know something that can fix me. Give me back my natural human life.” 
 
    “And what is that?” 
 
    “It’s the Apple of Discord.” 
 
    “The one Eris created? How can it help you?” I remembered that story, before my time, but another shinning example of their pettiness and stupidity. 
 
    “It just can,” he said, cryptically. “That’s why I went in search of Eris and how I ultimately found you.” 
 
    “So why do you need me?” I asked. 
 
    “Two reasons. One, you’re one of the few people on earth who can retrieve it.” He took a sip of his hot chocolate. 
 
    “And the second reason?” 
 
    “It lies in the lair of the Minotaur and I think you know what else is in there?” 
 
    I closed my eyes and shook my head. “You’ve had a wasted journey. There’s no way to get to the labyrinth, not anymore.” 
 
    “Actually, there is,” he said. “I can open a door to the labyrinth, but only once and only for a few hours.” 
 
    I stared at him. A way to the labyrinth, it was too good to be true. 
 
    “What’s the catch?” I said. 
 
    “I already told you, I need you to get me the Apple. That’s it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, but I’m not exactly up to battling the Minotaur. As you can see, I'm dying.” 
 
    Seth looked annoyed. “Oh? So that’s it? You’re just going to roll over and let it happen? That’s not the Persephone of myth. The woman who made mere mortals tremble at the mention of her name. Besides, if you’re going to die anyway, how would you rather go out? Writhing in agony in your bed, or fighting one of the most feared beasts in all human history?” 
 
    I knew what he was doing, trying to rile me up and damn it, it was working. I wasn’t prepared to give up, but nor was I in any fit state to fight the Minotaur. I wondered if my ‘physician’ could do something about that? Give me something to help me get through the fight? 
 
    “Well, when you put it like that...” 
 
    “Excellent. The sooner the better, before you drop.” 
 
    “Which reminds me, I'm due my final dose of medicine. Be warned, if I spontaneously recover, you’re own your own,” I joked. I excused myself to the bathroom to take the remedy. 
 
    Locking myself in a stall, I swallowed the last of the liquid. It barely touched my stomach before I vomited it all back up. Yeah, it was never going to work. 
 
    I staggered out of the stall to get some water.  I found Jenni waiting. 
 
    “Are you okay?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, just sick.” 
 
    She nodded. “I can relate, although I'm not sick.” 
 
    I glanced over at her and she dropped a hand to her stomach.  
 
    “Oh, congratulations,” I said. 
 
    She gave me a wan smile. “Not sure if that’s the correct response, but thanks.” 
 
    “You don’t want it?” 
 
    She shrugged. “It was a surprise, put it that way. I don’t know if I'll be any good at it.” 
 
    “No one thinks they will be.  Everyone just makes it up as they go along,” I said. 
 
    “You sound like you’re talking from experience. Do you have any kids?” she asked.  
 
    I fixed my hair, taking a second before answering. “No.” 
 
    She nodded. “I have time. Haven’t even told the father yet.” 
 
    Curiosity got the better of me. “Anyone I know?” 
 
    She looked nervous, eyes darting to the door like she was worried someone would overhear. “His name is Liam. He delivers food to us in the mornings. He’s nice, but we aren’t serious. There’s not a lot of options in this town.” 
 
    “Maybe he will surprise you,” I said. 
 
    “Maybe. Do you want some water?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, I'm good, thanks.” 
 
    I hoped Liam didn’t turn out to be an asshole. Jenni seemed like a nice girl, she deserved to be happy. The talk of pregnancy had touched a nerve with me though. Don’t think about her. Not now.  
 
    I had the Minotaur to face, this could wait. Seth was waiting for me. 
 
    “We’ll need to take a trip before we do this. I’m going to need all the help I can get.” 
 
    “Okay, then we can leave tomorrow at first light?” he suggested. 
 
    I nodded. “Okay, tomorrow.” 
 
    Now I had to decide how to spend my potentially last night on earth. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It must say something that of all the places I could end up, it was at Clark’s place. I stood on his porch, wondering if I should knock or not. I owed him an explanation, if nothing else. I might be dead in a few hours and if I was lost in the labyrinth, no one would know what happened to me. Just like Harris. At least he had Gavin asking questions about him, wondering where he had gone. Who did I have? 
 
    They would think I had skipped town, abandoning my dog and not saying a word. I imagine they would forget about me very quickly. It used to be a good thing when I was leaving a place behind, but not anymore. I wanted someone to remember me. 
 
    I knocked on the door, remembering the last time I was here, how I fled the following morning before Clark even woke up. 
 
    He answered the door. “Persephone? How are you? Are you feeling better?” he said. 
 
    All the things I planned on saying went through my head, but I found myself mute. Instead, I did something stupid, I kissed him. 
 
    “Okay, whoa! Not that I don’t enjoy beautiful women showing up on my doorstep and kissing me, but I think we need to talk,” he said. 
 
    “Can’t we talk after?” I asked. 
 
    “Persephone...” 
 
    “Fine, let’s talk,” I said, pushing past him. I took a seat on the couch.  
 
    “Do you want a drink?” he asked. 
 
    “No. Look,” I sighed. “I like you. I don’t regret what happened the other night, but I have a lot going on. I didn’t actually come here for sex, I came here for a favor. I’m going out of town tomorrow morning and I need someone to let Cerberus out for a run. But then I saw you and I just felt...” 
 
    “Like kissing me?” 
 
    “Yes.” I grinned. 
 
    “See, this is why I don’t get you. Why does it need to be so complicated? Do you like me?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” 
 
    “I like you too. Let’s leave it at that,” he said, taking a seat beside me. He leaned in to kiss me, then paused. “Do you have the flu?” 
 
    “Scared of a few germs?” 
 
    “No, but...” 
 
    “I’ll tell you what, if you get sick, I'll bring you soup in bed,” I said. 
 
    He seemed to like the idea of that. We started kissing. His hand slid under my top, accidentally bumping against my wound. I gasped, pulling away.  
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “Wait, what is that?” 
 
    He caught sight of the black tendrils before I managed to cover it back up with my shirt. “Nothing, just a bruise from fighting with Debra.” 
 
    “That wasn’t a bruise. Persephone what is going on?” 
 
    “I told you it’s nothing.” I forgot about the wound, we couldn’t do anything without him seeing it. 
 
    “I should go,” I said. He got to his feet, blocking my path.  
 
    “Persephone, don’t do this again. Don’t walk out. Please, let me help.” 
 
    I knew that if I did leave, then that was it. He wasn’t going to put up with me, and maybe he wouldn’t have to. But if I did survive... 
 
    I sighed. “I’ve been poisoned.” 
 
    “What? What do you mean poisoned? By who?” 
 
    “It’s a long story, but that’s why I’m leaving in the morning to go get the cure.” 
 
    “Forget the morning, let’s go now. I can drive.” 
 
    I held up a hand. “Calm down. It’s fine. Honestly. It’s all arranged. Will you let Cerberus out for me?” 
 
    “What? Forget the dog, I'll go with you.” 
 
    “No, really Clark, it’s fine. Please say you’ll do this for me.” 
 
    He ran a hand through his hair, looking distressed. It was actually sweet that he cared so much. Kind of hot too. 
 
    “Please,” I said, kissing him.  
 
    “Yeah, of course I will,” he said finally.  
 
    I wrapped my arms around his neck. “Thank you.” 
 
    He kissed me gently. “Promise me you know what you’re doing,” he said. 
 
    “I promise.” 
 
    He led me upstairs. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    5 
 
      
 
    I woke up just before dawn, wrapped in Clark’s arms. He was sound asleep, snoring softly. I wanted nothing more than to stay where I was, but I had a Minotaur to do battle with. As carefully as possible, I extracted myself from his arms, grabbed my clothes and headed downstairs. Dressing quickly, I wrote Clark a note and left him my key, so he could let Cerberus out. 
 
    With a final look around, I left the house and drove back to mine to meet up with Seth.  
 
    He was waiting with coffee, which I gratefully accepted. 
 
    “Where were you?” he asked.  
 
    “Taking care of a few things. Just give me a minute,” I said. 
 
    Hurrying inside, I packed some weapons before checking on Cerberus. I hugged him tightly. 
 
    “Promise me you’ll be a good boy. Clark will come over to check on you. Do as he says, okay? If I'm not back in a few days...Well it’s up to you, boy. If you want to leave, that’s okay. I love you, knuckleheads.” 
 
    He whined softly and licked my face. “Goodbye.” 
 
    Seth was waiting. “Let’s take my car, it’s faster.” 
 
    “Yeah, okay.” I got into the passenger side, still lost in thoughts of what I was leaving behind.  
 
    “What’s in the bag?” Seth asked, as he started driving. 
 
    “Weapons.” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah, slight problem there. You can’t bring any weapons into the labyrinth with you.” 
 
    I groaned. “Now you tell me.” What else was he hiding? 
 
    “Part of the rules. There’ll be weapons in there, the Minotaur is guardian to some of the world’s most powerful items. Also, it won’t only be about fighting.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “The Minotaur will test your will, your reserve, your mind.” 
 
    “Tell me there won’t be any maths questions. I suck at maths,” I joked. 
 
    “I doubt it, but you will need to be ready for anything.” 
 
    “How do you know so much about it?” He knew more than I did, and I was in the inner circle as it were. Well, sort of. It’s not like Aphrodite and I were besties. 
 
    “Research, rumors. Even before I met Aphrodite, I was interested in the Gods, learning about them however I could. What was it like? Being a Goddess.” 
 
    “It’s not something I can really explain. Unless you’ve felt that kind of power, nothing comes close to it.” 
 
    “Do you ever wonder why Hades chose you?” he asked. 
 
    “Because he fell in love with me,” I said. It seemed like a stupid question to ask.  
 
    “Hm,” Seth said 
 
    I looked over at him, noticing how tense his jaw was. “Do you think there was a different reason?” 
 
    He sighed. “Aphrodite liked to talk, a lot. Mostly about the other Gods. She was the biggest gossip you could ever hope to meet. Once she told me a story about Hades.” 
 
    “Go on,” I said, although anything Aphrodite said could be taken with a grain of salt.  
 
    “She said that Hades was searching for a wife, but rather than look to someone with power, he deliberately chose a human. He wanted to humiliate Zeus.” 
 
    “How would our marriage humiliate him?” 
 
    “Zeus was all powerful, he was supposed to be able to control the other Gods, but Hades was determined to show him that he wouldn’t follow his rules. You know they fought over you. Over you becoming a Goddess.” 
 
    “I know that Hades met with his brothers, he didn’t tell me what happened.” I know he won, which was all that mattered. It meant that my mother and I survived. 
 
    “They decided to let you become a Goddess, but there was one caveat – you and Hades could never bear children. Zeus was worried that Hades would raise them to overthrow him.” 
 
    I sat in silence, my mind reeling. Hades never told me that. Was that why he kept me hidden away while I was pregnant? Yes, I was technically under house arrest after I went slightly mad with power, but even later on, he kept it a secret. Did he think Zeus would do something? It didn’t matter anyway, she never had a chance. I remembered when we lost her... I tried to block out that night, but the memories came anyway. 
 
    A strong kick woke me. I opened my eyes and smiled, my hands cradling my growing bump. Only a few short weeks and our child would be here. I couldn’t wait to tell my mother the news. Hades was so protective after what happened to me. He wanted to wait until the last possible moment to announce the pregnancy. As I was in the Underworld, it was easy to hide, but I knew she would be so happy to be a grandmother. 
 
    “I can’t wait to hold you, little one,” I whispered. I was certain that we were having a daughter, but Hades wanted a son. I’m sure he would love our child either way. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I tried to go back to sleep, but pain suddenly ripped through my stomach. Gasping in pain, I struggled to sit up. Hades was out, I was alone, apart from Cerberus. 
 
    “Not yet, it’s too soon,” I said, as another spasm ripped through me.  
 
    I managed to get to my feet, wondering where Hades was. He said he had some work to do, but didn’t elaborate. He rarely did. 
 
    “Cerberus, fetch Hades,” I shouted. 
 
    Cerberus ran from the room. I started walking around the bed chamber, trying to ease the pain. 
 
    “Persephone!” It was Hades. He was calling me. 
 
    “I’m here,” I yelled. 
 
    He called my name again. I headed toward his voice. “Hades, where are you?” 
 
    His voice seemed to be moving away, deeper into the Underworld. I kept moving, praying that the baby wouldn’t arrive so quickly.  
 
    “Just hold on,” I whispered. 
 
    I reached the demon pit, the voice seemed to be coming from in there. Why would he be in there? I had been warned to stay out of it. It was a dangerous place to be.  
 
    “Hades? Are you in there?” I called. 
 
    I doubled over in pain. Something was very wrong. These weren’t normal labor pains, it was something else.  
 
    “Hades!” I screeched. 
 
    “Come to me, my love,” he said. He was so close, why couldn’t I see him? 
 
    I took a few faltering steps into the cave, then something flew at my face. A dark shadow that engulfed me. 
 
    I don’t know what happened to me. I woke up on the floor of the bed chamber covered in blood. Hades was beside himself. He said that he found me in the demon pit, lying on the ground. The baby was gone. It looked like I had given birth to her, but she was nowhere to be found. Hades wouldn’t say it, but I knew what he believed happened. She had ended up in the demon pit. Our baby was dead. 
 
    I started howling, screaming for her to the point where Hades gave me a tonic to knock me out. I spent the next few weeks in a grief-stricken haze. We never told a soul about her. About my Makaria. She was just gone. I failed her. I was her mother and I was supposed to protect her. I just wish that I had something to hang onto, that I could remember what she looked like, but I have no memory at all. Maybe it was the trauma. 
 
    Closing my eyes, I pretended to sleep so I wouldn’t have to speak to Seth. I had no idea if he was telling me the truth, but I know Hades loved me.  
 
    I often thought about Makaria in the early days, what she would be like, what she would have looked like. One thing I’m certain of she would have been powerful, Zeus was right to be worried. I would have loved to have seen her overthrow them all. Instead, I never even got to hold her, at least as far as I know. 
 
    I lost track of time, but all too soon, Seth stopped the car. “We’re here,” he said. 
 
    Back at the shack. And soon lost in a labyrinth with a psychotic bull. The day was getting better and better. 
 
    “Who is this guy again?” Seth asked. 
 
    “A specialist in poisons. How much of a spectacle is opening this doorway going to make? Are we going to have to tell him what’s going on?” 
 
    “I think he’ll notice when we rip a hole in space. So yeah, I think you’re going to have to be honest with him.” 
 
    Damn, this was going to take a lot of explaining. “On the plus side, he’ll probably be too stoned to remember.” 
 
    We knocked on the door and a few minutes later, he opened the door surrounded by a plume of smoke. “I’m getting serious déjà vu,” he said, squinting at us. 
 
    I might as well jump straight in. “Well your day is about to get even stranger. I’m Persephone, by the way. The Persephone from Ancient Greece.” 
 
    His eyes widened. “I knew it! Your aura, man, was off the charts.” 
 
    He stepped back to let us inside. Seth gave me a look, before going inside. He wasn’t happy about our new hippy friend, but we were going to need him.  
 
    “I’m Clayton,” he said, trying to shake Seth’s hand. Seth reluctantly complied.  
 
    “How did the remedy work out?” Clayton asked. 
 
    “I don’t feel any better and the poison is still spreading.” 
 
    His face fell. “Oh. Well I told you that could happen. I mean I’m not even sure what I can do...” 
 
    “You can give me something to boost my strength, so I can go into the labyrinth and get the cure from the Minotaur.” 
 
    His eyes grew huge, flicking back and forth between me and Seth as he tried to gauge if we were joking or not. “Whoa. That is...I mean is it even possible?” 
 
    Seth nodded. “It is if you know what you’re doing. Now, Charlton,” 
 
    “Clayton,” he amended. 
 
    “Whatever. She’s going to need some sort of stimulant for her mind.” 
 
    “And body,” I said. “I’m going to need to fight.” 
 
    “Yeah, the thing is...” 
 
    I closed my hands into fists. “What aren’t you telling me now?”  
 
    “You don’t actually enter the labyrinth with your physical body, it’s your soul that goes in.” 
 
    “Great, thanks for the heads up,” I snapped. “Anything else? Because I would really like to know all the information up front.” 
 
    “You will only have a few hours before your soul separates completely from your body and you won’t be able to return.”  
 
    It just got better and better. “How long?”  
 
    “Maybe five hours at most,” Seth said. 
 
    Clayton was watching our exchange with his mouth hanging open. I clicked my fingers to get his attention. “Get to work!” 
 
    “Uh, yeah,” he said and started grabbing bottles off the shelves.  
 
    Seth removed some chalk from his pocket and started drawing symbols on the floor of the shack. “You might want to get comfortable,” Seth said. “You’ll need to lie down.” 
 
    I grabbed the pile of pillows that Clayton used and laid them out on the floor. I can‘t believe I’m doing this. This is so stupid. 
 
    Clayton handed me a bowl filled with a cloudy liquid. “Better to knock it back in one go,” he said. 
 
    I looked to Seth to see if he was ready, he gave me the nod.  
 
    “How long will this stuff last?” I asked. 
 
    “Couple of hours. It's quite potent, but it will keep you alert.” 
 
    I knocked it back and gagged at the taste, it was disgusting. 
 
    “Now take this,” Seth said, holding out a small glass bottle.  
 
    “I dread to ask,” I said. 
 
    “It will separate your soul from your body, then I will open the doorway.” 
 
    “So what’s the point in taking the stimulant?” I asked. 
 
    “It will help keep your body functioning until you return.” 
 
    “Goddammit,” I muttered, downing the contents of the bottle. I expected my stomach to throw it back up, but it stayed down. 
 
    “How long...?” 
 
    I collapsed back on the pillows, then I found myself floating above my body. Panicking, I swung my arms, trying to navigate. I managed to flip myself upright and I slowly sank to the floor. 
 
    “How do you feel?” Seth asked. 
 
    I looked down at my unconscious body. “This is very weird,” I said. 
 
    “Can you see her?” Clayton asked, biting his nails. 
 
    “Yes.” Seth chanted a few words and the symbols he had drawn on the floor began to glow. A swirling portal opened up in the floor.  
 
    “Remember, you need the cure and the Apple. You’ll be able to bring them back through with you. While in there, you will be able to touch things, you’ll be solid. Which means you can be hurt. Do you understand?” 
 
    I nodded.  
 
    “Good luck,” he said. 
 
    Before I could change my mind, I took a step forward and dropped into the portal. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    I woke up to find Persephone gone again. I called her name, but she must have already left. She could have said goodbye. 
 
    Pulling on a pair of jeans, I padded downstairs to find a note waiting for me.  
 
    I didn’t want to wake you. I’m going to hit the road and hopefully, when I see you again, I’ll be cured. Take good care of Cerberus. X. 
 
    I found a key under the note. Trying to get Persephone to show her emotions was like trying to get blood from a stone. I wasn’t used to it. With Paula, we were constantly telling each other that we loved the other. Although we had a shorthand for it. Because of my tattoo, Paula learned how to say I love you in Greek – Se Agapo, which we shortened to agapo. I never told her about my past, not in detail. I didn’t want her to look at me any different. 
 
    Thinking of Paula brought back my conversation with Sheriff Hanson. It was probably time to talk to him. I couldn’t ignore him forever. 
 
    After a quick breakfast, I got dressed and drove to work. It seemed weird to be thinking about Paula, when I had just spent the night with Persephone. Whether Paula was killed, or it was an accident, it didn’t change the outcome. She was gone. I had to keep living.  
 
    I found Hanson at the cells. He was releasing Matt Walker, probably for being drunk and disorderly, that was his usual crime. Hanson just let him sleep it off and then released him the following morning.  
 
    “Morning, Sheriff,” Matt said. “Any coffee on the go?” 
 
    His hair was sticking up and he looked rough. Hanson saw me and said, “Yeah, they sell it at the diner.” 
 
    Matt shrugged and staggered out of the station.  
 
    “Morning, Dan,” Hanson said. 
 
    “You wanted to talk, let’s talk,” I said. 
 
    He motioned for me to follow him downstairs to the morgue. It was empty. Hanson headed for the fridge and opened the door. I followed him inside. There were two occupied tables inside, one held a body, the other, just the head of the man who had been killed. 
 
    “Has he been identified yet?” I asked. 
 
    “Nope. I’m not holding out much hope that he will be.” 
 
    Hanson pulled back the sheet that covered the head and I looked away. It wasn’t something I wanted to see after having my breakfast. Or any time of day for that matter.  
 
    “So what do you think killed him? Vampire? Werewolf?” 
 
    Hanson looked angry. “I did you a courtesy in including you in this, because I thought you would be open to…alternative explanations. But if you think this is all some big joke, then…” 
 
    “I don’t think two dead bodies is a joke. I’m willing to keep an open mind, but I don’t know what you expect to find. And I don’t want to group Paula in with these two, not when there’s no connection. If word got out about this, how do you think her parents would feel?” 
 
    “I know, I don’t want to upset anyone, especially them. They’ve been through so much already. Which is why this is just between us for now.” 
 
    I nodded. “Fine. But just watch. If Carlisle got wind of this, the whole town would know about it in less than a day.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know. I’ll make sure to stay away from him or send him out on traffic duty when we need to talk.” 
 
    “Okay, so what’s the plan?” 
 
    Hanson sighed. “Well, first, I want you to go out and take another look at the site where we found the head. Maybe you’ll see something I missed.” 
 
    “Fine. I’ll grab my garlic and holy water and head out.” 
 
    I smiled to let Hanson know that it was a joke.  
 
    “Just be on your guard. Please?” 
 
    Hanson showed me the spot on the map and I drove out to it. I only knew that I had found the correct spot because there was a piece of police tape still hanging from a tree.  
 
    There had been fresh snow since the discovery, but it was starting to melt. Using the crime scene photos as a guide, I checked out the area, wishing I had brought a shovel with me. I might need it before the day was over.  
 
    I found nothing. No signs of a fight, no blood, no indication as to where the body would be. This patch of woods was pretty dense, but it was also close to the road. I picked a direction and started walking.  
 
    There was a hill not too far from the spot. I climbed it, slipping and sliding in the slush. Is this where the killer waited? Animal or human, it offered a good view of the ground below. The liquid that had been found was unusual. Did the killer leave it behind, spill something? Excrete it? I was getting into cryptozoology territory now. Despite reason trying to argue against it, I couldn’t help but think of the killer as something other than a human or a mountain lion. Anything that could attack a full grown man, take his head, and do God knows what with his body, would have to be smart, fast and cunning. 
 
    After scouting the land for a while longer, I found a small cave, almost hidden by the snow. It was low, barely a foot and a half high and just as wide. If something was living in there it couldn’t be very big. 
 
    Crouching down, I shone a flashlight into the darkness, but there was nothing inside. As I went to stand up, I heard a noise from inside the cave. It sounded like a groan.  
 
    Getting down onto my knees, I shifted some of the snow to make the opening more accessible. My hands were frozen, I should have worn my gloves. I shone the flashlight again, this time leaning slightly into the cave. It may be small, but it appeared deep. The beam only reached so far. 
 
    “Hello?” I called.  Stupid! Do you think something is going to answer you? 
 
    Now that I thought about it, I really hoped nothing did. There was nothing visible and I couldn’t get inside as it narrowed the further along it went. It was probably an animal, hiding from me and trying to scare me off. Staring into the darkness, I was overcome with a feeling of dread. It’s just a cave, nothing more. 
 
    But there was something else. Something I couldn’t put my finger on. I forced myself to get up and walk away. 
 
    I made my way back to my truck, feeling frustrated and more than a little creeped out. The snow wasn’t helping matters, but there should be some sign of the body. The thought of some madman living here in town was worrying. Was he just keeping the body as a trophy? He couldn’t have buried it, the ground was frozen. I had a horrible feeling that once Spring came, the snow was going to melt and the body would pop up. I just hoped it wasn’t anywhere populated or people would go nuts. 
 
    For now, I would have to tell Hanson that I had found nothing. 
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    The labyrinth was created by Daedalus to hold the Minotaur after it killed many men. I heard stories of it, but I’ve never seen it. I imagined a dark underground structure, or even one of those hedge mazes. So why the hell was I standing in the middle of a fairground in broad daylight? 
 
    I turned slowly, taking in my surroundings. The place seemed deserted, abandoned. The paint had faded off the signs, and there was rust on the Ferris wheel. Seeing it empty, give me the chills. 
 
    “Seth! I don’t know if you can hear me, but you sent me to the wrong place!” I yelled. 
 
    I looked around for a way out, then it occurred to me – we never discussed how I would get out. He said I had maybe five hours. Was he going to open the door after that time? How would he know? 
 
    “Fuck!” I screamed, kicking at a stall. 
 
    When my foot connected, everything suddenly came to life. Lights came on, fairground music started to play and I could hear an announcer in the distance.  
 
    “Step right up, step right up,” he called. 
 
    With no better ideas, I headed toward the sound of his voice. I really wished that I had my knife with me. Or any weapon for that matter. I hate fairgrounds, always have. The music, the yelling. And clowns. Especially clowns. Those things freak me out.  
 
    Maybe that is the point of this? Like a nightmare? 
 
    No, it can’t be. I’m not asleep. Or am I? I had no idea what Seth had given me. What if he gave me something to knock me out? This could all be a dream and he could be doing anything to me right now. I trusted a guy that I met a few hours ago. What the hell was wrong with me? 
 
    But he had dangled a cure in front of me. If he wanted me dead, he didn’t have to do anything, he could just wait.  This must be part of the test. 
 
    Looking around, I spotted the hammer for the strong man game. I hefted it, it would do for a weapon.  
 
    I started walking further into the fairground, watching for any movement. As I turned a corner, I found where the voice was coming from. It wasn’t a person at all, it was a welcome sign with the head of a clown attached. It wore a red top hat and a smirk.  
 
    “Step right up and play the game,” the voice said.  
 
    I moved in closer and saw the button attached to the sign with the words Press Me written over it. 
 
    “I’m going to regret this,” I muttered. I pressed the button and braced myself. 
 
    Nothing happened.  
 
    “Come on!” I yelled. 
 
    The clown head started to laugh hysterically. I gripped the hammer, waiting for it to come to life or attack me in some way. It fell silent and still nothing happened.  
 
    “This is getting old,” I said, turning away. 
 
    I stopped short when I discovered a young boy standing behind me. He was about eight years old, with blond hair. He was dressed in a ragged t-shirt and jeans. 
 
    “Are you here to help me?” he asked, wiping his nose with the back of his hand.  
 
    “I don’t...who are you?” 
 
    The boy turned and started to run away. “Wait!” I called. 
 
    I hesitated. He was the first person I had seen, maybe he knew the way out. I ran after him.  
 
    He kept darting behind stalls, ducking into places that I found it difficult to follow. I nearly lost him several times. Realizing that the hammer was slowing me down, I ditched it.  
 
    “Wait, kid,” I yelled. 
 
    He ran up to a door at the side of a building. With a glance back at me, he ducked inside. 
 
    I wrenched the door open, finding a long dark hallway on the other side. The boy had disappeared.  
 
    “Why do I feel like I’m in a horror movie?” Probably because I was. 
 
    I walked inside and let the door close behind me. I really wished that I had the hammer, but I wasn’t going back for it now. The hallway was almost in complete darkness, the only light was a faint glow at the end where the hallway turned to the right. Darkness didn’t scare me, it was what could be lurking in it. Any second, I expected to be speared by the horns of the Minotaur and it would be game over for me.  
 
    I reached the end of the hallway and discovered another door. The light came from a sign overhead which read Exit in Greek. I turned the doorknob and stepped inside.  
 
    An empty room greeted me, along with the little boy. He was shaking, crying, something had scared him. 
 
    “Help me,” he whispered.  
 
    “It’s going to be...” I didn’t get to finish as he was speared from behind. The horn of the Minotaur tore through his chest. I screamed, rushing forward, only to find myself instantly back in the fairground where I started. 
 
    I spun around, searching for any sign of the boy or the Minotaur, but I was alone once more. 
 
    Breathing hard, I tried to calm myself. None of it could be real. This was all designed to scare me. I was afraid of clowns and one appeared. I worried about the Minotaur killing me and it killed a child instead, something infinitely worse. This was a test, I had to stay in control or I would fail.  
 
    In the distance, I could hear the clown calling out again. I jogged toward it, stopping to retrieve the hammer which was back in place by the game, like someone had hit the reset button. I approached the clown and swung the hammer at its face, smashing it.  
 
    Wires fell out of it, but it continued to talk, albeit in a more garbled tone. The button was still there, waiting for me to press it. I stabbed it with my finger and the boy returned, minus the gaping hole in his chest. 
 
    “Are you here to help me?” he asked, wiping his nose with the back of his hand. 
 
    “Yes, but don’t run off this...time,” I said. He was already running. 
 
    “Wait, kid. It’s not safe.” I chased after him, determined to catch him this time.  
 
    Once more I dumped the hammer, picking up speed to catch him before he reached the door. My hand brushed the back of his shirt, just as he disappeared behind the door. 
 
    “Shit!” Wrenching the door open, he had already vanished from the hallway.  
 
    Racing down the hall, I hurried through the second door to find the boy waiting once more.  
 
    “Run towards me,” I yelled.  
 
    Instead, he backed away. “Help me,” he whispered. 
 
    I made a run for him, but like before, failed to reach him before he was gored by the Minotaur, throwing me back to the start. 
 
    “What the hell is this?” I raged. 
 
     He is trying to break you down, I thought. This is all an illusion. 
 
    But it didn’t feel like an illusion, it felt real. I could smell stale popcorn and cotton candy and when the boy was attacked, I could hear his flesh being ripped apart, see the look on his face.  
 
    Once more I took up my position by the clown. I pressed the button then spun around to grab hold of the boy before he could run. He jumped out of my reach and ran off.  
 
    “This is getting old,” I muttered.  
 
    I chased him again, I failed again. On the next go around, I decided to try something different. Instead of leaving the hammer behind, I took it in with me. When the Minotaur attacked, I rushed at it, swinging the hammer at its head. As it was about to connect, I was zapped back outside.  
 
    I let out an angry yell. This was a maze, not the kind I was expecting, but a maze nonetheless. If I kept doing the same thing, I would keep getting the same outcome. So, instead of going toward the clown, I headed in the opposite direction. If I didn’t press the button, the kid wouldn’t appear. It seemed simple enough, but it was harder in reality, especially when I turned a corner and found myself back at the clown. Which was impossible as I had headed in the opposite direction. Yet here it is was, grinning at me.   
 
    “What do you want from me?” I screamed at the clown, hoping it didn’t actually answer me. “How can I save the kid? He’s too fast, I can’t stop him.” 
 
    Running was tiring me out, even if I was only a phantom or whatever the hell I was. That was the Minotaur’s goal, to run out the clock. I started pacing in front of the clown. The kid took a winding route to the door, what if I could find a more direct path and reach it before he did?  
 
    I could make out the corner of the building from here. I started walking towards it, but immediately found myself back at the clown. I climbed up onto a nearby stall to take a look at the route. Once I had it memorized, I went back to the clown and pressed the button.  
 
    When the boy took off, I did too, on my own route. I was running so fast that I had a hard time stopping and slammed into the door. Feeling triumphant, I blocked it with my body and turned to wait for the boy. I waited and waited.  
 
    “Where are you?” I called. 
 
    “Help me,” came the boy’s voice. From inside the building.  
 
    “Son of a bitch!”  
 
    I watched him die again, returning to the clown. Frustrated, I sat crossed legged on the ground and closed my eyes to think.  
 
    “Step right up,” the clown said.  
 
    “Shut up, I'm trying to think,” I snapped at it.  
 
    It gave a chilling laugh which I tried my best to ignore. Why the boy? What part did he play? If the Minotaur wanted to use my own worst fears against me, wouldn’t it make more sense to show me my daughter? Or Hades? Or my mother? 
 
    I lay down on the ground and stared up at the sky. It had a faint green glow to it, I noticed. I’m in a maze. I’m in a maze. 
 
    What did Theseus do? Seven boys and seven girls. They were sent into the labyrinth as a snack for the Minotaur, but Theseus took the place of one of the boys. He used a string to find his way out. How the hell did that help me? Was the child one of the Minotaur’s victims? Sent to torment me? Or more likely, to distract me. I was missing something.  
 
    The clown was the start of the maze. The building seemed to lead to the exit, but only if I saved the boy. Exit...έξοδος. The Greek word could mean something else. In Greek, it also meant get out.  
 
    “He doesn’t want me here,” I murmured. This is all a smoke screen, a way to keep me distracted because he doesn’t want to face me. Well, tough shit. 
 
    I pressed the button and the boy appeared. “Are you here to help me?” he asked. 
 
    “No, actually I'm not kid. Because you aren’t real, and I’m not wasting any more time chasing after you.” 
 
    The boy frowned at me. “But I need help,” he said. 
 
    “You’re not real. Run if you want. I won’t chase you. But when you see your buddy the Minotaur, tell him we need to talk.” 
 
    The boy looked worried now. “He’ll eat me.” 
 
    “My guess is he ate you long ago. And I’m sorry for that, but I can’t keep chasing ghosts. Tell him I'm ready to fight him if I have to.” 
 
    Sniffling, the child turned and slowly walked away. A few minutes later, there was a clap of thunder and the fairground seemed to melt away to be replaced by green hedges. The sky had darkened, but I could still see. This is more like it. 
 
    I expected the Minotaur to appear, but I was alone. He wasn’t going to make this easy. Sighing, I started walking, following the hedges, searching for the center. I wondered if the Minotaur was afraid of me. That cheered me up, but time was running out. If I didn’t find him soon, I'd die in here. 
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    Water. I need water, I thought. Why I was thirsty was beyond me. This body wasn’t real. I had been walking for what felt like hours, the hedges all looked identical. I would turn a corner, then another and another. It was endless.  
 
    “What I wouldn't give for a coffee and a donut,” I said to myself. “Or an ice cold beer. Or a...weird stream.” 
 
    Before me lay a clearing and in it was a stream, only instead of the water flowing along the ground, it flowed straight up into the air, from a hole in the ground. The water disappeared into the clouds.  
 
    “Oookay,” I said. I reached out and ran my fingers under it. Cold. Cupping my hands, I collected some of the water and took a drink. It tasted good.  
 
    I thought it and it appeared.  
 
    No, that was stupid. I thought about coffee and donuts too and there were none of them lying around. But maybe it was about what I needed and not what I wanted. I wanted to find the Minotaur and kick his ass, but I needed to find the cure for myself. 
 
    I closed my eyes and imagined the cure in my hands. I need the cure, help me find it. It didn’t appear, but I didn’t expect it to be that easy. 
 
    I started walking again. Several more turns and I arrived at the center. A podium stood in the middle and hovering above it was a golden apple. The Apple of Discord. 
 
    Not what I wanted, but I did promise Seth I would bring it back. At least that was one thing off my to do list. Approaching the podium, I reached for the Apple. Before I could touch it, there was a low rumbling growl from behind me.   
 
    “So you’ve decided to show yourself,” I said, turning to greet him. 
 
    The Minotaur stood at around eight feet tall, from the waist down, it was a human man, from the waist up a raging bull. It glared at me with red eyes, breathing heavily.  
 
    “Persephone,” he said. Or rather thought, because his lips weren’t moving. “I told you to leave.” 
 
    “Never been very good at following orders. I’m here for the cure and that apple there,” I said. 
 
    “These items were placed here to be protected, you cannot have them.” 
 
    “Never one for rules either. I hate to break it to you, but you’re guarding them for no one anymore. All the Gods are dead. We don’t have to fight, you could just let me take them and I will go and leave you in peace.” 
 
    His mouth twisted into a horrible smile. “You believe that I would lose to you? I wanted you to leave out of reverence to the old ways. To the Gods. But you have made your choice. I will kill you and the last of the Gods will fall.” 
 
    Only with your death will the Gods truly rest. 
 
    “Okay, asshole. Let’s do this.” 
 
    The Minotaur roared, swinging a massive cloven fist at my head. I ducked it and rolled out of the way. I managed to get behind him and kicked out his right knee. That seemed to piss him off. How was I going to bring him down? I needed a weapon. I took off running, ducking behind hedges as he gave chase. I found another podium, this one with a dagger floating above it. How many podiums were there? I made a dive for the dagger, but the Minotaur caught up to me and hit me from the side. I went head over heels, landing on the grass. Before the Minotaur could recover, I leapt up and ran for the dagger again. Again, he blocked me. I rolled aside as he brought a massive leg down, causing the ground to shake. 
 
    He advanced on me, swiping at me with his arms. I was backed into a corner with nowhere to run. He slammed his fist into my left shoulder, sending me crashing into the hedge behind me. It didn’t yield and I braced myself for another blow. They rained down on me, as I held my arms up, trying my best to block them and failing miserably.  
 
    “Die,” he roared. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Seth 
 
      
 
    Persephone’s body started to jerk wildly and for a moment I thought she was returning to her body, but when blood erupted from her mouth, I realized she was being attacked.  
 
    “Is that supposed to be happening?” Clayton asked. 
 
    “She must be fighting the Minotaur. There’s nothing we can do, we just have to hope she can beat him.” 
 
    Scrapes and bruises were appearing on her face and neck. I kneeled beside her and put my lips to her ear. “Come on, you’ve faced worse than him. Fight back, Persephone.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I lay on the ground, curled into a ball, bleeding from multiple wounds. The Minotaur had left me, I don’t know whether he thought I was dead or not, but he had retreated. My whole body was in agony, I couldn’t move. 
 
    This is it. I’m going to die here. 
 
    “Fight back, Persephone.” 
 
    I tried to raise my head but couldn’t. Was Seth here? Or was I hearing him from the other side? Either way, he couldn’t help me. He was just an unfortunate mortal caught up in the world of the Gods. 
 
    Like you were? 
 
    I haven’t thought of myself as human for a long time. My life before was brief and uneventful in comparison. I should have stayed on the farm. Stayed with my mother, lived out my mortal life. There would have been a lot less heartache and pain.  
 
    I wondered how long it would take for my body to die. I must have been in here for at least a few hours.  
 
    Poor Cerberus. He will be all alone. 
 
    My hand twitched. Probably nerve damage. Did I still have nerves? This whole spirit body thing was hurting my head. Or it might be the Minotaur blows. If this was a book, this would be the part where the hero finds one last burst of strength to defeat the bad guy. I wish my life was a story, although if it was, the author must hate me.  
 
    The dagger was still on the podium. I wondered what it did that earned it a place here. There were so many daggers in my history, that it was hard to pinpoint a particular one. Did it matter? As long as it had a pointy end, it would work. 
 
    I rolled onto my side. That really hurt. 
 
    Okay, breathe through the pain. I inched across the grass, listening for the Minotaur. He had probably gone to get his knife and fork to eat me with. I hope I choke you, I thought. 
 
    I reached the podium. Now to try and stand. Pushing myself up onto my elbow, I reached out to try and grab the podium to pull myself up. 
 
    “Come on,” I muttered as my fingers caught the ledge. I gripped it, trying to lever myself up. 
 
    I could hear heavy footsteps heading my way. Get up, Persephone, or it’s game over for you. 
 
    Moaning in pain, I managed to get onto my feet, barely. The Minotaur appeared around the corner. My hand closed around the handle of the dagger and I was hit with a jolt of energy that put me on my ass. 
 
    “Did you think they wouldn’t be protected?” the Minotaur asked.  
 
    “Oooow!” I moaned. 
 
    The Minotaur stood over me. “I was going to be merciful, to end it quickly, but you don’t know when to stop.” 
 
    I looked up at him and grinned. “Yeah, I have issues.” 
 
    I drove the dagger into his leg making him roar. Crawling out of his reach, I got to my feet and stumbled away from him. I tried to put as much distance between us as I could, before I had to rest. I tucked myself into the bottom of a hedge, in the shadows. It wouldn’t conceal me for long. I could hear the Minotaur searching for me. I had injured him, but a leg wound would only slow him down, not stop him. I wondered if the dagger did anything else, like make the victim burst into flames or something. It was too much to hope for. I needed a new weapon.  
 
    Forcing myself to my feet, I searched for more podiums. They were all clustered in this area. I passed a few, most of them containing innocuous items. 
 
    “Come on, where are the big guns,” I muttered. 
 
    The next one held a small bottle. I stopped in front of it. Was that the cure? Why couldn’t these things have labels? I couldn’t take it without getting another shock and I wasn’t going to risk it if it wasn’t any use to me.  
 
    “Persephone!” The Minotaur roared. 
 
    Make a decision. 
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    Clark 
 
      
 
    I unlocked the door to Persephone’s house and switched on the light. Her dog heard me and started to howl. I’m not a huge fan of dogs, I used to be scared of them as a kid, and I guess that carried over, but when they were as big as Cerberus, I wasn’t keen on getting too close.  
 
    Persephone said he was in the garage. I could probably just open the door and let him out. I was still pissed that she had just disappeared this morning without a word.  I hoped she was getting the treatment she needed. Poison. 
 
    Who the hell had poisoned her? Debra? She was a nurse, she could have easily injected her with something. The woman was currently under psych evaluation after she kept ranting that Ares had returned. God knows what was going on up at that house. She was probably in on the whole thing. Robert was probably faking his condition and the two of them were living up there in their own deluded little fantasy world. 
 
    I found the entrance to the garage and slowly opened the door. Cerberus immediately tried to shove his head through the door. He let out a growl. 
 
    “Whoa, calm down.” I managed to get the door closed again. This was not going to end well. I was going to end up mauled to death by him. I headed into the kitchen to search for some dog treats that I could use to distract him.  
 
    I went through all the cupboards, but there wasn’t a single treat to be found. Or dog food for that matter. She must have forgot to stock up before she left. Not that I could blame her, I'm sure her mind was on other things.  
 
    Should I go to town and grab something?  
 
    The size of that dog, it probably ate raccoons for snacks. In the refrigerator I found some leftover ham. It would have to do. 
 
    Bracing myself, I opened the door and tossed the ham into the garage. Cerberus looked at it, then back at me and cocked his head. 
 
    “There you go, you big brute. Have some ham,” I said. 
 
    He sat down and started panting. I have never seen a dog refuse meat before. At least he seemed to have a calmed down a little. 
 
    “Persephone sent me to check on you. I’m going to let you out,” I said. Then rolled my eyes at myself. Why the hell was I explaining it to the dog, he had no clue what I was saying.  
 
    He started to wag his enormous tail and ran over to the garage door. Okay, maybe he understood a little. I made my way to the switch, almost twisting my ankle on one of his toys. Persephone sure did spoil him.  
 
    I pressed the button, letting the door rise up. Before it was all the way up, Cerberus rushed forward. His back rammed into the door and I heard metal screech. What the hell?  He had left a dent in the door. 
 
    He tore off into the trees. I leaned against the door to wait. I pulled out my phone and tried to give Persephone a call, but her phone was switched off. When she came back, we needed to talk about things. Assuming that the treatment went well. God, I hated feeling helpless. She could have let me drive her to wherever she was going. I noticed her car still outside, so she had obviously paid for a taxi or an Uber or something. Maybe she doesn’t think the cure will work and that’s why she refused a lift. 
 
    After ten minutes, I called the mutt back in and surprisingly he came back for me. I guess he wasn’t so bad. I locked the garage back up. The dent was going to let some air in, but he seemed content where he was. 
 
    As I went back through the house, I paused to check out Persephone’s house. She didn’t seem to own a TV, but she seemed to like to read. There was a mixture of classics and trashy romance novels. I couldn’t complain, I hadn’t read a book in a long time. When I did it was mostly spy novels. 
 
    I noticed that she didn’t have any pictures around the house. None of family or even her husband. Maybe it was too painful, or she could have lost them. Still, it seemed strange.  
 
    I shouldn’t be snooping, I thought. But getting information out of her was so hard. It wasn’t like I was rooting in her drawers.  
 
    When I left the house, I double checked that I had locked the door and headed back into town. I made a note to grab some dog food when I returned. Cerberus should be okay for the night at least. 
 
    I was officially off shift and I needed a drink. The Sheriff didn’t appreciate us drinking in uniform though, so I dropped by my house to change my clothes before heading to the bar. 
 
    The usual crowd were in, it wasn’t like there was anywhere else for them to go. This town really needed a better night life. Most of the teenagers would drive over to Gainsborough for the clubs.  
 
    “Usual, Dan?” Rickie, the barman, asked. 
 
    I nodded and took a seat on one of the stools. It wasn’t as noisy tonight, the music was coming from the jukebox in the corner. The place was owned by a woman called Miriam Reynolds, who also worked as a bartender. She lived above the bar. She tried to mix things up at the weekends, to attract more customers – live bands, ladies’ night, and on Saturdays – dance music. I preferred Fridays. It was open night mic and karaoke. 
 
    I sipped on my beer, lost in thought, when someone tapped me on the shoulder. I turned on my stool to find Jenni behind me. 
 
    “Can I talk to you?” she asked, chewing on her thumbnail. She looked worried. 
 
    “What about?” 
 
    “Not here. Come outside.” 
 
    I followed her out to the parking lot, wondering what was wrong. I hoped it was a police issue and nothing else. 
 
    “I was speaking to Persephone the other day. Are you two together? She said you’re not, but, well, I’m not blind.” 
 
    “All due respect, Jenni, but that’s between me and her.” 
 
    “Oh, of course. I was just curious.” 
 
    “Is that why you asked me to come out here?” I asked, confused. 
 
    “No. It...well...I’m pregnant.” 
 
    “Congratulations?” 
 
    “It might be yours.” 
 
    “I...what?” Time seemed to slow down for a minute. She couldn’t be serious. We had a drunken bunk up one time, weeks ago. “What do you mean might?” 
 
    “There’s another guy, it could be his.” 
 
    I leaned against the nearest car. This was huge. I've never even thought much about kids and I certainly never wanted to have them after a one night stand. Jesus. 
 
    “What do you want...I mean what are you planning on doing?” I asked, trying to keep my voice neutral. 
 
    “I think I want to keep it. Look, I'm not here for money or anything like that. Honestly, I hope it’s the other guy’s, but I thought you should know. If it is yours, you don’t have to be involved if you don’t want to be.” 
 
    I just stared at her, too shocked to say any more. A kid?  
 
    “Well, I've told you now. I’ll let you know when I find out more. Bye,” she said. I watched her walk off, trying not to freak out. I went back inside and ordered a whisky with my beer. I knocked it back, feeling it burn my throat. 
 
    “Another,” I said, pushing the glass toward Rickie.  
 
    I can’t be a father. I’m not ready.  
 
    The idea of a shared custody arrangement seemed like hell. A kid should have both parents full time, not every other weekend. Not that I was going to marry Jenni, she said herself that she wanted it to be this other guy. I sent up a silent prayer that it was. I know it was selfish, but it would be better for everyone if it was his.  
 
    After a couple more whiskies, I was ready to call it a night. My house wasn’t too far from the bar, so I decided to walk rather than call a taxi. I knew a few shortcuts that would cut the journey down by ten minutes.  
 
    Trudging along through the melting snow, I tried dialling Persephone again, but there was still no answer. It was late, she was probably sleeping.  
 
    At least I hoped that was all it was. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Electricity flooded my body as my hand closed around the bottle. I managed to hold on to it, but it put me on my ass again. I briefly lost consciousness and when I opened my eyes again, the Minotaur had caught up to me.  
 
    “Why would you grab another? Are you trying to kill yourself?” he questioned. 
 
    “Quite the opposite. What can I say? I’m enjoying these little jolts, it’s better than coffee.” 
 
    “Every time you touch one, you deplete more energy, you are close to your end. Would you like me to put you out of your misery?” 
 
    “Generous of you to offer. How’s this? Instead of chasing me all over, how about I test your theory. Would I survive taking another item?” 
 
    “Most definitely not.” 
 
    “Okay, well I came here for another item. The Apple of Discord. How about this? I take the Apple and I survive, you have to let me go. If I die, your work is done.” 
 
    “That does sound like an interesting proposition.” 
 
    “Well I live to entertain. Want to help me up?” I said, holding out my arm.  
 
    Surprisingly, the Minotaur helped me to my feet.  
 
    My skin was still buzzing, but he was right, another blast would most likely finish me off, but since I couldn’t run, it was this or let the Minotaur pummel me to death.  
 
    I walked slowly back to the Apple, wondering once more what Seth wanted with it. I remembered the story, how Eris claimed the Apple was for the most fair and almost started a war between Aphrodite, Hera and Athena. Athena was usually the level headed one, but the Apple sparked something in her. I know that Aphrodite won, so perhaps he hoped to use the Apple somehow to break her spell over him. I could return without it, but I had made a promise. Besides, for all I knew he wouldn’t let me out if I didn’t bring the Apple.  
 
    “This bottle, is it the cure I've been searching for?” I asked the Minotaur.  
 
    “That bottle does indeed contain a cure but like everything, it has its price.” 
 
    “Meaning?” 
 
    “You won’t get to find out.” 
 
    “Then humor me,” I said. 
 
    “The Gods were constructs, beings with power over the natural world, but they went against the biggest God of all – Mother Nature, I believe she is called now, but she has many names. Using their magic to create these items, they bent the laws of nature, so in retaliation, She made it so each item would perform its task, but would also corrupt the user in some way. It would cure the poison, but who knows what the down side would be.” 
 
    I couldn’t imagine what the down side could be if it was supposed to heal. Didn’t mean I wouldn’t take it if I got the chance.  
 
    We arrived at the podium holding the Apple. It glowed, tempting anyone to reach out and grab it.  
 
    “Go, Persephone, finish this.” 
 
    “Nice knowing ya,” I said. Taking a deep breath, my hand closed around the Apple. The energy struck me with such force that I was blown back ten feet. I hit the grass, my arm burning.  
 
    This is it. 
 
    The next thing I knew I was thrown back into my body. I leapt up, gasping for air. Seth was in front of me, a grin on his face.  
 
    “What happened?” I gasped. 
 
    “You did it,” he said. 
 
    I looked down to find the bottle in one hand and the Apple in the other. “I don’t understand. I thought I was dead.” 
 
    “You almost were. You did a lot of damage to your astral body, when you grabbed the Apple, it triggered the spell to bring you back through. You need to drink the cure now. Hurry.” 
 
    My whole body was trembling, dying. I unstoppered the bottle and drank the contents. Clayton was watching from the corner, a joint hanging from his mouth.  
 
    A few seconds after I swallowed the cure, the worst pain I have ever felt ripped through me. I screamed, arching my back. Rolling onto my stomach, I started to puke up more black bile. Just when I thought it would never stop, the last of it left my system and I collapsed, exhausted. 
 
    “I am not cleaning that up,” Clayton muttered. 
 
    Seth checked my wound. “Persephone, look.” 
 
    I raised my head to see the tendrils were disappearing. I ripped of the bandage and watched as the wound closed up in seconds and my skin returned to normal. 
 
    “It worked,” I breathed. 
 
    “Of course it did,” Seth said. “You are amazing.” 
 
    He grabbed me and kissed me full on the mouth. I pushed him back. “Easy there,” I said. 
 
    “This is incredible. The Apple, please,” he said, holding out his hand.  
 
    I clutched it in my hand. “You didn’t tell me what you wanted it for.” 
 
    “I need an item that Aphrodite coveted. I can use it to reverse the magic used on me. I’ll finally be free.” 
 
    Reluctantly I handed it over. Seth seemed on the level, but after what the Minotaur had said about the down side from using the items, I was worried some of it would blow back on me. 
 
    Seth pocketed the Apple and helped me up. I thanked Clayton for his help, attempted to clean up some of the goo, and headed back to the car feeling relieved. 
 
    Seth was just getting into the driver’s seat when he paused. “Oh, I forgot something. One second.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Seth 
 
      
 
    Leaving Persephone in the car, I headed back into the shack. Clayton was already onto a new joint.  
 
    “Hey, man. Decided to stay for a hit?” he asked. 
 
    “No, actually I forgot to do something.” 
 
    My hand closed around the knife in my pocket. Before Clayton could react, I drove the blade into the side of his neck. His brow furrowed in confusion, before he slumped to the floor. 
 
    “Can’t have any witnesses,” I said. 
 
    I left his body on the floor and tore up some rags and lit them on fire. I tucked them between the cushions, which quickly caught fire. Hurrying back out to the car, I drove away, hoping Persephone didn’t see the smoke.  
 
    I could feel the Apple in my pocket and I grinned. Finally, I had what I needed for the next part of my plan. And Persephone had no idea what I was up to. Nor would she, until it was too late.  
 
    Grinning, I pressed the gas pedal to the floor. 
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    The relief I felt about being healed was quickly being overwhelmed with worry about what was coming next. I wanted to get home and check on Cerberus. To put this whole nightmare behind me, but I couldn’t help but think that this wasn’t the end.  
 
    Whatever, I need a break. I just want to go home and relax for a while. 
 
    When Seth pulled off the road, an hour into the journey, I turned to him, confused. “Why are we stopping?” 
 
    “Because it’s dark, and I need a break. Why don’t we grab some food and stop at a motel for the night?” Seth said. 
 
    “I can drive if you need a rest.” 
 
    “Come on, Persephone. It’s been a long day. Let’s take a break. We can talk, get to know one another. You risked your life to get something for me, buying you dinner is the least I can do.” 
 
    I sighed. “Okay, but only because I'm starving.” 
 
    Grinning, he drove us to a small steak house. I found myself salivating at the thought of a rare steak. My stomach growled in anticipation.  
 
    The server seated us in the back and I ordered a large glass of red wine. I needed it. It felt good to be able to move around without being in pain. When our food arrived, I attacked it with gusto.  
 
    “Should I leave you two alone?” Seth joked, indicating to the steak.  
 
    “Soo good,” I replied with my mouth full.  
 
    We ate in silence for a few minutes. After I drained my glass of wine, I asked, “Are you really willing to give up immortality? You know you’ll die.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I know. But I plan on living every moment to the fullest first. You should do the same.” 
 
    “I think I have a few more years left than you.” 
 
    “That’s not the attitude to have. I know you want to let loose, to have fun. What is holding you back? Be honest with me.” 
 
    I stared at my plate. “I, uh, I guess I don’t like what I become when I do.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “The last time I gave in to my base desires, I killed a lot of people. It was when I was a Goddess.” 
 
    “You killed people?” he asked. 
 
    “By destroying their food. I was the Goddess of the Spring after all. I let all the vegetation die and people died too when they couldn’t feed themselves or their animals. I didn’t care what I was doing. I was a monster.” 
 
    He looked amused at my statement. 
 
    “It’s not funny,” I snapped. 
 
    “I’m sorry. But you were a human who was given ultimate power, of course it went to your head. Look at the Gods, look at how petty they were. Do you know how many mortals they killed in their time? Power corrupts after all.” 
 
    “That’s no excuse.” I signalled the waiter to refill my glass.  
 
    Seth reached out and put his hand on mine. “Persephone, that was two thousand years ago and you don’t have powers anymore. You aren’t going to hurt anyone by having some fun. We can start small. Little indulgences. I’ll be right back.” 
 
    He left the table. Pushing my empty plate aside, I drank more wine. Seth was right, but I still wasn’t ready to ‘cut loose’. Once I knew the down side to the cure, then I could get back to my life. 
 
    Ten minutes passed before Seth returned to the table with a mischievous grin on his face. “How about some dessert?” 
 
    “No, thanks. I'm stuffed.” 
 
    “Now that sounds like something a boring, stuffy old person would say.” 
 
    “Or someone who is full.” 
 
    “I spoke to the chef and he is making something special. I told you that I like to enjoy the little things, well this is one of them. You can’t get a more perfect dessert.” 
 
    As if on cue, the waiter set two plates down on the table. 
 
    “Pie and ice cream?” I said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Classic, delicious and my favorite. Eat up.” 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I picked up a spoon and lifted a piece of the pie. It was apple with a dash of cinnamon. “Okay, I admit, it’s pretty good.” 
 
    “It’s more than pretty good. It’s heaven.” 
 
    I laughed. He finished his pie in about three bites. I was a little slower, but I finished mine too.  
 
    “Now, let’s have some more fun,” Seth said. He led us from the restaurant to a club down the street. 
 
    “I don’t really like these places,” I said. 
 
    Seth took my hand. “Trust me, a few drinks and you’ll never want to leave.” 
 
    I followed him inside. I could barely get through the throng of people, but we made it to the bar where Seth had the bartender line up a row of shots.  
 
    “How many times are you going to defeat a Minotaur?” Seth shouted in my ear.  
 
    He had a point. I grabbed the first shot and downed it in one. Tequila. Not my favorite drink, but it did the trick.  
 
    Several shots later and Seth and I were on the dance floor, dancing to some rap song. His hands snaked around my waist, pulling me against him. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pressing my body against his. All thoughts slipped away, I just wanted to have some fun. The nightclub faded away and I started kissing Seth. He kissed me back, hands roaming over my body. I felt desire course through me, I wanted him badly. 
 
    We staggered off the dance floor, still locked together. We found a side door that led out to a dark alley. Seth pressed me against the wall, fumbling with his pants. He was ready to go. I shucked my jeans off, pulling him against me. He lifted me off the ground, and then he was inside me. I moaned with pleasure.  
 
    Locked together, I was vaguely aware of someone stepping out into the alley, a man holding a carton of cigarettes. When he saw us, he quickly headed back inside.  
 
    “You have no idea how long I have waited for this,” Seth whispered in my ear as he thrust into me. 
 
    “Harder,” I whispered back. I didn’t bother to keep quiet, being as loud as I wanted. I didn’t care who heard us. 
 
    Seth collapsed against me, spent. “Let’s find a motel and continue this.” 
 
    I grinned. We fixed our clothes and headed out of the alley in search of a motel. We found one a few blocks over, a cheap, nasty looking place, but I didn’t care. The second we got into the room, we shed out clothes, falling onto the bed.  
 
    “All this time,” Seth said, as we went at it again. “Watching you. Wanting you. You’re mine now.” 
 
    “You’ve known me two days,” I panted. 
 
    “I’ve known you a lot longer than that.” 
 
    An admirer? He should admire me – I'm a Goddess. And it’s about time people started treating me like one. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    It was after eleven when I crawled out of bed the next day. My head was pounding from all the tequila. I guess the cure didn’t work on hangovers. I hopped into the shower, hoping to clear my head. 
 
    When I left the bathroom, Seth was still asleep. “Hey! Wake up. I want to go shopping, these old clothes are boring.” 
 
    He didn’t respond. Sighing, I pulled the blanket back to find him staring at the ceiling. 
 
    “Hey!” I gave him a shake, but he wasn’t moving. “Oh shit.” 
 
    Was he dead? “I know I'm good, but I'm not that good.” 
 
    I turned away and quickly pulled on my clothes. Should I call the cops? I snorted at the idea. What the hell would I say to them? No, better to just leave him here. I’m sure this place has had its fair share of bodies over the years, what’s one more? 
 
    I heard Seth gasp and turned to see him sit up. “What the hell? I thought you were dead!” 
 
    He scratched his head. “No, just a really deep sleeper. Were you planning on going somewhere?” 
 
    “Uh, you know, to get help.” 
 
    He looked like he didn’t believe me, but he didn’t seem to care. “Let me grab a shower and we can go.” 
 
    I waited impatiently for him to shower. This room was disgusting, there were stains on the carpets, the curtains were threadbare and god knows what was crawling in the sheets. I switched on my phone and noticed the missed calls from Clark. 
 
    “Stalker,” I muttered. I deleted the calls, then went online to see if there were any decent shopping outlets nearby. There was one about half an hour away. I think I needed a new car too. Something sporty like Seth’s.  
 
    He came out of the shower, wrapped only in a towel. “Want to go back to bed?” 
 
    “No, we’re leaving. I’ll be at the car. If you aren’t down in five minutes, I'm leaving without you.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Grabbing his keys, I headed out to the Corvette. Maybe I shouldn’t bother waiting, I could just take it. I was going to take it anyway when I thought he was dead. I started the car, just as he came rushing out of the room, still only half dressed. Guess he really loved his car. I drove forward a few feet to give him a scare. He threw himself in front of it, to stop me, eyes wild. 
 
    “Get in,” I said. 
 
    He climbed into the passenger seat and glared at me. “This is my car. I drive it.” 
 
    “Not today,” I said, leaving the parking lot. “Today, it’s my turn.” 
 
    “You mean you’re not in a rush to get back to Deputy Dullard Dan?”  
 
    I laughed. “Not a chance. First, we go shopping, then...well we’ll see how the day goes,” I said, dropping my hand onto his crotch and stroking him.  
 
    He perked up at my suggestion. He wasn’t going to be too pleased though when I dragged him around the stores. I planned on putting a hell of a dent in my credit card.  
 
    We arrived at the outlet and I headed inside with Seth on my heels. I was done with boring sweaters and jeans, I needed something sexy to wear. Something to show off my body.  
 
    When I found something suitable, I invited Seth into the dressing room to watch while I changed. I made him keep his hands to himself, there would be time for that later. 
 
    I found some tight dresses to wear and a pair of four inch heels. I could barely walk in them, but they made my legs look great, so I went with them. When we were done, we returned to the car. Seth tried to take his keys back, but I got into the car before he could stop me.  
 
    “You seem to have trouble letting go and relaxing,” I said to Seth. 
 
    “Okay, you’re right. Practise what you preach. Where are we going now?” he asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “We’ll drive until something fun shows up.” 
 
    I shot off along the road, driving faster and faster. Seth was gripping the handle above his head. “Okay, as much as I love driving fast, you’re going to get us arrested.” 
 
    “Want to see me get out of a ticket?” I said, laughing. Why was he so worried? Nothing could touch us. This world was ours for the taking. 
 
    I saw the flashing lights in the rear view mirror, a second before the sirens sounded. Guess I was going to have to put my theory to the test. 
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    Clark 
 
      
 
    “Clark?” I said, answering the ringing phone on my desk. 
 
    “Hey, Dan. It’s Jacob Malloy over in Denton. I have a woman in custody, according to her licence she’s from your neck of the woods. Persephone Smith?” 
 
    “Persephone? Yes, I know her. What happened?” 
 
    “Reckless driving, speeding and lewd behavior.” 
 
    “Lewd behavior? I’m almost afraid to ask.” 
 
    “When the cop pulled her over, she offered to give him a blow job if he let her go.” 
 
    “Oh God. Was she drinking?” 
 
    “Nope. Stone cold sober. Is she nuts? She keeps ranting about how we don’t know who she is and she will smite us all. I think she needs a psychiatrist.” 
 
    “No, look let me talk to her. She, uh, she had some health problems lately and a perp beat her up not too long ago. I’m sure there is a reasonable explanation to all of this. I can be there in less than an hour.” 
 
    Malloy sighed. “Okay, I'll hold off. What about the guy that was with her?” 
 
    “What guy?”  
 
    “Seth Roth.”  
 
    She went off with Seth?  
 
    “I don’t know. I’ll be there soon.” 
 
    Fuck. Why would she go off with a guy she didn’t know? Or was she lying to me?  
 
    I wondered if it was a good idea to go up there. I knew Jacob from the academy. He was a decent guy, he didn’t have to call me. I sighed, trying to decide what to do. Better to leave now before I changed my mind. I let the Sheriff know that I was heading out, since I wasn’t on active duty, he didn’t care much. I had finished all of my paperwork anyway.  
 
    What the hell was Persephone playing at? If she wasn’t drunk, she must have taken something. Or maybe she didn’t find a cure for the poison and she was losing it? I made it to the station in fifty minutes.  
 
    Jacob was waiting for me with a bemused expression on his face. 
 
    “Hey, where is she?” I asked. 
 
    “Dan, I don’t know how you are involved with this woman, but you might want to stay clear. She is crazy. She bit one of my officers and then she yelled for an hour. We had to put her in a cell on her own.” 
 
    Jacob led me into the back, I passed Seth on the way. He was handcuffed to a desk, being questioned by a deputy. 
 
    He tried to stand up when he saw me. “You! Stay away from her. She’s mine now,” he said. 
 
    “Grow up,” I said. What the hell was he playing at? She’s mine. She wasn’t some prize to win. What the hell had he done to her? 
 
    Persephone was standing in her cell, looking pissed. She wore a black dress and ridiculous heels. Where was she planning on going at this time of the day? 
 
    When she saw us approach, the look she gave me sent a chill through me.  
 
    “What the fuck? Why would they call you?” she sneered. 
 
    “See what I mean?” Jacob said. 
 
    “Yeah, give us a minute, will you?” I said. 
 
    Once he was gone, I stepped up to the bars. “What’s going on? Jacob told me why you were arrested. Did the antidote not work? Is that why you’re acting like this?” 
 
    She pressed her face into the bars. “Nope. All cured. I can show you if you want. Just open the cell door.” 
 
    “Seriously, Persephone. Talk to me. What is going on?” 
 
    “I’m finally being me. For too long, I’ve kept part of me locked away. No more. Now be a good boy and get me out of here.” 
 
    I looked into her eyes, she looked insane. This was not the Persephone I had come to know. Something had happened to her.  
 
    “No, I won’t. I’m not here to help you. You broke the law, now you’ll have to face the consequences.” 
 
    I turned to walk away. She gave a cruel laugh. “That’s rich coming from you. Are you really so innocent, Danny boy? Does your boss know that you were once a member of a dangerous cult? Do the people of Bedford? What if I told them all about you?” 
 
    I tried to keep my face neutral. “My boss does know, as a matter of fact. And I really don’t care what you tell anyone.” 
 
    “No? How can you do your job if people are worried you’ll sacrifice them?” 
 
    “Good luck, Persephone,” I said.  
 
    I walked away before I said something I would regret. Whatever her reasons, I couldn’t help her now. I wasn’t sure that I wanted to.  Jacob was waiting, coffee in hand. He looked tired.  
 
    “Well?” he asked. 
 
    “You sure she hasn’t taken anything?” 
 
    “Breathalyser was clear.  I ran a blood test, but it will take a while. Lab’s backed up. I don’t think it’s going to show us anything though. That girl is as sober as I am.” 
 
    I sighed. “In that case, do what you gotta do.” 
 
    “The way you rushed down here, I figured there was something between you two. Guess I was wrong.” 
 
    “You’re not the only one. No, we’re friends, or we were. I haven’t seen this side of her before. Let me speak to that Seth guy for a minute.” 
 
    Jacob called the other deputy away and I took a seat at the desk. Seth was eyeballing me, jealousy written all over his face. I'm not going to deny I was enjoying it. He rubbed me the wrong way.  
 
    “So what did you two take?” I asked. I still wasn’t convinced that this was normal behaviour and the tox screen only checked for certain things.  
 
    Seth smiled. “Nothing, we’re free from your rules and laws. We’re above you.” 
 
    “Uh-huh. It sure looks like it, with her in a cell and your new accessory,” I said, pointing at the handcuffs. 
 
    “We won’t be here for long,” he said. “Persephone has a lawyer, he’s on his way.” 
 
    “Persephone is looking at a 24 hour lock down at the local psych hospital. You, well I'm sure we could find something on you. Trust me, I can work it so you never see her again.” 
 
    Seth tried to lunge at me, but I moved back out of his way. “I’ll kill you,” he growled at me. 
 
    “Whoa, threatening a police officer. Well there’s one charge to add to the list. Want to try for another?” 
 
    He sat back down, glaring at me. “Why are you even here? She doesn’t want you,” he hissed. 
 
    “You seem fixated on her. The way you drove up in town, you were looking for her. Are you some kind of stalker?” 
 
    He didn’t answer me, but I could see by the look on his face that I had hit a nerve. “Are you in this country legally?” 
 
    “I’m going to kill you,” he said. 
 
    “I’ll take that as a no. You know what, I'm feeling in a generous mood. How about I talk to the local Sheriff and we can get all your charges dropped. Then I'll be happy to take you to the airport and put you on a plane. Does that sound good?” 
 
    “I really wanted to avoid doing this, but you leave me no choice.” 
 
    Seth’s arm shot out and clamped down on my hand. He started to chant in an obscure language. I tried to pull my arm away, but I felt like I was frozen in place. 
 
    “Hey! Back off!” Jacob said, rushing over to grab hold of Seth. The connection was broken and I could move again.  
 
    “What the hell was that?” I said. 
 
    “Take him to a cell,” Jacob ordered.  
 
    I watched as Seth was led away, wondering what the hell he had been trying to do to me.  
 
    “You okay?” Jacob asked.  
 
    “Yeah, guy’s a weirdo. I do think that they are on something though. Might be a good idea to let him dry out.” 
 
    “And the woman?” 
 
    “The further away from him the better.” 
 
    “I’ll see what I can do.” 
 
    There was nothing more I could do here. It wasn’t my jurisdiction. I could, however, look into Seth and see what I could find on him. Deportation might be the only way to keep him away from Persephone.  
 
    I left the station and headed to a coffee shop nearby. I brought my laptop with me and ran a search on Seth. It turned out, he had quite the rap sheet. Drunk and disorderly, driving under the influence, threatening behavior, resisting arrest. His visa had expired a few weeks ago too.  
 
    A one way ticket back to wherever you came from will be better for everyone. 
 
    I drank my coffee, feeling better, but I was still worried about Persephone. If the woman I knew had been all an act, then she deserved an Oscar. Could the poison have affected her mind? Why was I even making excuses for her? I didn’t know her, not really. Everything she told me could have been lies. I should just head home to Bedford and forget about her. But no, I lingered, even when she made it clear she wasn’t interested. Maybe I was the stalker.  
 
    There’s something else going on here, I know it.  
 
    All the weirdness that had happened since I first met her. The body in the woods, the cult, Robert thinking he was Ares. When I was with the cult, they showed me things, things that didn’t have a rational explanation. Since then, I've been pretty open minded. It sounded insane, but what if there was something supernatural for want of a better word, going on here?  
 
    I would wait until Persephone was released to see if there was any change. If I was wrong, if she was acting normal, then I guess I would head back to Bedford and forget about her. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Let me out of here!” I screamed, smashing my hands into the bars. “You’ll pay for this!” 
 
    I was losing control, but I couldn’t stand being locked up. They had no idea who they were dealing with. I would destroy every single one of them. I had called Sully, but he was taking his sweet time getting here. I wondered where Seth was.  
 
    He better be working on getting me out of here. 
 
    I couldn’t believe that someone had called Clark. What did it take to get away from that guy? And he had the gall to just walk away and leave me here. He'd pay for that, as soon as I got out of here. 
 
    The cop who had booked me came down the hall, followed by a man in a suit. At first, I thought it was Sully, then I realized it was a doctor. Why would they call a doctor? I wasn’t injured. I backed away from the bars.  
 
    “Miss Smith, could you come with me? I would like to ask you a few questions,” the doctor said. 
 
    “Why? What’s going on?” I demanded. 
 
    “Just come with us,” the cop said, unlocking the cell door.  
 
    I wasn’t going anywhere with them. As soon as the cop approached me, I swung my fist at his head. The blow connected and he stumbled backwards.  I made a run for it, almost making it to the front of the station before I was tackled to the ground. 
 
    “Let go of me, pigs,” I screamed. I lashed out, scratching and hitting at the cops trying to hold me down.  
 
    The doctor approached me holding a syringe. “Hold her down. I'll give her something to calm her down.” 
 
    “NO!” I kicked his leg and he almost fell. Two cops pinned my arms down as he injected me. I continued to struggle but started to feel weak.  
 
    “I think we need to get her to the hospital. We can assess her further there.” 
 
    A sedative wouldn’t work on me for long, I would play along and escape when they weren’t looking. I pretended to pass out. I was loaded into the back of an ambulance and taken to the local hospital. A cop stayed with me the whole way. I watched him, opening my eyes a little. He was young, barely past being a rookie. I could get by him easily enough.  
 
    I was brought in to the hospital and put onto a bed. Now was my chance, I would wait until their backs were turned and...click. 
 
    They had handcuffed me to the bed rail. Shit. I could pick it, if I could get my hands on something I could use. I tried to take a look around without making it obvious that I was awake. 
 
    I need to find a way out of here. 
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    Seth 
 
      
 
    I stared at the wall in my cell, seething with anger. I had come this far, finally gotten Persephone to see things my way, and I was stuck in a cell. A prisoner once more. I wanted to rip the door off its hinges and kill every person in here, but I was limited in this form. That was why I needed the Apple, to unlock my abilities and give me my power back.  
 
    That is if that bastard Clark didn’t get me deported first. The Apple was hidden in my car, it was probably impounded. There was a spell to hide it from mortals, so I wasn’t worried about any of them finding it. Maybe Persephone could use her lawyer to spring me too. She had to know how useful I was to her now. That, and the sex was great. She was wild in bed. 
 
    I heard her yelling and hurried to the bars. I just had time to see her sprint down the hall, before the cops took her down. She was trying to escape. Without me? Rage filled me. That ungrateful bitch.  
 
    I strained to hear what they were saying. A hospital? Shit, they were going to section her. Where the hell was the lawyer? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “You can stop pretending to be asleep,” someone said. I opened my eyes to find a nurse staring at me.  
 
    “Unlock these cuffs and I’ll make you richer than you ever dreamed possible,” I said. 
 
    The nurse laughed. “Sure you will, honey. Now we have to assess you. You’ve already proven to be violent. Are you a danger to yourself?” 
 
    “I demand to be let go. You have no idea who I am. I can make your life very difficult.” 
 
    “Hm-mm. I’ll just add delusions of grandeur and narcissistic personality disorder to the list.” 
 
    I glared at her. “I’m not crazy. I was a Goddess. An actual Goddess and you people are all beneath me.” 
 
    “Good to know. Keep that up and maybe you’ll get yourself some electro shock therapy.” 
 
    I flipped her off. 
 
    As she was leaving the room, Clark came in. “Oh God, what do you want?” I groaned. 
 
    “I overheard your conversation. Is that where this is going? You believe the same thing Robert Jones did?” 
 
    “Robert Jones was possessed by Ares, I am the real deal.” 
 
    “You’re Ares?” 
 
    “No, dumb ass, I’m Persephone! Wife of Hades.” 
 
    “Okay, if you say so. Why don’t you tell me what you and Seth got up to when you left town?” 
 
    I sighed. “I fought a giant bull man, found a cure, then Seth and I went to a motel and fucked all night long. Is that what you want to hear?” 
 
    He tried to keep his face unreadable, but I knew I had struck a nerve. “Would you like me to go into detail.” 
 
    “No, that won’t be necessary. I guess I came here out of curiosity. I hoped that whatever you had taken would wear off, but you haven’t taken anything have you?” 
 
    “Aw, you were hoping your girlfriend was coming back? No, just me. Between you and me, she was never really into you. You were a port in the storm. A boring, lacklustre port.” 
 
    He nodded like he expected nothing less from me. “Goodbye, Persephone.” 
 
    “You’re not going to fight back? Try and convince me otherwise?” 
 
    “I think we both know I would be wasting my breath.” 
 
    He left the room. I tried to muster up the energy to care, but the truth was, I didn’t. I turned my attention to the cuffs. I checked my hair for a bobby pin but couldn’t find  
 
    one. There had to be something I could use. 
 
    I could see the cop outside my door, reading a magazine. He looked bored.  
 
    “Hey!” I called. 
 
    He glanced over his shoulder. “What?” 
 
    “I really need to use the bathroom.” 
 
    “You can hold it.” 
 
    “I really can’t. Should I just piss the bed? Would you like to explain to your boss why you refused to let a prisoner use the bathroom? It’s basic human rights.” 
 
    “Oh my God, alright!” He pulled the keys from his pocket and came up to the bed. 
 
    “Please hurry,” I pleaded. 
 
    “Okay, I will escort you to the bathroom and wait outside. If you try anything...” 
 
    “Yes, I know. Please, I'm going to burst,” I said, getting up off the bed. 
 
    He unlocked the cuffs, his hand moving to grip my arm. Before he could, I swung my elbow into his face. He grunted and fell back into the wall. A quick kick to the balls and another blow to the face and he was down.  
 
    Grinning, I left the room, moving at a steady pace, but not quickly so I wouldn’t draw attention to myself. I managed to snag a doctor’s coat and quickly slipped it on, using it to hide my hospital gown. 
 
    I was almost to the door, almost to freedom, when something struck me in the back and I started to convulse. I turned to see the cop holding a taser. I hit the ground and blacked out. 
 
    When I awoke, I was in a new room, and my arms were restrained with straps. The door to the room opened and a doctor came in, followed by an orderly.  
 
    “Miss Smith. My name is Doctor Isaacs and you have been detained for your own safety and the safety of others.” 
 
    “Let me out of here,” I screeched. 
 
    “I’m afraid that won’t be possible, for the time being. Now I would like to talk to you about your beliefs that you are a deity.” 
 
    “I want to speak to my lawyer,” I said. 
 
    “I’m afraid you won’t be able to have visitors for the first 48 hours.” 
 
    Why was this happening? Why weren’t they listening to me? I wasn’t crazy. They had to let me go. 
 
    I fought against the restraints, trying to get my arms free. “Please let me go,” I whimpered. 
 
    “We will, when we decide that you are no longer a threat to others. You’ve already injured two police men, you are in a lot of trouble.” 
 
    “They were in my way.” 
 
    “Miss Smith, Persephone, may I call you Persephone?”  
 
    “You can call me Goddess Persephone.” 
 
    “Okay, I think she would benefit from some anti psychotics,” he said to the orderly. “Maybe after some rest, she will be more cooperative.” 
 
    “Where’s Seth?” I asked. “He’ll help me.” 
 
    “Mr. Roth is in jail. I doubt you will be seeing him any time soon.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. No one was going to help me. How the hell was I going to get out of this? I shouldn’t have said those things to Clark, I should have played along, he could have helped me get out.  
 
    “Wait, I need to speak to Deputy Daniel Clark. Please. It’s important that I speak to him.” 
 
    “I told you, Persephone, you are not allowed visitors yet.” 
 
    “Please, he’s a cop. He can explain everything. Call him. Tell him I need him. Please.” 
 
    Dr Isaacs sighed. “I will see if I can get a message to him.” 
 
    I settled down. He could get me out of here. And maybe as a thank you, I would go to bed with him. Right before I slit his throat. 
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    Clark 
 
      
 
    I can’t believe I agreed to this, I thought as I was escorted into the day room of the psychiatric hospital. Persephone had been asking for me for the past three days. At first, I was going to ignore the message, but as they got increasingly more desperate, I grew curious. 
 
    She was seated at a table, dressed in white cotton pyjamas and a robe. Her hair was unkempt, and she kept fidgeting in her seat. When she saw me, her eyes grew wide and a smile spread across her face.  
 
    “You came,” she said. 
 
    I took a seat across from her. She attempted to hug me, but I pushed her away. “What do you want?” 
 
    She ran a hand through her hair, trying her best to look sheepish, but I could see the desperate glint in her eyes. “Look, you know I didn’t mean what I said....” 
 
    “Save it. We both know that you aren’t sorry. Why did you want to see me?” 
 
    The smile faded away. “I can’t stay here. Please, I need you to get me out.” 
 
    “Then you’ve wasted both of our time.” 
 
    As I got up to leave, her hand shot out and gripped my wrist. “Please, Dan. Don’t leave me here.” 
 
    “Thought it was Clark?”  
 
    “Please. I can be really nice to you. I’ll do anything, just don’t leave me in here.” 
 
    “My advice, stop telling them you’re a Goddess and they’ll let you out soon enough.” 
 
    I almost made it to the door before she said, “It’s Seth. He did something to me. I wasn’t like this before. What if he comes after me? I can’t protect myself in here. That’s why I was speeding, I was trying to get the cops’ attention, so they would get me away from him. He said if I told anyone, he would kill me.” 
 
    I looked back at her. She was almost certainly lying, but what if she wasn’t? Not that Seth could get near her in here. In fact, the process to export him had already started. But I couldn’t deny that she wasn’t acting like herself. If he had done something to her, could it be reversed? Drugs would surely have worn off by now.  
 
    “You attacked two police officers.” 
 
    “I can fix that. I have money, a lot of it. I could pay them off and...” 
 
    I snorted. “Are you freaking kidding me? I’m a cop and you’re telling me that you plan on bribing them?” 
 
    “You think they wouldn’t take it? They could retire, buy a boat, hell, buy an island, if they wanted. Believe me they would take it.” 
 
    “Or they report you and you’ll spend even more time in jail. Admit what you did and take what’s coming to you. Seth will be out of the country soon, so you won’t have to worry.” 
 
    As I walked out the door, a chair struck the wall beside my head.  
 
    “I hate you!” she screamed. 
 
     I left her for the orderlies to deal with.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Spitting and screaming, I was dragged back to my room. That asshole Clark had betrayed me. He would pay for this. I thought of all the ways I would torture him if I got the chance.  
 
    Now I knew what they were doing with Seth, deporting him. He didn’t have any power, he couldn’t do anything. I managed to get a call out to Sully, asking him to take care of things, but he kept saying that he couldn’t. That it had gone too far. A speeding ticket he could have taken care of. Multiple assaults on cops, with witnesses, not so much. 
 
    He bailed on me when I needed him most. He would pay too. I would have to lie, to pretend that I was getting better, it was the only way out. The problem was, I didn’t seem to be able to. It was like I had lost all my inhibitions. I was telling everyone who would listen that I was a Goddess, not that any of them seemed to care. I never did that before the cure. Was this the downside the Minotaur spoke of? Was it driving me crazy? That could be it. It healed the body but damaged the mind. It was the only thing that made sense. If that was the case, was it permanent, or would it eventually wear off? I wasn’t spending the rest of my life in a place like this, if it didn’t wear off, I would have to figure out how to get out of here. It would probably mean taking out a few mortals along the way, but it was just collateral damage. It wasn’t like their lives mattered anyway. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Seth 
 
      
 
    I hid in the garbage strewn alley, listening for any sign of the cops. I had managed to jump out of the car as I was being transported to the airport, and I ran. The cops chased me, but I headed to places their cars couldn’t follow. 
 
    There was too much heat on me now, I couldn’t move around freely anymore. That put a major dent in my plans, but I also knew that I had waited 2000 years to put my plan in action, I wasn’t going to quit now.  I needed the Apple, then I would have full power to do what I wanted. I would free Persephone from her prison and we would be together at last. She would be so grateful to me. It would make the transition easier if she was fully on my side. 
 
    Once I was sure the street was clear, I started walking, keeping my head down, not rushing, trying to act as normal as possible. The car was at the impound lot, I would need to break in and steal it. It wasn’t going to be easy. I would hate to leave the car, but I might have to. I could always steal one later. The Apple was the important thing. 
 
    This part of town was detestable. The streets were strewn with human garbage, drug dealers, thugs, all of them ready to start a fight at the slightest provocation. A few of them tried to hassle me along the way, but I kept my mouth shut and kept walking. I could handle myself in a fight, but why risk it? They would soon bow before me when I reclaimed my power. 
 
    The impound lot was surround by a high fence covered in No Trespassing signs. It was quiet, the street was empty. I couldn’t see any sign of my car from here, it could be anywhere. I wouldn’t have much time to get to it and out again. I took a walk around the perimeter, to see if I could spot it. At night, they all looked alike. 
 
    Finally, I spotted my baby, tucked between an old Volvo and a station wagon. Grinning, I quickly scaled the fence and dropped over the other side. I ran for the car, realizing as I got close, that I had no keys, which meant I would have to break a window to get in. And the car was alarmed.  
 
    No time to worry about it now, I would just have to move fast. I found a large rock on the ground and smashed out the driver’s side window. The alarm immediately blared. I pushed the driver’s seat back and lifted the small wooden box from underneath. Untouched, as I knew it would be. I stuffed it into the pocket of my jacket and ran back to the fence. Lights came on and I hurled myself back over the fence.  
 
    I heard shouts, but I kept running. I didn’t stop until I was several blocks away. I ducked into another alley to catch my breath. That was an effort. I coughed, trying to get my breathing under control. Clearly, I needed to exercise more. Although the only exercise I was interested in was in the bedroom.  
 
    I opened the box to look at my prize. The Apple, minus a single slice from it. The effects would wear off eventually, but I was hoping that by that time, Persephone would realize that there was no turning back. She was mine. I knew there was a darkness in her, it just needed to be brought to the surface.  
 
    It would take a day or two to collect the rest of the ingredients. One of which lay in Persephone’s old house. The blood of a hellhound. I would never get near the beast myself, but she could. Maybe it was fitting, that our new lives would start where the old ended. But if she wanted to join me, she needed to show me that she was ready. To make a sacrifice, one she couldn’t go back on. The cop would do. That way he wouldn’t have a chance of turning her back to the other side. 
 
    It would mean though that I had to organize a jail break without my full abilities. That would be interesting. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    “Are you okay, Clark?” Hanson asked. “You’ve barely said a word all day.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Just thinking. Is that more paperwork?” I asked, pointing to the files in his hands. 
 
    My shoulder was almost recovered, but Hanson was holding back on sending me out anywhere. Which meant more work for Carlisle and the other deputies. Carlisle was sure to whine about it whenever he was within ear shot. I swear that guy would drive me crazy.  
 
    Hanson motioned for me to follow him into his office.  
 
    “I checked Harris’ bank account, there’s been no activity on it. He’s officially a missing person.” 
 
    My jaw tensed. Normally I would be ready to defend Persephone, but now I was wondering if she had done something to the old man.  
 
    “Are you going to charge Persephone?” 
 
    “So far, he’s only missing, there’s no body. A deposit was paid into his account shortly after he disappeared. From Persephone’s account. It appears that she was paying him for the store.” 
 
    “Well if she bumped him off, why would she pay for the store?” 
 
    “To cover her tracks?” 
 
    “Seems an extreme thing to do. She can’t get the money back.” 
 
    “From what I can tell, I doubt she is worried about that. I went to the store earlier and I took a look around. That Gavin kid was all over it, asking me what I was doing. I told him I was checking the place out since Persephone was arrested. The kid lit up, but he was disappointed to learn it wasn’t for murder. There’s some broken shelves, but I didn’t see anything else suspicious.” 
 
    “So what’s next? Send in the crime scene techs?” 
 
    “I would need a warrant for that. I checked his house, there seems to be some items missing, a toothbrush, maybe some clothes.” 
 
    “Is it possible that Persephone gave him some cash too? Maybe he’s been living off that?” 
 
    Hanson smiled. “Still defending her?” 
 
    I sighed. “No, I just don’t want to jump to conclusions.” 
 
    “Have you spoken to her about it? Before she was arrested?” 
 
    I shrugged. “She said he is selling the store to her. That’s it.” 
 
    “She’s never said anything to make you suspicious?” 
 
    “Persephone doesn’t say much at all. Not about herself, at least. She’s not big on sharing.” 
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    “Persephone, why don’t you share? You haven’t said a word yet,” Dr Tibbins said. 
 
    I looked up, my head fuzzy from all the drugs they had forced down my throat. It wasn’t an entirely unpleasant experience, I had stopped caring about things quite so much. The down side was that I had to take part in these group therapy meetings. Listening to mortals’ moan about their problems was only amusing the first couple of times. After that, I found it boring. 
 
    “No, I don’t want to share,” I said. 
 
    “It might help if you do,” Dr Tibbins said. 
 
    I heaved a sigh. “I was just thinking how I would kill all of you if I got the chance.” 
 
    Dr Tibbins shifted in his chair, looking uncomfortable. One girl in the corner started to laugh nervously, then quickly hid her face in her hands. 
 
    “Why would you want to do that?” Dr. Tibbins asked. His bald head gleamed in the light and he kept adjusting his glasses every few seconds.  
 
    “Because I can. I am all powerful.” 
 
    “Have you looked in the mirror lately,” the guy next to me muttered. 
 
    I ran a hand through my hair in an attempt to fix it. It was true, I wasn’t looking my best. I wondered if they would let me have some make up. I wasn’t going to be looked down on by these misfits. 
 
    “You know these delusions you speak of, could stem from a time when you felt powerless. Can you remember a time when you felt like that?” Dr. Tibbins continued. 
 
    I thought back. “When I was human. Then Hades fell for me and made me a Goddess. I miss him.” 
 
    “Hades?” 
 
    “My husband. He died. The God killer got him.” 
 
    “Okay. What about when you were a child? What was your home life like?” 
 
    “It was fine. Just me and my mother.” 
 
    “What happened to your father?” 
 
    “He died before I was born.” 
 
    “That must have been tough. No brothers or sisters?”  
 
    “Nope, just me. Always just me, by myself.”  
 
    “That sounds very lonely. You’ve never found anyone that you would like to spend your life with?” 
 
    An image of Clark flashed into my mind for some bizarre reason, making me laugh hysterically. “I don’t need anyone.” 
 
    Dr Tibbins moved onto the next person, leaving me to my thoughts. This place was maddening, how could anyone come out of here sane? There had to be a way out. 
 
    The orderlies were the worst. It would be hard to get past them on a good day, never mind when I’m pumped full of drugs. Some of the patients were allowed out into the grounds, but only the ones not deemed a flight risk.  
 
    I had no idea how long I'd been here. Could have been a few days, could be weeks.  I needed to dump the drugs, or I would never get out. I was on a nice diet of anti-psychotics. Typical human reaction. A person makes claims outside their little bubble of reality and they must be crazy. Better pump them full of drugs to keep them quiet. 
 
    After the group talk, we were allowed into the day room for an hour. A few patients would play games or paint, I would sit at the window, trying to get the layout of the grounds. It wasn’t easy, the window only overlooked part of the gardens. 
 
    The staff came in from the southwest corner, where I assumed the staff parking lot was. I would need to go there if I was to steal a car. Or I could threaten one of them to drive me out of here. To do that I would need a weapon. The orderlies had batons, that probably wouldn’t do much in the confines of a car. There was probably something in the locked cabinets in the drug station. Maybe a needle.  
 
    The girl who had laughed earlier, wandered over to me. She was thin, with scraggly black hair and sunken eyes. She couldn’t be more than twenty-five. 
 
    “Hey,” she said. 
 
    I glanced at her, then looked away. What the hell did she want?  
 
    “So, did you like kill someone to get put in here?” she asked. She seemed excited at the prospect.  
 
    I stared at her. “I don’t need to kill anyone. People bow before me. They fear me.” 
 
    That annoying giggle again. “Sure they do. That’s why you’re sitting here with no friends.” 
 
    “I don’t need friends, only devoted followers.” 
 
    The girl had the audacity to sit down right beside me. I didn’t move from my spot though, I wasn’t going to be chased away by the likes of her. I could smell sweat from her. She better not touch me. 
 
    “I’m Melanie,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t care,” was my reply.  
 
    “That’s a funny name,” she joked. “Actually, your real name is funny too. Per-sef-o-nee.” She sounded out the name, then laughed.  
 
    “Go away,” I said through gritted teeth. 
 
    “I think you’re full of shit,” Melanie said. She poked me in the arm with her finger. “You just want attention.” 
 
    “What I want is for you to get out of my face!” I said, shoving her hard. 
 
    She fell onto the ground, banging her head on the tiled floor. She groaned and rubbed her head. “You bitch,” she said, sounding on the verge of tears. 
 
    “Get away from me,” I said. 
 
    She walked off, grumbling to herself. I closed my eyes and rested my head against the window.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Just take it.  
 
    I stared at the bread, my stomach growling from hunger. I hadn’t eaten in days, and now that I was ‘human’ again, I needed food. I had no money, nothing to barter with. I had been wandering for days, lost in a fog of grief.  
 
    The village was busy, no one was looking my way, I could just reach out and grab it.  
 
    “I wouldn’t, if I were you,” a voice said in my ear, making me jump. I turned to find a woman behind me. She was older than me, with dark hair, holding a basket. 
 
    “I... wouldn’t what?” 
 
    “I know what you’re thinking. But stealing is punished quite severely here. You could lose a hand, is that worth it?” 
 
    “I’m so hungry,” I said. 
 
    The woman sighed, looking me up and down. “You can come to my house. I’ll give you a warm meal, but then you will have to be on your way.” 
 
    “I don’t have any money,” I said. 
 
    “I guessed that from wanting to steal the bread. You look like a strong girl. You can do some chores to pay for it. Sound fair?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, of course.” 
 
    I followed her around as she bought the rest of her wares, then back to her house. A small farm. I spotted some goats, some cattle in the distance. It reminded me of my home and I started to weep. 
 
    “Now that’s enough of that,” the woman said brusquely. “We don’t want any crying here. Chin up, girl.” 
 
    I nodded, trying to do as she asked. While she cooked supper, I was sent out to feed the animals. It felt good to be doing something useful, rather than wandering aimlessly. I moved through the fields, checking each animal was fed. It took over an hour to finish and I was glad to get back to the house. I felt like I would faint from hunger if I didn’t get something to eat soon. 
 
    I could smell the broth when I entered the house and it smelled wonderful. My stomach growled loudly. 
 
    “That was quick,” the woman said. “Have you worked on a farm before?” 
 
    I nodded. “My mother owned one.” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “A woman owned a farm?” 
 
    “Well, it was my father’s first. Then he died. The people of our village didn’t think she could keep it going by herself, but she proved them wrong.” 
 
    “Sounds like a strong woman. I take it she is no longer with us?” 
 
    “Yes, she died. She was killed.” 
 
    “Sorry to hear that. Take a seat.” 
 
    I did as she asked, and she ladled out some broth into a bowl. I ate it in a couple of minutes, glad to finally fill my empty stomach.  
 
    The woman watched me, as she ate her own food. “You know, I could use someone to help out on the farm. My husband wants to give the job to a boy in town, but he has no experience. I’m sure I could persuade him otherwise. We couldn’t pay you, but we could offer you meals and somewhere to sleep.” 
 
    “That is very generous,” I said. She didn’t know me, she caught me trying to steal, but she was willing to take me on. There had to be a catch. 
 
    “Nothing generous about it. It’s hard, back breaking work.” 
 
    “I understand. I can do that, yes.” 
 
    The woman nodded. “Okay, you can spend the night in the barn and I will speak to my husband in the morning. He is on the road, but he should be back soon.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I said. 
 
    Once I had finished my meal, I helped her clean the kitchen, before heading to the barn for the night. I piled some straw in the corner and lay down, feeling better than I had in a while. The woman may not have thought she was being kind, but it was more kindness than I had received in a long time. This human woman didn’t care about titles or power, just someone who could do an honest day’s work.  
 
    As I drifted off to sleep, I felt a strange chill cross over me, but it was gone a second later.  
 
    I was awoken by shouting coming from the house. Groggy, I got to my feet and moved to the barn door to hear better. It was a man that was yelling, the woman’s husband perhaps? 
 
    “Bringing beggars and thieves into my house! I won’t have it. This is a respectable home, I won’t let you drag us down into the mud.” 
 
    I froze. I didn’t mean to cause a fight between them. I should leave before I caused any more trouble.  
 
    Run. No one wants you. 
 
    The thoughts popped into my head without warning. Thoughts I thought I had pushed away. 
 
    You bring chaos wherever you go. 
 
    Was that true? It didn’t seem like it was my voice, but what else could it be? I hurried out of the barn, heading out into the darkness. If I kept walking, I could reach the next village by morning. I felt the last of my hope drain away. I guess I didn’t deserve happiness, or a place to belong. 
 
    You will always be alone. 
 
    “Shut up,” I screamed into the night. The voice couldn’t be right, I wasn’t destined to be alone, I know I wasn’t. 
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    When it came time to take our drugs, I managed to hide mine in my cheek. I needed a clear head. I was getting out of here, one way or another.  
 
    I waited until lights out, before I put my plan into action. When the orderly did his rounds, I pretended to have a seizure. He opened the door and rushed in. 
 
    “Get me some help here,” he yelled. As he bent down to check me, I headbutted him. He staggered back. I jumped up, although it made my head spin to do so and kicked him in the face.  
 
    Unclipping his keys from his belt, I ran off down the hallway, searching for the nearest exit. I heard a commotion behind me, I didn’t have much time. I found an emergency exit, which reminded me of the maze. Slamming my hands into the bar, it set off an alarm. 
 
    Shit, now everyone will be after me. 
 
    I raced through the gardens, my bare feet slipping on the damp grass. The gate leading to the parking lot was just ahead. I slammed into it, expecting it to open, but instead I found it locked. In the dim light, I attempted to find a key on the chain I had stolen from the orderly. There were so many of them. 
 
    “She’s out here,” someone yelled. 
 
    “Shit,” I said, trying a key. No go. I tried the next one and it worked. I wrenched open the gate as one of the orderlies caught up to me. He grabbed the back of my robe. I pulled my arms free of it and ran. There was a car key on the ring. I pressed the button and a car at the far end lit up.  
 
    I sped up, knowing I would have seconds before they caught me. I yanked open the car door, a sedan, and threw myself inside. Closing the door, I quickly locked it, just as an orderly caught up to me. He banged on the window. 
 
    “Get out of there,” he ordered. 
 
    I flipped him off and started the car. I screeched out of the spot, searching for the exit. I slammed on the brakes as I came to the gates. They were locked and there was a guard stationed beside it. He stepped out of his box, swinging his baton. 
 
    “Get out of the car!” he ordered. 
 
    I could ram him with the car, but that wouldn’t help me with the gate. The orderly was giving chase. 
 
    Leaping out of the car, I ran at the gate, hoping to climb up and over it. Before I could even get my feet placed on the bars, I was dragged off it, and thrown to the ground. 
 
    “Get the restraints,” one of them yelled. 
 
    I was taken back inside; my plan had failed. Now what was I going to do? Once they had secured me back in my room, I was given a sedative.  
 
    When I opened my eyes again, I wasn’t alone in my room. The doctor was there, writing notes on his clipboard. “What do you want?” I slurred. 
 
    “Ah, you’re back with us, Miss Smith. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Groovy,” I said. 
 
    “Well, we have a specialist with us today. This is Doctor Lewis.” 
 
    A man stepped into the room. I supressed a grin when I realized who it was. It was Seth, wearing a doctor’s coat. He had shaved his head to alter his appearance and donned a pair of glasses. 
 
    “You’re a specialist?” I said. 
 
    “I am and I would love to talk to you, if you would be okay with that?” he said. 
 
    I shrugged. “I guess so.” 
 
    Dr Tibbins seemed happy to leave us together. I struggled to sit up, which wasn’t easy with my arms restrained. Seth checked that we weren’t being watched and removed the restraints. 
 
    “How did you get in here?” I asked. 
 
    “I know a few people. I escaped the police, so we need to be quick. They might check here.” 
 
    I nodded. “What’s the plan?” 
 
    “I have a car ready. Just follow my lead.” 
 
    He went out into the hall to speak to Dr. Tibbins. 
 
    They both came back into the room. “Dr Lewis wants to take you to the day room. Are you going to behave yourself?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, I'm sorry about yesterday.” Sorry I was caught. 
 
    He didn’t look happy about letting me loose, but Seth persuaded him that we would be okay. We left the room, I moved slowly, trying to act contrite. The day room was empty at this time of day, so we were free to talk.  
 
    “What took you so long?” I asked.  
 
    “I’m sorry, I had to be careful. Look, we could make a run for it now.” 
 
    I shook my head. “Tried that already. There are gates, monitored by a guard. We won’t get out that way. And the main entrance is guarded too.” 
 
    “Then we wait. I will leave and come back later tonight. Pretend I left something behind. I’ll sneak you out and hide you in my trunk.” 
 
    “You think they won’t check?” 
 
    “What do you suggest then?” he snapped. 
 
    “Kill them?” 
 
    “That’s going to draw a lot of attention and they could kill us before we get out.” 
 
    “Okay, then what if I take you hostage?” 
 
    Seth laughed, then he realized I was serious. “Yeah, I guess that could work. You’re going to need a weapon though.” 
 
    “I know how to kill someone with a ball point pen,” I suggested. 
 
    “I don’t doubt it, but you’ll need something a little more threatening. Give me a minute,” he said. He left the room and returned five minutes later.  
 
    “I have a pair of scissors in my right pocket. We’ll head back down the hallway and you grab them and threaten me.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said. 
 
    “We’ll only get one shot at this.” 
 
    “I know. Let’s do it.” I couldn’t stand to be here for one more second. 
 
    We walked back along the hallway, I could see Dr. Tibbins at the far end. When we got closer, I reached into his pocket and grabbed the scissors. Grabbing Seth around the neck, I pressed the tip of the scissors to his jugular vein. 
 
    “Persephone, stop!” Dr. Tibbins said. He came toward us, hands outstretched. “Please, Persephone, put the scissors down.” 
 
    “No! You let me leave with him and I’ll let him go when I am far enough away.” 
 
    “We can’t let you do that, give me the scissors and we can sit down and talk about this,” Dr Tibbins said. 
 
    I pressed the scissors into Seth’s neck. “Please!” he cried. “Please, just do as she says.” 
 
    “It’ll be okay, Dr Lewis,” Dr Tibbins said. 
 
    We moved around Dr Tibbins heading for the door. “Stay back,” I barked. “Or you’ll be cleaning his blood off the floor.” 
 
    Dr Tibbins backed away. “Okay, Persephone. Stay calm. No one here wants to harm you, we just want to help you.”
“Locking me away like an animal is not helping me,” I spat.  
 
    We made it to the front door, the guards rose from their station, brandishing their weapons, but Dr Tibbins told them to back off. We got outside and through the gate. Seth’s car was parked close by – a black mustang. 
 
    We got inside. “Drive!” 
 
    Seth peeled away from the kerb. “They’ll have called the cops by now.” 
 
    “Then we’ll have to ditch this car and find another one.” 
 
    “Okay, then we can head to Bedford,” Seth said. 
 
    “Are you crazy? Why would we want to go back there? That’s the first place they will look for me.” 
 
    “Because I need to get something that was left behind. Besides don’t you want to pay Clark a visit?” 
 
    “Actually, I do. I think I should thank him personally for all his help.” 
 
   


  
 


 
    *** 
 
      
 
    We didn’t go straight to Bedford, first we boosted a new car, then found a motel to lay low in while we came up with a plan. I headed into the bathroom to take a shower, I wanted the stink of that place off me. I could feel a headache forming and I was exhausted, probably from all the drugs I'd been pumped full of. I’d be glad when they wore off.  
 
    I looked like hell. After a long hot shower, I attempted to detangle my hair. All I had was a flimsy plastic comb which snapped after a couple of minutes. Frustrated, I tossed it into the trash can. 
 
    Maybe I should cut it all off. 
 
    I would need a disguise to get back into Bedford, but I was reluctant to change it. Some good shampoo and a decent brush and I could fix it. I would worry about it tomorrow. 
 
    A wave of dizziness washed over me and I grabbed the sink to steady myself.  
 
    What am I doing? Something is wrong with me! 
 
    My heart started thudding in my chest. Where did that come from? I pushed the thoughts away. I was fine, better than fine, I was finally me. I smiled at my reflection, but those thoughts bothered me. Where did they come from? That sounded like the old me, the boring one who never wanted to have fun. Well she could piss off, I wasn’t going back, nothing could make me go back to that.  
 
    Seth was waiting for me in bed. “Time to celebrate?” 
 
    I dropped my towel on the ground. “Definitely.” 
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    Clark 
 
      
 
    I stared at the APB on the computer in front of me. Persephone had escaped the hospital by taking a doctor hostage. Except, the doctor didn’t exist. When they ran his credentials, they found that they were fake. My guess, based on the description, it was Seth. That son of a bitch had gotten to her. Now they could be anywhere. There was no way she would come back here to Bedford, or at least I didn’t think so. There was Cerberus, but would she risk getting thrown in jail for a dog? 
 
    She might. 
 
    Against my better judgement, I had continued to feed the stupid mutt and let him out for a run, although he never seemed to touch the food, so I could only assume he was eating something when he got outside. Probably rats or something. 
 
    Maybe I could set up a camera or alarm system on the house, that way if she came back, I would be alerted. And then what? I would have to arrest her and Seth. Why the hell couldn’t I just let this go? She wasn’t worth all this hassle.  
 
    I had other cases to work on, a life of my own to live. And potential fatherhood on the horizon. I still hadn’t heard anything from Jenni, but the appointment for her sonogram wasn‘t until next week.   
 
    I was no closer to figuring out who killed those men. Hanson assumed that fresh eyes would help his case, but he was wrong. I had read the files until I could practically recite the details by heart, but I was no further along. I would try again in the morning.  
 
    When my shift ended, I was going to head home, but instead I headed to Persephone’s place. A quick look around would do no harm. I could at least check on the dog. If she didn’t come back, I would eventually have to call the pound on him. I couldn’t keep him and I imagined it would be hard to rehome him given his size.  
 
    Maybe I could just let him out and he could keep going. He would probably have a better chance than he would at the pound. They would put him to sleep if he didn’t get rehomed. Something told me he could survive on his own out in the wild. 
 
    Persephone’s house was in darkness when I arrived, as I expected it to be. She was hardly going to be home with all the lights on and a banner over the door saying, ‘fugitives here’. 
 
    I let myself in using her key. The house was cold, I should probably put the heating on or the pipes would freeze and flood the place. The thermostat was on the wall, I fiddled with the dial until I figured out how to switch it on.  
 
    Cerberus was howling. “Alright, mutt.”  
 
    I opened the door to the garage, ready to be attacked by the big idiot. He had gotten used to me these past few days and now tried to lick me when I opened the door. I tried my best to avoid it, but he was fast. 
 
    “Gross,” I said, wiping drool off my face. “Bad dog.” 
 
    He sat down and whined at me. “Okay, time for a run.” 
 
    I opened the garage door and he trotted off. He had been cooped up all day, so I let him run longer than usual. The snow was falling again, heavily. The roads were going to get real bad. Once he was back inside, I returned to my car, only to find that I had left my lights on. 
 
    “Crap,” I muttered, trying to start the engine. It choked and died. “No, you idiot.” 
 
    I banged my fist into the steering wheel. I would never get anyone out here tonight to fix it or tow it. It was quite a walk into town and I didn’t like the idea of hiking in this weather.  
 
    I went back inside the house and attempted to call the local mechanic. No signal. I could wait out the storm then hike back in the morning. It felt weird being in Persephone’s house. I definitely wasn’t going to sleep in her bed. I found a blanket in the linen closet and lay down on the couch after turning the light out. 
 
    I stared up at the ceiling, watching the snow fall through a sky light. It looked like a swarm of bees. I didn’t think that I would be able to sleep, but I felt myself drifting off. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “I think this was a mistake,” I said to Seth as we drove closer to Bedford. As much as I wanted to get my revenge, I also didn’t want to go back to that awful hospital. I shuddered at the thought.  
 
    “I told you, there’s something I need there. It’s a way to ensure our safety. Do you think Clark is going to give up? That he won’t try to find you?” 
 
    “Please, we had sex twice. I hardly think that’s worth an obsession,” I said, massaging my temples. The headache was getting worse and I couldn’t shift it. I just wanted to lie down and sleep for a few days, but Seth insisted that we head back to Bedford as soon as possible. 
 
    “I don’t know, I'm pretty obsessed myself,” he grinned.  
 
    I rolled my eyes. The cheesy lines were getting on my nerves. I'd keep him around a little longer, but sooner or later I was going to have to cut him loose. And by cut him loose, I meant cut his throat. Or poison him. Whatever worked. I could get money from my secret accounts and head to Europe. I could always come back to the US in a few decades.  
 
    We passed a sign on the road – 10 miles to Bedford. I felt my stomach clench. I didn’t want to go back, to see that place again. Not even Cerberus. An image of him flashed into my mind and I felt a pang of guilt.  
 
    What am I doing? Why would I leave him behind? 
 
    I took a breath, trying to push this rising emotion away. I was so certain before, now these nagging doubts kept creeping into my mind. What was different? It was probably the drugs from the hospital, they were still playing with my mind. A little more time and they would be clear from my system. 
 
    The snow was falling and the closer we got to Bedford the heavier it became.  
 
    “Maybe we should stop for the night,” I suggested. 
 
    “It’s fine, we’re almost there.” 
 
    I stared at Seth as he drove. There was something he wasn’t telling me. What could he want from Bedford? Why would he leave whatever it was behind? I'd asked him several times, but he wouldn’t tell me.  
 
    Bedford was drawing closer, and the knot in my stomach was growing. “Where in Bedford are we going?” I asked. 
 
    “Your place,” Seth said. 
 
    “You hid something at my house? You were never inside.” 
 
    “I didn’t hide anything, I said I need something from your house.” 
 
    “There’s nothing...Cerberus?” 
 
    He nodded. “I need something from him for a spell.” 
 
    “And by something...” 
 
    “Some blood. Just a little.” 
 
    It was all making sense now. This was why he needed me, to get the blood from Cerberus. The son of a bitch was using me. What was to stop him from killing me once he got what he wanted? 
 
    “You said that you’ve wanted me for a long time. How long? I don’t think I've ever met you before,” I said. 
 
    “You have, you just don’t remember.” 
 
    “I didn’t spend a whole lot of time with Aphrodite’s play things.” 
 
    I saw his knuckles go white as he gripped the wheel. “I was not a play thing. Forget about her, she’s part of the past.” 
 
    “You’re the one who wanted her Apple.” 
 
    “It wasn’t her Apple, it was created by Eris.” 
 
    “Yes, she made the Gods compete over it, but Aphrodite was the winner. I wouldn’t trust anything from Eris. She was bad news.” 
 
    He smiled. “You have no idea. She wasn’t even a Goddess, but she wasn’t powerless either. She knew exactly how to wrap the Gods around her finger. It was an art form with her.” 
 
    “Is that what you’re trying to do with me? Wrap me around your finger? Control me?” My hands closed into fists. 
 
    “Quite the opposite. I helped you lose control, freed you from your self-imposed bullshit. It’s the Apple of Discord – it unleashes your darkest desires. It will work a bit different for me.” 
 
    “You gave me the Apple?” 
 
    “Just a slice. Remember the apple pie at the restaurant?” 
 
    “You bastard. That’s why this is happening, it had nothing to do with the cure I took.” 
 
    “The cure wouldn’t have had a downside for you. It was created to counteract Athena’s poisons and that’s why you took it. If you had taken it for anything else, it would have killed you.” 
 
    I put my head in my hands. “This is...I can’t believe I let you trick me.” 
 
    “You’re angry? Persephone, this has been a good thing. Why can’t you see that? When I'm finished with my spell, things will be even better. How would you like to have power again?” 
 
    “I don’t...what do you mean power?” 
 
    “Power like you had before, to use at will. You can go anywhere, do anything. I can make it happen.” 
 
    True power? 
 
    “How?” 
 
    “The Apple along with the spell can unlock it. It’s buried deep beneath the surface, but I can bring it out. You’ll never have to worry about being locked away again. No one will mess with us.” 
 
    I thought about what I could do. If he could do what he said, then I could let the Apple incident go. At least until I was sure the spell would work, then I would fry him. 
 
    “Then drive faster,” I said. 
 
    Grinning, he did as I asked. With the weather turning, I just hoped we would arrive in one piece. 
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    My house loomed up in the darkness. We had parked down the road and hiked up, just in case the cops were lying in wait. Everything was in darkness, I could barely see a thing. We made it up the stairs and I paused outside to listen at the door. If the cops were in there, Cerberus would be going nuts, but he was quiet. 
 
    “I don’t have a key,” I whispered. All my personal belongings were at the police station or the hospital or wherever they had ended up. 
 
    “Break it in,” Seth said. 
 
    “No, the cops could be watching the place, we need to be quiet.” 
 
    Seth sighed and checked his pockets, he pulled out a swiss army knife. “Can you do anything with this?” 
 
    I took it from him. “Two thousand years and you never learned how to pick a lock? They have tutorials online.” 
 
    “On what?”  
 
    “Never mind.” I worked on the lock. It took a while; my hands were frozen and I couldn’t see what I was doing. Finally, I heard a click and the door opened. 
 
    I left the lights off and moved slowly through the house toward the garage. Getting blood from Cerberus was not going to be easy. For one, he was impervious to most weapons and it would take a hell of a blow to draw blood. The sad thing was, Cerberus would probably sit there and let me do it. He trusted me that much. 
 
    I suddenly felt sick. I couldn’t hurt Cerberus, he was innocent. “I don’t think I can do this,” I said. 
 
    Seth’s hands rested on my shoulders. “Yes, you can. Trust me, you will feel so much better soon. I promise.” 
 
    A light clicked on and I whirled around, expecting a gun in my face. Instead I found a confused looking Clark. 
 
    “What the hell?” he said. I saw him reach for his gun, but the belt was on the coffee table. Before he could figure that out, I ran at him and punched him hard in the face. He fell backwards, collapsing onto the coffee table, crushing it. 
 
    “Grab the gun,” Seth said. I snatched it up.  
 
    Clark tried to get up, but I pointed the gun at him, making him go still. “Persephone, think about what you’re doing,” he said. 
 
    “I am,” I said. I hit him in the face with the gun, knocking him out.  
 
    Seth picked up a blanket from the couch. “He was sleeping here?” 
 
    “What? Waiting for me?”  
 
    Seth laughed. “Pathetic. Someone has trouble letting go. Never mind, he’s done us a favor. The gun should be enough to get blood from Cerberus and now we don’t have to go looking for this idiot.” 
 
    I stared at Clark lying on the floor, a bruise forming on his face already. “Why would we go looking for him?” 
 
    “To kill him, obviously. It will be a nice way to celebrate becoming all powerful. I’ll tie him up, you go get the blood. Hurry, in case any more cops show up.” 
 
    I nodded, my head feeling fuzzy. The pain was getting worse and I was starting to doubt this whole plan. I wandered out to the garage in a daze. Cerberus went nuts when he saw me, slobbering all over me.  
 
    “Hey, boy,” I said. I noticed a bowl of dog food on the floor. That’s why Clark was here, he was still taking care of Cerberus. Even after all I did to him, he kept coming up here. 
 
    I looked at the gun in my hand, how could I hurt Cerberus? Yes, the gun wouldn’t do much damage and it would heal in an instant, but Cerberus would never trust me again. He would hate me and I don’t think I could stand that. 
 
    I didn’t hear Seth come up behind me. “What are you waiting for?” he asked, startling me. 
 
    “I can’t do it.” 
 
    “Sure, you can. Just point and squeeze the trigger,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, coz it’s so easy, isn’t it?” 
 
    Seth let out an angry groan of frustration. “Goddammit, Persephone. We don’t have time for this. Just shoot the bloody thing and let’s go!” 
 
    “NO!” I yelled. He snatched the gun out of my hand. I tried to grab it back from him. We struggled while Cerberus watched not knowing what to do. The gun went off and Cerberus let out a loud yelp. 
 
    “No,” I cried, rushing to him. The bullet had hit his paw. He went crazy, hopping all over the place. 
 
    “It’s okay, boy. I’m sorry,” I said, trying to calm him down. After a few seconds, there was a click as the bullet dropped onto the concrete floor and the wound healed up.  
 
    I tried to stroke his heads, but he backed away from me, looking scared. The guardian to the Underworld was scared of me. 
 
    “Oh, Cerberus, I'm so sorry,” I said, feeling guilty. 
 
    I turned to see Seth, crouched on the floor, trying to collect some of the blood that was smeared across the concrete. Sick bastard. 
 
    “Are you happy now!” I snapped. 
 
    “I will be in a few minutes.” He managed to salvage half a vial of blood and took it back into the house. I followed him to check what he was doing.  
 
    He had items set out on the kitchen table. Clark was tied to a chair. Seth started adding items to a bowl, including the blood.  
 
    Clark lifted his head. “What’s...going on?” he muttered. 
 
    Seth was engrossed in what he was doing. Clark looked at me and I had trouble meeting his gaze.  
 
    I attacked him.  
 
    “Here,” Seth said, sliding a knife across the table to me. “Kill him.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “Kill him. You wanted to kill him, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Persephone,” Clark said. “Don’t do anything stupid. I can still help you.” 
 
    I looked back and forth between the two of them, feeling the tension in my head build. I didn’t want any of this, I just wanted to get away from both of them, so I could think.  
 
    “Kill him, Persephone,” Seth said. “You’ll feel better.” 
 
    “Don’t listen to this nutjob. It’s not too late for you, Persephone. I’ll explain that you were being coerced,” Clark argued. 
 
    “Just shut up, both of you,” I snapped, grabbing my head. I backed away until my back hit the refrigerator, then I sank to the floor. 
 
    “What’s wrong? Persephone, are you okay?” Clark asked, struggling against his restraints. 
 
    “My head,” I moaned.  
 
    “She’ll be fine,” Seth said, sounding completely uninterested.  
 
    “What’s wrong with me?” I asked Seth.  
 
    “I imagine it’s the Apple wearing off. It’ll pass soon. That’s why you need to kill him now. Once you do, there’s no going back. It will make things easier.” 
 
    “That way I'm just as guilty as you,” I said. “I can’t go back to my old life.” 
 
    “It’s more than that. It’s a symbol, to prove that you want to have a life with me. I’ve waited too long to let your doubts ruin everything now. When I get my power back, I can make you kill him, but I would rather you do it yourself.” 
 
    “Wait a minute. Your power? You said I would get my power back.” 
 
    He gave me a sly smile. “No, I said you would have access to power and you will. Whatever you want, I'll get it for you.” 
 
    “How could you have any power? You were a mortal,” I said. 
 
    “This body was mortal. I’m something else.” 
 
    I stared at him, trying to figure out what he meant, but I couldn’t think. I felt so ill. “Who are you really?” I asked. “Tell me the truth.” 
 
    “You’ve never met me, not properly. But I’ve followed you right across the world.” 
 
    “Who are you?” I said. 
 
    “I was known as Chamos.” 
 
    “K Moss? What is that your rap name?” Clark asked. 
 
    Seth hit him across the face. “I’m a demon!” he yelled in his face.  
 
    A demon. Chamos. I remember the name, Hades spoke of him. He was in the demon pit. 
 
    “You escaped when Hades died.” 
 
    “He let me out.” 
 
    “And you repaid him by murdering him!” 
 
    “Actually, I just tore one of his arms off, the God killer was the one who finished the job.” 
 
    “You were following me? How many people have you possessed over the years?” 
 
    “Not as many as you would think. Hades did something to me, made it so I couldn’t possess a mortal. I had no form, but I could still follow you, invade your dreams. I liked watching you suffer, at least back then. But over time, I fell for you. Then I found Eris. She could still see me, agreed to work with me to retrieve the Apple. I didn’t tell her what I wanted it for. She figured it out though, but only after promising to lift the spell preventing me from taking a body. She performed a spell which flung me back to my point of origin, back underground. It took a while to get out, to find a suitable host. This mortal was an art student, I believe. He never knew what hit him.” 
 
    “What do you need the spell for?” 
 
    “To be able to use my demon powers in a mortal vessel. Another little surprise from Hades. I won’t be a God, of course, but I will be the closest you’ll ever see again. Join me, Persephone.” 
 
    “I’ve gone off you,” I replied. 
 
    “Then I will have to force you. Shame.” 
 
    Clark was watching our exchange in shocked silence. God knows what he thought of us, probably that we were both insane. I couldn’t let him die here, I needed to get him untied.  
 
    I struggled to my feet, the ground swaying under me. The light was hurting my eyes.  
 
    Seth finished adding stuff to the bowl and removed the Apple from his pocket. It gleamed gold in the light, minus the missing slice. He started to chant, dipping the Apple in the contents of the bowl, staining the Apple red. 
 
    I lurched forward, grabbed the knife and headed for Clark. I saw a look of alarm on his face as he thought I was going to stab him, but instead, I cut through the restraints.  
 
    Seth was too busy chanting to stop us. Clark got to his feet, ready to attack Seth, but I dragged him away. “No, we have to run. Come on.” 
 
    Seth’s chanting got louder, then he tipped his head back and opened his mouth impossibly wide. He swallowed the Apple whole. When he opened his eyes, they were pitch black. 
 
    “Now the fun begins.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    Persephone dragged me outside, as I tried to comprehend what was happening in front of me. His face, what he just did, and his eyes... 
 
    Shit, is this all real? Demons and Gods, what the hell is going on? 
 
    “Clark, please we have to run,” Persephone said. 
 
    The snow was falling heavier than ever and neither of us had a coat on. “Did you see what he did?” 
 
    Persephone grabbed me by the shirt. “Focus, Clark. He will kill us. The car is down the road, we need to get to it.” 
 
    She was shivering violently, she was right if we didn’t find shelter, Seth wouldn’t need to kill us, we’d freeze to death first. “Okay, let’s go.” 
 
    We moved off through the snow, which was already up to our shins. It was so cold and dark. It was hard to see where we were going. An unearthly howl sounded behind us and Persephone spun around, rushing back toward the house. I grabbed hold of her. 
 
    “It’s Cerberus. What if he hurts him?” 
 
    “We can’t go back. He wants us, we have to keep moving,” I said. I wished I had my gun, but I had serious doubts that it would work against whatever the hell Seth was. 
 
    I could see the dark outline of the car up ahead, we were nearly there. If we could get back to town, to the station...then what? Could I really walk in there and tell them that we were being pursued by a demon? And with a fugitive in tow? Shit, they were going to laugh their asses off. I couldn’t tell them the truth. 
 
    The car was unlocked, but Persephone didn’t seem to have the keys. She started fiddling with wires under the dash. 
 
    “You know how to hotwire a car?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, well it comes in handy when you’re being chased by a mad man.” 
 
    “But he’s not a man, is he? He’s what he said he is. A demon.” 
 
    She looked up at me. “Pretty much.” 
 
    “This is fucking unreal. What the hell are we supposed to do?” 
 
    “Right now, get as far away from here as we can. Then we can come up with a plan.” 
 
    Just as the car came to life, I felt someone grab me by the shirt collar. My feet left the ground and I flew through the air, landing in a snow bank. My head connected with a rock and the world went dark. 
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    Seth yanked me out of the car and threw me to the ground. “You’re just going to run off and leave me after everything we’ve been through?” 
 
    He actually sounded hurt. “You lied to me, this whole time. I remember what Hades said about you, Chamos. How you torture your victims drive them mad before slaughtering them.” 
 
    “Mortals are fragile, weak creatures. Trust me, once you’ve tortured a few of them, you’ll start to love it like I do.” 
 
    “I’m not joining you. You’ll have to kill me.” 
 
    “After you went to all that trouble to find the cure? No, you don’t have a death wish. Why don’t we head into town and have some fun?” 
 
    He yanked me up and shoved me into the car before getting behind the wheel. I tried to get a look at Clark as he spun the car around, but I caught only a glimpse of him lying in the snow, before we drove away. He would freeze to death, that is if he wasn’t already dead.  
 
    “Why don’t we just leave?” I said. “We can go anywhere.” 
 
    “We will. It’s been a long time since I've tried out my powers, I want to see what I can do.” He sounded excited at the prospect of murdering a bunch of people. 
 
    “You don’t have to kill anyone. There are other things we can do. I have money, we could buy an island or a Ferrari.” 
 
    “Don’t want me killing all you little friends?” he said. “Why? They are lesser creatures, intelligent rats, well some of them. They don’t deserve to live.” 
 
    “Without them you would have no body to inhabit or people to torture.” 
 
    He laughed. “Well that’s the beauty of them, they multiply so fast, it would be impossible to wipe out all of them.” 
 
    I thought of Clark, lying back there in the cold. I never should have gone near him, he would be fine now. Safe at home. As we reached town, I thought of all the innocent people here. I had led the wolf to their door, it was my fault that Seth had the Apple. Not Seth, Chamos. I needed to stop him, but I couldn’t remember how to kill a demon. I wasn’t likely to get near him to try conventional methods. Pity I didn’t have a grenade, that would do the trick.  
 
    Not a grenade, but maybe I could rig something up to blow him up. I needed to get away from him though. When he slowed at the next light, I leapt out of the car, rolling across the snow. Pain flared in my shoulder, but when he yelled my name, I got up and started running.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes, my whole body was frozen. Where the hell was I? Rolling onto my side, I struggled to get up. I looked around for Persephone but there was no sign of her or the car.  
 
    Seth. He caught up to us. He must have her. I couldn’t stop shaking, I needed to get inside. I hiked back to her house, every step harder than the next. The wind was cutting right through me, especially since my clothes were soaked through.  
 
    Finally, I made it back to Persephone’s house, the door was wide open. I closed it and grabbed the blanket off the couch, wrapping myself in it. I grabbed my radio off my belt. 
 
    “This is Deputy Clark, is anyone reading me, over?” Static was my only reply. I couldn’t tell them the whole truth, but I needed to warn people about Seth. I opened the door to the garage, not sure what I was even looking for.  
 
    Cerberus sat in the corner, he looked scared when I entered the room. I felt sorry for the mutt. 
 
    “Hey, boy. It’s fine. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m going to help Persephone.” 
 
    He perked up at her name. “Don’t worry, we’ll find her.” 
 
    I was hoping to find a charger or a spare battery, something I could use to get my car started. The only thing I found were some old gardening tools and a dusty toboggan. I glanced up at Cerberus.  
 
    I couldn’t...Could I? 
 
    “Want to help me find your mommy?”  
 
    Cerberus yipped in reply.  
 
    “I’m going to regret this.” 
 
    I managed to fashion a harness of sorts out of some rope, but Cerberus would barely sit still long enough for  me to attach it over his giant head. I thought of the stories about Greek mythology, Cerberus was supposed to guard the Underworld. He had three heads, if I remember correctly. I was having enough trouble with one.  
 
    “Stay still,” I said. He obediently sat down and dipped his head. “Good dog.” 
 
    I opened the garage door, keeping a tight grip on the rope. “Now, don’t run off,” I said. 
 
    I positioned the toboggan on the snow and sat down on it. “Okay, Cerberus. Find Persephone.” 
 
    He threw his head back and howled, before bounding off into the night, dragging me behind him. The snow didn’t slow him down one bit and we were soon flying along the road, moving at an impossible speed. I guess Cerberus wasn’t a normal dog after all. 
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    Clutching my shoulder, I hurried through the alley, heading for the back entrance to the store. I imagine Seth knew about the store, but I needed somewhere to stop and check my shoulder.  
 
    I struggled to get the door opened. When a man appeared from the restaurant next door, I froze. He didn’t even notice me. I followed him back inside. I was in the restaurant kitchen. It looked like they were getting ready to close, probably so they could get home before they got trapped by the storm. I ducked into a utility closet. At least it was warm in here and the smell of food made my stomach growl. I could rest for a moment and decide what to do next.  
 
    I managed to get a look at my shoulder in the dim light. It was bruised, not dislocated as far as I could tell, just hurt.  
 
    I’m getting old. 
 
    I felt old in that moment and bone tired. I just wanted to go home, but I imagined it was going to be a long night.  
 
    The noise outside gradually died down, then it went quiet. They must have gone home. I waited a few more minutes, just in case anyone was lingering, then I opened the door.  
 
    The restaurant was in darkness. I stepped out, listening for anyone left behind. It was silent. I let out a long sigh of relief. Moving to the large refrigerator, I opened it in search of food. There were a few cartons piled inside. I opened one and took a sniff. Smelled okay. Grabbing a spoon, I dug in.  
 
    A demon is on the loose and I’m eating. 
 
    Well, I needed it. I was running on empty and I had no idea where he was heading first. At least the pain in my head was starting to ease. I figured Seth would search for me, but an easier way to draw me out would be to cause trouble. I took a look out the windows at the front of the restaurant. The street was quiet, no sign of anyone and all the other stores were in darkness. Everyone had gone home. The only light came from the station just down the street. I wondered who was on duty tonight. No one who would listen to me, a known fugitive. If they threw me in a cell, I'd be a sitting duck. 
 
    “Where are you?” I said softly.  
 
    If I was going to go back outside, then I needed a coat. I searched the back and found a man’s brown leather jacket in the office and a gray hat with ear flaps. I slipped the jacket on, wincing at the pain in my shoulder. It was two sizes too big, but it would keep me warm. I pulled the hat on too.  
 
    As much as I didn’t want to go anywhere near the sheriff’s station, it was the most likely place to find a suitable weapon. There wouldn’t be many deputies inside, not on a night like this. If I could draw them out, I could sneak inside and raid their weapons. 
 
    Stepping outside, I took another look up and down the street. Still no sign of Seth. Where had he gone? I kept waiting on him to jump out at me. I didn’t know about any of the other stores, but I knew that the bakery had an alarm. I remember hearing the owner gripe about having it installed. 
 
    I searched the ground around me, for something big enough. I found a rock in the road and hurled it through the window. Then I took off, ducking into an alley. 
 
    The alarm went off, breaking the eerie silence of the street. I peeked out, to see one of the deputies step outside. Ducking back, I waited until he passed me, before hurrying over to the station. I stepped inside, to find a second deputy at his desk. His back was to me. I tiptoed by him and into the Sheriff’s office.  
 
    The Sheriff had a gun cabinet, but it was locked. I started going through the desk drawers, trying to find it. He must carry it with him, but surely there was a spare? Just in case there was an emergency.  
 
    I ran my fingers along the top of the cabinet and down the sides. Nothing. 
 
    “Shit,” I muttered. I looked around the room. The walls were covered in commendations and fishing pictures of the Sheriff and his son. One picture took pride of place, showing the Sheriff holding a huge carp. I lifted it off the wall and turned it over. A key was taped to the back.  
 
    I took it off and tried it in the cabinet lock, breathing a sigh of relief when it turned. Inside, I found a collection of shotguns. I didn’t know if they could stop Seth, but hopefully they could wound him at least. 
 
    I was loading one of the shotguns, when the door opened. 
 
    “What the hell are you doing?” the deputy asked. The young one, whose name I could never remember. 
 
    Before he could draw his weapon, I turned the shotgun toward him. “Stop. Take your gun out and put it on the floor and kick it toward me.” 
 
    He did as I asked, looking extremely nervous. “Don’t do anything stupid,” he said. 
 
    “Too late for that. Take out your handcuffs.” 
 
    I handcuffed him to a filing cabinet. “Things are about to go to hell in Bedford. If you have any sense you will keep your head down until it is over.” 
 
    “You won’t get away with this,” he said. I was expecting the response, but it was still disappointing to hear. What was it about me that anything I said was met with disbelief? Is it because I am a woman? Do I have a dishonest face? He'll realize I'm telling the truth soon enough.  
 
    As I stepped out into the hallway, Carlisle entered the station. He saw me with the gun and went for his own. I just had time to throw myself back into the office before he got off a shot.  
 
    “Help, I’m in here,” the deputy yelled. 
 
    “Shut up,” I snapped. How the hell was I going to get out? Was I willing to shoot Carlisle? A very big part of me wanted to, but that would make me a murderer. I could use the deputy as a hostage, but he wouldn’t be so easy to control. 
 
    “Come on out, Smith. You can’t get away,” Carlisle called. 
 
    “Stay back or I’ll shoot the hostage,” I yelled back. 
 
    Shit, what am I going to do? There’s no other way out. 
 
    “She has one of the Sheriff’s shotguns,” the deputy yelled. 
 
    “Will you shut up!” 
 
    “If you put down your gun, you won‘t get hurt,” he said to me. 
 
    “No, I'll just get thrown in a cell and I can’t let that happen. You’re all in danger.” 
 
    “Yeah, from you,” he muttered. 
 
     I saw Carlisle sneak up to the window, I quickly pointed the gun at the deputy’s head. “I said back off.” 
 
    Carlisle disappeared from view, but he hadn’t moved far. I was trapped. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    The toboggan gave up just as we hit Main Street. I almost fell off it half a dozen times, but Cerberus wasn’t about to stop. He took a corner too fast and the toboggan veered left and hit a parked car, splintering it. I rolled off into the snow. 
 
    Cerberus ran off down the street, unaware of what had happened. “Dumb dog,” I muttered, getting to my feet. I would never catch him now. 
 
    At least I made it this far. Now I needed to figure out where Persephone was. I could hear an alarm going off. I found a broken window at the bakery. Once I gave it a quick check, I discovered that there was no one inside. No bodies or blood either, which I guess was a good sign. 
 
    I hurried down to the station. Carlisle and Wilson were on shift tonight. I could hear Carlisle yelling over the wind. What was going on? Was Seth inside? 
 
    I moved quickly, stepping into the doorway. “What’s going on?” I said. 
 
    Carlisle spun around and before I could move, the gun in his hand went off. I felt a sharp pain in my arm and I staggered back. 
 
    “Shit, Clark! What the fuck?” Carlisle cried. 
 
    As his attention was on me, he didn’t see Persephone come out of the office behind him, brandishing a shotgun. She cracked him across the head with the butt of the shotgun and he went down. 
 
    “Persephone, what have you done?”  
 
    “Me? He shot you!”  
 
    I looked down at my arm, the bullet had hit me just above the elbow. I put my hand on the wound, feeling the blood run down my arm. “It was an accident,” I said. 
 
    She took out Carlisle’s handcuffs and cuffed his hands behind his back.  
 
    “Get inside,” she said. 
 
    “What happened to Seth?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know. I jumped out of the car. I needed a weapon to use against him.” 
 
    “So you robbed the station?” 
 
    “Clark, do me a favor? Shut up and sit down so I can look at your wound.” 
 
    I moved to my desk chair and sat down, taking off my coat. Thick, hot blood dripped onto the floor. A lot of it. 
 
    “Well, that’s not good,” I said. 
 
    “Shit, he must have hit an artery,” Persephone said. “You need to get to the hospital.” 
 
    “Not on these roads, not tonight,” I said, wrapping my scarf around my arm and pulling it tight.  
 
    “Doctor Bishop. I’ll have to get him. Where does he live?” 
 
    I pointed to a map on the wall. Persephone took it down and set it on the desk. “Up this road here. You’ll never get a car up it though.” 
 
    “So what do you want me to do, Clark? Let you bleed out?” 
 
    “No, just…grab the first aid kit. Maybe I can sew it up myself.” 
 
    “Are you a qualified doctor?” 
 
    “No, but I used to volunteer at the hospital. I’ve seen it done.” 
 
    She opened the first aid kit and started removing bandages. I told her what to grab and we headed into the restroom. She helped me cut away my shirt and clean the wound. I packed the wound and bandaged it up. It would need medical attention, but it would buy me some time. 
 
    “Is that it?” Persephone asked. 
 
    “Yeah, that should be okay for now. We need to contact the rest of the deputies and find Seth before he hurts anyone.” 
 
    “And do what? Lock him in a cell? He could probably melt the bars with his hands. The only way to stop him is to kill him. And this might not even work,” she said, raising the shotgun. 
 
    “Well, what will work?” 
 
    “A bomb? Maybe.” 
 
    “Persephone, he seems hell bent on getting you, so the best thing would be for you to leave town.” 
 
    “I can’t leave town, in case you haven’t noticed, there’s a snow storm outside. I appreciate you still looking out for me, but we have to stop him here. He’s not a person, he’s a demon.” 
 
    I stared at her. “This is really real, isn’t it?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes. Demons exist and so did the Gods.” 
 
    I felt lightheaded and I wasn’t sure if it was from the blood loss or not. “You’re a Goddess.” 
 
    “I was. But they were all killed and only I escaped, thanks to Hades.” 
 
    “Your husband.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, he took my powers away. I’ve been living under different aliases for centuries.” 
 
    I saw the sadness in her eyes. “That must be hard.” 
 
    “It is.” She stared at me for a moment. “I’m sorry about…” 
 
    “Save it. You can apologize if we survive the night. No more lies.” 
 
    “Promise.” 
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    There was a yell from Carlisle, followed by a grunt. He was awake. I opened the restroom door, ready to tell him to shut up, when I found Seth waiting.  
 
    “There you are. I’ve been looking all over for you. Seems you’ve been busy. I was going to get rid of the cops myself, but you beat me to it. Well I see there’s one still standing.” 
 
    I tensed, I was standing between him and Clark and I had no intention of moving. “Leave them alone, Seth.” 
 
    “Chamos,” he said, his eyes glowing umber. 
 
    “Chamos,” I corrected. “This is between me and you.” 
 
    “It is, but I also need some target practice. I’m a bit rusty.” 
 
    The deputy in the office came running out, baton raised. He must have freed himself. Chamos didn’t even look at him. His right arm shot out, palm outstretched, and the deputy stopped dead. He twisted his wrist to the right and the deputy’s neck snapped and he dropped to the floor. 
 
    “Wilson!” Clark cried. He tried to move to him, but I pushed him back behind me.  
 
    “Don’t, Clark. He’ll kill you too.” 
 
    “I won’t kill him. You will.” 
 
    Lights flashed outside, drawing Seth’s attention. I grabbed Clark’s hand and dragged him out the back way.  
 
    “We can’t run,” Clark said. 
 
    “We need to put some distance between us until we come up with a plan.” 
 
    Once outside, we ducked into an alley. “You said we need to blow him up?” Clark said. 
 
    “Preferably, yeah.” 
 
    “Then I have a plan.” 
 
    “Want to share?” 
 
    “He won’t kill you, right?” 
 
    “Not right away, no.” 
 
    “Good, give me five minutes, then see if you can lead him through the restaurant. Get him inside, then get out through the back way.” 
 
    “What are you planning?” 
 
    “Trust me.” 
 
    There were gunshots from inside the station. “Who’s in there?” 
 
    “I don’t know. No one else was on duty tonight. Someone must have heard the alarm and come looking.” He looked worried but going back inside would mean certain death. 
 
    We moved back to the front of the station. “Just get him away from the others and into the restaurant.” 
 
    I nodded. He turned to walk away, then stopped and turned back. He leaned forward and kissed me. 
 
    “Just in case,” he said. 
 
    “In case what?” 
 
    He smiled and jogged across the street. What the hell was he planning? 
 
    There was another gunshot from the station, followed by a yell. I sneaked up to the door and looked inside. Seth had Carlisle and another deputy pointing their guns at each other. I noticed the sadistic smile on his face.  
 
    “That’s enough, Seth. Mortals are one thing. Why don’t you try facing me?” I yelled. 
 
    He flicked his wrists, sending Carlisle and the other deputy sailing backwards into the walls. They both fell to the ground. I couldn’t tell if they were dead or just unconscious.  
 
    “Come on, asshole. Come and get me,” I taunted. 
 
    Once I was sure he was following me, I started moving toward the restaurant, hoping I had given Clark enough time. I was halfway across the road when my feet left the ground and I face planted in the snow. My body rose up into the air, spinning slowly. I felt like a marionette.  
 
    Seth came toward me, hand raised as he kept me suspended in the air. “Did you think my abilities wouldn’t work on you?” 
 
    “Kinda hoped,” I said. “You didn’t stop me before. You could have stopped me from getting out of the car, or from running away. Is there another reason you’re here in Bedford? Where did you go?” 
 
    He smirked at me and dropped me onto the snow. “Actually, there is another reason I’m here. Do you remember about twenty years ago, a particularly bad night where you were plagued by nightmares and couldn’t wake up?” 
 
    I slowly got to my feet. “I don’t…wait, when I was in Detroit?” 
 
    I had been sleeping, after a long day and I was hit by horrible nightmares. Creatures, blood, all kinds of grotesque. I knew that I was dreaming, but I couldn’t wake up no matter what I tried. One monster, a large bird like creature, had chased me for what felt like hours. It caught up to me and stabbed me in the stomach with a large knife, dragging the blade across. I remember watching my guts spill out on the floor, and I started to scream. Eventually, the screaming woke me up. I could actually feel the pain as though it was really happening. 
 
    “That was you! Wasn’t it? You were tormenting me.” 
 
    “No, Persephone. I told you, I didn’t want to hurt you. That was something else. An old kind of magic that was used once before. The nightmares were to cover up what they were actually doing to you.” 
 
    “Who? What was done to me?” This had to be bullshit, he was just trying to buy time or convince me to join him. But those dreams were awful, if someone had done something to me, then I wanted to know about it. 
 
    “That’s the secret. One even the Gods didn’t know, but we lesser creatures knew the truth. I was the one who warned Hades about the God killer.” 
 
    “I don’t…you know who the God killer was?”  
 
    “Back then, yes. This time – no.” 
 
    “What do you mean, this time? You’re not saying there’s another one.” 
 
    “Back then, the God killer was created to wipe the Gods out and return their power to the natural world. Twenty years ago, another one was created.” 
 
    My breath caught in my throat. Another God killer? No, the Gods were gone, why would anyone need one? 
 
    “What has that got to do with me?” I asked, almost afraid to ask. 
 
    “The essence of a God. You may not be a Goddess anymore, but it is still etched into your DNA. They stole something from you.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” I said. 
 
    “Later. Let’s go. We’re leaving.” 
 
    Shit, I need to get him into the restaurant. But he has answers. 
 
    “No,” I said. “I can’t.” 
 
    I took off running, heading straight for the restaurant. My mind was racing. What was taken from me? What if he was just lying to make me want to come with him? Once again, I had no time left, I had to stop him. Any answers he had would go with him. 
 
    “Persephone! Stop running,” he yelled. He was following me. If he used his powers on me again, then I was screwed.  
 
    The front door to the restaurant was unlocked. I ran inside, immediately hit by the smell of gas. That’s when I realized what Clark’s plan was. I didn’t see him as I raced through to the back. As I hit the kitchen, I heard the front door open as Seth followed me. 
 
    “Persephone, what the hell are you doing?” 
 
    The back door was up ahead. It opened and Clark appeared, holding a bottle in his hand. He lit a rag that was stuffed in the top of it. 
 
    “Move!” he said. 
 
    As I reached the door, he tossed the bottle toward the stoves in the corner, grabbed me and threw me to the ground. Then everything exploded.  
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    A wave of heat hit me and I expected to catch on fire, but the heavy metal door contained most of the blast. I rolled over to check Clark, only to find him unconscious. 
 
    “Clark? Hey, are you okay?” I said, shaking him. He didn’t seem to be injured. Did something hit him? I checked him, my hand coming back sticky. His arm. He had lost too much blood. 
 
    What the hell am I going to do? I can’t carry him. 
 
    “Woof.” 
 
    I looked up to find Cerberus. “Cerberus, how did you get here?”  
 
    There was no time. I needed to get Clark to a doctor or he would die. Cerberus could help. I called him over, then dragged Clark up until he was hanging across Cerberus’ back. His feet and hands just brushed the top of the snow as Cerberus moved. 
 
    “Come on, boy. We need to find a doctor.” 
 
    He trotted along beside me, as we made our way to the Main Street. The explosion had gotten people’s attention. The snow was up to my knees in some places.  
 
    “What the hell is going on here?” Sheriff Hanson said, as he came huffing and puffing toward me. 
 
    “Clark is hurt. He needs a doctor now or he’s going to bleed to death.” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson looked at Cerberus, eyes going wide. “What the hell is that thing?” 
 
    “My dog. There’s no other way to get him up to the doctor’s house.” 
 
    “The doc isn’t at his house. He was at the bar earlier. He got snowed in.” 
 
    “Thank God, at least the bar isn’t far.” 
 
    “No, but that isn’t the problem. He’s three sheets to the wind.” 
 
    “Well he’s going to have to sober up quick.” 
 
    I turned Cerberus around and we headed back towards the bar.  
 
    “You do know I have to arrest you,” Sheriff Hanson called after me. 
 
    “Do it after I save his life. Besides there’s an explosion to deal with and you might want to check the station.” 
 
    The walk to the bar was long and treacherous. I was half frozen by the time the neon sign came into view. Cerberus didn’t seem bothered by the snow. Clark hadn’t regained consciousness yet and I kept stopping to check if he was still breathing.  
 
    When I reached the bar, I found it locked up. I banged on the door, loud enough to wake the dead. 
 
    “We’re closed,” someone yelled from the other side. 
 
    “I need to see the doctor now! Deputy Clark needs help or he’ll die.” 
 
    The woman swore and unlocked the door. She peered out at me. “What’s h…holy hell, what is that thing?” 
 
    “It’s a dog. Get the doc.” 
 
    She rushed off towards the stairs, while I dragged Clark off Cerberus. He was too big to get through the doorway. “Stay there, boy.” 
 
    I grabbed Clark under the arms and pulled him inside. The doc came clumping down the stairs. 
 
    “What’s going on?” he demanded. 
 
    “Get over here. He was shot in the arm and he’s lost a lot of blood. He bandaged the wound, but then he passed out.” 
 
    Doctor Bishop a middle-aged man, with gray hair and glasses, helped me lift Clark up onto the bar. I stripped his coat off to show him the wound. I noticed that his hands were shaking and he wasn’t exactly steady on his feet. 
 
    “Can you do this?” I asked. 
 
    He gave me an indignant look. “Miriam, get a pot of coffee going,” he yelled to the woman.  
 
    “My bag is upstairs,” he said to me. I ran up to fetch it.  
 
    I hopped over the bar to the other side to hold Clark’s hand. He was really pale and when I checked for a pulse, it was  weak. 
 
    “Is he going to die?” I asked. 
 
    Doc was working on the wound. “Not if I can help it.” 
 
    “You better not die, you jerk,” I whispered to Clark.  I would stay with him for as long as I could, but sooner or later, Sheriff Hanson was going to come for me and arrest me. He was going to find one of his deputies dead and assume that I did it. If Clark died, who was there to back me up? 
 
    Not that that was the only reason I wanted him to live. I just hoped that Chamos had been destroyed, or at least rendered bodyless. Could he still take someone else over? I shuddered at the thought. His Seth body was the one to eat the Apple though, so the powers belonged to him alone.  
 
    Clark let out a soft groan. “What’s happening?” I asked. 
 
    “I have found the bleed and clamped it off. He really needs a hospital, he’ll probably need a blood transfusion.” 
 
    “How is an ambulance supposed to get out here?” 
 
    Doctor Hanson took a look out the window. “The snow is easing off. Maybe we could get a chopper in to take him.” 
 
    He grabbed the phone, thankfully getting through to someone. As he tried to organize the transport to the hospital, I sat beside Clark, talking to him. He probably couldn’t hear me, but I kept talking anyway. 
 
    Miriam hovered nearby, drinking whiskey. “Want one?” she offered. 
 
    I nodded. “Yes, please.” 
 
    I wanted the bottle, but a glass would do for now. I knocked it back in one and held it out for another.  
 
    Doctor Bishop brought a blanket over and draped it over Clark. “They are going to try and get a chopper out here. Could be a while though.” 
 
    “How long has he got?” I asked. 
 
    “They’re doing all they can,” Doctor Bishop argued. 
 
    “I’m not trying to start a fight,” I said. “I just don’t want him to die.” 
 
    “All we can do is wait. Who shot him anyway?” 
 
    “Deputy Carlisle. He didn’t know it was him.” 
 
    Doctor Bishop didn’t look like he believed me. I didn’t care. I had enough charges coming my way, what was one more? They would be able to figure out who shot him anyway, although I wouldn’t put it past Carlisle to try and blame me anyway.  
 
    Doctor Bishop poured himself another drink.  
 
    “Don’t you think it would be better to stay sober until help arrives?” I said. 
 
    “I’m sober enough. There’s nothing more I can do anyway,” he replied. 
 
    I bit my tongue, he might have saved Clark’s life, no point in antagonizing him. We waited in silence as the minutes ticked by. Each one was more agonizing than the next. Where were they?  
 
    I got up and started walking the length of the bar for something to do. I kept glancing at Clark, expecting him to stop breathing any second. 
 
    After about twenty minutes had passed, Cerberus started barking outside. 
 
    “Someone is here,” I said, hurrying to the door. As I opened it, a dark figure shoved his way in. I had the chance to see blackened skin before I was thrown across the room. I crashed down onto a table, breaking it. 
 
    “You tried to kill me, you bitch!” Seth roared. 
 
    His whole body was covered in extensive burns, he wasn’t even recognizable anymore. I tried to get up, slipping on broken pieces of wood. 
 
    “Well it looks like it didn’t work,” I snarled. How the hell could he survive that?  
 
    I saw Doctor Bishop slip off his chair and duck behind the bar.  
 
    Seth came toward me, the smell of burnt flesh hit me and I gagged.  
 
    “I was going to give you everything,” he said. He looked down at the broken table and a piece of wood rose into the air. It was broken at one end, leaving a jagged point. It moved toward my face, stopping a couple of inches away. 
 
    “You killed Hades. You stalked me for centuries, why would I want to be with you?” 
 
    “I have power,” he said. 
 
    “So? Is that what you think I want? To be with someone powerful? I loved Hades for who he was, not what he could do. If he had taken that potion too, I would have been happy to live a mortal life with him.” 
 
    Seth’s face twitched. “No. You went power crazy, it’s what you want. All the Gods did.” 
 
    “I didn’t start out as a God. I was human. I don’t want the power.” 
 
    “That’s not what you were saying when you were under the influence of the Apple.” 
 
    “It made me insane.” 
 
    “No, it brought out your inner desires.” 
 
    “My dark side, then. Not desires, darkest thoughts. It may be part of me, but it isn’t what I want.” 
 
    “And what do you want?” he sneered. 
 
    I couldn’t help myself, I glanced at Clark. Seth turned toward him. I ran forward, putting myself between them. 
 
    “No! You aren’t going to kill him.” 
 
    “I don’t have to kill him. You want small town loser cop? I can be small town loser cop. Best of both worlds.” 
 
    “No, I won’t let you. You won’t have your powers in his body.” 
 
    He paused. “True. There might be a way around that though.” 
 
    His body convulsed and he dropped to the floor, retching. I watched in horror as he regurgitated the Apple. It dropped onto the floor, partially digested and covered in gunk.  
 
    If he jumped bodies…It didn’t bare thinking about. I looked around for a weapon. The whiskey bottle. I smashed it, leaving myself with a jagged piece. I tackled Seth to the ground, trying to stab him in the throat.  
 
    He grabbed my arm, holding me back. He was strong for a crispy fried corpse. I put all my weight behind my arm, inching closer to his throat. He flipped me off him, I rolled across the floor and got to my feet, brandishing the bottle. 
 
    He placed a hand on Clark’s chest. “I should have taken him sooner. Things would have been a lot easier.” 
 
    He started to chant. “Get away from him,” I said, running at him. I aimed the bottle for his neck, but he threw his arm up and the bottle lodged in his shoulder instead.  
 
    I headbutted him, then drove my knee into his groin, but he just grunted and pushed me away. He’d just been burnt; my blows were never going to hurt him. 
 
    “Hey! Asshole!”  
 
    Miriam appeared, brandishing a shotgun. She fired off a round, taking off Seth’s jaw. 
 
    “Try chanting now, dick head!” I said. I grabbed a stool and swung it at his head. He went down. I raised the stool above my head and brought it down on his head three times. 
 
    He was still moving. “Give me the gun,” I said to Miriam. 
 
    She handed me the shotgun and I cocked it. “Go back to hell.” 
 
    The blast finished off the rest of his head and his body lay still.  
 
    “What the fuck was that thing?” Miriam asked, snatching the gun back. She kept it trained on him, probably expecting him to get back up. 
 
    “My ex,” I said. 
 
    “Damn,” she muttered. “I though the guys I dated were bad.” 
 
    Lights lit up the bar and there were shouts from outside. I rushed to open the door. It was the paramedics. 
 
    “Please hurry,” I said. 
 
    I returned to Clark’s side and whispered in his ear, “It’s okay. You’re going to be okay. And I promise I will make this up to you, if you’ll let me.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Chamos 
 
      
 
    I floated above the bar, watching as the paramedics came in to save that wretched human. 
 
    No, not again. I can’t live without form again! 
 
    I had to acquire a body. Eris helped with the last one, but I could find another. I hovered close to one of the paramedics, whispering in his ear, trying to find an opening. There wasn’t one. 
 
    I needed someone desperate, with nothing to lose. I tried for Clark, but he was hovering between life and death. I needed him firmly in the alive category to gain access.  
 
    Frustrated, I left the bar and flew over Bedford. There had to be someone. I paused, listening for the sound of distress, hopelessness. There. 
 
    I floated down, coming to a stop outside a bedroom window. The damaged soul lay beyond. Now to see if they would let me in. 
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    I was banished to the waiting room while they worked on Clark. He was taken straight into surgery. I wasn’t a relative, so they might not tell me anything. I waited all the same. Where else would I go?  
 
    I found a payphone and put in a call to Sully. 
 
    “Hey, it’s me. Listen I know that the last time we spoke, I sounded crazy. The truth is I went on a bender. I, uh, I’m going to need legal counsel. I understand if you don’t want to come.” 
 
    Sully was silent. “That depends. What are we talking about?” 
 
    “Assault on a police officer, kidnapping, escaping custody, reckless endangerment, speeding, do you want me to go on?” 
 
    Sully sighed. “No, I get the picture. This is going to cost you, I don’t even know how to get you out of this.” 
 
    “I don’t want you to.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I will plead guilty to it all. I’ll take what’s coming to me.” 
 
    “Are you crazy?” he sputtered. 
 
    “Not anymore. Just start working on it and I will let you know when the cops catch up to me.” 
 
    I hung up and turned to find Sheriff Hanson behind me. “That was quick.” 
 
    “Where else would I be when all of my deputies are either injured or dead?” 
 
    “I’m sorry. It was Seth. I will explain everything to you and I’ll come quietly, just please let me find out if Clark is okay first.” 
 
    “I’ve given you enough chances. Persephone Smith, you are under arrest.” 
 
    I listened while he read me my rights and I didn’t fight as he handcuffed me. I was taken to a police station nearby until the roads cleared.  
 
    Lying in my cell, I wondered how long I would get. A few years at least. I deserved it. I would need to make arrangements for Cerberus to be looked after.  
 
    I wondered if Clark was out of surgery yet. He had to survive, after everything, he didn’t deserve to suffer because of me. 
 
    Please let him be okay. 
 
    I know I promised to make it up to him, but honestly the best way I could do that was by doing my time, then getting out of Bedford and leaving him alone.  
 
    I must have dozed off because the next thing I knew, Sheriff Hanson was waking me up to tell me Sully had arrived. 
 
    “What about Clark? Is he out of surgery?” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson nodded. “Yes, he’s stable for now.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “They’re saying he might have problems with his arm.” 
 
    “Would it affect his job?” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson frowned. “It’s early days. We’ll see how it goes.” 
 
    I was led to an interrogation room where Sully was waiting. The roads must be cleared if he was able to get in. 
 
    We were left alone. 
 
    “I’ve been on the phone since dawn. I can get the lesser charges dropped, speeding and such, and I convinced one of the officers to drop the assault charge. The other wouldn’t budge.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “If you plead guilty, you could maybe do two to four years.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. I had been expecting that but hearing it out loud made it seem real. 
 
    I swallowed over a lump in my throat. “Okay.” 
 
    “There is the issue of Seth Roth. At the moment you could be charged as an accomplice to his crimes. If that happens, you could be looking at twenty years.” 
 
    “Shit. He drugged me. I didn’t kill anyone, I tried to stop him. Clark is a witness.” 
 
    “You were checked for drugs when you were arrested, the tests came back negative. And Deputy Clark is currently unconscious. If he doesn’t wake up, or…” 
 
    “Don’t. He will wake up.” 
 
    “It still might not be enough.” 
 
    “I’ll have to take my chances then. Won’t I?” 
 
    Sully sighed. “Do you know what he drugged you with? Some drugs can stay in the system for a while, we might be able to take a hair sample.” 
 
    “You can try, but it is pretty obscure. It probably won’t show anything.” Magic Apples probably weren’t on the list of drugs to test for, I imagined.  
 
    “I can’t believe that you are just giving up. This isn’t like you. We could try and fight this.” 
 
    “Multiple witnesses, most of them cops, I don’t have a chance. Better to take my punishment. Maybe the judge will go easy on me if I plead guilty.” 
 
    “Well it’s your choice. I will get started. I think the Sheriff wants to speak to you now.” 
 
    “I know. I guess its time to face the music.” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson came into the room, carrying a coffee mug. He was accompanied by another Sheriff.  
 
    “Are we ready?” he asked. 
 
    I nodded. Time to get this over with. 
 
    The Sheriff went through the formalities, starting the recording and announcing the people in the room. Then the questions began. Do you know why you are here? What is your relationship to Seth Roth? Were you present for the murder of Deputy George Wilson? Did you have anything to do with his murder? Why did you escape custody? 
 
    I answered truthfully, as much as I could, but obviously I had to leave out the parts about Gods and magic. I told them that I ingested a rare poison and went to visit a specialist, taking Seth with me. I had only just met him, but he seemed to be an expert in the poison, so I thought he might be useful.  
 
    After I retrieved an antidote, Seth and I went out to celebrate and he dosed my drink. I started to hallucinate, fed by Seth telling me stories about the Goddess Persephone. He was obsessed with me and the legend and believed we were one and the same. I started to believe it too, under the influence of the drugs. Then the police caught up to me. I acted badly, I didn’t know what I was doing. Then I was hospitalized, and Seth faked his way in to find me. He gave me more drugs and told me to use him as a hostage, so we could escape.  
 
    The drugs started to wear off and I became more aware of what I was doing. I confronted Seth and he grew angry. He tried to drive away with me in his car, but I jumped out and ran.  
 
    He followed me to the police station, where I tried to arm myself against him, in fear for my own life. Deputy Clark was shot by Deputy Carlisle in the chaos. It was an accident. When Seth arrived, he killed Deputy Wilson by snapping his neck.  
 
    Deputy Clark and I fled. We tried to hide in the restaurant, but we were unaware that there was a gas leak. Once we realized that there was one, we ran out the back, just as Seth came in. There must have been a spark, or something, because the whole place exploded. Clark collapsed, and I took him to get help at the bar. 
 
    Sheriff Hanson stared at me. “And the fact that Seth ended up at the bar too, burned to a crisp? How did his body get there?” 
 
    “He walked. He survived the blast, I don’t know how. Maybe the drugs he was on were keeping him going. You can ask Miriam and Doctor Bishop. They both saw him come in. He tried to finish Clark off and Miriam shot him. I finished him off.” 
 
    He sat back in his chair, mulling over what I had just told him. 
 
    “Dan can corroborate your story? When he wakes up.” 
 
    I nodded. “I know I’ll have to go to jail, but if you speak to him, can you tell him I’m sorry?” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson heaved a sigh. “Yes, I can do that.” 
 
    I had to go over my story several more times, then I was put back in my cell while they looked into it. 
 
    While I waited, I made a list of everything I would need Sully to do for me, including Cerberus’ care. If I couldn’t find someone I trusted to look after him, it might be better to let him go free. Although I had a sneaking suspicion that he would end up standing outside the prison every night howling to get in. That thought made me smile.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    I opened my eyes to find myself hooked up to a dozen machines and the worst pain in my arm. I tried to flex my fingers but found that I couldn’t. turning my head, I saw that my arm was covered in bandages.  
 
    I was shot. I must have passed out after…the explosion! 
 
    “Hello? Nurse! Anyone?” I called, my voice sounded croaky. A woman came into the room. 
 
    “You’re awake,” she said. I didn’t like how surprised she seemed. 
 
    “Persephone, where is she?” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “The woman I was with. There was an explosion, is she okay?” 
 
    “Afraid I don’t know. I don’t think anyone was admitted with that name, I’d certainly remember it.” 
 
    “Can you find out? Please?” 
 
    “Hm hmm,” she muttered, checking the machines.  
 
    This was urgent, I needed to know what happened. If Persephone was okay and if Seth was definitely dead. 
 
    “Nurse, please. I need…” 
 
    “I heard you. There’s a Sheriff Hanson outside, I’m sure he can give you some answers.” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson, yes, he would know. 
 
    I tried to sit up, but I felt weak, probably from sedation. It would take time to wear off.  
 
    Sheriff Hanson entered the room. I could see from his face that he was barely keeping it together. Deputy Wilson was dead, maybe others.  
 
    “How are you feeling?” he asked, lowering himself into a chair by my bed. 
 
    “Don’t know, I haven’t spoken to the doctor yet. What’s been happening? Persephone, is she…” 
 
    “She’s alive. In jail. She’s going to plead guilty to everything.” 
 
    “She is?” 
 
    “Yes, she asked about you. Says to say she’s sorry.” 
 
    “What about Seth?” 
 
    “He’s dead. Hard not to be without a head.” 
 
    That was a relief. “He killed Deputy Wilson, I watched him do it.” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson nodded. “I’ll need a statement, but we can wait until you’re up and around.” 
 
    “What’s going to happen to her?” 
 
    “Dan, I think you should just forget about her. After everything she did, whether she was coerced or not, she’s going to prison.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Rest up, get well and then we can talk about everything.” 
 
    He got up and headed for the door. He paused and looked back. “You know, Bedford is a fucked up town. On the surface, it’s nice as pie, but underneath, there’s something rotten.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m beginning to figure that out.” 
 
    “My point is if you wanted to take some time away to recover, and then maybe decided not to come back, I wouldn’t blame you.” 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson nodded and left. 
 
    Maybe he was right. The fact that I couldn’t move my fingers seemed to indicate nerve damage. I might not be able to be a cop anymore. If I wasn’t one, what else could I do? 
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    “Are you ready to do this?” Sully asked me for the thousandth time. 
 
    “Yes, I’m ready.” 
 
    His phone rang and he stepped aside to answer it as I waited to go into the court room. I had pled guilty and was awaiting my sentencing.  
 
    Sully hung up. “Having the other cop drop the charges is a win. It will reduce your sentence.” 
 
    I nodded. “And why did he suddenly change his mind?” 
 
    Sully stared at me. “I wouldn’t know. It’s almost time.” 
 
    We headed for the court room. 
 
    “Persephone, wait.” 
 
    I turned to find Clark hurrying toward me. I had seen him a few times when he gave evidence, but I had refused to talk to him.  He needed to forget about me. 
 
    He was dressed in a shirt and tie, his arm in a sling.  
 
    “Give us a minute,” I said to Sully. 
 
    “I’ve been trying to see you, why do you keep avoiding me?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m about to go to prison, for who knows how long.” 
 
    “Would it be too corny to say I’ll wait for you?” he joked. 
 
    “Yes, and completely crazy.” 
 
    “I’ll take care of Cerberus for you.” 
 
    “I could be gone years.” 
 
    He shrugged. “I’ve grown fond of the mutt.” 
 
    “I’ve already made arrangements and when I get out of prison I’m going to disappear, you’ll never have to see me again.” 
 
    He took my hand. “Don’t be like this. I’ll visit you.” 
 
    “I’m starting to think I’m giving off some kind of pheromone or something. First Seth goes crazy stalker and now you.” 
 
    “You know what? If you want to be like that, fine. Good luck in prison.” 
 
    He walked away and it took everything I had not to call him back. Taking a deep breath, I went into the court room. 
 
    As I stood before the judge, I suddenly felt afraid. Years in prison, it would be awful. But I made the decision to take my punishment. It didn’t make things any easier though.  
 
    The Judge spoke, “This case has been an unusual one with many twists and turns and if I had the slightest evidence of tampering, I would demand a retrial. As it is, you have pleaded guilty and it is my job to sentence you. After reviewing the charges, I am handing down a custodial sentence of sixteen weeks, followed by six months’ probation.” 
 
    I glanced at Sully, trying to take in what she just said. Sixteen weeks? Didn’t she mean months or even years? 
 
    She went on speaking, but I had drowned her out. Four months. I would be out in four months. I could do that.  
 
    As I was led away, I glanced back to see Clark in the courtroom. I smiled at him and was relieved when he smiled back.  
 
    Maybe this wouldn’t be as bad as I thought. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    One Month Later 
 
      
 
    Walking into the station, I was reminded of the last time I had been here. The night Wilson died and I had been shot. I was due to speak to Sheriff Hanson about my progress. 
 
    He was waiting with a coffee. 
 
    “How are you, kid?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m good. My arm is healing nicely, I need to do a bit of physio to strengthen it, but I should be fit for work soon,” I said. It was total bullshit. The damage to my arm was extensive. I couldn’t move three of my fingers and the doctor wasn’t hopeful on the outlook. It could get better, but I would most likely always have problems with the hand. Which meant I couldn’t hold a gun, which meant I couldn’t be a cop. I still had hopes that he was wrong though and I would keep thinking it until time told me otherwise. 
 
    “Good, good. Take the time you need to really heal though.” 
 
    I nodded. “Of course.” 
 
    “I wanted to let you know that I’ve had to hand over the murder case to the feds.” 
 
    “The feds? Really?” 
 
    “Special interest. They’ve agreed to keep us in the loop.” He didn’t look happy about it. 
 
    Why would the feds be interested in a small town murder? Unless they knew something. I hoped that they weren’t interested in the supernatural side of it. I was still coming to terms with it myself.  
 
    “Have you thought more about what I said? Maybe you could get away for some much needed R&R?” 
 
    “Yeah, and I will. I have a few things to do around the house first then I’ll see if there’s any last minute deals anywhere.” 
 
    “Good,” he said. 
 
    I left the station.  
 
    As I was heading toward my car, a jeep drove up and parked near the kerb. Three people got out, two men and a woman. I didn’t recognize them and I wondered if they were tourists. 
 
    The driver approached me. “Excuse me, do you know where we could find a woman called Persephone?” 
 
    I checked out him and his friends. They were all dressed in black. The woman had blonde hair and they were all easily over six feet. They all looked quite similar and I wondered if they were siblings. 
 
    “Uh, she’s out of town. Can I give her a message?” 
 
    The driver glanced at the others. “It would be better if we spoke to her ourselves. When will she be back?” 
 
    “Not for a while. A few months actually.” 
 
    The woman swore and kicked at the kerb.  
 
    “I could probably get a message to her.” 
 
    “Who are you? Why are you able to reach her?” the other man asked. He seemed to have a permanent sneer on his face. 
 
    “She’s a friend.” 
 
    The driver sniffed. “Never mind.” 
 
    As he turned away, I heard him mutter, “Mortals,” under his breath. 
 
    “Is this a God thing?” I blurted. Then realized it probably wasn’t a good idea to let them know that I knew about them. 
 
    They all turned to face me and suddenly I wished I had my gun.  
 
    “What do you know about Gods?” the driver asked. 
 
    “More than you might think. Why? Are you three Gods?”  
 
    “What if we are?” the big one asked. 
 
    The woman punched him in the arm. “Shut up, Tyr.” 
 
    “You’re not Greek,” I said. 
 
    “The Greek Gods are not the only ones. This is Tyr and Angrboda. I am Loki.” 
 
    “Norse Gods?” 
 
    “Yes. We need to speak with Persephone.” 
 
    “She’s in prison at the moment. Is it urgent?” 
 
    “As urgent as can be. The God killer is after us. He plans to wipe us all out and she is the only one who can stop him.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    To Be Continued 
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    “Persephone. Goddess of the Spring...” 
 
    The whisper filled my cell, waking me up. Opening one eye, I peeked into the semi-darkness. 
 
    “What?” I muttered.  
 
    My cell mate, Kristin, let out a grunt in her sleep, before her snoring resumed. That was the worst thing about being in prison, no privacy. 
 
    There was a flash of light and the three Fates appeared, now we had serious overcrowding issues. Thank God I was the only one who could see and hear them. 
 
    “What do you want?” I grumbled. 
 
    “Daughter of Demeter, your end grows near,” Atropos said, her wizened face grave. The Fates took on the guises of a little girl, a woman and an old crone, but they were never human. 
 
    “What are you talking about? I beat the poison and Chamos,” I said. I went through hell, there was no way that didn’t count for something. 
 
    Clotho stepped up to the top bunk of the bed, her blue eyes staring straight through me, her head just cresting the top bunk. “The danger still exists.” 
 
    “So, it wasn’t the poison?” 
 
    “You were always supposed to survive that,” Lachesis cut in. “After the next two moon cycles, you will perish, and the old Gods will finally rest.” 
 
    “For fuck’s sake. Can you be more specific? What am I supposed to face?” 
 
    “Shut up, Smith!” Kristin said. 
 
    I fell silent, waiting for her to go back to sleep. I had to share the cell with her, probably best that she didn’t spread the rumor that I was a crazy person who talked to herself. 
 
    “She still doesn’t believe,” Atropos said. 
 
    “So prove it!” I hissed. “Give me something I can work with.” 
 
    Atropos glided toward me, reaching out a wrinkled hand toward my face. I didn’t want her to touch me, but if she was going to help me, how could I refuse? Her finger touched my forehead and the cell melted away. I found myself standing in the Underworld, flames all around me. Something leapt out of the flames at me and I felt a blade sink into my chest. 
 
    With a startled gasp, I found myself back in the cell. Atropos backed away. “Be warned, Persephone. Your days are numbered.” 
 
    With another flash, they vanished.  
 
    I flopped back onto the bed. “Fuck me!” 
 
    Kristin booted me in the back through the mattress. “Shut up!” 
 
    As much as I would love to punch her, I restrained myself. I couldn’t afford any extra time on my sentence, especially now that my time was running out again! When was I ever going to catch a break? After the fight with Chamos and facing the Minotaur to get the cure, I really thought that it was all over. That I could finally focus on my life for once. Now I’d be lucky if I didn’t spend my last days in this shit hole. Maybe that’s how I go out. Shived in the showers by Big Margo and her gang. 
 
    I thought about Cerberus, who was waiting on me at home. And Clark, of course. If he was still interested.  
 
    For the first few weeks of my sentence, he would visit as much as possible, then he just stopped coming. 
 
    When I spoke to him on the phone and he said that he was caught up with work, but maybe that was a lie, maybe he realized that having a convict girlfriend wasn’t the best thing for a cop. I really hoped not. I wanted to give it a go with him, although I certainly didn’t deserve it. Not after I left town with Seth, cheated on him and then tried to kill him. Most men would have run a mile, but not him. Of course, I was under the influence of an enchanted apple when I did those things and Clark knew that. I still didn’t think that I deserved a second chance though. If Clark wanted to move on, then that was his choice. 
 
    I lay awake until dawn, listening as the prison came to life. I had gotten used to the routine these past two months and I had learned a lot about patience. Every day presented me with new challenges, fights I had to force myself to walk away from, or risk more time in here. Sixteen weeks seemed short when you said it out loud, but the reality is something else.  
 
    I hopped off the bunk and got ready to go down to breakfast. Kristin shot me a glare for waking her but didn’t say anything. She knew better. I may have avoided most of my fights, but it’s a bit different when you are locked in a room with someone. I made sure Kristin knew not to mess with me early on. A choke hold when she tried to steal my stuff let her know who she was dealing with. 
 
    I joined the line heading down to breakfast. I missed good coffee and pancakes. The crap they served here was barely edible. I usually stuck to the ‘oatmeal’, but it was hard to choke it down. 
 
    As I was waiting with my tray, a woman called Patty walked by. She threw an elbow at me as she went, catching me in the chest. 
 
    “Son of a bitch,” I growled. 
 
    “Margo says hi,” she said, smirking at me. One of Margo’s lackeys, she didn’t even have the balls to come at me herself. But then again, that wasn’t her style. She had a whole host of friends to do her dirty work. When I didn’t fall in line, she started gunning for me.  
 
    Patty headed over to the corner of the room. Setting my tray down, I followed her, trying to act casual. She was standing in a blind spot, good, that would help. 
 
    When the woman she was talking to left, I came up behind her, grabbed her arm and twisted it up her back.  
 
    She let out a grunt as I slammed her face into the wall. “Does that hurt?” I asked. 
 
    She groaned as I bent her arm further up her back. “What do you want?” she whined. 
 
    “I’d like to not be assaulted when I’m trying to get my breakfast. Come at me again, bitch, and see what happens.” 
 
    I released her and headed back to the line. Kristin had witnessed her exchange. She gave me a nervous look. “That was a stupid move. Margo will come for you.” 
 
    “Let her come.” 
 
    I collected my oatmeal and headed for a table to eat it. As I was sitting down, I was struck in the face with a spoonful of oatmeal. I wiped it from my face to see Margo grinning at me. One of her lackey’s stood beside her with the spoon.  
 
    “That’s it,” I muttered. To hell with getting out, I was going to beat the bitch to death. 
 
    “Smith!” a voice barked. 
 
    I turned to find one of the guards. Porter was his name. He towered over me, a scowl on his face. If he thought he could get in my way, he was in for a surprise. 
 
    “The govenor wants to see you,” he said. 
 
    “What for?” 
 
    “Do I look like his secretary? Move your ass!” 
 
    I did as I was told, following him to the Governor’s office. I wondered what I could have done to warrant a visit. Had Patty grassed me up? Trying to get me into trouble? I hoped not, or I’d break more than her arm. 
 
    The Governor was in his fifties, with white hair and a moustache. He gave me a weak smile as I entered the room. Porter left us to it. 
 
    “Miss Smith,” the Governor said. “Please take a seat.” 
 
    I did as he asked, trying to look innocent. Not a look I was particularly good at. 
 
    “I have good news for you. You are being released early.” 
 
    “What? Really? When?” I blurted. 
 
    “Today, I just need you to sign some paperwork. You will of course remain on probation and if you get into any trouble in the next six months, you will come straight back here.” 
 
    I nodded. “Of course, I understand.” 
 
    I was getting out! This was too good to be true. I needed to phone Sully and Clark, if he would take my call. Cerberus, I would finally get to see him. He must be missing me. He might be the only one. 
 
    After filling out the paperwork, I was allowed to call Sully to come and collect me. 
 
     Kristin seemed happy to see me go as I packed up my stuff. The truth was I would happily leave whatever I had behind if it meant getting out of here quicker, but I went through the motions. 
 
    As I walked through those gates, I felt such relief that I forgot all about the Fates. Sully was waiting in his Porsche. I hopped in, eager to put this place far behind me. 
 
    “Thanks for picking me up,” I said. 
 
    “Well you pay me well. How was it?” he asked. Sully was dressed in an expensive suit, his silver hair neatly combed. He was always impeccable.  
 
    I heaved a sigh. “It was…prison. And I don’t plan on going back any time soon.” 
 
    “Good to hear.” 
 
    Despite Sully telling me that he wouldn’t help me when it came to ‘persuading’ people to drop the charges, he must have done something. I should have been looking at years in there. Whether he admitted to it or not, he was looking at a big bonus check in the near future. 
 
    “Can I borrow your phone? I want to call someone.” 
 
    He handed me his phone and I dialled Clark’s number. It went straight to voicemail. 
 
    “Hello, Clark, it’s me. I’m…well, I’m out. I’m heading home now, I hope to see you soon, bye.” 
 
    I hung up, hoping he didn’t ignore the message. He probably has better things to do. 
 
    I needed to sort out a new phone for myself and a few other things. My personal possessions were taken off me when I was admitted to the psych hospital. I was sure that I could ask for them back, but I would rather just start fresh. 
 
    When Bedford came into view, my heart leapt into my throat. It was mixed emotions, so much horrible stuff had happened here, but it was also home, or it would be until it became obvious that I wasn’t aging, then I would have to find somewhere else to live. 
 
    “Home sweet home,” I muttered as I opened the door to my two-bedroom chalet. It looked exactly the same. Sully had made sure that a maid service kept the place clean and that Cerberus was let out each day. Speaking of which… 
 
    I ran toward the garage door and flung it open. I was immediately pounced upon by a three headed beast. Cerberus slobbered all over me. 
 
    “I missed you too,” I laughed, trying to get up.  
 
    Cerberus let out a yip and started bouncing around the garage. I played with him for a while, throwing his toys for him. At least someone was glad to see me.  
 
    Once I had him settled, I headed to the bathroom to take a bath and change into some fresh clothes. I had taken to keeping my long, curly black hair tied back in a bun, safer that way, nothing to grab, but it felt good to let it hang free. I took my time, enjoying the blissful silence and having a bath and not a shower. 
 
    Relaxing in the water, I closed my eyes. Funny, before all this, Bedford was just another town in a long list that I have lived in over the years. Now it feels like home. What is that old saying? Home is where the heart is? 
 
    As I was making myself a cup of coffee, another luxury I had missed, there was a knock at the door. My heart started to pound. I forced myself to walk to the door, not run. No point in acting too eager when I didn’t know the outcome. 
 
    I opened the door and did a double take. It was Clark, but he looked so different. I was used to the clean-cut guy in uniform. The guy before me needed a haircut and a shave. He wasn’t wearing his uniform either, but a t-shirt and jeans. I wasn’t against the rugged look, but something must be wrong for him to look like this. 
 
    “Hey,” he said. 
 
    “Hey. How have you been?” I asked.  
 
    “Good. I’ve been…working. So, they let you out early?” 
 
    “Yeah, good behavior.” 
 
    We stood awkwardly in the doorway, unsure what to say to the other. I never had much luck with words anyway, I was much better with action and right now I just wanted to kiss him.  
 
    “I’ve miss….” He started, but I interrupted him by kissing him. He looked surprised and I was going to back away, but his arm snaked around my waist and he kissed me back. God, I’ve missed this. 
 
    I pulled him inside, leading him to the bedroom. 
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    “What was prison like?” Clark asked as we lay in bed together afterwards.  
 
    “Not somewhere I want to visit again,” I said. “How have things been here, after what Seth did?” 
 
    I saw his jaw tense at the mention of Seth’s name. “There was a lot of explaining to do and I couldn’t say much without revealing what was really going on.” 
 
    “I’m sorry. That can’t have been easy. How’s your arm?” I asked. I ran my finger over the scar on his arm, knowing that it could have been so much worse. Deputy Carlisle had shot him by mistake when Seth attacked the town. I hated that asshole, now I had even more of a reason. 
 
    “Fine,” he said, throwing the blankets back and getting up. He sat with his back to me. What wasn’t he telling me?  
 
    “Clark? What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    He sighed. “You should probably get dressed, there are some people who want to talk to you.” 
 
    “What people?” 
 
    He got up and pulled his jeans on. “About a month ago, three people showed up in town looking for you. Three Gods.” 
 
    I snorted. “That’s not possible. I told you, they’re all dead.” 
 
    “There was more than one set of Gods in the world. These guys are Norse.” 
 
    “Norse?” I mean I knew there were other Gods, but by the time mine were brought down, I don’t know, I just assumed they were all gone. “What do they want with me?” 
 
    “They want your help…finding the God killer.” 
 
    I froze. Seth had spoken of a new God killer, but I thought he was just lying to get me on side. “He’s here?” I breathed. 
 
    Clark nodded. “They seem to think so. We’ve been searching, but so far we haven’t found him.” 
 
    I got up and grabbed my clothes. “You’ve been helping them?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Clark that’s so dangerous.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “More dangerous than demons?” 
 
    “I just…there’s no reason for you to get involved with all this.” 
 
    “Well you were in prison. And I don’t like the idea of a murderer on the loose in Bedford.” 
 
    He didn’t look like he appreciated what I said. I wasn’t saying that he wasn’t capable of taking care of himself, but he was dealing with things outside the norm. It wasn’t drunks or shoplifters, these were beings with actual powers.  
 
    “What did they say about the God killer?” I asked. Saying the words made me feel ill.  
 
    “Not much. They want to see you, they only spoke to me because I realized they were Gods and said as much.” 
 
    “They could have killed you,” I said. 
 
    “Well, they didn’t. I’ll be in the car.”  
 
    He headed outside. What the hell was wrong with him? I was worried about him, that’s all. Something told me it was more than that though. I hurried out after him, to find that he was driving a different car. It was a jeep, not his car from the Sheriff’s office. Maybe he was on vacation, or still waiting on his arm to heal, but he said he had been working. I would ask him later, I was too worried about meeting these Norse Gods. If they were hoping I could tell them what the God killer looked like, then they were going to be disappointed.  
 
    Clark drove us to the hotel and led me to one of the rooms. I hadn’t been here since I cleaned out Eris’ room after I killed her. Clark knocked on the door of room 208, and it was opened by a tall, blond man.  
 
    I glanced at Clark. “Thor?” I asked. 
 
    The man scowled at us. “I am Tyr. What is the obsession with Thor in this country?” 
 
    “Blame Chris Hemsworth. So, you’re a God,” I said, looking him up and down. He didn’t seem to appreciate the scrutiny. He stepped back to let us inside. 
 
    In the room, were two other Gods. A woman and a man. All of them were intimidating. The man rose from his seat and held out his hand.  
 
    “I am Loki,” he said. 
 
    He wasn’t what I was expecting either. He was blond like the others, with bright blue eyes. He seemed more guarded than the other two. 
 
    “Persephone,” I said. 
 
    “We have been waiting for you,” Loki said. 
 
    “Well, then you might be disappointed. I can’t help you take down the God killer. I only survived because I had my powers stripped.” 
 
    “That’s not why we need you. We might be able to use you to track him.” 
 
    “How?” 
 
    Loki motioned for me to take a seat at the table. I did, wondering what was coming next, I was sure I wasn’t going to like it. 
 
    “Do you know how a God killer is created?” Loki asked. 
 
    “No, not really.” Hades hid everything from me and when I did find out, there wasn’t any time to ask questions. Not that he would have answered them anyway. 
 
    “When the Titans realized that they would lose power to the Gods, they had the God killer as their back up plan. It was never supposed to be created, but one of your Gods thought she could control it.” 
 
    “One of my Gods? There’s no way any of them would make a God killer.” 
 
    “One of them did. Hera.” 
 
    “That’s crazy. Why would she do that? She knew what it would do, it’s right there in the name.” Hera had a jealous nature, but would she resort to that? 
 
    Loki looked amused. “True. Hera believed that she could control the other Gods, particularly Zeus, if she killed a few of them off. She didn’t realize that the God killer is a force on its own and that once activated, it cannot be stopped.” 
 
    I sat back in my chair, trying to take this in. “Hera killed them all.” 
 
    “Yes, then it turned on her too.” 
 
    I took a breath. I never knew any of this. That selfish bitch couldn’t control her husband, so she killed all the Gods? If she wasn’t dead, I would kill her myself. 
 
    “How did she make it?” I asked. 
 
    “A God killer is born to a human mother but contains the essence of a God.” 
 
    “You mean a demi-God?” There were plenty of them running around in my day. Most of them courtesy of Zeus. Some had watered down powers from their God parent, but none of them were more powerful than a God. 
 
    “No, the God killer is able to attack because he isn’t a God, which means he can’t be tracked. There is a spell, to steal the essence of a God, essentially, a piece of your lifeforce. It is then implanted in a human woman who goes on to give birth to the God killer. They are usually ordinary humans, until they reach their eighteenth year, then the God killer part of them kicks in. With the first one, Hera would visit him as a child and tell him of his purpose. But even if she hadn’t, he would have been compelled to hunt the Gods.” 
 
    “So, this wasn’t even some whim she had, she planned it. It was premeditated murder.” 
 
    I got up, wanting to punch something. Clark reached out to me, but I jerked away.  
 
    “So, this kid. You’re saying that he has a part of my life force? What does that even mean?” 
 
    Loki glanced at the woman. “It means he is part of you. Essentially, he is your offspring.” 
 
    “The God killer is…my child?” 
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    This had to be some kind of cosmic joke. The God killer was part of me? How was that even possible? I felt faint. Shoving past Clark, I hurried out of the room. I needed some air. 
 
    Clark caught up to me in the lobby. “Persephone, wait.” 
 
    “This can’t be happening. The bloody Fates were right!” 
 
    “Right about what?” 
 
    Shit. I couldn’t tell him. 
 
    “Nothing. Look, I just need some air. I’ll be back in a minute.” 
 
    Stepping outside, I took a few deep breaths. This was insanity. That was what was stolen from me, the night Seth had mentioned. When I had those horrible nightmares. Which raised the question – who did it? Who was even powerful enough to do it, who knew about me? There were other Gods in the world, they could have easily taken the essence from one of them. This felt personal.  
 
    I leaned against the wall. Maybe it was Eris. Although forward planning wasn’t really her thing. She would never have the patience to wait for him to grow up. Which meant someone else was gunning for me. But who? It had to be someone from my past, someone who survived the first God killer and wanted me dead.  
 
    Only with your death will the old Gods finally rest.  Maybe this was just someone finishing the job. They wanted to make sure all the old Gods were gone for good.  
 
    When I returned to the room, the others were deep in conversation, Clark included, but they stopped when I came in.  
 
    “What do you need from me?” I asked. 
 
    “Some blood,” Loki said. “We can use it to track the God killer and put an end to him.” 
 
    “What makes you think you will succeed when all the Greek Gods failed?” 
 
    Loki smiled. “We are warrior Gods, we can handle it.” 
 
    “The Greek Gods were cocky too, look what happened to them.” 
 
    Loki scowled. “The God killer, if left unchecked, will decimate what is left of the Gods here on earth. We will stop him.” 
 
    I didn’t want to argue with them. If they wanted to try, that was their problem. I took the knife he offered me and sliced my palm with it. I dripped the blood into a bowl, which the woman, who I learned was called Angraboda, performed a spell on. She dripped the blood onto a map. 
 
    The blood separated and tiny droplets moved to different points on the map.  
 
    “Guess he knows about me,” I said. 
 
    “What do you mean?” Loki asked. 
 
    I pointed to a few different spots. “That’s my home, the store. He’s been following me.” 
 
    “That is worrying,” Loki said. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “We were under the impression that this one did not know what he is. That we could surprise him, but if he is following you, he might know.” 
 
    I didn’t like the idea of him following me, but did that really mean that he knew what was going on? Maybe it was some kind of instinct.  
 
    “Does this tell you where he is now?” I asked Angrboda.  
 
    “Not exactly. It shows where he has left the biggest impressions, places he has visited more than once.” 
 
    “Then surely one of these places must be his home,” I said. 
 
    Loki started noting down the different addresses. I noticed one trail of blood leading to the far side of the map.  
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    Angrboda unfolded the map and the blood continued to move. It ran right off the edge. 
 
    “The map isn’t big enough,” Loki said. “We need another.” 
 
    “They might have one in the gift shop, I’ll go look,” Clark said, leaving the room.  
 
    “Why are you letting him help you?” I asked Loki. 
 
    He looked surprised at the question. “He has been most useful. He knows this town.” 
 
    I couldn’t argue with that, since that was the reason I had used him, to find the power source, but I had never put him into any danger. At least not until Seth. 
 
    “Just…don’t let him get hurt.” 
 
    “You have my word,” Loki said. 
 
    “Good. You know you are portrayed as more of a trickster.” 
 
    Angrboda laughed and Loki glared at her. “It is true, in my youth I did…things I am not proud of. That changed when my brothers fell.” 
 
    “What happened to them?” I asked. 
 
    “Ragnarök. Our home was destroyed, only a few of us survived. Eventually we were able to reclaim Valhalla, but it was not the same.” 
 
    “Oh. I’m sorry. I guess the universe doesn’t like us Gods. We are abominations.” 
 
    “Not abominations,” Tyr said. “We became greedy, power hungry. No better than mortals. That is why the power was taken from us.” 
 
    “But you guys still have powers, right?” I asked. 
 
    “We have strength, some abilities. When we were cut off from Valhalla, we lost some of what we are. But we are still strong enough to take this God killer down,” Loki said confidently. 
 
    I wanted to believe him, but I don’t think he knew what he was about to face. Then again, maybe this one would be weaker since it came from me and not a full God. Wishful thinking, I know. 
 
    Clark returned with a map of the state. We laid it out and Angraboda repeated the spell. Several other blood drops appeared on the map, including a street I recognised, but couldn’t remember from where.  
 
    “That’s a lot of places to check,” I said. 
 
    “Then we split up. Angrboda, you and the mortal will check here,” Loki said, pointing to one of the spots just outside town. “Tyr, here. And I will check the woods with Persephone.” 
 
    “I don’t need anyone to go with me,” Persephone said. “I’m not a God, so I’m not in danger.” 
 
    “If you think the God killer wouldn’t hesitate to kill anyone who gets in his way, then you are mistaken. Gods are his target, but he is not above killing others.” 
 
    “You sound like you know him,” I said. 
 
    “I know what he is capable of. I will accompany you, or you will remain behind.” 
 
    I glared at Loki, who was he to tell me what to do? I caught Clark smirking. 
 
    “What?” Loki asked him. 
 
    “You don’t tell Persephone what to do. She tells you what she’s going to do and then you just follow her lead,” Clark said. 
 
    Loki looked at me. “I did not mean to offend you. I merely meant that it would be safer to work together.” 
 
    I nodded. “Sure, you can be my back up.” 
 
    We left the hotel and after a quick goodbye to Clark, we each went our separate ways. I went in Loki’s truck with him. It was a black Ford. I was guessing that he would have difficulty fitting into a regular car with his size. 
 
    “I didn’t bring any weapons with me,” I said. 
 
    “I have plenty in the back.” 
 
    Loki drove us to the woods. I recognized the area, it was close to where I had killed the Chimera. Was that a coincidence? Or was the God killer drawn here?  
 
    The Chimera. That seems like it was a million years ago now. Eris put all of this into play. If she hadn’t shown up…who knows where I would be now. 
 
    Loki parked the car by the edge of the trees and pulled back a tarp in the back of the truck. He had an impressive range of weapons. I lifted a sword out and tested the weight of it. It was a broadsword, with a gold inlay on the handle.  
 
    “Nice,” I said. 
 
    “We do not lack in weapons. I just hope they are enough.” 
 
    He removed a few weapons for himself and we set out into the woods. The snow had melted away and I could see patches of crocuses growing on the ground. Spring was here. I swallowed, knowing that by the end of it, I could be dead. But not today, so I guessed I had nothing to worry about out here. 
 
    We walked through the trees, searching for any sign of the God killer. It would be getting dark soon, so we couldn’t stay out here for long. 
 
    “Maybe we should split up. Cover more ground?” I suggested. 
 
    “That is not a good idea,” Loki said. 
 
    “If I see anything, I’ll yell for you. Otherwise we’ll be out here all day.” 
 
    Loki sighed. “Very well. We will meet back by the car in 30 minutes. If you see the God killer, do not hesitate to strike.” 
 
    I nodded. “I won’t.” 
 
    We split off, I headed east, while Loki headed west. I don’t know what I was expecting to find. The God killer was hardly going to be standing out here waiting for us. Not unless he was expecting us and luring us into a trap. That wasn’t a great thought to have right now. I pushed it down. There were worse things to worry about, like Clark being in danger. I hoped he had the good sense to run if something happened. I knew he wouldn’t though. He was trained to run toward danger. 
 
    I felt a cold chill creep up my spine. I stopped walking, looking around. My breathing quickened and I gripped my sword.  
 
    “Come out, you bastard,” I muttered.  
 
    I heard a branch crack behind me and spun to find a teenage girl behind me. She couldn’t be more than sixteen, with long black hair and the darkest eyes. She wore strange clothing, it looked like a grey dress, but very old fashioned looking and covered in dirt. 
 
    The girl stared at me, eyes wide, before turning and running off. I hesitated for a second, then I ran after her.  
 
    She was fast, really fast. I couldn’t keep up and as I lost sight of her behind some trees, I tripped and fell.  
 
    Landing hard on my hands and knees, I swore. I would never catch her now. 
 
    Standing up, I wiped my hands on my jeans. I picked the sword up from the ground. Who the hell was that girl? Why would she be out here all alone, and how the hell could she run so fast? 
 
    The obvious answer was probably the right one. She was the God killer. At least now I knew what she looked like. I needed to find Loki and tell him. 
 
    Something caught my eye, steam escaping from the ground. I moved closer, expecting to find a body, but instead I found a small cave like structure, about five feet in diameter. The steam was coming from it.  
 
    Crouching down in front of the opening, I could smell sulphur. There were no hot springs around here, where the hell was it coming from?  
 
    The vegetation around it was crushed, almost like something had been dragged across it. Or crawled out of it. 
 
    That thought creeped me out. I looked around for a sign of any creature that may have emerged from the earth but saw nothing. That didn’t mean that something hadn’t skittered free. 
 
    A faint moan reached me and I quickly backed away, my heart racing. That wasn’t anything natural, it was something otherworldly. And familiar. I couldn’t be sure, but I was pretty sure that the hole led straight to hell. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Loki 
 
      
 
      
 
    Stalking the woods, reminded me of home. Of the vast forests that covered the land. I would run for hours, choosing the form of a deer, or my favorite animal, the wolf. The fresh air, the stunning night skies, how I missed it. 
 
    Nothing, however, compared to my true home, Valhalla. The feasts we used to host, they were the thing of legends. Only the mightiest warriors entered Valhalla, and the Gods of course. That was until nearly fifty years ago, when the entrance to Valhalla inexplicably sealed itself shut, locking the few Gods who were Earthbound, myself included, out. My father, Odin, Thor, Frigga, all trapped within. I say trapped, but if given the choice between the halls of Valhalla or Earth, I know which I would choose. There were very few Norse Gods left and once we were cut off, our powers faded. We still had strength and speed, some minor abilities, but my ability to shapeshift was gone. If it wasn’t, I would shapeshift into a raven and I could search this area faster. As it was, I was stuck in human form, with an ex Goddess for back up. The thought made me laugh. I would never say it to her face, but I doubted she would be very much help in a fight. 
 
    The only reason I had sought her out, was because she has a connection to the God killer. A connection I planned on using. 
 
    The cop had proven helpful, but he wasn’t integral to my plan. The God killer came to our attention through a wise woman in East Texas. She revealed where he would rise, and what he would do. There are maybe two dozen Gods living on Earth currently. Most, like us, have limited abilities and live amongst the humans. The God killer plans to wipe every single one of us out. To sever our ties to the Earth for good. It was his reason for being, but he had no idea what would happen if he succeeded. When any pantheon was wiped out, it left a void. A void that needed to be filled. New Gods could be created to take the old one’s place. That would be chaos.  
 
    The original Gods were created out of the primordial ooze, they were never human. To create new Gods, they would have to be molded from humans. Seeing how the humans behaved, that would bring about the end of the world. 
 
    I moved deeper into the woods, listening for any noises, or the sound of Persephone calling for help.   
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    4 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    Angraboda didn’t say much on the drive to our location, a rundown diner on the edge of town. She wasn’t much of a talker. Once I knew who they were, I had read up on the Norse Gods. She was one of the lesser known ones, and there were a few different accounts on what she was. One site said she was a giantess, and she had a thing with Loki. I hadn’t seen anything between them. They were all business, at least in front of me, who knew what went on behind closed doors. It was none of my business. 
 
    We got out of the car and headed inside the diner. I doubted that the God killer was hiding out here, but maybe he visited here a lot. According to their sign, they did have the world’s best pancakes.  
 
    The waitress greeted us. “Could we get some coffee?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded and I took a seat in one of the booths. Angrboda stayed standing, scanning the diner. She looked really out of place. I had told them all to try and blend in more with the humans. Loki and Tyr had complied. Loki looked like an aging rocker, while Tyr wouldn’t be out of place in a biker gang. Angraboda though had ignore me. She wore a dark red tunic over black pants and knee high boots. She looked like she was dressing up for Comic Con.  
 
    “Take a seat,” I said. “We need to be discreet.” 
 
    She sat down opposite me but continued to check out the customers. 
 
    “We must crush the God killer before he attacks,” Angrboda said. 
 
    “Not in a crowded diner, we’re not. And we don’t know if he is here. Try and relax.” 
 
    She looked angry at the suggestion and crossed her arms. “We are in a fight for our very existence, we do not have time to relax.” 
 
    I sighed and picked up a menu. I wasn’t going to buy anything, it was just a way of acting like I was just another customer.  
 
    Pain flared in my arm when I leaned on the table. I still had difficulty moving my fingers. My doctor said that it wouldn’t get much better than it was. That was why I had quit physiotherapy. If they couldn’t help, why was I wasting my time with them. 
 
    I had a meeting with Sheriff Hanson two weeks ago to discuss me coming back to work. He wanted to see that my arm was healed, there was no way I could fake it. Hanson talked about more time to heal, but I think he knew the truth. My deputy days were over. It was part of the reason I had thrown myself into helping Loki and the others. It made me feel useful, like I still had a purpose. Besides, in a world full of Gods and monsters, there had to be a way to heal my arm. Persephone had cured the poison, but then again, she did have to face a Minotaur to get it. I wasn’t quite up to that. 
 
    The waitress came over with our coffees. I sipped mine, looking around discreetly. I recognized a few people from town. It was hard to look at them with suspicion. To think that a mythical God killer could be walking amongst us. I supposed it was no more fantastical than having an ex-Goddess as a girlfriend. Or I assumed that was what she was. We didn’t have any time to discuss it before we met the others. I wasn’t planning on jumping straight into bed with her, but it had been two months and I was only human. We could talk about our relationship later, we had more pressing matters right now. 
 
    The two months she had been in prison, I missed her, but after I learned about my arm, I stopped visiting her. I needed time to process it. To figure out where I fit in, but I was still trying to work it out.  
 
    Angrboda was getting angsty. I think she wanted the chance to hit someone. I knew that feeling.  
 
    “We should start questioning people,” Angrboda said. 
 
    “Sure, we’ll just walk up to random people and ask them if they are a God killer. That will go over well. We need to know more about who we are looking for first.” 
 
    Angrboda picked up her coffee and knocked back the entire cup in one go. It was bound to be scalding hot, but it didn’t seem to faze her. 
 
    “The God killer will lock onto us, he will show himself when one of us is in his presence.” 
 
    “Let’s check in on the others first. They might have found something.” 
 
    I pulled out my phone and was about to call Persephone when I remembered she didn’t have a phone. She would need to buy a new one. Loki refused to carry one, he felt they were unnatural. That left Tyr.  
 
    He picked up on the first ring. “Have you found him?” he asked. 
 
    “No, nothing so far. What about you?” 
 
    “He was here. I can almost smell him.” 
 
    “You don’t know what he smells like,” I said, pinching the bridge of my nose. I was getting a headache.  
 
    “Where he goes, death follows,” Tyr sneered. I could feel another lecture coming on and I was tempted to hang up on him. Tyr liked to run at the mouth, particularly when he had been drinking.  
 
    I heard a yell from him, then a clatter which sounded like he had dropped the phone. “Tyr?”  
 
    “What’s wrong?” Angraboda asked.  
 
    “Tyr? Can you hear me?” 
 
    There was no response, something must have happened. 
 
    “I think he has been attacked, we need to go,” I said. We ran out to the truck and headed for Tyr’s location. He was on the far side of town, near the elementary school. 
 
    Was this it? Would the God killer actually be there? I felt the adrenaline start to flow, despite the danger, I was actually looking forward to the fight. What did that make me?  
 
    Who cares? It may be the only time I get the chance to make a difference for a long time to come.  
 
    We found his truck half a block from the school, but there was no sign of him.  
 
    “There,” Angraboda said, pointing to the sidewalk. His cell phone lay on the ground, smashed. The street was empty, he couldn’t have gotten far.  
 
    “Tyr!” Angraboda roared, startling me. 
 
    “Are you crazy? Do you want to let the God killer know we’re here?” I snapped. 
 
    “He will already know. Tyr!” she yelled again. 
 
    There was a shout in the distance. We headed to the back of a couple of empty stores, further down the street. We found Tyr lying in a heap. 
 
    Angrboda pulled out her sword, checking the area, while I tended to Tyr. He had a wound on his left leg, but otherwise seemed fine. 
 
    “What happened?” I asked. 
 
    “Something flipped me off my feet. I gave chase, but I didn’t see what it was. When I turned the corner, it attacked. It went for my leg. I think it can make itself invisible.” 
 
    An invisible attacker, great, just great. 
 
    I pulled my gun, my own personal one since I was off active duty, and checked for any spots where someone could hide, but if this guy really was invisible, then he could be standing right beside me and I wouldn’t know it.  
 
    I helped Tyr wrap his wound and got him on his feet. “Shouldn’t it be healing?” I asked him. 
 
    “Normally, yes. Whatever he hit me with, the wound isn’t healing.” 
 
    “That isn’t good. We should probably retreat until we can get the others out here,” I said. 
 
    “No retreat,” Tyr growled.  
 
    “You can barely stand,” I snapped. “What good is it going to be to anyone if we all end up dead?” 
 
    Tyr grumbled a reply that I took as agreement and I led him back to my car while Angraboda covered us. Tyr was a big guy and I struggled to support him. We loaded him into the back seat and headed back to the hotel. We took Tyr in the back way to avoid any questions. Once he was seated, Angraboda started tending to the wound.  
 
    “I’m going to head out and try and find Persephone and Loki,” I said. 
 
    “You can’t go out alone,” Angraboda said. 
 
    “We know he was on the other side of town, besides he isn’t after me. I’ll be fine.” 
 
    I left before she could argue with me. At least the God killer couldn’t be in two places at once. Or at least I hoped he couldn’t. For all I knew, he could fly. 
 
    I sped toward the woods, thrown by the attack. Invisibility. That put us at a serious disadvantage. No wonder one of them was able to take out the Gods millennia ago. He could go anywhere, sneak up on anyone. Hell, he could have been listening to their plans, laughing his ass off as they tried to figure out a way to catch him.  
 
    I found Loki’s truck at the edge of the woods. It was starting to get dark, they needed to get inside quickly. I approached their car, scanning the trees for any sign of Persephone. The woods were quiet, too quiet. Something was wrong. I thought about yelling her name, but it probably wasn’t a good idea to alert anyone that could be out here. Or anything. 
 
    I picked a direction and starting walking. I knew the woods well, if I couldn’t find them in the next half hour, I would head back and wait by the car. I had my gun ready, but left the safety on, just in case. I didn’t want to shoot anyone by mistake. Especially since I could only use one arm now. The injured one shook too much and my grip was compromised. 
 
    Something let out a shrieking call to my left and I froze. What the hell was that? It sounded like a bird of sorts, but nothing you would find around here. 
 
    I turned in a slow circle, looking up at the branches above me. Movement from the corner of my eye, made me turn. I just had time to see a girl with long black hair before she barreled into me, knocking me on my ass. 
 
    She didn’t even apologize, just took off toward the road.  
 
    “What the hell?” I muttered, getting to my feet. Before I could go after her, I spotted Persephone coming toward me, a worried look on her face. 
 
    “Clark? We need to get out of here,” she said. She grabbed my arm and pulled me toward the cars.  
 
    “What’s going on?” 
 
    “I’ll explain later, we need to move. LOKI!” she hollered. 
 
    “I don’t think that’s a good idea,” I said. 
 
    “I don’t care, we can’t hang around. LOKI!” 
 
    Loki came racing toward us, his weapon at the ready. “Did you find the God killer?” 
 
    “No, we have to leave. Now!” Persephone barked. 
 
    Loki gave me a quizzical look, but I shrugged and followed her back to the cars. Persephone got into my car with me, while Loki got his truck. We drove back to the hotel. 
 
    “What is going on?” I asked again. 
 
    Persephone shook her head. “I don’t know how to explain it.” 
 
    “Well, try,” I said. 
 
    She glanced at me. “Back in the woods. I think…” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I found this hole in the ground and I’m pretty certain it leads to the Underworld.” 
 
    I let out a breath. “What? How…how is that possible? I thought the Underworld was sealed off? And you know, in Greece?” 
 
    “The Underworld doesn’t reside on this plane, in theory it can open up anywhere. But that doesn’t explain why it is open now, here in Bedford.” 
 
    “Do you think it has something to do with the Norse Gods?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. I don’t know.” 
 
    “What about that girl?” 
 
    “You saw her too?” 
 
    “Yeah, black hair? She knocked me over and ran off. I didn’t recognize her from town.” 
 
    “Neither did I. I don’t know, maybe she’s no one. Or maybe, she’s the God killer.” 
 
    “I thought we were looking for a guy.” 
 
    “I did too, but it could be a girl.” 
 
    “I don’t think so. Tyr, he was attacked on the other side of town. He’s okay, but I don’t think she could have gotten over here so fast.” 
 
    “Did he see the God killer?” 
 
    “No. Apparently, the God killer is invisible.” 
 
    Persephone groaned. “I wish I’d stayed in prison.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Agent Foster 
 
      
 
    I surveyed the area, trying to recreate the crime scene from memory. I had the photos in my briefcase in the car, but I’d studied them so much that I could recall them in vivid detail. 
 
    The woods at the time had been covered in snow, now the ground had cleared. The local LEO’s had been over this place a dozen times, but I didn’t trust them. For a small town, no one seemed particularly worried that a headless corpse had been found.  
 
    “I hate nature,” Agent Charlie Berry muttered, as he clomped toward me.  
 
    “Well get used to it. Until we solve this, I reckon we’ll be stuck in Hickville.” 
 
    Berry sighed and rolled his eyes. He was tall, with dark hair and a lean frame. We had been partners for five years at the FBI. It was only recently that we had been reassigned from our usually cases, to look into ‘strange’ cases. 
 
    Cue the Mulder and Scully jokes around the water cooler. They could joke all they wanted, for me, strange just meant not easily explained, not that there was something other than the norm going on.  
 
    “So, a guy, who still hasn’t been identified, wanders out here and is decapitated. No body is found, just the head.” 
 
    “Maybe he regrew his head and left,” Berry joked. 
 
    “Can you be serious? If this was some kind of mob hit or serial killer, wouldn’t it make more sense to keep the head and leave the body?” 
 
    Berry scratched his head. “Depends.” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On what he has planned for the body,” he replied. 
 
    “That’s gross, Chuck,” I said. 
 
    “Don’t call me that,” he said. 
 
    I hid a smile. It was a good way to rile him up.  
 
    Pushing my blonde hair back from my face, I crouched down, staring at the dirt. This was a huge waste of time. The guy was a John Doe, there were no family members beating down the door for answers. And decapitation wasn’t so unusual. Berry was probably right, some freak had taken the body to do disgusting things to it. 
 
    I stood up and walked toward a crop of rocks. It was more than that though. There were reports of strange deaths going back years. Maybe the townsfolk were dishing their own brand of medieval justice on interlopers. Or it could have something to do with the Cult of Ares. While they weren’t based here, there were members. A nurse and her patient attacked Deputy Daniel Clark and a woman named Persephone Smith. The nurse revealed that she was a member of the cult. 
 
    I was more interested in Smith. A quick search revealed that she was not Persephone Smith. Her records only went back a decade or so. Who she was before that was a mystery, for now. She was put in prison, which led to more questions. The woman had a shit ton of money. Where did she get it?  
 
    By coincidence, she also happened to be dating Deputy Clark, if the rumor mill in town was to be believed. Were they the next Bonnie and Clyde? 
 
    It bothered me that Clark had been working on this case. Maybe it was time to have a little talk with him. 
 
    A yell broke the silence.  
 
    “Loki?” I said. Who the hell was Loki? 
 
    We made our way toward the source of the noise, but by the time we got near the road, I could hear a car starting up.  
 
    “What do you think that was about?” Berry asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “No idea. But when did all these old mythology names come back into style? Loki? Persephone?” 
 
    “Sounds like the kind of people who would be involved with the cult,” Berry said. 
 
    “I was thinking the same thing. Maybe it’s time we paid them a visit.” 
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    We were all gathered in the hotel room. Tyr was resting on the bed. Angraboda had trouble stopping the bleeding at first, but now it was bandaged up and hopefully it would heal. 
 
    Loki was pacing the floor, angry that he hadn’t had the chance to face the God killer.  
 
    “I’m sorry, brother,” Tyr said. “He was within my grasp and I failed.” 
 
    “She,” I offered. They all looked at me. “Who else could the girl in the woods be?” 
 
    “Then why didn’t she attack us?” Loki said. 
 
    “I don’t know. But we can’t rule her out.” Maybe they were twins. That would just be my luck. 
 
    “We need to gather weapons, attack as one,” Loki said. 
 
    “We don’t know where she or he is. It’s dark. Let’s regroup in the morning,” I said. 
 
    Scowling, Loki nodded. 
 
    Clark drove me home. “How come you didn’t tell them about the hell hole?” 
 
    I snorted at the name, although it wasn’t something to laugh about. “I don’t know. I don’t know them. I want to take a look at the thing myself before I tell them anything.” 
 
    “What does it mean? For the town?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I really don’t know. That was Hades domain. If there are still…things down there. I don’t know if they can escape. I know there were designated areas for souls, demons and the like. Maybe I’m wrong. Maybe it doesn’t lead to the Underworld, maybe I’m just…” I trailed off. It had been a long day and I was tired.  
 
    “I can pick you up in the morning,” he said, as he pulled up outside my house. 
 
    “What? No, come inside,” I said. 
 
    “I should go home, get a change of clothes at least,” he said. 
 
    I leaned across and kissed him. “Go get some clothes, then come straight back.” 
 
    “Persephone…” he said, but I kissed him again. 
 
    “Don’t make me sleep alone,” I said. 
 
    He smiled at me. “Okay, go inside. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
 
    Hurrying inside, I slipped into something more comfortable and poured us a glass a wine each. Despite the threat of the God killer, and a potential hell hole, I wasn’t wasting this opportunity. 
 
    Clark returned fifteen minutes later, carrying a gym bag. I handed him his wine. 
 
    “I think I need something stronger,” he said. He headed to the liquor cabinet and poured himself a generous glass of vodka. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Long day,” he muttered. 
 
    “Tell me about it.” 
 
    He knocked his drink back and lifted the bottle to pour another. I placed my hand over the glass to stop him. “I mean it. Tell me about it.” 
 
    He sighed and put the bottle down. “It’s a lot to process, everything that’s happened these past couple of months.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry that you were dragged into all this. You didn’t ask for it.” 
 
    “I’d rather know than not know. I just need to get my head around Gods and monsters. And the fact that my girlfriend is really old.” 
 
    “Hey!” I laughed, punching him in the arm. 
 
    “Was that for the old comment? Or the girlfriend one?” 
 
    “I don’t mind you calling me your girlfriend. Actually, I like it.” 
 
    Wrapping my arms around his neck, I kissed him. “Come to bed,” I whispered.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next morning, I was woken by the smell of bacon cooking. For a minute, I forgot where I was. Then it came back to me. I was back home, and my guess was that Clark was cooking us breakfast. 
 
    Pulling on my robe, I headed downstairs. 
 
    “Hey,” Clark said. “How do you like your eggs?” 
 
    “Over easy. Have I told you that I have a thing for guys who cook me breakfast?” 
 
    He grinned. “Well I thought it would make up for not getting dinner that night you came to mine.” 
 
    “Oh, yeah, the lasagne.” I poured myself some coffee. 
 
    I took a seat at the table and Clark set a plate in front of me. It smelled delicious. He stood at the counter, drinking a coffee of his own. 
 
    “Aren’t you having any?” I asked. 
 
    “Not really hungry,” he said. 
 
    “What’s really going on, Clark? You seem…distant.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” he said, forcing a smile. He took a seat at the table. “You know, I’ve never had the chance to ask you about yourself.” 
 
    I knew he was changing the subject, but I said, “Well, there’s plenty of books about me.” 
 
    “Yeah, but are any of them true?” 
 
    I shrugged. It was mixture of fact and fiction, it wasn’t like we actually wrote our stories down, it was recorded through folklore and tales from around the campfire.  
 
    “Well, I’ve had the time to do some reading. According to the web, you were called Kore before you married Hades? True or false.” 
 
    I chuckled. “False. I was a human first. I lived on a farm with my mother, Demeter.” 
 
    He leaned forward. “A lot of sites say that Hades kidnapped you. But I’ve seen the way you talk about him. I’m guessing that is false too?” 
 
    “Actually, that one is true. I was working in the fields one day when Hades came along. He told me I was the most beautiful woman in the world and he had fallen in love with me. I laughed, thinking he was teasing me. We talked for a bit and he offered to show me his home. I said yes, and the next thing I knew, I was in the Underworld. He didn’t hurt me, or anything like that. But he wanted me to stay with him and be his wife. I wasn’t very receptive to the idea in the beginning.” 
 
    Clark looked lost for words. “I-I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Believe it or not, he was very charming, and I think…lonely. I fell in love with him in time.” 
 
    Clark cleared his throat. “Yeah, they call that Stockholm Syndrome.” 
 
    I glared at him. “It wasn’t like that.” 
 
    Clark took another sip of his coffee. “What about the pomegranate seeds? The story of how you lived half your life with Hades and half with your mother?” 
 
    “A little true, I do love pomegranates. Hades used to bring them to me when I was feeling low. As for spending half the year topside, well that was all me. I’m one hell of a negotiator.” 
 
    “I can believe it.” 
 
    “I did love him, and he loved me,” I said, feeling the need to defend our relationship. 
 
    “I’m not disputing that. Sorry, I didn’t mean to make light of it. I guess it’s hard to live up to a God.” 
 
    “You don’t need to live up to him. You’re two different people. I’m choosing to be with you.” 
 
    He stared at the table. “Yeah, I know. We should get going before the others head out on their own.” 
 
    I pushed my plate aside, barely touched. If Clark wouldn’t tell me what was wrong, then I needed to find someone who would. The Sheriff might know, but I don’t think I would be welcome in the station after what Seth did. 
 
    When we arrived at the hotel, the room door was ajar. I pushed it open to find a trashed room. Furniture was overturned, bottles littered the floor, it was a mess. 
 
    “Oh God, the God killer got them,” I said. 
 
    Clark smirked. “Nah, it’s always like this. The Norse really know how to party.” 
 
    I picked my way over the trash to the table, where a note lay. Gone hunting. 
 
    “Guess we missed them,” I said. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Loki 
 
      
 
    My head throbbed from last night’s merriment. We finished the tiny bottles in the minibar in seconds, before moving to a local liquor store. The clerk looked alarmed as he rang up our total, but he didn’t turn down the sale. 
 
    We had left at first light to hunt the God killer, starting where he had attacked Tyr. His leg was healing, but it worried me that the God killer had a weapon that could wound him so. We would need to be on our guard.  
 
    Unfortunately, we couldn’t walk through town carrying obvious weapons, or we would have to answer to the law. I had a short sword hidden in my coat. Angraboda carried a collapsible staff, while Tyr walked with his new accessory, a walking stick, another cleverly disguised sword. 
 
    We received some strange looks, but no more than usual. Small minded people in a small town, they questioned everyone who was unfamiliar to them. 
 
    I looked at each of them with suspicion too, waiting for one to pull a knife or a sword. My comrades were equally alert.  
 
    After two millennia, the Greek Gods were still making a mess. Typical. As tempting as the human world was, we learned to keep our distance, after a time. Filling the world with demi-Gods was a mistake. Humans did not handle power well, they often used it to hurt others or to try and gain more power.  
 
    My own demi-God children had died off long ago. I did have a son trapped in Valhalla, but we were never close. Still, I longed for home and the day we would one day return. 
 
    Angraboda stopped to consult the map. The marks were both helpful and not. They provided a guide to where the God killer had been. Fortunately, humans like their little routines. If he ventured to a place once, it was likely he would again. 
 
    Sooner or later, our paths would cross. And when they did, we would end him. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Agent Foster 
 
      
 
    “You’re not welcome here and unless you have a warrant, you can get lost!” 
 
    I stared at the man in front of me. He was short, with unkempt hair and bad teeth which suggested a love of meth. Hard to believe he was a cult member! 
 
    Berry and I were on the edge of their gated compound. I didn’t think I would get an audience with their elusive leader, but I thought I would give it a shot. 
 
    “What’s wrong that your leader won’t talk to us? Is he doing something illegal? Sacrificing small children perhaps?” I asked. 
 
    The man glared at me. “The leader is busy.” 
 
    “I think we’ve established that. I’m curious to know if you have a member called Persephone Smith?” 
 
    Now he looked confused. “Per-what?” 
 
    “Persephone,” I said slowly, sounding each syllable out for him. “Like the Greek Goddess.” 
 
    He frowned, glancing around like someone would step in and help him.  
 
    “You are a member of a cult which worships a Greek deity and you don’t know who Persephone is?” 
 
    “The only God around here is Ares,” he sneered. 
 
    This guy was really getting on my nerves. “Tell your boss, we’ll be back. And unless he wants the attention of the FBI, he will talk to me next time.” 
 
    The man grumbled something as we walked back to the car. It was an empty threat, technically I had no grounds to enter the compound, although I was certain they were up to something that would land them in jail. 
 
    “Where to next?” Berry asked as he got behind the wheel. 
 
    “The Sheriff’s station. Let’s see if we can talk to Clark.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    6 
 
      
 
    Clark dropped me in town. We had no idea where the Gods were, so we couldn’t help them. I just hoped that they all turned up at the end of the day. 
 
    I headed for Treasures Past, my store. Sort of. Damn, I never got any of it sorted out. The sale was still up in the air and there was still no sign of Harris, mostly because he was dead. It was probably best to back out of it, but I wanted to see what items I could take beforehand. You never knew what could come in handy. 
 
    The store was open, and Gavin was behind the counter. The moment he saw me, he rushed toward me, arms outstretched. For a horrifying moment, I thought he was going in for a hug, then I realized he was trying to bar my way. 
 
    “No! Get out. You can’t come in here,” he said. 
 
    “Well, I’m already in, so…” 
 
    “I’m not having a murderer in my store.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s your store now? When did that happen?” 
 
    “Well, you’ve been busy in prison! I’m the one who has been keeping this place going.” 
 
    “And I’ll be sure to make you employee of the month,” I retorted, realizing that I had missed our little fights.  
 
    “I’ll call the cops.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Go for it. I’m a free woman, I served my time.” 
 
    “Not for murder.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. “I didn’t murder anyone. You really need to let that go.” 
 
    I pushed past him and headed into the back. It looked exactly the same as when I had left it. Which didn’t say much for Gavin’s cleaning habits since everything was still covered in dust. 
 
    “I’m going to get the Sheriff,” he said. 
 
    “Okay. While you’re out, would you grab me a latte?” I said. 
 
    Gavin looked like his head might explode. He turned on his heel and stormed out.  
 
    Dick. 
 
    I quickly opened the hidden door in the back of the shop and started loading items into my pockets. I really wished I had the time to go through things properly, but I wasn’t hanging around to be screamed at by Gavin every day.  
 
    Ten minutes later, I heard the shop door open. I quickly closed the hidden door and walked out front, expecting to see the Sheriff. Instead I found Deputy Carlisle. God, I hated him. 
 
    “Ugh, it’s you,” I sneered. 
 
    “Out of the big house, I see,” he said. “It seems you’re not wanted here. Maybe you should move on.” 
 
    “Maybe you shouldn’t go shooting your colleagues,” I shot back.  
 
    I saw him flinch, but he covered it with a grin. “If you want to go back to jail, just keep pushing me.” 
 
    I had to stop myself from hopping the counter and punching him in his stupid face. It was exactly what he wanted. He may not know exactly what happened the night Seth attacked, but he knew I was involved somehow. He knew that I knocked him out, although he couldn’t prove it. He was lucky he survived the night with just a concussion. Deputy Wilson wasn’t so lucky. 
 
    “I’m leaving, but not because you asked so nicely. I have things to do.” 
 
    I headed for the door. 
 
    “You know, you’ve fucked up enough people’s lives as it is. You even cost Dan his job.” 
 
    I stopped and looked back at him. “He lost his job?” 
 
    “He can’t work anymore, because of his arm. Overheard the Sheriff talking about it.” 
 
    Smug bastard. I bet he ‘overheard’ a lot at the station.  
 
    “Then that would make it your fault, not mine. If you hadn’t been so trigger happy, he would be fine.” 
 
    Carlisle stalked toward me, but I walked out the door. If I stayed any longer, I would definitely end up punching him.  
 
    Clark lost his job? 
 
    Shit! This is my fault. I should have stayed gone when I left Bedford. No wonder Clark was so bent out of shape. His job, his career, was over. And there was nothing I could do to fix it. 
 
    I’m a jinx. I should leave him the hell alone before he loses a limb, or his life. 
 
    There was no reason why I needed to stay in Bedford. The God killer wasn’t after me. But that wouldn’t stop Clark from helping the Norse Gods. He would get himself killed and I doubted that any of them would lose any sleep over it.  
 
    I would stay and help them stop the God killer and keep Clark alive. Then I would leave Bedford for good. Besides, if the Fates were right, I would be leaving anyway. In a nice pine box. 
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    I met Clark at the diner for some coffee. I wasn’t going to say anything about leaving until I had to. For now, it was business as usual. Which was made more difficult when I was actually in front of him.  
 
    “Do you ever think about running away?” he asked. 
 
    I choked on my coffee. Did he read my mind? 
 
    “What do you mean?” I asked. 
 
    “Me and you. We could just get in the car and go. What’s really keeping us here?” 
 
    He really isn’t going to make this easy. There was nothing I wanted more. 
 
    “What about the God killer?” I said. 
 
    “Is it really our fight?” 
 
    “What about your job?” 
 
    He looked away, taking a drink of his coffee to buy himself some time to answer. “I have some vacation time owed to me.” 
 
    So he still wasn’t ready to tell me.  
 
    Jenni approached the table, holding the coffee pot. “Top up?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded, holding out my cup. 
 
    “Did Clark tell you the good news?” she asked. 
 
    “No, what?” 
 
    “I’m carrying his baby.” 
 
    Clark spat out his coffee. “What?”  
 
    “She really should know, don’t you think?” Jenni said. She grinned at him and walked away.  
 
    “Persephone…” he said, looking shell shocked. 
 
    “Is it true?” I asked. Jenni said it belonged to some delivery guy. Liam something. She never mentioned Clark, but then again, she did seem interested in whether we were together or not. I thought she was just being friendly, but apparently not. 
 
    “She came to me a couple of months ago, before you went away. She said it might be mine, but it might be some other guys. When she didn’t say anything, I just assumed that it was his. It was a one night stand, before you and I were even together.” 
 
    I sat back in my seat, trying to take it all in. A baby? There was no question now about him leaving with me. I wouldn’t take him away from his child. 
 
    “I need some air,” I said. 
 
    Outside, I started walking with no real destination in mind. A baby. God, why did it have to be him? Not that I would ever try to come between him and his child. In fact, it was the one thing I couldn’t give him. I can’t have children, not anymore. If he had a chance for a normal family, then he deserved it. Not a life of monsters and not knowing what nasty creature would bring you down. He would make a great father.  
 
    I stopped walking, feeling tears well up in my eyes. I’m going to have to let him go. 
 
    I didn’t expect it to hit me so hard. I felt a hand close around my arm and I turned to find Clark behind me. I hastily wiped at my eyes.  
 
    “Persephone, I’m sorry. I should have told you, I just didn’t want to say anything until I knew for sure. It doesn’t change things for us. I still want to be with you.” 
 
    “It changes everything. Clark, it isn’t safe for you to stay with me. Please, just walk away now before you end up getting killed.” 
 
    “No, I’m not going anywhere. I want to be with you.” 
 
    “Well, you might not get the chance,” I blurted. 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “You’ve heard of the Fates?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Well, they still exist. They visited me in my cell and told me that I’m going to die.” 
 
    “What? How?” he said, looking alarmed. 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe it’s the God killer, or maybe I get hit by a bus, who knows. The point is in two months you won’t have to worry about me, but you will have to worry about your kid. So, please just go.” 
 
    He looked angry. “How long have you known about this?” 
 
    “A while.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” 
 
    “Because I thought I could fix it, or that they were wrong.” 
 
    He shook his head. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me.” 
 
    He stalked off. 
 
    Let him go. Better he’s angry and alive, than dead. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    When I returned home, I started cleaning up the breakfast things, trying to keep my mind off what had happened.  
 
    I was furiously scrubbing the counter top when Cerberus started to howl.  
 
    “Sorry, Cerberus. I forgot about you,” I said, opening the garage door. He slobbered all over me.  
 
    I let him out for a run, then I changed into my pyjamas and went to bed. I didn’t care what time it was, I was done with this day already. 
 
    With nothing to distract me, I brooded over what had happened with Clark. Things were supposed to be better now that I was out of prison, instead they were worse than ever. 
 
    Feeling the anger inside me build, I threw back the blanket and screamed, “Alright, you bitches! It’s time we talked. Get your asses down here.” 
 
    Nothing. Just a whine from Cerberus. 
 
    I got up and started pacing around my bedroom. “Come on! I can do this all night. You can’t just pop in whenever you want and give out death predictions and then leave. I’ve been through enough shit, I want to know how, and I want to know why!” 
 
    Letting out a frustrated groan, I sat on the end of the bed and put my head in my hands. Why the hell wouldn’t they answer me? 
 
    “Daughter of Demeter.” 
 
    I jerked my head up to find Clotho before me. By herself. That was new. 
 
    “What…?” 
 
    She shushed me. “I heard your plea. You must understand, we have no control over your destiny, we can only tell you what is to come.” 
 
    “But why? Why tell me at all?” 
 
    She cocked her head to the side. She looked like a little girl, but she was anything but. 
 
    “You don’t believe in fate, but you play a huge part in the future of this realm. Your death is necessary. We told you to give you time to say goodbye. To allow you time to seek out what makes you happy.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    She brought her fingers to her lips. “That I cannot say. Don’t run away. Spend your remaining time wisely. I must go.” 
 
    She vanished in a puff of smoke. Now I was even more confused. Telling me that the end was near was cruel.  
 
    It’s really true, isn’t it? My time is running out. 
 
    “Seek out what makes you happy,” I murmured. Very little did. Only two things, actually. Cerberus was one of them. 
 
    Throwing on some clothes, I headed for Clark’s house. He didn’t answer the door when I knocked, but his car was outside. I headed around the back to try the back door. It was unlocked.  
 
    Clark was lying on the couch, one arm over his eyes and a bottle of whiskey on the coffee table beside him. 
 
    “You should really lock your door,” I said. 
 
    He jumped, dropping his arm to glare at me. “I thought not answering the door would make it obvious that I don’t want to talk.” 
 
    “I tried to escape custody and I successfully broke out of a mental hospital; do you really think a regular door would stop me?” 
 
    He groaned and closed his eyes. “What do you want?” 
 
    “I spoke to the Fates again, well, one of them.” 
 
    “And what? Did they make a mistake?” 
 
    “No, apparently not. According to Clotho, my death is necessary. Whatever that means.” 
 
    “So why are you here?” 
 
    “Because after two thousand years, I have a few weeks left. I could hop on a plane and spend my remaining time in the Caribbean sun. But I don’t want to. I want to be here. With you.” 
 
    I waited for him to respond. He sat up and poured himself another drink. “So, what you’re saying is – you are definitely going to die. And you’ve decided to let me watch? Thanks for that.” 
 
    “That’s not what I mean,” I argued. 
 
    “I already had to live through one person I love dying, I’m not going through that again.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to respond, then my eyes landed on the photo of Paula on the mantle. She died suddenly, I knew what that was like. I couldn’t condemn him to that again. I was being selfish. 
 
    “I understand,” I said. I left the house and returned to my car.  
 
    My phone rang, it was Loki. “We think we have discovered his lair.” 
 
    I cleared my throat. “Great, give me the location.” 
 
    He reeled off an address and I hung up. I needed the distraction and kicking the God killer’s ass, sounded like just the thing. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    When Persephone left, I poured myself another drink. How could she do that? Knowing what she knew and not telling me? 
 
    I glanced at the picture of Paula on the mantle. If I had known that it was her last night, I would have done everything I could to protect her. I failed her. Now it was happening again.  
 
    Whatever was coming for Persephone, it wouldn’t be something as human as getting hit by a bus or slipping in the shower. Not with the kind of life she leads. It would be the God killer, or another demon, or something equally hard to kill. What could I do against something like that? Even before my arm injury, I was no match for them. 
 
    Frustrated, I lashed out at the bottle, knocking it onto the ground. It didn’t break, but some of the whiskey leaked out onto the rug. I picked it back up, no point in wasting it. 
 
    Two months. That was no time at all. I couldn’t do it. Maybe it made me a coward, but I couldn’t watch someone else die. It was too hard. 
 
    Cutting ties with her now wouldn’t make things any easier, I knew that, but it was too much to ask. 
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    “This is it? Are you serious?” I asked. We stood in front of an old, run down house that looked like it was ready to collapse in on itself. 
 
    “There was a mark on the map for here, a strong one. He could be using the house as a base,” Angrboda said. 
 
    I sighed, certain this was a dead end. “I really don’t think anyone would hide out here.” 
 
    “Then stay outside, we’re going in,” Loki said. He took out his sword and headed for the front door. 
 
    “That’s a bad idea,” I muttered, but made no move to stop him.  
 
    He stepped up on to the porch and immediately sank through the rotted wood. I supressed a laugh, he probably wouldn’t appreciate it.  
 
    Swearing, he tried to extract himself, managing to scramble back to the sidewalk.  
 
    “Told you,” I said. “If he’s in there, he didn’t go through the front door.” 
 
    Tyr checked out the basement window under the porch. It was smashed. 
 
    “He could maybe fit in here?” he said. 
 
    “Or a girl could,” I said. 
 
    Tyr leaned forward, trying to see inside, but the interior was dark. “Someone needs to go inside. None of us will fit,” he said, looking to me. 
 
    “I won’t fit either,” I argued. If someone is inside, I wasn’t going to drop into their lap, in a dark room with no exit. I’m not stupid. 
 
    “I have an idea,” Angrboda said. She returned to her car and came back holding a small cylinder. 
 
    “What is that?” I asked. 
 
    She smirked, pulled a pin from it and tossed it in through the broken window. I covered my ears, expecting it to explode, but instead, smoke started to pour out of the house. 
 
    “It’s a smoke bomb?”  
 
    Angraboda smiled. “Yes, very effective in driving out vermin.” 
 
    Damn, I’m sure she has some interesting stories to tell.   
 
    We waited, expecting someone to emerge, but no one came out. Or we just couldn’t see them.  
 
    “Check around the back,” Loki ordered. 
 
    Tyr and I headed to the back of the house. It led to a small wooded area. As we crossed the overgrown lawn, I saw something move in the trees. 
 
    “There!” I said, rushing forward with my knife at the ready.  
 
    I came to a halt when I saw that it was just a stag. “False alarm,” I said. 
 
    It looked like the same stag that had been outside my house, but it wasn’t likely. It would have had to come through town to get here. It stared at me, its brown eyes curious. 
 
    “Shoo!” I said. 
 
    It stayed where it was. Maybe it was brain damaged. 
 
    “It would make a fine meal,” Tyr said. 
 
    The stag immediately turned and galloped away. Guess it understood that. 
 
    “Anything?” Loki called. 
 
    “No. There’s nothing here.” 
 
    This was another waste of time. As I walked back across the lawn, something crunched under my foot. Kneeling down, I extracted a silver charm from the weeds. It was broken, but it looked like the top of the letter C. It could have been here for years, but I took it anyway. Maybe it belonged to the God killer. I wrecked my brain trying to think of anyone with the initial C. Apart from Clark. Maybe it was Carlisle? Nah, I’d never be that lucky, and he was too old.  
 
    We headed back to the car. The smoke was starting to disperse, but if someone saw it, they would probably call the fire department, thinking the house was on fire. We needed to be long gone if that happened. 
 
     “Where’s Tyr?” Angraboda asked. 
 
    I glanced back over my shoulder. He should have been right behind me.  
 
    “I’ll get him. He’s probably trying to catch that stag,” I said. 
 
    Jogging around the back of the house, he was still standing near the trees, his back to me.  
 
    “Hey, we’re going. Tyr!” 
 
    He turned slowly, and I could hear that he was making a strange gurgling noise. When he faced me it was obvious why. His throat had been slit. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I cried, rushing forward. 
 
    He dropped to his knees, clutching his throat. His eyes flicked toward the trees and I drew my weapon. 
 
    “Loki! Angraboda! He’s here!” I screamed. 
 
    A branch cracked to my left and I tensed. Where the fuck is he? I felt something rush past me and lashed out with my knife. It made contact and a drop of bright red blood appeared in mid-air. 
 
    Drawing back the knife, I slashed again but hit nothing this time. 
 
    “He’s invisible! I nicked him. Look for blood!” I yelled.  
 
    Loki and Angraboda stood shoulder to shoulder, blocking his root to the front of the house. I watched as they were knocked backwards.  
 
    Angraboda recovered faster and reached out to grab him. “I’ve got him!” she grunted. Her head whipped back, and she fell. He must have kicked her. 
 
    “Don’t lose him,” Loki said, racing out to the street. Angraboda followed. 
 
    I stayed with Tyr. He was holding on, just barely.  
 
    “We can get you to the hospital,” I said, but I knew it was too late. 
 
    He was mouthing something to me. Kill him. 
 
    “We will. We’ll get him. I’m so sorry,” I said. I didn’t know the man, but he was a warrior. He didn’t deserve to go out like this. Killed by a coward who had to make himself invisible to strike. It wasn’t fair. 
 
    I put my hand on Tyr’s arm, thinking of Hades, knowing that he died alone. “It’s going to be okay,” I whispered. 
 
    His eyes slowly closed and he stopped breathing. 
 
    I looked up to see Angraboda standing a few feet away, chest heaving. “We lost him,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, he’s gone.” 
 
    When I saw the pain and surprise on her face, I realized she was talking about the God killer. I moved aside as she dropped to Tyr’s side.  
 
    I pulled out my phone and sent a message to Clark. He should know. Tyr’s gone. The God killer got him.  
 
    He responded a few seconds later. Are you okay? 
 
    I’m fine. The God killer got away. 
 
    When Loki came back, he started swearing in what I assumed was Norwegian, kicking out at the fence in anger.  
 
    “We should move him before someone calls the cops,” I said. Another dead body and they would send me straight back to prison. This time for years. 
 
    Loki nodded. He lifted Tyr’s body, while Angraboda grabbed his legs. I offered to help but was told to back off. Instead, I opened the car door, so they could put him inside. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said to Loki.  
 
    “We need to take care of him. Give him a proper funeral. I suggest you go home and wait for our return. Tyr will be avenged.” 
 
    I nodded, watching as they drove away before hurrying to my own car. Before I got in, I quickly ran my hand over the back seat, to check that I was really alone. He had ignored me, but who knows what his master plan was.  
 
    I drove back to my house and went inside, locking the door behind me. I proceeded to check every conceivable space in case I wasn’t alone, even though I was sure Cerberus would go nuts if someone else was here. Once I was done, I sat on the couch, my knife on the table in front of me.  
 
    How did this day go so wrong? 
 
    There was a knock on the door. I grabbed the knife and stood up.  
 
    “Who’s there?” I called. 
 
    “It’s me,” Clark said. 
 
    I opened the door and quickly pulled him inside. “What are you doing here?” 
 
    “Hello to you too. I wanted to check on you, after what happened to Tyr.” 
 
    I could smell alcohol on his breath. “You shouldn’t have driven over here.” 
 
    “Relax, I was careful.” 
 
    “Well it’s kind of hard to relax when there’s an invisible killer on the loose. But hey, you don’t have to worry. He won’t get the chance to kill you, because you’ll do it yourself by wrapping yourself around a tree,” I snapped. 
 
    “I’m sorry, okay. I didn’t come here to fight.” 
 
    “Then why did you come here?” I moved to the kitchen and grabbed a beer for myself. Clark trailed behind me. 
 
    “Well, I figure that with supernatural killers and potential trees trying to kill us, neither one of us may out live the other.” 
 
    I took a sip of beer. “What are you talking about?” 
 
    “I’m saying we should stop wasting time fighting. None of us know when the end is, and we should just…be together.” 
 
    “Is that the whiskey talking?” 
 
    “No. I mean it. Can we move past this?” 
 
    I set my beer down on the counter. “What about Jenni?” 
 
    He sighed. “I told you, nothing is going on between us.” 
 
    “I know that. I’m talking about the baby. I don’t want to take you away from your kid.” 
 
    He slumped against the counter. “I’ll support Jenni. But I can’t walk away from this fight.” 
 
    “Promise me you’ll be careful. That you won’t do anything stupid. Anymore.” 
 
    He smiled at me. “I’ll try.” 
 
    He pulled me against him and kissed me.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Loki 
 
      
 
    Tyr deserved to be buried as a warrior. Angraboda and I traveled out of town to a nearby lake. In times past, the Norse were sent off in their boats, but times had changed.  
 
    While Angraboda prepared the body by the lake side, I collected wood to fashion a raft. The humans wouldn’t appreciate our old customs, but screw them. We were doing this our way. 
 
    The lake was deserted anyway. It took time to build the raft and while I did, I thought of Tyr and all the battles we had faced together. Many years ago, we were enemies. In my youth, I had upset most of my family at one time or another and he was no different. It was only 400 years ago that we became true brothers.  
 
    The battle of Jorvik. It was fierce battle in which we were overrun by demonic hordes. They decimated our ranks, but Tyr managed to take the high ground. He killed hundreds of the vile creatures, cutting through them with his sword. Then he was caught by surprise, poisoned by one of the demons’ claws. I found him on the battlefield. I could have walked away, but instead I got him to safety and cleansed the wound. He said that he owed me a debt, but I never collected.  
 
    “The body is ready,” Angraboda called. 
 
    She had wrapped him in cloths and placed his sword in his chest.  
 
    Together we loaded the body onto the raft. When it was ready, Angraboda retrieved her bow, lighting a flaming arrow. 
 
    “Go in peace, brother. May you find rest in Valhalla once more,” I said. I pushed the raft out onto the lake. When it was far enough out, Angraboda fired the arrow, lighting the raft on fire. 
 
    We stood in silence, watching the flames take hold.  
 
    Angraboda began to sing a hymn, tears flowing down her cheeks. We stood vigil until the raft sank below the water. 
 
    When it was gone, we set up camp for the night. 
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    I awoke to a thump on the front door, the next morning. It was just after 6am, who the hell was outside?  
 
    Extracting myself from Clark’s arms, I pulled on my robe, grabbed my knife and headed for the door. I looked through the peephole, but there was no one there. Or at least no one I could see. 
 
    Pressing my ear to the door, I listened for any sound. Cerberus was quiet. Maybe an animal hit the door? A bird, maybe? It could have flown into it. 
 
    Heart thumping in my chest, I eased the door open and looked out. Lying on the welcome mat was a small parcel, wrapped in brown paper. 
 
    I grabbed it and quickly closed the door. The parcel had my name on it, but no return address. It was small, I wondered what could be inside. A bomb? I pushed that thought out of my head. That was just stupid. 
 
    I ripped open the paper to find a small wooden box underneath. I opened it and inside I found a hand carved wooden bird. I recognized it instantly. It was from the Underworld, Hades made it for the baby. Who would send me this? 
 
    Clark came downstairs. “What’s wrong?” he asked. 
 
    “Someone left me a parcel. This was inside,” I said, holding up the bird. 
 
    He looked confused. “Okay, does it mean something?” 
 
    “Yeah, it was…mine. From my days as a Goddess.” 
 
    Clark lifted the box and turned it over. A card fell out. I snatched it off the table. Written on it was: A memento from home. Come meet me, Mrs. D.  
 
    “Who is Mrs. D?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Her name was on some of the files that Harris had, but I’ve never met her. It was one of the addresses on the map too.” Now I remembered where I had seen it, in a file at Harris’ shop. Which meant that they God killer had been there too. 
 
    “So, this is probably a trap?”  
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe. But that doesn’t explain how she has this. It came from the Underworld. Only someone who had been there could take it.” 
 
    “So, we load up. Get Loki and Angraboda and check it out.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, they are mourning Tyr. We should let them be, at least for today.” 
 
    “You’re not going alone,” Clark said. 
 
    “I’m not going. Whatever this is, it can wait until we catch the God killer.” 
 
    Clark nodded. “Okay. Do you have any aspirin?” 
 
    “In the drawer,” I said, turning the bird over in my hands. I knew the address, I could sneak out and go see her. The truth was, I didn’t think it was a trap. There were easier ways to kill me, the God killer could just walk right in and I wouldn’t be able to see him.  
 
    “I think I’m going to head into town, ask around and see if anyone has seen anything suspicious.” 
 
    “I’ll come with you,” Clark said. 
 
    “Why don’t you stay here and relax for a while? Have a bath or get some more sleep? You were tossing and turning all night.” 
 
    “I’m fine,” he muttered. 
 
    “Clark, you’re not going to be any good to me exhausted.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “You weren’t complaining last night.” 
 
    “That’s not what I mean and you know it.” I got up and put my arms around him. “Please, just take it easy.” 
 
    He sighed. “I’ll take a shower and make myself some breakfast. I have to go and speak to the Sheriff anyway. I can meet you for lunch?” 
 
    I nodded. “Sure. Text me.” 
 
    “You don’t have a phone,” he reminded me.  
 
    “Oh, yeah. Well, I’ll grab one while I’m out and send you the number.” 
 
    Hurrying upstairs, I threw on some clothes and left before Clark could change his mind. I needed to see this woman and I needed to do it by myself. I brought the bird with me. 
 
    I stopped at the general store to pick up a burner phone, it would do for now. I sent Clark the number before heading out to the house. 
 
    The drive out would take a while, I hoped I would be back in time for lunch. I could always lie and say I was held up at the store. I hadn’t told Clark about my run in with Gavin yet. He would cool off eventually. If I needed back in the store, I could always wait until it was closed, or hell, maybe I could bribe Gavin to give up the whole Harris was murdered thing. He was a student, he probably had a lot of debt.  
 
    As I was crossing the bridge to enter * where Mrs. D. lived, I was rammed from behind. The car skidded and left the road, crashing through the side of the bridge and down fifteen feet, to the ravine below.  
 
    The airbag saved me, but the car was tipped forward, wedged in the ravine.  
 
    “Fuck!”  
 
    Who the hell ran me off the road? The God killer? Did he just give up on weapons and decide to use a car? 
 
    Need to get out, I thought. I pushed the door, but the way the car was wedged, it was blocked. I opened the window instead.  
 
    As I tried to pull myself free, I cried out in pain. My right leg was trapped. I felt around for my phone, but it must have fallen under the seat. I was trapped. 
 
    “HELP!” I yelled. 
 
    I tried to pull my leg free, part of the car was damaged, my foot was wedged under the pedal. As I was tugging on it, I caught sight of movement to my right. I looked up in time to see the girl from the woods. She stared at me for a second, before reaching in through the window and snatching the bird. 
 
    “Hey! Give that back,” I snapped. I didn’t care if she was the God killer, she wasn’t going to steal that. 
 
    She raced off into the trees, clutching her prize.  
 
    “Who the hell are you?” I muttered.  
 
    I wrestled my leg free, then climbed out through the window. I managed to get onto the bank and stood up. My ankle hurt, but I could walk on it. 
 
    “Where are you? Come out!” I yelled. 
 
    There was no sign of her. I could go after her, or I could head for Mrs. D’s house. I knew what I wanted to do, but I forced myself to walk back to the road and head for the house, cursing her every step of the way. 
 
    She didn’t seem dangerous, just feral. Maybe she was, she could be some girl who lived in the woods. Maybe she had nothing to do with the God killer at all. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, I reached the house. It was a small two-story house with a huge garden. I could see dozens of different plants growing in it.  
 
    Stepping up onto the porch, I knocked on the door.  
 
    “Hello? Mrs. D? You wanted to meet me?” I called.  
 
    There was no answer. 
 
    I was about to head back to the road, maybe flag down a car, when a woman stepped around the side of the porch. She was dressed in jeans and flannel shirt, wearing a pair of gardening gloves. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t hear the…” she started. 
 
    I stared at her face. The eyes, the hair, a face I never thought I would see again. 
 
    “Mom?”  
 
    My knees buckled and I collapsed. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I woke up when someone pressed a cold flannel to my head. Jerking awake, I scrabbled away. 
 
    “Just relax. You’re safe,” a voice said. A very familiar voice. 
 
    “No, this isn’t happening.” I closed my eyes. “You’re dead.” 
 
    “Persephone, I’m sorry, I…” 
 
    I opened my eyes and stared at the woman who had given me life. She was here. She was really here.  
 
    I reached out a hand, to touch her, just to make sure.  
 
    “How is this possible?” I whispered. 
 
    She smiled sadly. “Anything is possible in this world. You know that.” 
 
    “You sent me the bird?” 
 
    She swore under her breath, glancing toward the door. Finally, she nodded. “Yes, I’ve been holding on to it for a long time.” 
 
    I got up from her couch and walked around the room. “Wait a minute. You were supplying Harris with Greek artefacts? You know he was a demon?” 
 
    She got to her feet. “I knew, but he also had his ear to the ground. He knew things, so I paid him in artefacts.” 
 
    I couldn’t get my head around this. All this time I thought I was alone. That no one was left and my mother was only a few miles away?  
 
    “Wait, you’re not exactly shocked by this. You knew that I was alive.” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, I’ve always known.” 
 
    Anger filled me. “You’ve known I was alive for two thousand years and you never told me! You left me alone! How could you?” 
 
    She raised her hands. “Please, Persephone, calm down.” 
 
    “Calm down? Do you have any idea what I’ve been through? What I had to endure? How could you do this to me?” 
 
    “Because shockingly, Persephone, it isn’t always about you!” she snapped. 
 
    My mouth dropped open. How could she say that? She was the one who sent me the bird. Why bother at all if she didn’t want to see me? I couldn’t do this, I had to get out of this house. Turning, I grabbed the front door handle and tugged on it. The door wouldn’t open. 
 
    “It’s locked,” Mother said. 
 
    “I know that!” I snapped back. I fumbled with the deadbolt, but I couldn’t get it to work. My eyes filled with tears and I couldn’t see straight. 
 
    Finally, I sank to the floor and sobbed. A moment later, Mother crouched beside me. 
 
    “Oh, my baby. I’m so sorry. I never meant to hurt you. I didn’t have a choice.” 
 
    She wrapped her arms around me and I sank into them. “I missed you so much,” I sobbed. 
 
    “I missed you too. Every minute of every day. I kept tabs on you. I always made sure that you were okay, but I wasn’t allowed to contact you.” 
 
    “I don’t understand. Why not?” 
 
    “Zeus gave me orders, right before the God killer attacked. He taught me spells to hide myself. I can’t tell you why, but it was necessary. It was the only way.” 
 
    What the hell was she talking about? What could be so important that she would abandon her own daughter? 
 
    “There is a new God killer,” I said. 
 
    Her eyes widened. “I was afraid that it would happen again. When Hera made the first one…” 
 
    “You knew about that?” 
 
    “Only what Zeus told me. He knew that they would all fall, although he didn’t tell me the whole story. He said that you would be safe in the Underworld, that he couldn’t enter there. That was the only reason I agreed to the plan. If there is another one, we need to stop him.” 
 
    “We’re trying. The Norse Gods are here. The God killer already killed one of them. We didn’t know he could turn invisible.” 
 
    She helped me to my feet. “He can do much more than that. This is bad.” 
 
    “We can think of a way together,” I said. 
 
    “No. You need to leave, Persephone.” 
 
    She opened the door.  
 
    “What? Why?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m sorry. I can’t have the God killer finding me before I finish my task. You must go. Please.” 
 
    I walked out of the house, feeling awful. Why was she being so cruel? In a daze, I walked back to the road. Then I realized I didn’t have my car.  
 
    Walking by the side of the road, I had to hitchhike home.  
 
    My mother is alive. 
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    A truck driver dropped me off in the center of town. He tried talking to me on the drive, but finally gave up. I didn’t want to talk, I could barely function right now. 
 
     As I climbed out of the truck, I saw Clark and Jenni outside the diner. They seemed to be having a heated argument. 
 
    I walked toward them, still trying to process everything. Jenni glanced my way, then she grabbed Clark and kissed him. He quickly pushed her away. 
 
    I was too numb to feel anything and the smirk she gave me before she walked off, told me that it was all for show. What the hell was her deal? 
 
    “Persephone, that was not what it looked like,” Clark said.  
 
    “I don’t care,” I muttered. I left him there and walked home in a daze. 
 
    Once inside the house, I lay down on the couch and closed my eyes.  
 
    “This is all a bad dream,” I muttered. “I’ll wake up and this will all be a bad dream.” 
 
    I pressed my face into a pillow and let out a scream.  
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago 
 
      
 
    Sitting down to dinner, I stared at our meagre meal of bread and weak soup and sighed. There had to be more than this? We toiled on the farm all year, but barely had enough food to feed ourselves. 
 
    Mother sat opposite me, eating her soup with a serene smile on her face. 
 
    “What is wrong?” she asked, noticing that I wasn’t eating. 
 
    “I’m sick of soup and bread,” I said. “There must be something better than this.” 
 
    “Enough!” Mother snapped. “We are very fortunate to have this meal. The Gods have smiled on us.” 
 
    I laughed bitterly. “The Gods do not care for the likes of us. We are just wretched creatures to them.” 
 
    “Bite your tongue. We must be grateful for all that we have. Would you rather starve?” 
 
    I lifted some of the soup and let it slide off the spoon. “I doubt it would be much worse than this.” 
 
    Mother slammed her hand onto the table. “You ungrateful brat. Do you realize that you could have been sold into slavery? Or made to marry some horrible man? Is that what you want? I have worked my fingers to the bone to provide for you, to keep you from a life like that.” 
 
    I bowed my head. “I know you have mother. I did not mean to insult you. I just wish that we did not have to struggle like this.” 
 
    “You get out of life what you put into it. If you want more, if you think you can do better, than do it. But you will do it with hard work, not by wishing it.” 
 
    I felt my cheeks redden. I was being ungrateful. It wasn’t just my own life that I wished to improve though, it was hers too. I hated that she had to get up before dawn to work the farm, that it had left her so bent and broken. I cursed my father, whoever he was, for dying and leaving her to do this herself. She rarely spoke about him, but any time I would mention him, she would get this far away look in her eyes.  
 
    “I’m sorry, Mother. I spoke out of turn. I am grateful for the food.” 
 
    To prove it, I lifted the spoon to my lips and took a sip. It tasted mostly of water, but I ate it all.  
 
    Mother’s face softened, she reached across the table and took my hand. “Life will get better, daughter. You will see. Change is coming, one day soon, you won’t recognize your life.” 
 
    I smiled. “I’m sure that is true, Mother.” 
 
    I didn’t know how right she was. Only a few weeks later, I met Hades. And that life was nothing more than a distant memory. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    Jenni is out of her fricking mind. Why the hell did she kiss me? What possessed her? She wasn’t interested in a relationship with me and I certainly wasn’t interested in her. I caught the look she gave Persephone. Was she jealous of her?  
 
    I spotted her outside the diner as I was heading to the Sheriff’s office. I wanted to talk to her about the baby and why she hadn’t told me about it being mine, but she was acting strangely. Cold and angry.  
 
    I tried to put it out of my mind as I headed for the Sheriff’s office. I had a meeting with him, then I would go after Persephone and explain things to her.  
 
    Sheriff Hanson was waiting in his office and he wasn’t alone. He had two feds with him, their suits were a dead giveaway. A man and a woman. 
 
    “Dan, glad you could make it. This is Agent Berry and Agent Foster,” Hanson said. 
 
    I nodded at them.  
 
    “Sheriff Hanson tells us that you were working on the headless body case,” the woman, Agent Foster, said. 
 
    “Yes, that was before I was shot. I haven’t been working on it for a few weeks,” I said. 
 
    The woman nodded. “Any insights?” 
 
    “I, uh, what do you mean?” I asked. Why did I suddenly feel like a kid in the principal’s office? 
 
    “Did you learn anything new?” she clarified. 
 
    “Oh. No, not really. It was an animal attack, wasn’t it?” I said, glancing at Hanson. His face was a mask. I could tell he didn’t want them here, but he didn’t have a choice. 
 
    “If you have any information, we would appreciate it if you would hand it over to us. We will be working on the case from now on,” Agent Foster said. 
 
    “I don’t have any other information,” I said, but it was obvious she thought I was hiding something. I was hiding a lot, but I couldn’t risk her finding out. If they found out about Persephone, they would probably turn her into a lab rat. 
 
    Agent Foster gave me a tight smile. “Thank you for your cooperation.” 
 
    She was dismissing me. Annoyed, I left the office. I would speak to the Sheriff myself later.  
 
    As I was walking back to my car, I spotted Jenni inside the diner. She was laughing with a customer. I still didn’t understand why she didn’t tell me about the baby sooner. The other guy, Liam Worth, he lived in town. He was a delivery driver and he worked at a meat packing plant too. I admit I did a check on him. As harsh as it sounded, I wondered if Jenni was lying. What if she told Liam about the baby and he bailed? Maybe she was scared of being alone, of raising the kid herself. 
 
    The meat packing plant was a few miles outside of town, maybe I could speak to him. See what he had to say. I felt bad for going behind Jenni’s back, but I needed to know the truth. And yes, part of me was desperately hoping that he was the father. I was facing potential death by God killer, I really didn’t need a kid to complicate things. If it was mine, I would step up, but I needed to be sure. 
 
    I drove to the meat packing plant. The manager was in his office and he met with me. 
 
    “Hi, I was wondering if I could have a word with Liam Worth. It won’t take long,” I said. 
 
    “Liam? He hasn’t been in for a while. I thought he was sick, but he hasn’t called,” the manager said. “Hey, you’re a deputy, aren’t you?” 
 
    I nodded. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Is he in trouble?” he asked. 
 
    “No, I just need to speak to him about something private.” 
 
    “Well, he lives down on Oak Street. It’s the apartment with the blue door. If you see him, tell him to come and collect his crap, will ya?” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    It felt weird showing up at the guy’s house, but it looked like it was the only way to talk to him. I wondered why he hadn’t shown up for work. Maybe he skipped town in case he had to pay child support. He wouldn’t be the first guy to do that. 
 
    I found the apartment easy enough. His neighbor, an older woman with dreadlocks, was sitting outside, listening to a radio. She watched me as I approached the apartment. When I knocked, she said, “He isn’t home.” 
 
    “Oh. Do you know where he is?” 
 
    She shrugged. “Haven’t seen him for days. He had a big fight with the girlfriend, there was screaming and all sorts. She stormed out. Haven’t seen him since.” 
 
    So Jenni had been here. I noticed the papers building up on his doorstep. He must have skipped town. 
 
    As I was walking away, the woman said, “Strange though.” 
 
    “What is?” I asked, turning back to look at her. 
 
    “His truck is still here.” 
 
    I glanced down at the road and sure enough there was a black pick up parked there.  
 
    “He could have taken a cab,” I murmured, more to myself than the woman, but she heard me anyway. 
 
    “Maybe. But the way that guy was always out washing and waxing that thing? I doubt he would have left it behind.” 
 
    I had a bad feeling. Returning to the door, I knocked again, loudly.  
 
    “Liam Worth! Open up, this is the police,” I called. 
 
    “You’re a cop?” the woman said. She grabbed her radio and hurried indoors.  
 
    Did I really have probable cause? No one saw him leave, he didn’t call work and his truck was still here. He could have fallen and hit his head. Or something else. I didn’t know for sure, but I just knew that something was wrong.  
 
    I kicked the door in. The second I stepped over the threshold, I could smell it. Someone or something had definitely died in here.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered.  
 
    Pulling my phone from my pocket, I called the Sheriff. I told him the address and to send a unit. I was going to get seriously reprimanded for this, but it was too late now. 
 
    “Hello?” I called. “Bedford PD.” 
 
    His living room was a mess, with broken furniture and glass littering the carpet. How bad a fight did they get in? Jenni didn’t appear to have any injuries, none that I could see anyway. 
 
    I moved carefully through the apartment, trying not to disturb the crime scene. I found Liam in the bathroom. His body lay in the bath, already decomposing. Considering he was fully clothed, it was obvious he hadn’t simply slipped in the tub. 
 
    I covered my nose against the smell. This wasn’t good. I couldn’t believe that Jenni had anything to do with this, but the neighbor did say they were arguing. There were scratches on his face and I could see stab wound on his chest. He was murdered. 
 
    Did Jenni tell him about the baby and when he said he wasn’t interested, she stabbed him? That was insane. It was Jenni. She was a couple of years behind me in high school, she was always nice to everyone. I couldn’t believe that beneath all that lay a killer.  
 
    Says the guy who has an ex-goddess for a girlfriend. Anything was possible. 
 
    I headed outside to wait for the cops. I wanted to call Jenni, to ask her what the hell was going on, but I couldn’t. If she was a killer, that would only alert her. I was starting to think that I didn’t know anyone anymore. 
 
    Sheriff Hanson arrived about fifteen minutes later. “Well?”  
 
    “Body is in the tub. Liam Worth. Looks like he has been there a while.” 
 
    Hanson went in and took a look for himself. When he returned, he said, “I’ll call the coroner. Is this…?”  
 
    “Another weird one? Doesn’t look like it.” 
 
    “Any particular reason that you are here?” 
 
    I sighed. “I came looking for him, to talk about…a private matter. The neighbor said she hadn’t seen him for days, but his truck was still here. He missed work too.” 
 
     “And this made you suspicious enough to kick the door in?” 
 
    “I just had a gut feeling that something was wrong.” 
 
    Hanson stared at me. “You know there’s going to be questions about this. You’re not even on active duty.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    “Drive back to the station and wait for me. I’ll be back shortly. And if you see those feds, keep your mouth shut.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Agent Foster 
 
      
 
    “So, what do you make of this Clark guy?” Agent Berry asked, as we waited in line for our morning coffee. 
 
    “He’s hiding something. The Sheriff too,” I replied. 
 
    We reached the front of the line and I ordered two large lattes and a blueberry muffin for myself. I had skipped breakfast. Again. 
 
    We were getting some looks from the locals, which I tried to ignore. They were useful for gossip, but little else.  
 
    The woman who served us, Jenni, kept staring at me.  
 
    “Are you guys cops?” she asked. 
 
    “FBI,” I replied, lifting my latte. 
 
    “Why are you here?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s our business,” I said coolly. I took my drink to a table, and Berry followed with his. 
 
    “What’s our next move?” he asked. 
 
    “Smith. I want to know more about her.” 
 
    “What do you think she’s into? Drugs? Human trafficking?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but you don’t have the kind of money she does without doing something illegal.” 
 
    “Are you guys after Persephone?” the waitress asked. 
 
    I sighed. Seriously, what was this woman’s deal?  
 
    She pulled up a chair. “I can tell you things about her.” 
 
    She suddenly had my attention. “Like what?” 
 
    “She’s a total psycho. She escaped from a mental hospital.” 
 
    “We know that,” Berry said. 
 
    “She was screaming all this crap about how she’s a Goddess or something. If you ask me though, I don’t think she’s even human.” 
 
    “What would make you say that?” I asked. 
 
    “I’ve seen her walking around town. Some days she has cuts and bruises and the next day they’re completely gone. Plus, she has that huge freaky looking dog.” 
 
    Now I was losing interest again. “Well, thank you for the information,” I said. 
 
    “I hope you guys arrest her soon. I know I’ll feel safer when she’s gone.” 
 
    The woman shuddered and then got up from her seat.  
 
    If she hadn’t taken so much pleasure in her little performance just now, I’d almost believe her. Almost. 
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    Loki 
 
      
 
    Our mourning time had come to an end. We gave Tyr the traditional send off, then we drank into the small hours. Now it was time for vengeance. 
 
    With Tyr gone, we were weakened, but the anger I felt right now, I would rip that God killing bastard apart with my bare hands. 
 
    Angraboda had barely said a word since we got up. She and Tyr were once lovers, a long time ago. He was our brother in arms, family. He didn’t deserve to be struck down in the cowardly way he was. He should have died in battle. 
 
    “We will get Persephone, then we will search every inch of this town until we find him.” 
 
    “She is of no use to us. We need strength,” Angraboda said. 
 
    “If nothing else, she can serve as a distraction while we get the upper hand. It would be better to have her fighting with us. Besides, you remember all the tales about her. Don’t you?” 
 
    Angraboda gave a humorless laugh. “She would have been better as the Goddess of Warfare, than the Goddess of the Spring. She had that husband of hers under her thumb.” 
 
    “She can channel some of that destructive spirit into helping us.” 
 
    We arrived at her house. Her car wasn’t outside, I wondered if she was home.  
 
    I knocked on the door.  
 
    “Persephone,” I bellowed.  
 
    Finally, the door opened. She looked terrible. Make up streaked her face and she had clearly been crying.  
 
    “What’s happened?” I asked, wondering if the cop had been killed in our absence. 
 
    “Nothing. What do you want?” 
 
    “We need to find the God killer.” 
 
    “Okay, you go do that then.” She tried to close the door, but I stopped her.  
 
    “We need your help,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not in the mood. Leave me alone.” She forced the door shut. 
 
    I punched the door with my fist. Bitch. Fine, we would do this without her.  
 
    “We’re on our own,” I said to Angraboda. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I lay on the couch after Loki left, staring at the ceiling, lamenting about my mother. The woman who was content to spend eternity without me, even when I broke all the rules so that she could stay alive. All on Zeus’s say so. There was nothing I could think of, that would be so important, that it meant abandoning me. It wasn’t like I wanted to be eternal roommates, for God’s sake. Just knowing that she was out there would have been enough.  
 
    Selling artefacts to a demon? It was insane. She must have returned and taken stuff with her. Sentimental enough to keep items from the past, not sentimental enough to contact me. 
 
    I got up. I wanted to see what she had sent to Harris. I needed to see those records. She didn’t want to talk to me, I needed to know more about her, about what she had been doing over the last few years. 
 
    As I stepped outside, I remembered that I didn’t have a car. And my phone was gone too.  
 
    “Shit,” I muttered. I went back inside and lifted the house phone. I put a call through to one of my guys. 
 
    “Yeah, it’s me. I need a new car and a new cell phone delivered to my house. Right away.” 
 
    “Miss Smith, this isn’t a pizza delivery. We can’t do this in 30 minutes or less.” The guy chuckled at his own wit. 
 
    “There’s a $5000 bonus in it for you if you get here within the hour.” 
 
    He stopped laughing. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    Forty-nine minutes later, a new Range Rover was delivered to the house along with a new phone. I filled out the paperwork, eager to get to the store. I could have walked there and back by now, but I really needed a car. If an invisible psychopath was out there, I wanted the protection of a car.  
 
    I drove to the store, parking in an empty lot just up the street as there were no spaces outside. I hurried along the street, wary of an attack.  
 
    When I got inside, Gavin came rushing out from behind the shelves.  
 
    “No! Get out!” 
 
    “Piss off, Gavin,” I snapped.  
 
    I went to the back and wrenched open the filing cabinet. Flipping through the files to D, I found the file for her and pulled it out. 
 
    “I’ll call the cops again,” Gavin said. 
 
    “Do what you want,” I muttered. 
 
    I opened the file on the table. There was a list of inventory that she had sent to Harris. I stared at the information, minimal as it was, hoping that it could somehow shed some light on her. 
 
    I noticed that Gavin had fallen silent. He must have gone to the police station again. I really couldn’t deal with Carlisle right now. I would take the file home.  
 
    As I stepped out of the back, I realised how eerily quiet the store was. Even though it was empty, I could feel someone watching me. Was the God killer here? I walked slowly toward the door, searching for any disturbance, any sign that I wasn’t alone.  
 
    Something black flew at my face and I shrieked, throwing my hands up to protect my face. There was a fluttering of wings and a bird cawed loudly. I dropped my hands to find a crow flying around the room, looking distressed. 
 
    “Stupid bird,” I snapped. 
 
    It must have flown in when Gavin left the store. Or he had a strange idea on what to keep as a pet. I wrenched open the door and chased it back outside.             
 
    Retrieving my file from the floor where I had dropped it, I left the store and started walking back toward my car. I still had the feeling that I was being watched. Hopefully I was just being paranoid.  
 
    As I cut across the empty parking lot, I was hit in the head from behind. I saw the ground rushing toward my face, before I blacked out. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Urgh,” I groaned as I came to. I was lying on my back, on the floor of a bathroom. My hands were tied, as were my feet. 
 
    “Hello?” I called. I tried to sit up, but the pounding in my head made me lie back down. What was I hit with? A brick? 
 
    The door opened and the last person in the world I expected, walked in. 
 
    “Jenni? What the hell is going on?” 
 
    She was wearing her uniform from the diner and she looked crazy. There were dark circles under her eyes and she was pale. 
 
    “About time you woke up. I was worried I hit you too hard. Can’t have you dying too quickly.” 
 
    “Is this about…Clark?” 
 
    She gave a shrill laugh. “Yeah, right! All of this is over a backwards beat cop with the personality of a rock. Please!” 
 
    A horrible thought came to mind. “Oh, God. Are you the God killer?” 
 
    She crouched down beside me. “No. I’m something much worse.” 
 
    She stood up, catching sight of her reflection in the mirror over the sink, she fixed her hair. 
 
    “What do you think of my new body? Are you into chicks?” she asked. 
 
    “New body? What are you…?” Then it hit me. “Oh shit. Chamos?” 
 
    Jenni grinned at me. “Ta-da! Thought you’d gotten rid of me, didn’t you?” 
 
    This couldn’t be happening. Not him, not on top of everything else that was going on. 
 
    “You were so desperate that you took over a pregnant woman’s body?” 
 
    She/he stared down at me. “It wasn’t my first choice, but I didn’t have a lot of options. Poor little Jenni, she was so distraught, it was easy to take her.” 
 
    “Distraught about what?” 
 
    “She told the father about the baby and he rejected her. I found her alone in her room. Crying.” 
 
    “So, the baby isn’t Clark’s,” I said. 
 
    “No, but it was so funny seeing the look on his face when he thought it was.” 
 
    “Let her go.”  
 
    “Why would I…?” Chamos stopped talking, his face went blank for a moment. “What’s going on?”  
 
    “Jenni? Jenni, is that you?” I asked. 
 
    She looked confused. “How did I get here?” 
 
    “I’ll explain everything, but Jenni you need to untie me. Hurry.” 
 
    She looked at my outstretched hands. “Persephone?” 
 
    “Yes, please, untie me. I’ll take you to a doctor.” 
 
    “It’s your fault. All of this. You’re the reason I’m alone,” she said. 
 
    “I don’t quite know how you reached that conclusion, but untie me and we can talk about it,” I said. 
 
    “No. You took Dan away. He could have been a father to my baby, but instead he runs after you. Why? You treat him like dirt. You don’t even call him by his proper name. If you aren’t here, then he will come back to me.” 
 
    “Jenni, you’re talking crazy. He isn’t the father. The delivery guy is? Right?” 
 
    “He’s dead,” she mumbled. 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    “It doesn’t matter. I won’t let you take Dan away from me.” She slammed the door, leaving me alone. It looked like Chamos had done more than possess her, he had convinced her to hate me.  
 
    I needed to find a way out of here. Fast. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    12 
 
      
 
    Chamos/Jenni came back for me a while later. Ignoring my protests and struggling, she grabbed my feet and dragged me out of the bathroom, down the hall to the living room.  
 
    “Don’t do this Jenni. You don’t want to kill me.” 
 
    “Jenni’s gone back to sleep. For now,” Chamos said. 
 
    “Why is she even conscious at all?” I asked. I thought that when he took someone over, it was, you know, permanent. 
 
    “Well, after you blew my head off with a shotgun, I had to find a body fast. I went back for the Apple, but by the time I found it, it was badly decayed. Most of the power had already faded. Now, I seem to have trouble keeping hold of her. It doesn’t matter, I’ve convinced her that you are a threat, she won’t help you.” 
 
    “Let her go. She’s no use to you, especially if you can’t take control. Find someone else to possess.” 
 
    “Don’t you think I’ve thought of that!” he snapped. “I can’t possess anyone else. Not without more power and I used it all trying to control this bitch. I won’t go back to spirit form, I don’t care what I have to do, I will keep a hold of this body for as long as I can.” 
 
    “She’s a mortal. You’ll have to leave eventually.” 
 
    “Not until I’ve at least tortured you to death for everything you did to me. I’m going to make that last for as long as possible.” 
 
    I had no doubt about that. I needed to try and get through to Jenni, she was my only way out of this.  
 
    “Jenni? Can you hear me? You need to fight him. Don’t let him do this,” I said. 
 
    Chamos dragged me upright and shoved me onto a chair. I twisted my arms, trying to get free of the ropes.  
 
    Chamos left the room and returned with a knife and a screwdriver.  
 
    “Which one should I start with?” he mused. 
 
    “It’s not going to change anything,” I said.  
 
    “It will make me feel better,” he said.  
 
    “Please, I’ll help you to find a different body. I’m sure there is some way for you to get what you want.” 
 
    He held the screwdriver to my face. “What I want, is to take you apart. Try not to pass out on me.” 
 
    He shoved a rag into my mouth and dragged the screwdriver down my cheek. I whimpered in pain, feeling blood drip down my neck.  
 
    “What do you think would happen if I removed one of your eyes?” he said. 
 
    I twisted away from him, but he pinned me in place. “Nah, on second thought, I want you to see everything I do to you.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    I caught up with Loki and Angraboda after I gave my statement at the station. They had a new lead and I went with them.  
 
    We arrived at a house. I had no idea who lived here, and I couldn’t look it up since I wasn’t allowed access to the server now that I was off active duty. It was a nice enough house in a decent neighborhood. I wasn’t getting a murder-y vibe off it. 
 
    Loki and Angraboda were ready to break down the door, but I convinced them to at least try knocking first. I couldn’t be caught breaking into two houses in one day. 
 
    No one seemed to be home. I took a look through the window. It looked like a normal home. Nothing was out of place. I was going to suggest that we try again later, when Angraboda called for us from the back of the house. We headed back to find that she had broken the lock on the back door. 
 
    “You can’t go in there. We don’t know who lives here,” I argued. I was ignored of course. They clomped inside, and I followed them. I just hoped there were no nasty surprises waiting for me in this house. 
 
    “Try not to break anything,” I said. 
 
    The house was tidy, nothing was out of place. I didn’t see many photos around the place. The only one, was of a middle aged couple and a young boy of about ten. None of them looked familiar. 
 
    Loki came back downstairs. “No one is here.” 
 
    “Then we should probably go,” I said. 
 
    “No, we should wait. He has to come home sometime. The mark on the map was particularly strong here.” 
 
    “Right, so we wait here for someone to walk in. How do you think that will go down? Do you want to end up in jail?” I said. 
 
    Loki opened his mouth to argue.  
 
    “If you want to wait, then do it in the car,” I said. 
 
    As we were heading out, I bumped into a table and knocked some letters onto the floor. I bent to pick them up. When I saw the name on one of them, I froze. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” Angraboda asked. 
 
    “I know who the God killer is.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    We drove back to town at least twenty miles above the speed limit. I needed to find Persephone and tell her that we knew who the God killer was. It seemed somewhat obvious now.  
 
    Where was she? We had swung by her house, but it was empty. She had to be in town somewhere.  
 
    If the God killer wasn’t at home, then there was only one obvious place that he could be.  
 
    Loki screeched to a halt and we all got out of the car. As we approached the building, I heard a scream. I turned to see Persephone stagger out into the road, covered in blood. 
 
    Oh God, he got her. 
 
    I rushed toward her, catching her as she fell.  
 
    “What the hell happened?” I cried. Her face was cut and so were her arms and her neck.  
 
    Loki and Angraboda stood on either side of us, weapons ready.  
 
    “Where is he?” I asked. 
 
    “It was…” she said, then faltered. A shudder ran through her and she gasped in pain. She needed to get to a hospital. 
 
    Jenni stepped out onto the road behind us. 
 
    “Get back inside,” I yelled to her. 
 
    I turned my head to see Gavin coming toward us too. 
 
    “He’s coming,” Persephone said. 
 
    “I know. We need to get off the street.” 
 
    I noticed that Persephone was looking over my shoulder at Jenni.  
 
    She pointed to her, trying to speak. 
 
    “Get inside, Jenni. It isn’t safe,” I yelled. Jenni stayed where she was. What the hell was wrong with her? 
 
    “It’s Jenni,” Persephone said. 
 
    “What? No, Gavin is the God killer.” 
 
    Her eyes widened in shock. “What? No, that isn’t possible.” 
 
    “Didn’t he attack you?” 
 
    “No, Jenni is possessed by Chamos.” 
 
    Both of them advanced on us. The only thing keeping them at bay was Loki and Angraboda’s weapons. 
 
    “We need to get off the street,” I said. I helped Persephone up and lead her toward the store. My eyes didn’t leave Gavin. He moved slowly and had no weapons that I could see.  
 
    “Attack!” Loki ordered. He and Angraboda rushed him, but a stunned looking Gavin suddenly transformed into a large crow and flew away. 
 
    “He can shapeshift,” I whispered. 
 
    With a cry of rage, Jenni ran at us, brandishing a knife. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Agent Foster 
 
      
 
    I leaned against the wall, breathing hard. My mind couldn’t comprehend what I had just seen. That boy, he had…changed into a bird. Like magic. 
 
    “That didn’t just happen, did it?” I asked Berry, who was standing a few feet away in the alley we were in. He looked pale. 
 
    “I don’t…it had to be like a trick or something. Right?” he asked. 
 
    As much as I wanted to tell him yes, I couldn’t. There was something really weird going on in this town. 
 
    “We should talk to the Sheriff,” Berry said, walking away.  
 
    I grabbed his arm and dragged him back, out of sight. “Are you crazy? We don’t know what’s going on here. We don’t know who is involved.” 
 
    “So, what do we do? We can’t pretend like that didn’t just happen.” 
 
    “I know we can’t.” I started pacing trying to think what our next move would be.  
 
    “We need to call this in,” I said. 
 
    “Right. Do you think anyone will believe us?” 
 
    “No. Not without proof. Do we know who that guy was?” 
 
    “I think he was the kid from the antique store that we questioned the other day. The one who really hated Smith.” 
 
    “Right! Gavin something. We need to find him and take him in for questioning.” 
 
    “Here?” 
 
    “No, not here. I don’t want them to get a chance to cover things up. We’ll grab him and take him back to HQ. If he is…whatever the hell he is, some tests will soon tell us what we are dealing with.” 
 
    Berry nodded. “Okay. We are going to need some help though.” 
 
    “Who can we trust?” I asked. I didn’t want this getting back to anyone, not without some proof. 
 
    “Hastings and Pauletti. I’ll call them, but I won’t go into detail.” 
 
    I waited while he made the call, trying to slow my racing heart. It made me wonder, what other secrets did Bedford hold? 
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    Clark got me inside Treasures Past as Loki and Angraboda barricaded the door. Chamos slammed into it a moment later, screaming and cursing. 
 
    “We should just kill her,” Loki said. 
 
    “No! She’s possessed and pregnant,” Clark said. 
 
    “Possessed by what?” Angraboda asked. 
 
    “A demon,” I said. There was blood everywhere. My wounds burned with pain, I needed to get them covered. 
 
    Clark found a first aid kit under the counter. There wasn’t much in it though. 
 
    “Gavin is the God killer,” I said. The words didn’t sound true. How could it be Gavin? He was just some idiot kid. He had been under my nose the whole time. 
 
    “It’s him. He wasn’t following you, he was at the store because he works here. He could have been anywhere, disguised as an animal.” 
 
    I thought of the stag. The one at the house and the one outside my garage. It had to be Gavin, he had been watching me all this time. A shudder ran through me. I was so close, I could have easily killed him, or set Cerberus on him. If I had, Tyr would still be alive. 
 
    Gavin…is part of me. 
 
    I expected to be repulsed at the idea, but now that there was a face to go with the name of the God killer, I didn’t know what to think. He had a life, he had a home, a job, he wasn’t just some hunter. That didn’t change the fact that he had been stalking me.  
 
    Clark tried cleaning the wound on my face, but I pulled away. “Just leave it,” I muttered. 
 
    “And let it get infected? Do you want more poison in your veins?” 
 
    I relented and let him clean it up, wincing as the wipe came into contact with the wound. 
 
    Jenni was still yelling to be let in. She moved to the window, banging her fist against the glass. 
 
    “Let me kill her,” Loki said. 
 
    “I said no,” Clark snapped. “We need to find a way to get Chamos out of her safely.” 
 
    “It’s not your baby,” I said. “It is the other guy’s.” 
 
    “Yeah, I figured that out when I found his body. She still innocent in all this.” 
 
    “It’s my fault. When I destroyed Chamos’ body, I thought he would be trapped in spirit form. I didn’t mean for Jenni, or anyone to get hurt.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault. He was going to kill you. What I don’t understand is why he didn’t act sooner.” 
 
    “I was in prison. Plus, he doesn’t have complete control. But he’s convinced Jenni that I am a danger to her, so she hates me too. God knows what he’s been whispering to her.” 
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    Carlisle’s voice carried into the store. He had approached Jenni. 
 
    “Shit,” Clark muttered. “Carlisle, no!”  
 
    He rushed to the window. “Get away from her!” 
 
    Carlisle ignored him and tried to grab Jenni’s arm. She slashed at him with the knife. He stumbled back, but she caught him in the arm, drawing blood. 
 
    He reached for his gun and Clark ran for the door. 
 
    “Clark, don’t!” I cried. 
 
    “I can’t let him shoot her,” he said, wrenching open the door.  
 
     I hobbled after him, but Angraboda put out a hand to stop me. I pushed past her and went outside.  
 
    Clark was arguing with Carlisle, who had his gun pointed at Jenni. 
 
    “Just put the gun down, she isn’t well,” Clark said.  
 
    “She attacked me,” Carlisle snapped. 
 
    Jenni was grinning at him, waving the knife.  
 
    “Do you want it on your record that you shot a pregnant woman? You already shot a fellow cop,” Clark snapped. 
 
    I saw Carlisle’s jaw clench. “Put down the goddamn knife,” he ordered. 
 
    Jenni giggled. “Why would I do that?” 
 
    “Don’t be stupid, Jenni,” I said. “Think about it. If he shoots you, that’s it. You’re gone.” 
 
    Chamos hesitated. Would he really risk a bullet? 
 
    After several seconds, he dropped the knife on the ground. Carlisle quickly put him in cuffs. 
 
    “I’ll be back,” Chamos sneered at me. 
 
    I collapsed against Clark. At least we wouldn’t have to worry about Chamos for a while.  
 
    As Carlisle was marching Jenni across the street to the police station, she turned and kicked him in the groin. He fell to his knees as Jenni tried to run with her hands cuffed behind her back. 
 
    Carlisle got to his feet and chased after her. He caught her easily and dragged her kicking and screaming back to the station. If it had been any other time, I would have laughed. 
 
    I protested against it, but Clark insisted that I go home where he could fix my wounds. I wasn’t going to a hospital, so I said yes.  
 
    Loki and Angraboda left to look for Gavin.  
 
    Clark helped me inside and left me on the couch while he went to the bathroom for supplies. 
 
    “Hurry up, we need to get back to Loki and Angraboda,” I said. 
 
    “You’re not serious? Persephone, you’re injured. You’re not going after Gavin in this state.” 
 
    “I have to. My wounds will heal in a day or so.” 
 
    Clark shook his head. “You’re insane. Sit still while I bandage your arm.” 
 
    As he was wrapping the bandage, I noticed how badly my hands were shaking. I tried not to think about what Chamos did, what he could have done, if I hadn’t escaped. Chamos had untied one of my arms so he could chop off a couple of my fingers. Unfortunately, Jenni chose that moment to take control again, allowing me the time to get free and run. 
 
    “It’s never going to stop, is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It’ll be okay. We’ll stop Gavin, and we’ll find a way to de-possess Jenni,” Clark said. 
 
    “Then what? What’s next? I die in two months. It could be Gavin, it could be anything. Do you know what else happened today?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “I found out who Mrs. D. is. She’s my mother. My mother is alive, has been this whole time. And instead of a happy reunion, she pretty much tossed me out on my ass and told me to leave her alone.” 
 
    Clark stared at me, eyes wide in surprise. “How is that possible?” 
 
    “I don’t know, she wouldn’t tell me. She must have hidden when the God killer came. She says Zeus gave her a special mission. He must have wanted her to go somewhere or do something, but I don’t know what it could be.” 
 
    Clark sat back. “She could be in danger, if the God killer senses her…” 
 
    I shook my head. “She said she has spells in place to protect against him.” 
 
    “Then maybe you should go to her house. You’d be safe there,” he said. 
 
    I stood up. “Haven’t you been listening to me? She doesn’t want anything to do with me.” 
 
    “I’m sure it was just the shock of seeing you again,” he said. 
 
    “She knew I was alive. She’s been keeping tabs on me over the years, but never came near me.” 
 
    Clark wrapped his arms around me. “I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Let’s just go. Let’s just run away. We have no reason to stay.” 
 
    “You have no idea how tempting that is,” he said. “But could you really do it? Walk away from this?” 
 
    “Why not? Is it really our fight?” 
 
    “You know the answer to that. I can’t walk away. But I won’t stand in your way if you want to.” 
 
    Why couldn’t he just agree with me? We could have been halfway out of town by now. 
 
    “You want me to kill Gavin?” I said. 
 
    He sighed. “No, I don’t want you to kill anyone. And hopefully, you won’t have to, I’m sure Loki or Angraboda will get to him first.” 
 
    “It should be me though. It’s my fault he’s even here.” 
 
    “Persephone, none of this is your fault. Gavin, well, he’s…” he stopped, seeming to be at a loss for words. 
 
    “A pawn in a much larger game?”  
 
    “Who’s game? That’s the question,” Clark said.  
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe it was Eris, although she wanted Ares back so that would be a stupid move on her part. I really don’t know. It would have to be someone from that time, someone with power.” 
 
    Clark’s phone rang. He answered it. When he hung up, he looked pensive. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “That was the Sheriff, he wants me down to the station. Jenni is saying that she only had the knife to protect herself from me.” 
 
    “Shit, how does she explain attacking Carlisle?” 
 
    “I don’t know. Maybe she will tell them that she thought Carlisle would side with me.” 
 
    “Will they let her go?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I better get down there and try to convince them not to let her out.” 
 
    “I could go with you, show them what she did.” 
 
    Clark shook his head. “If there’s a way to get Chamos out of her, it isn’t fair to lock her away for years for something that wasn’t her fault.” 
 
    “I’ll come with you anyway and wait in the car. We need to catch up to Loki.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    Once I entered the station, all eyes were on me. I headed into the Sheriff’s office, ignoring them.  
 
    “Dan, what the hell?” he said when he saw me.  
 
    “I don’t know what she’s told you exactly, but it isn’t true. She’s not acting like herself. She came out onto the street waving the knife, I have witnesses.” 
 
    “She says that she’s carrying your baby and that you threatened to kill her.” 
 
    I was starting to get a headache. How much trouble was Chamos going to cause? 
 
    “He…she is lying. Liam Worth is the father.” 
 
    “The dead guy?” 
 
    “Yes. Look, I don’t know what’s going on with her. Maybe it’s some kind of psychosis, but you can’t take anything she says seriously.” 
 
    “Did she kill Liam?” 
 
    I hesitated. I didn’t want to incriminate her, but it was obvious who killed him, and I was sure that there was forensic evidence to back it up.  
 
    “I don’t know. I hope not,” I said, finally. 
 
    “This is a real shit show. If the feds get wind of this, they’ll be crawling all over the place. They’ll shut us down.” 
 
    “All you need to know right now, is that Jenni is a danger to herself and should be kept locked up for the time being.” 
 
    Hanson sighed. “Okay, I’ll try to keep her off the feds’ radar. As if I didn’t have enough on my plate today.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “There’s been a lot of hoax calls coming in. Something about strange noises in the woods and someone reported seeing a nine foot snake with two heads.” 
 
    I thought of the hell hole in the woods. Did something come out of it? 
 
    “Um, that may not be a hoax,” I said slowly. 
 
    Hanson’s eyes widened. “You’re not saying there’s a monster snake roaming through Bedford?” 
 
    “Just watch your back. Stranger stuff has happened.” 
 
    There was yelling from the cells and one of the deputies hurried down to check. Hanson moved to the door.  
 
    “What’s going on?” he called. 
 
    “It’s Jenni. She says something is wrong with the baby,” came the reply.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    14 
 
      
 
    I hated waiting in the car. I needed to move, I felt like I was going stir crazy. I needed to track down Gavin and stop him. Whatever Clark said, this was on me.  
 
    I got out of the car and leaned against it, my back to the Sheriff’s station. I took a breath of fresh air, trying to calm myself down. Closing my eyes, I tried to focus my mind. I had to do it a lot in prison, so that I didn’t lose my shit and punch someone or try to jump the fence and escape. 
 
    Everything will be fine. You’ll stop Gavin, then find a way to fix Jenni. After that, Bedford is history, just grab Clark and get the hell out. 
 
    “Dreaming of escape?”  
 
    My eyes snapped open, to find Jenni in front of me. I glanced over my shoulder to see a deputy lying on the ground groaning. 
 
    “How did you…?” 
 
    “Faked some cramps, the cops here really are idiots. Got to run, but I want you to know that I’ll be coming for you, soon.” 
 
    As she went to turn away, a malicious grin on her face, she stopped and let out a gasp. Gavin appeared behind her. He had stabbed her.  
 
    Jenni’s head tipped back and black smoke escaped from her mouth, right before her body slumped to the ground. 
 
    “No!” Clark yelled, barreling toward Jenni. 
 
    Gavin took off running up the street. I stood frozen in shock. He came out of nowhere. 
 
    Clark cradled Jenni. “Shit. She still has a pulse, but this is bad,” he said. 
 
    “Get her to a hospital.” 
 
    Checking I had my knife, I took off running after Gavin. 
 
    “Persephone, no! Don’t go alone,” Clark yelled. 
 
    “If you leave her, she’ll die. I’ll be fine.” 
 
    Gavin had disappeared at the end of Main Street, turning to run up Lincoln Avenue. 
 
    When I reached the corner, I found the street empty. He had either turned invisible, flown away, or he was hiding.  
 
    “Gavin? Come out. I’m not going to hurt you,” I called. 
 
    If I did it right, he wouldn’t feel a thing. 
 
    “I know that you think you have to do this, but you don’t. There’s another way,” I said. I was rambling, but I would say what I had to, to draw him out.  
 
    I moved slowly along the street, searching every crevice for him. “Come on, Gavin. No one else needs to get hurt.” 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt anyone,” he said. 
 
    He stepped out from behind a wall, about ten yards ahead of me. “I don’t understand what is happening to me. I killed that guy, I didn’t want to, but I had to. Then I stabbed Jenni.” 
 
    “I know. It’s part of being a God killer.” 
 
    “Being a what?” 
 
    He seemed genuinely surprised.  
 
    “A God killer. It’s what you are.” 
 
    “I’m not anything. I’m just a student. I keep blacking out, waking up in strange places, but the other day, I remember what I did. And just now…why is this happening to me?” 
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you. You were born this way. Chosen, to kill Gods.” 
 
    “You’re fucking crazy. Gods don’t exist. None of this is real!” he cried, backing away. He kept glancing at my knife. If he wanted to kill me, then the knife wouldn’t stop him, so I put it away. 
 
    “Look, I can help you. I can explain what is happening to you, find a way to help you.” 
 
    Tears slid down his cheeks. “No, no one can help me. I’m a monster.” 
 
    He looked so scared, I actually felt a stab of pity for him. “No, Gavin. You’re not a monster. None of this was your fault. Let me help you.” 
 
    His face hardened. “Why the hell would I trust you? If anyone deserves to die, it’s you.” 
 
    He ran at me, tackling me to the ground. I tried to reach for my knife, but he had my arm pinned. I brought my knee up into his groin and he grunted. I shoved him off me, trying to get to my feet.  
 
    His hand closed around the back off my jacket and dragged me back down. I hit my head off the ground but managed to get to my knife.  
 
    Gavin gripped my wrist and squeezed hard. Pain shot up my arm and I let go of the knife.  
 
    He pulled his fist back and punched me in the face. Pain exploded in my head, dazing me. 
 
    Get up! 
 
    “This is your fault. You did this to me,” he screamed, drawing back to hit me again.  
 
    A hand closed around his arm and he was hauled off me and thrown into the street. It was the girl again. 
 
    “Who the hell are you?” I cried. 
 
    She smirked at me, turning her attention to Gavin. He transformed into a bird and flew off.  
 
    The girl turned to run away, but I leapt up and grabbed her arm. “Wait. Tell me who you are,” I said. 
 
    She shook me off and ran away. She really wasn’t out to kill me. Which begged the question, who was she? 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I caught up to the Norse Gods when I returned to the station. The ambulance was taking Jenni away. At least it wasn’t the coroner, although if the wound was bad enough to expel Chamos, then things didn’t look good.  
 
    “What happened?” Loki said, striding toward me. 
 
    “It was Gavin, he stabbed Jenni.” 
 
    “Who is Jenni?” he asked. 
 
    “She’s…never mind. Gavin shapeshifted again and flew away.” 
 
    “He has no reason to hide anymore. Let’s set a trap and finish this.” 
 
    I nodded in agreement, but weirdly, part of me felt bad for Gavin. I mean, yes, he did try to kill me, but he was created to be a weapon. It wasn’t really his fault. But he did have to be stopped.  
 
    I followed Loki back to the hotel where he went over the plan.  
 
    “We go out into the woods and we lay a trap for him. He’s got our scent, we won’t have to wait long. Persephone, you will act as bait and Angraboda and I will strike.” 
 
    “Why am I bait?” I argued. 
 
    “Because he is drawn to you. You have a connection.” 
 
    “He hates my guts.” 
 
    “Good, then you should be able to keep him occupied long enough for us to strike. Piss him off, do whatever you can.” 
 
    “Fine, just don’t call me bait again.” 
 
    “What about the cop?” Angraboda asked. 
 
    “He’s at the hospital with Jenni. Don’t bring him into this. We can finish it,” I said. If I had the chance to make sure he survived, I would take it. 
 
    “Let’s do this,” Loki said.  
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    I held Jenni’s hand as the paramedics drove us to the hospital. Her face was ashen and she had lost a lot of blood. It wasn’t fair that she had ended up in this state. She was an innocent. I just hoped that her and the baby would be okay.  
 
    It killed me to leave Persephone behind to deal with that runt Gavin, but I had to trust her. Loki and Angraboda couldn’t be far, hopefully she had them watching her back. Once I made sure that Jenni was okay, I would head back to town. 
 
    Jenni’s eyes fluttered and she let out a groan.  
 
    “Jenni? You’re going to be okay,” I said. 
 
    “The baby?” she muttered. 
 
    “The baby is okay. You’re on your way to the hospital.” 
 
    She tried to grip my hand, but she was losing consciousness again. 
 
    “Yours,” she said. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s yours. The baby.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    She was out again. What was she saying? Was she lying again? Was Chamos still in there? Or had he messed up her mind so much that she didn’t know what was going on? 
 
    “Can you go any faster?” I called to the driver. Time was running out. 
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    Back into the woods we went. This time loaded up with weapons. I stood guard while Loki and Angraboda set up various traps across the terrain. I was tempted to call Clark to see how he was, but he would only come out here to help. He was better off where he was.  
 
    “So, Loki, what are you’re plans after this? Assuming we survive,” I asked. 
 
    He looked up from his trap. “I will return to my bar in the mid-west.” 
 
    “You run a bar?” 
 
    “Yes, eternity is a long time. Better to have something to fill it with.” 
 
    “That’s true. Maybe I’ll drop in someday, grab a beer.” 
 
    “Maybe. Although you will probably be dead.” 
 
    “Thanks for that. Great pep talk.” 
 
    He chuckled and carried on with his trap. “You know why the Greek Gods never worked? Too wrapped up in their own bullshit.” 
 
    “As opposed to the Norse Gods who feel the need to start a fight wherever they go,” I shot back. 
 
    “That may be so. But tell me, how many of your kind are still standing? Most of the Norse Gods are still alive. Although most of them are locked away in Valhalla.” 
 
    “How did that happen?” 
 
    He shrugged. “I don’t know. Someone or something shut the door. I’ve been searching for the answers for decades. I’ve found nothing.” 
 
    “What about other Gods? From other countries? Irish? Egyptian? Have you run into any of them?” 
 
    “A few of them are still around. Avoid the Irish, they’re crazy. And the Egyptians are obsessed with death.” 
 
    I laughed. “Good to know.” 
 
    “Ssh!” Angraboda said. She pointed into the trees. We weren’t alone. She and Loki split off and flanked me, while I walked toward the spot she had pointed at, expecting to be stabbed at any second. 
 
    I don’t know what she saw, but the area looked clear.  
 
    That’s what the commandos thought before the Predator attacked. Yes, my movie knowledge was a tad out of date. Like I said, I don’t own a TV and its been a while since I went to the movies. 
 
    If he was here, he could see me, no point in hiding. 
 
    “Gavin? Drop the invisible crap. We both know you are here.” 
 
    He appeared and tried to attack. Loki tackled him and Angraboda went in with her sword, trying to stab him.  
 
    He managed to wriggle free of Loki’s grasp and got to his feet. He shoved Angraboda hard and she fell back into me. We both hit the ground. 
 
    By the time we got to our feet, Gavin was running, and Loki was close behind. We ran after them. 
 
    He was going to turn into a bird again and then we would be back where we started. 
 
    “Don’t run, you coward!” I yelled. 
 
    We came to a stop in a clearing.  
 
    “Where is he?” I asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Loki said. “Ssh!” 
 
    We stood silent, weapons ready. If he came at one of us, we needed to be ready to take him out. I just hoped I wasn’t his target. 
 
    I heard heavy breathing to my left. Before I could turn, I felt a boot strike me in the back. Stumbling forward, I dropped my sword. I yelled out to the others, but he was still invisible.  
 
    Branches broke up ahead and Loki raced in that direction. 
 
    “Loki, wait,” I called. “We need to stay together.” 
 
    I was reaching for my sword when I glanced over my shoulder to find Angraboda on the ground. Gavin appeared, standing over her. 
 
    He looked at me and grinned. When he stood back, I saw what he had done. 
 
    On the ground, Angraboda lay bleeding from a wound in her chest. Her eyes were open, staring vacantly at the sky. She was dead. 
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    Angraboda was dead. Two down, one to go. When Loki saw his fallen comrade, all sense left him. He launched himself at Gavin, screaming with rage. 
 
    Gavin looked tiny in comparison to Loki. I could see the damage he was doing to his face. In an effort to escape, Gavin shapeshifted into the stag, trying to wriggle free. Loki grabbed hold of his antlers, dragging him back down. 
 
    He kept shifting into all kinds of animals, but Loki held on, taking the blows from Gavin. 
 
    “Get the sword,” he yelled. 
 
    I saw it, lying a few feet away. I grabbed it and hurried toward Loki. 
 
    “Now! Strike him now!” 
 
    I raised the sword. Gavin let out a strange squeal and shifted into a serpent, a really big serpent. He bit Loki on the shoulder, making him release him. Gavin wriggled free and shifted back to human form to run into the trees.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Get him!” he growled, clutching the wound on his shoulder. 
 
    I took off after him, knowing that I couldn’t catch him. I kept moving anyway, maybe he would double back and try again. If he did, well, the Fates would be wrong about their date. But if they were right, then we either got Gavin or he escaped only to try again later. 
 
    As I got near the road, I found him, bent over, breathing hard. He was covered in cuts.  
 
    “Gavin,” I said. 
 
    His head whipped up. “Why can’t you leave me alone?” he said. 
 
    “You’re the one killing people. That’s two so far. Want to try again?” 
 
    “You think I won’t kill you? Your little bodyguard isn’t here to save you this time.” 
 
    “I don’t need help. I can take you.” 
 
    His mouth twisted into a grin. “Is that a fact?” 
 
    “I’m over 2000 years old, I’m not going to be taken down by the likes of you.” 
 
    “Thought you looked a little tired around the eyes.” 
 
    I raised my sword. “As much as I love your little barbs, its time to finish this.” 
 
    He stood up straight. When he ran at me, I swung the sword, aiming for his gut, but he dodged it. We fought, I got in more blows, but he hit harder. I was blindside by a punch and I went down. Before I could recover, he had the sword and the tip was pressed against my throat.  
 
    “Any last words?” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re fired.” 
 
    I felt the blade cut into my flesh and closed my eyes. Gavin let out a grunt and when I opened them, he was lying on the ground. With a tranquiliser dart in his back. 
 
    “What the fuck?” 
 
    I turned my head to see two people in suits heading my way. One held the tranq gun. The feds? 
 
    “Miss Smith,” the woman said. “We want to talk to you.” 
 
    “About what?” 
 
    “Quite a lot, actually. Starting with your shapeshifting friend here.” 
 
    Shit, they had seen him shift.  
 
    “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
    “No? I doubt that very much. Well, we will be in touch.” 
 
    The man hefted Gavin up over his shoulder. 
 
    “What are you doing? Where are you taking him?” I said, getting to my feet. 
 
    “Don’t worry, he won’t see daylight for a very long time. See you soon.” 
 
    I watched as they loaded him into an unmarked van. Two other agents set out into the woods to search it. I saw Loki watching from the trees. He had seen everything. He gave me a nod then disappeared into the trees.  
 
    What the hell was going on? They knew about Gavin? What else did they know? This was not good. 
 
    I pulled out my phone when it rang. It was Clark. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    “Persephone? What the hell is going on? Where are you?”  
 
    “In the woods. Angraboda is dead.” 
 
    “Crap. Get out of there,” he said. 
 
    “No, it’s okay. Gavin, he’s been stopped.” 
 
    “Oh. That’s a relief. Are you hurt?” 
 
    “No, I’m fine. How’s Jenni?” 
 
    “Stable, for now.” 
 
    “At least there’s some good news. I’m going to head home.” 
 
    “I’ll meet you there.” 
 
    “Yeah. Oh wait, actually I need to go somewhere first. I’ll be home in a bit,” I said. 
 
    I needed to speak to my mother. 
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    I banged on the door of my mother’s house. 
 
    “Come on, Mom, open up. I’m not going away this time. You have to talk to me.” 
 
    Demeter opened the door, looking annoyed. “You don’t need to break the door down.” 
 
    I stepped inside before she could lock me out. “The God killer is gone,” I said. 
 
    “You killed him?” she asked. 
 
    “No. But he can’t hurt anyone anymore.” 
 
    “Is that all you came to tell me?”  
 
    “No. You need to tell me the truth. Why you’re here and what your mission is.” 
 
    “I don’t have to tell you a thing,” she said, clutching at a chain around her neck. It looked old and whatever was attached to it created a bulge under her shirt. 
 
    “Mom, I have had a long…life and I just can’t deal with anymore bullshit. Please tell me what is going on.” 
 
    “Zeus gave specific instructions…” 
 
    “Zeus has been dead for millennia. He can’t punish you if you break the rules. He can’t do anything.” 
 
    She sighed. “Persephone, I don’t want to burden you with this.” 
 
    “Tell me,” I said, feeling like a little kid again. Why did she have to be so stubborn? Well, she was out of luck because that was one trait I had inherited from her. I folded my arms. 
 
    She shook her head. “Fine. I’ll make some tea.” 
 
    I followed her into the kitchen. It was very…her. Marble countertops, a huge stove, dried herbs hanging from the wooden beam overhead.  
 
    She placed a tea kettle on the burner and motioned for me to take a seat at the table.  
 
    When the kettle boiled, she made the tea and placed the mug in front of me. I could smell the scent of chamomile from it.  
 
    “Got anything stronger?” I asked. 
 
    “Drink your tea,” she said. “What happened to your face?” 
 
    “I was tortured by a demon. Don’t change the subject, tell me what Zeus wants you to do.” 
 
    “Okay, but if I tell you, you must understand – this is my mission, there is no way around it and I will complete it when the time comes.” 
 
    She was starting to worry me now, what the hell did he have her doing? 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “When the God killer struck, Zeus knew that they would all fall, but he wanted to enact a back up plan. Since I was not an original God, he believed that I could remain hidden when the God killer brought them down. He gave me this to protect.” She tugged on the chain and a lump of what looked like citrine crystal was removed from under her shirt. 
 
    “A rock?” 
 
    “It’s not a rock. It’s the spark, a tiny ember of the original magic that was used to create the Gods.” 
 
    “What does it do?” 
 
    “Being a God, it isn’t only about having power or immortality. It’s about the mantle you were given. Goddess of the Spring. Goddess of the Harvest. While the original Gods exist, the spark is useless. I was supposed to wait, until all the Gods fell. Then I was supposed to swallow the spark.” 
 
    “Swallow it? Why?” 
 
    “I waited, but then I found out that you were still alive. That somehow you had escaped. You may not have your powers, Persephone, but you do still hold your mantle. It is only with your death will the old Gods finally be gone.” 
 
    I took a sharp breath. That was what the Fates said. “I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Once I knew you were alive, I decided to wait. To let you die a natural death. That’s why I stayed away. I couldn’t put this on you and I couldn’t watch you die.” 
 
    “Mom, what does the spark do?” 
 
    “When the last God dies, I will swallow the spark and it will burn me to ash. And from those ashes, the new Gods will rise.” 
 
    I felt a chill run up my spine. “New Gods?” 
 
    “They will be created from humans and the Greek Gods will reign once more.” 
 
    “Are you fricking kidding me!” I cried, leaping up from the table. “New Gods? Do you remember the old fucking ones? Do you have any idea what it will do to this planet? It is fucked up enough, new Gods would plunge us into the apocalypse.” 
 
    “I don’t have a choice,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, you do. Don’t do it!” 
 
    “If I don’t do it, the spark will go nuclear. It will explode when you die and wipe out half the world in the process.” 
 
    “Then we need to find a way to destroy it, or contain it,” I said. 
 
    “I have tried, I’ve traveled the world looking for another way. There isn’t one.” 
 
    “So, I’m the only thing standing between Earth and its destruction.” 
 
    “Now do you see why I didn’t want you to know.” 
 
    I slumped into my seat. This couldn’t be happening.  
 
    “Take heart, girl. It could be centuries before that happens.” 
 
    “Or two months.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “The Fates visited me, twice now. When the Spring comes to an end, I will too.” 
 
     “What? No, that’s not possible. They have to be wrong.” 
 
    “When are they ever wrong? I lived in denial too, but I think they’re actually right. Which means in two months’ time, because of me, the world as we know it will come to an end.” 
 
    Mother reached out and took my hand. “Oh my sweet child. We’ll figure it out. We’ll find a way to stop it. I promise.” 
 
    I wanted to believe her, but when had things ever gone my way? It wasn’t fair to unleash new Gods on the world but having half the world blow up wasn’t ideal either. What did I care? I wouldn’t be around to see it. But Clark would be.  
 
    Mother glanced over at the window, I followed her gaze and spotted the girl, standing in her back yard.  
 
    “That does it,” I snarled. I got up and raced outside. I was going to get answers from her, whether she liked it or not.  
 
    “Persephone, wait,” Mother said. 
 
    “No, this little brat has been following me for days. I want to know who she is.” 
 
    The girl stood her ground as I approached but flinched when I lifted my hand to point my finger at her. 
 
    “Who are you?” I demanded. 
 
    She glanced at Mother but remained silent. “What are you? Mute? Why are you following me?” 
 
    I grabbed her arms to shake her, but Mother got between us. “Stop it, Persephone, you’re scaring her.” 
 
    “I don’t…Do you know her?” 
 
    The girl ran off into the trees. I went to go after her, but Mother stopped me. “Leave her be.” 
 
    “Who the hell is she?” 
 
    “She’s my granddaughter.” 
 
    “Your granddaughter? Don’t be ridiculous, I’m your only daughter and she sure as hell isn’t…mine.” I let out a breath. It couldn’t be. But those eyes, she looked so much like… “Makaria?” 
 
    Mother nodded. “Yes, she’s your daughter. She’s come back to us.” 
 
    I shook my head. “No, that isn’t possible. She died.” 
 
    “She didn’t. She survived the demon pit. She’s been living in the Underworld this whole time. It has reopened, I don’t know why, but she managed to escape. She tracked me down.” 
 
    I looked toward the trees, feeling as though I would hyperventilate. “No, she couldn’t survive. She was just a baby.” 
 
    “She is a God. She went into some kind of suspended animation. She’s been alone this whole time. But it’s okay now. We can take care of her. She’s the one who sent you the bird. She wants to meet you. Go to her, Persephone. Speak to your daughter.” 
 
    I turned to face her, hands clenched into fists, tears blinding me. “No! My daughter is dead. This is some kind of cruel trick. You go to hell.” 
 
    I started running, past the house and back to the road and I kept running. 
 
    I didn’t stop until I reached town. I found a crowd had gathered in the street, including the Sheriff and his deputies. 
 
    “Everyone, get inside now,” he yelled. 
 
    Before I could ask what was going on, something screeched loudly above us. I looked up to see a huge creature with wings fly overhead. A creature not of this world. 
 
    “Uh-oh.” 
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    Prologue 
 
    Makaria 
 
      
 
    “Come child, do not be afraid.”   
 
    The voice in the darkness was soft, but there was an edge to it which made it sound menacing even to Makaria's infant ears. She was afraid. It was cold down here and the light burned red. She wanted her mother.  
 
    “Your mother abandoned you. Cast you out,” the voice said. “We are your family now.’”  
 
    The thing slithered closer to her and she let out a whimper. As she did, a white light surrounded her, blocking the creature’s path, protecting her.  
 
    “Little Makaria, we will not harm you. We want to help you. Do not fear us, we have much to teach you.”  
 
    She curled up into a ball. She didn’t want to be here, she wanted her mother. Throwing her head back, she began to wail.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    One 
 
      
 
    The winged bitch swooped at me from above. I raised my sword, ready to cut her down to size, but at the last moment, she banked right, her claws slicing into my shoulder, ruining my leather jacket. 
 
    Hissing in pain, I swiped at her, but missed. Clark appeared from the treeline, aimed his shotgun and fired. He missed too and the beast flew away. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” he asked. 
 
    “A harpy,” I said, checking the wound. It was barely bleeding. 
 
    Clark’s brow furrowed. “Uh, winged woman, part bird?” He had recently had a crash course in everything Greek mythology. 
 
    “Yeah, not too friendly either.” 
 
    Clark sighed. “Is this ever going to end?” 
 
    “It will for me in a few weeks. I’ll be dead,” I said. 
 
    He scowled at me. “That’s not funny.” 
 
    It was gallows humor. I knew my days were numbered but I didn’t want to deal with it, I wanted to stay busy. 
 
    Luckily, all kinds of creatures were escaping from a hell hole on the edge of Bedford, so it was easy to be distracted. 
 
    “We need to tell more than just the Sheriff about all this. People have the right to know,” Clark said. 
 
    “That monsters are real? Ready to eat them in their beds? I don’t think so.” Some people already knew, or at least they had seen something flying over the town. It caused mild panic at first, but Sheriff Hanson managed to convince people that it was an aerial display. How he got them to buy that was beyond me. 
 
    “So, we just let them get eaten? We can’t keep up with this. Who knows what else is going to come out of that hole?” 
 
    I turned to face him. “What do you want me to do, Clark? I’m winging this in case you haven’t noticed.” 
 
    He pulled me into a hug. “Everything will be fine.” 
 
    “Wow, did you just hear yourself?” I said. 
 
    “I did. Okay, everything won’t be fine, but we’ll figure it out,” he amended. 
 
    I shook my head, so optimistic. I kissed him, wishing that we could spend our time lying in bed and not chasing critters through the woods. 
 
    “Well, it is most likely going to find somewhere to hide until nightfall. So, we might as well grab some breakfast,” I said. 
 
    We drove back to town to get some food. We didn’t have a lot of options in Bedford, so we stopped at the diner to pick something up. 
 
    After everything that happened with Jenni, people in town had been gossiping. I saw the dark looks they shot Clark’s way when he wasn’t looking. I guess it didn’t look good, he knocks up the local waitress, then rejects her, before she goes nuts and ends up being committed. None of them knew that she had been possessed by an ancient demon and we couldn’t exactly tell them that. So for now, Clark was the bad guy. 
 
    Let them try saying anything to him, they’ll get punched in the face for their trouble. 
 
    Clark ordered our breakfast and we took a seat at one of the tables.  
 
    “How’s Jenni doing?” I asked, after a long drink of coffee.  
 
    Clark shrugged, focused on adding a pound of sugar to his own coffee. “Still the same. They’ve been keeping her isolated. They can’t give her many drugs because of the baby.” 
 
    “So, you still don’t know if it’s yours. You need to find out, Clark.” 
 
    “I know that. I just…we have enough problems at the moment.” 
 
    That was an understatement. 
 
    “I know, the last thing we need are kids being dragged into it,” I muttered. 
 
    “Kids? Do you know something that I don’t?” 
 
    “Um…” He should know the truth. “I went back to see my mother, and do you remember the girl in the woods? The one we thought could be the God killer, before Gavin?” 
 
    “Yeah, I remember.” 
 
    “Well, she’s kind of my…daughter.” I mumbled the last word. 
 
    “Your what?” 
 
    “My…daughter.” 
 
    Clark sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose. “I’m lost.” 
 
    “She’s my daughter, the one I had with Hades. I thought that she was dead, but it turns out she was trapped in the underworld all this time, until she crawled out.” 
 
    Clark opened and closed his mouth like a goldfish. “I – what?” 
 
    “Her name’s Makaria.” 
 
    “I don’t…wait, is she the reason the underworld entrance is open?” 
 
    I gave a half shrug. “I guess so.” 
 
    He sat in silence for a moment as he digested this information. I expected him to yell, or react badly, but instead he asked, “What’s she like?” 
 
    “Who?” 
 
    “Your daughter?” 
 
    “Oh.” I stared at my cup. 
 
    “It wasn’t supposed to be a difficult question.” 
 
    “Well, I haven’t really spoken to her yet.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “Because.” 
 
    “Because what?” 
 
    “Oh for God’s sake, I ran away, okay!” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    I sighed. “I thought she was dead. What am I supposed to say to her?” 
 
    “I’m not going to pretend that I even have half a clue as to what’s going on, but you’ve just discovered that your daughter is alive and you ran? Go and see her.” 
 
    “I can’t. We have enough on our plates at the moment.” 
 
    He placed his hand on mine. “Persephone, you’re the one who said you are running out of time. Don’t you want to speak to her?” 
 
    I didn’t answer him. He had no idea what it was like. It was my fault, all of it. When it came to imagining her, all alone…I tried to block it out. I needed to focus on killing monsters. That’s what I was good at. 
 
    Clark’s phone rang. He answered it and when he hung up, he looked worried. 
 
    “That was the Sheriff. He’s holding a town meeting. He’s going to tell everyone the truth.” 
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    I stood in the corner of the room, watching as the townspeople filed in. The Sheriff had taken over a room in the town hall. It wasn’t big enough to hold everyone, but the way gossip spread around here, everyone would know by lunch. 
 
    Clark was talking to the Sheriff across the room, trying to convince him that this was a bad idea. 
 
    A few eyes were looking in my direction, probably wondering what I knew. The agents who took Gavin away to God knows where, entered the hall. They stood at the back, presumably wondering what was going on too. Where was Gavin? Did they have him locked in a cell? Or where they experimenting on him? I hoped not. I know he’s a killer, but it wasn’t his fault, not really. He was designed to be a killer. If the Gods hadn’t shown up here, he may have just gone about his life, none the wiser. 
 
    I took a step toward them, ready to demand answers, but was interrupted by Sheriff Hanson stepping up to the podium.  
 
    “Ladies and gentlemen. I’ve called you here today to tell you…well, some disturbing news. It appears that a number of…creatures have escaped into the woods around town and they are considered extremely dangerous.” 
 
    Cries of alarm went up around the room along with a million questions.  
 
    The Sheriff tried to calm them down. “Folks, folks, simmer down. We are working to contain the situation. At the moment, we are asking everyone to stay away from the woods. There will be a curfew in place from this evening.” 
 
    “Should we leave town?” one woman asked. 
 
    “What’s out there? I say we load up and go after these critters,” a guy bellowed. 
 
    “No! Mr. Edwards, let me be very clear to you and everyone in this room. Anyone going into the woods will be arrested immediately. We’re not talking about wolves or bucks here. If you go into the woods, you will die.” 
 
    He meant it as a deterrent, but it seemed to panic people even more. People started to surge forward, yelling for answers. 
 
    I noticed that the two agents chose this time to leave. I quickly followed them. Clark told me that their names were Berry and Foster, although I didn’t know which was which.  
 
    “Hey!” I called, once we were outside.  
 
    The guy glanced back as they got into their car. I wasn’t about to let them get away. I planted myself in front of their car. If they wanted to leave, they would have to run me over.  
 
    “Get out of the way,” the woman ordered, hanging out of the car.  
 
    “Where is Gavin?” I demanded. 
 
    “I told you, he’s locked away,” the woman said. 
 
    “Then why are you still here?” 
 
    The woman sighed and came toward me. “I think you and I both know why we are still here. Something…outside the norm is happening in this town and you seem to be at the center of it.” 
 
    I couldn’t even be bothered to pretend anymore. “Am I going to ‘disappear’ like Gavin did? Because I wouldn’t recommend it.” 
 
    “We don’t have anything on you, yet. And it appears that you are doing your part in dealing with the infestation in town. So, for now, you’re safe. Relatively speaking.” 
 
    “You have no idea what you’re involved in. Don’t get in my way.” 
 
    “As long as you don’t get in mine.” 
 
    She returned to the car and I stepped aside to let them leave. Their presence here worried me. Not about myself, but once I was gone, where would she turn her attention next? 
 
    Clark came up behind me, holding his phone. 
 
    “What’s going on inside?” I asked. 
 
    “Chaos. But I got a call from the hospital. Jenni has agreed to see me.” 
 
    “Good, maybe you can finally find out if the kid is yours or not.” 
 
    “Yeah. Look, don’t hang about when it comes to Makaria. Go and see your daughter, while you still can.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    Mother was sitting on the back porch when I arrived at her house. I could see Makaria further down the garden, examining the flowers that were in bloom. I felt that familiar vice around my heart. That was my daughter. I still hadn’t accepted that. I put that memory to rest so long ago.  
 
    “You’re here,” Mother said, her words clipped. She was pissed at me, and I couldn’t really blame her. 
 
    I took a seat on the other end of the bench, perched on the edge, ready to run. I took a breath, trying to prepare what I was going to say. Instead, what came out was word vomit. 
 
    “I know I ran off, but can you really blame me? First, I had to deal with you being alive and now her? It’s too much, I can’t deal with it. I know, I know. I’m being stupid and immature, but there has just been so much crap happening lately and I just. Can’t. Deal!”  
 
    I practically shouted the last word which drew Makaria’s attention. When she saw me, she scowled and ran off into the trees again. 
 
    “Feel better?” Mother asked, arms folded.  
 
    “No.” 
 
    She shook her head. “Persephone, you are my daughter and I love you, but sometimes I just want to shake you. You are incredibly selfish, always have been. But I also know that you are capable of great compassion too. Stop thinking about how you feel and try and put yourself in Makaria’s shoes. She is a child. A child who was locked away from the world, with no parents to take care of her. She finally gets free and finds her family and you ran away.” 
 
    Tears spilled down my cheeks, the feeling of guilt almost overwhelming. “I was scared. She’s…what do I say to her? How can I tell her how sorry I am? If I knew she was still alive, I would have thrown myself into the demon pit to find her.” 
 
    Mother finally looked at me, her face softening. “Tell her that.” 
 
    I wiped my face, getting to my feet. Mother was right, I needed to do this. I headed into the trees, where Makaria had disappeared.  
 
    I found her leaning against a tree, twirling a flower in her fingers. She looked up when I approached, tensing like she was ready to run.  
 
    “Please, wait. I just want to talk to you.” 
 
    She kept her guarded stance, but she stayed where she was. I stopped a few feet away, taking her in. Her hair was black like Hades and those eyes, it was like looking at him. But her nose and chin were all me. And that defiant look in her eye, well… I wasn’t surprised that she survived down there, I just wish she hadn’t been alone. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. Then I kicked myself, that didn’t adequately cover what I was trying to say, I doubted there were enough words to ever do that. 
 
    She looked down at the flower. It was a marigold. I realized that I hadn’t heard her voice yet.  
 
    “Makaria. I didn’t know. I thought you were dead, if I had known I would have done something, anything I could have to save you.” 
 
    Her mouth twitched, but still she didn’t speak. I moved a little closer, then closer still, reaching out a hand to her. She flinched but allowed me to place my hand on her cheek.  
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” I said. “I’m really going to try and make it up to you. I swear. I want to be your mother.” 
 
    She looked up at me, opened her mouth and said, “You’re no mother to me.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    Jenni looked like hell. No pun intended. She was incredibly pale, with dark circles under her eyes. Her hair looked like it hadn’t been washed in weeks and she was really thin. Apart from the baby bump. I was worried that the baby wasn’t getting enough food, but the doctor had assured me that she was getting everything she needed and that the baby was healthy.  
 
    The last time I visited her, she lost her shit, screaming at me. I didn’t want to upset her, but I needed to talk to her, to find out the truth and it seemed that she was willing to do the same. 
 
    “Jenni?” 
 
    She raised her head slowly. “You came,” she said. Her voice sounded flat. 
 
    “Yeah, of course I did. How are you?”  
 
    Well, that’s a stupid question, I thought. 
 
    “Tired,” she said.  
 
    “Well that’s why you are here, to get some rest,” I said. I took a seat beside her bed.  
 
    She laughed softly. “Yeah, that’s why I’m locked up. For my health.” 
 
    “Do you remember what happened?” 
 
    “Bits and pieces. Did I...did I hurt anyone?” 
 
    “No, you didn’t,” I lied. Why bring up what happened with Persephone? It would only upset her. 
 
    “Why did Gavin stab me? I barely knew the guy,” she said. 
 
    “Gavin is very troubled. He is locked up, he can’t hurt anyone anymore.” 
 
    “Kind of like me,” she said. 
 
    “You’re here until you get better, then you can go home.” 
 
    “I hope so. I want to be in my own bed and to have a hot bath.” 
 
    I fell silent. I needed to bring up the paternity test, but I was worried she would lose it again. “Jenni, I wanted to ask…” 
 
    “If the baby is yours?” she finished for me. 
 
    “Yeah. You told me it wasn’t, and then you said it was. I just want to know the truth.” 
 
    She sighed and looked away. “I don’t know if it’s yours or not. I’m sorry, that’s probably not the answer you want, but it’s the truth. My brain is completely scrambled. I know I was supposed to do a test, but there’s no record of it.” 
 
    “Would you be willing to do one now?” 
 
    She nodded. “Yes, of course. Then you can move on and forget about me dragging you down.” 
 
    I reached out and took her hand. “Jenni, whatever the outcome, I still want to help you. I know you don’t have any family in town, but I’ll do my best to support you.” 
 
    “It’s not your job,” she said. 
 
    “It’s not a job, I want to help you. Please let me.” 
 
    She smiled at me. “Okay. I’ll speak to the doctor and get the test done.” 
 
    I took a breath. I would soon know the truth, whether I was going to be a father or not. The question was though: was I ready? 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Four 
 
      
 
    I stormed into the house, slamming the door behind me. I was angry at myself more than anything, but Makaria’s words stung. I didn’t disagree with her, but it still hurt to hear it said out loud.  
 
    Grabbing a beer from the refrigerator, I necked it. I never should have gone back there. She didn’t want me to be part of her life and what could I offer her anyway? The only thing I brought with me was trouble. 
 
    Clark came home. When he saw the beer, he said, “Can I get one of those?” 
 
    I tossed him one. “Knock yourself out.” 
 
    “Bad day?” 
 
    I opened my second beer. “Yep, my daughter hates my guts.” 
 
    “I’m sure she doesn’t hate you. She just…” 
 
    I held up a hand to stop him. “Don’t. I don’t want platitudes or consolation. Let me just be miserable in peace.” 
 
    “Fair enough.” 
 
    Clark took his beer into the living room and sprawled out on the couch. I followed him, taking a seat on the chair opposite him.  
 
    “Do you ever wonder what your life would have been like if things had worked out differently?” I asked.  
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “In another universe, I could have had a life with Makaria, maybe we would have both perished at the hands of the God killer, but at least we would have been together. You would have never met me. Bedford would be safe. Maybe you would have married Jenni, had a family with her.” 
 
    “I don’t love Jenni. I told you that.” 
 
    “I know, I’m just saying that things could have been very different for both of us.” 
 
    “Well, they’re not. We live in this universe, no point in thinking of what might have been, or we would drive ourselves mad.” 
 
    “True. Clark?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Marry me?” The words were out of my mouth before I even thought about them.  
 
    “What?” Clark said, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “It…marry me.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What? Why?” I said, feeling offended. 
 
    “Because you’re freaking out. I’m not going to marry you over that.” 
 
    “Well there isn’t going to be another time, so…” 
 
    “Persephone, if I’m going to marry you, it will be because we both really want to get married. Just take a breath. Have you even checked with the Fates? We stopped Gavin, how do you know the danger isn’t gone?” 
 
    I slumped in the chair. “Because I would never be that lucky.” 
 
    “Not lucky? You’ve survived everything thrown at you so far. You have your mother back, your daughter. You’ve got a smoking hot boyfriend. How are you not lucky?” 
 
    I laughed, he did have a point.  
 
    “So, if I survive? Will you marry me then?” 
 
    “I’ll think about it.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Agent Foster 
 
      
 
    “You know I can come back here, every day. Until you decide to talk,” I said. 
 
    Gavin sat huddled in his chair, head bowed. We had him for weeks and he had barely said a word. He seemed to have retreated into himself. 
 
    “You’re not doing yourself any favors,” I said. 
 
    Nothing. Sighing, I picked up my coffee cup and left the room. We had set up a command center about fifteen miles outside Bedford. Gavin was our guest of honor, but there were other guests here that we didn’t have access to. Guests that weren’t human.  
 
    This whole situation had completely blown my mind. The world had suddenly gotten much bigger, much more scary, but it was also unchecked. Who was responsible for keeping the monsters from the door? People like Persephone Smith? Whatever she was. If that was the case, then the world was doomed.  
 
    I’ll take my chances with my gun, I thought. 
 
    We were in a converted warehouse run by a woman called Shaw. She wouldn’t tell us anything and so far, I’d only gotten a peek at the creatures in the back.  
 
    Berry was waiting outside the room, reading a comic book of all things. I’m sure he was loving all this. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. 
 
    He glanced up. “What did you expect? That Shaw woman was skulking about. Bitch gives me the creeps.” 
 
    I ignored the comment. Shaw was formidable and clearly a bad ass, I wasn’t surprised Berry felt intimidated by her. 
 
    “Did she go back downstairs?” I asked. 
 
    “Don’t think so. She headed toward her office.” 
 
    I left Berry to his comic and headed downstairs to the containment area. Maybe now I could finally get a good look at what was in there. 
 
    There were guards all over the place, but only one at the containment area. He was dressed in military fatigues and was carrying an assault rifle. I had to wonder if it would be effective against whatever was in there. 
 
    “Shaw wants to see you,” I said to the guard. 
 
    He eyeballed me. “What about?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Why don’t you go and find out?” 
 
    He glanced at the door behind him.  
 
    “I’ll stand guard until you come back.” 
 
    He raised an eyebrow. “Sure you can handle it?”  
 
    I forced a smile. “I’m sure I can. Better hurry, she looked pretty pissed.” 
 
    That made him nervous, I had to wonder if he had done something wrong. He hurried upstairs.  
 
    Once he was out of sight, I swiped my pass and stepped into the other room. Lights flickered on, leading to a long, sterile looking corridor with cells on each side.  
 
    The room was eerily quiet and I was starting to have second thoughts.  
 
    You can’t do your job unless you know what you are dealing with. 
 
    I took a step forward, just as a hand clamped down on my shoulder.  
 
    “What are you doing in here?” Shaw asked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Just move your ass. You aren’t chickening out again,” I muttered to myself as I walked up to my mother’s house. I wasn’t real big on pep talks, but it did the trick. 
 
    Mother opened the door and I was hit with the smell of baking. It was heavenly.  
 
    “What is that amazing smell?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m making muffins. Come through. Makaria and I are out in the back yard. I’ve been teaching her about plants.” 
 
    I followed slowly behind, allowing time for Demeter to tell her I was here. She didn’t run away, that was something. Mother crouched beside Makaria, who was staring at the flowerbed. 
 
    “Do you remember what these are called?” Mother asked, pointing to a pink flower. I was reminded of the lessons Mother used to give me as a child. 
 
    “Dahlias,” I said, as Makaria said the same thing. I realized then that she had been talking to her and not me.  
 
    “Very good. Why don’t you show your mother the sketches you made?” Mother said. 
 
    Makaria frowned, then turned and walked away.  
 
    “It’s fine. She hates me and she should,” I said. 
 
    “She doesn’t hate you. She just doesn’t know you yet,” she said. She called after Makaria, “The muffins will be ready soon. Be a good girl and go and wash your hands.” 
 
    Makaria trailed off the path she was on and jogged back into the house. 
 
    “Why are you talking to her like she is five?” I asked. 
 
    “Because that’s what she is. Mentally at least. She’s only starting to learn about the world, it’s going to be so hard for her when you die.” 
 
    “I don’t think she’s going to miss me. At least she’ll still have you.” 
 
    Mother looked at me. “I thought we talked about this. She won’t have me either. The spark?” 
 
    “Yes, but you said that you had to take the spark after the last God dies, Makaria is a God.” 
 
    Mother closed her eyes and sighed. “Persephone, I told you about the mantles. Makaria doesn’t have one, she was never given one, so I’m afraid she doesn’t count.” 
 
    “So, the world will still end when I die?” 
 
    She nodded. “That’s why I want to teach her as much as I can, while I can. You should too.” 
 
    What the hell could I teach her? How to kill an underworld demon? How to be a loveless drifter with no real ties to the world? 
 
    When I returned home, I thought long and hard about what she said. Makaria hated me right now, but she deserved to know about who she was, her family and what it meant to be a God.  
 
    Rifling through the bureau in the living room, I uncovered some writing paper. Grabbing a pen, I sat down and started to write. I wrote about my life before Hades, my life after, what Hades was like, how excited he was to have a child. I just wish he had gotten the chance to meet her. 
 
    I filled four pages before Clark arrived home. I folded the pages and hid them under some magazines. I would finish it later. 
 
    “Hey, where have you been?” I asked. 
 
    “I went to get some food,” he said, holding up a takeout bag. “I thought we could take some time to relax.” 
 
    “There are still monsters out there,” I said. 
 
    “Yes, but if we run ourselves ragged, we won’t be any good to anyone. Sheriff Hanson has set up the curfew, he’s told the deputies the truth, although I doubt any of them really believe it. We can try and relax for a while. If anything big happens, they will call us.” 
 
    He was right. I helped him dish out the food then we settled on the couch to eat. 
 
    “Did you see Makaria?” Clark asked. 
 
    “Yes. She still hates me.” 
 
    “Keep trying. It’s all you can do.” 
 
    “Have you thought about what you will do if the test results come back and you’re the baby daddy?” 
 
    “No, and I’m not going to think about it until I know the truth.” 
 
    “Now who’s running away?” 
 
    “I’m not running away. I’ll step up if I need to.” 
 
    I thought of what my mother had planned. “If I were you, I would take Jenni and the kid and get the hell out of Bedford.” 
 
    “It hasn’t come to that yet,” he said, taking a sip of his beer. 
 
    I hadn’t told him about the spark yet. I tried to but each time I couldn’t bring myself to do it. He was still under the illusion that I would figure out a way to beat fate, but it was impossible. Gavin was gone, but there were still plenty of dangers out there. The vision from the Fates showed me being stabbed through the heart. A hell of a way to go, but it would be mercifully quick. Probably better than I deserved. The Fates weren’t going to show themselves, I’d tried many times to call for them. No, things would play out like they had shown me. Over the last couple of weeks, I had come to accept it. But I’d be damned if I would go down easy. I would take every last demon and monster I could, with me. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Agent Foster 
 
      
 
    “You wanted to see what we had,” Shaw said. 
 
    I stared through the glass at the creature, not believing my eyes. I mean I’ve seen things, but this…this was off the chain.  
 
    “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Some kind of hybrid.” 
 
    I crouched down to get a better look. It definitely wasn’t something you would see in the wild, it was like something that stepped out of a fairy tale book.   
 
    “We believe it is a chimera.” 
 
    “That sounds vaguely familiar,” I said. 
 
    “It’s from Greek myth, supposed to be part goat, part lion and part snake.” 
 
    “Yeah, you know what the word myth means, right?” I said dryly. 
 
    “I thought I did. It’s not the only thing out there. It’s not even the first time that Bedford has been on the radar. A few years ago, a local woman was killed under unusual circumstances. A hunter took down this…” Shaw led me further along to another cage. It was in semi darkness, but I could see something huddled in the corner. 
 
    Shaw scowled and rapped on the glass with her knuckles. The thing inside reared up then ran at the glass, crashing head first into it. I backed off. 
 
    This one looked partly human but had the wings of a bird and clawed feet. She glared at me with black eyes, chomping at me with her pointed teeth. One of her wings was shredded, most likely where she was brought down. 
 
    “This is fucked up,” I muttered. 
 
    “You’re telling me. Most of them aren’t easy to kill. We’ve been experimenting. Checking their endurance, their speed, strength. It’s fascinating really.” 
 
    “I’m sure it is. But I just want to know one thing. How many bullets I need to put them down?” 
 
    Shaw smirked at me. “I think you’re going to fit in here just fine.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    I was jolted awake the next morning, in fact the whole room was shaking.  
 
    “Clark! Earthquake!”  
 
    Cerberus started to howl loudly, as I tried to get out of bed. Clark grabbed me and dragged me to the doorway to wait it out. It seemed like it lasted a long time, but it was probably only thirty seconds. 
 
    “What the hell was that?” I said. 
 
    “Nothing good, I imagine,” Clark said. 
 
    “Cerberus!” I said, hurrying to the garage. 
 
    He was whining in the corner but was otherwise fine. The earthquake didn’t seem to have damaged anything, it just knocked a few things over. 
 
    “We should check it out,” Clark said, already getting dressed. 
 
    I dreaded to think what was going on now. 
 
    As we hit the main road, we found a long line of traffic, all heading out of town. 
 
    “Shit, what the hell do you think is on the loose now?” Clark asked. 
 
    I rubbed my temples, feeling a headache forming. “I don’t know. Whatever it is, it isn’t hiding. Don’t suppose the Sheriff’s station has a flame thrower?” 
 
    “No, I assumed you had one.” 
 
    “Well, it was on my Christmas list, but since I won’t live that long, I guess we’ll have to make do with the weapons we have.” 
 
    We had a few extra, left behind by Loki and the others. I hadn’t seen or heard from him since that day in the woods. I don’t know whether that was a good thing or a bad thing. I couldn’t believe that he would just go, especially when Gavin was still alive. Unless he had followed them and was waiting for an opportunity to strike. That sounded like the likeliest option. 
 
    Pity, we could really use his help. 
 
    I wasn’t about to ask my mother or daughter for help. Mother would refuse to get involved anyway and I wasn’t dragging Makaria into it. 
 
    Clark braked hard as we reached Main Street. The road was packed with cars, people ran back and forth, looks of panic on their face. It probably had something to do with the giant boar that was rampaging around.  
 
    “For crying out loud. Why couldn’t my mythology be full of fluffy kittens!” I snarled, leaping out of the car. 
 
    “Because they’d probably be able to fly and breathe fire,” Clark said, hurrying after me. 
 
    The boar was chasing a woman up the street and it was gaining on her. I ran after it, hoping to stop it before it gored her. 
 
    The woman veered into the road, almost getting hit by a car. The boar charged after her, its tusks ramming straight into the side of the car. It squealed and tried to rip them free, tearing metal in the process.  
 
    The driver of the car leapt out. “What the hell? My car!” 
 
    Rolling my eyes, I swung my sword at the beast’s head. The blade didn’t even dent its thick hide.  
 
    “Clark! Crossbow!” I yelled.  
 
    “Fucking Ren Faire psychos!” the driver spat at me. 
 
    “Are you blind? There’s a killer boar attached to your car!” I yelled back. 
 
    “Yeah, well I hope you have good insurance, because I’m going to sue your ass.” 
 
    “It’s not my fricking boar!” 
 
    Clark arrived and tossed me the crossbow. Glaring at the guy, I took aim and shot one of Athena’s bolts through its skull. It squealed, then died, still hanging onto his car. 
 
    The man was staring at me in horror.  
 
    “You’re welcome,” I said.  
 
    As I turned away, he said, “You can’t just leave that there.” 
 
    “I hear its great cooked on a barbecue,” I shot back. 
 
    “People are morons,” I said to Clark. 
 
    “You’re only figuring that out now? It looks like there’s something else further north. We should move.” 
 
    As we jogged up the street, there was a loud screeching noise followed by the sound of gunfire. 
 
    As we turned a corner, we found several deputies aiming at a snake monster. The bullets bounced off it, but they were keeping it at bay for the moment.  
 
    I aimed my crossbow at it and took a shot, hitting it in the shoulder. 
 
    It reared back and let out an inhuman scream. It swung its tail, smashing it into one of the cop cars, obliterating it. 
 
    “Move back!” I heard Carlisle holler, right before the tail swung again, flattening him.  
 
    The other deputies retreated as fast as they could. I moved closer, trying to get a better shot. The next arrow missed when it moved its head, but now it zeroed in on me.  
 
    “Stay back,” I said to Clark. If it hit me with that tail, I would end up a stain on the pavement like Carlisle. 
 
    Aiming again, I fired another arrow, this one sliced through its cheek. The tail swung at me before I could move. 
 
    Cerberus came out of nowhere, leaping at the monster and knocking it over. He bit down onto its face, drawing blood. 
 
    “Who let him out?”  
 
    Clark shrugged. “Do you really think that garage door would hold him?” 
 
    The snake bucked wildly, throwing Cerberus off, before it slithered away at high speed. 
 
    Cerberus was going to go after it, but I called him back. That thing could do some real damage and I didn’t want him getting hurt or worse. 
 
    “Good boy,” I said, scratching one of his heads.  
 
    Screams came from further down the street. 
 
    “Shit, what now?” I muttered. 
 
    “How many do you think there are? What are we supposed to do?” 
 
    “Survive.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    As dawn broke over Bedford, I surveyed the scene. Scores of monsters lay dead, but there were plenty of human bodies too. 
 
    I was exhausted, covered in demon guts and blood. Clark didn’t look much better.  
 
    The Sheriff had been working on getting as many people evacuated as possible, but that took manpower away from us.  
 
    “This is a complete shitshow,” I said. 
 
    We were on Main Street, near the station. Cerberus was up ahead, looking for more ‘toys’ to play with. Even with him though, we weren’t putting a big enough dent in their numbers. 
 
    Sheriff Hanson headed our way. “I’ve called the feds. We need the back up.” 
 
    “Can we trust them?” I asked.  
 
    “Can we really turn down the extra help?” he said. 
 
    I didn’t like it, but he had a point. Maybe they had a flame thrower? 
 
    While we waited on them, Clark and I went into the diner to get some water and food. I was exhausted. 
 
    Clark slumped at one of the tables. I made us some coffee and grabbed a few pastries. 
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked Clark.  
 
    “Yeah, I’ll be fine.” He flexed his hand. There was lasting nerve damage in it, which restricted the movement, but he had trained hard to work around it. 
 
    I drained my coffee cup, every muscle in my body aching.  When this was over, I was taking a long vacation. May e the Bahamas. 
 
    “What do you think will happen if this gets out?” Clark asked. 
 
    I shrugged. “Maybe we’ll get our own reality TV show. That could be cool. We could be like those Kardians.” 
 
    “Kardashians.” 
 
    “Whatever. I think like everything people will just assume it is a hoax.” 
 
    “I hope so. I know the hospital is miles from here, but maybe I should see if I can get Jenni moved.” 
 
    “Probably a good idea.” 
 
    If things got any worse, a lot of people would need to be moved, like out of the country. 
 
    I saw a car pull up outside. The feds were here. 
 
    We went outside to greet them.  
 
    “Still want to pretend you don’t know what’s going on?” Foster asked me. 
 
    “Let’s cut the crap. What kind of fire power do you have?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing that will be put in the hands of civilians.” 
 
    Sheriff Hanson joined us. “You will arm my people and help us kill these things or this is going to turn into a much bigger problem,” he said. 
 
    Foster scowled at him but opened the trunk of the car. There were some impressive looking automatic weapons, some grenades and a net gun.  
 
    “No grenade launchers? Harpoon guns? Or anything useful?” 
 
    “You think this won’t bring one of those things down?” Berry asked, snagging one of the guns. 
 
    “I watched bullets bounce off one of them, so no, I don’t. Just do me a favor, if something attacks, stay out of my way. Or if you really want to, you can act as bait.” 
 
    “Let’s fight amongst ourselves later. One of the guys radioed. The snake is back,” Sheriff Hanson said. 
 
    We drove to the woods, the snake it appeared was heading back toward the hell hole. Maybe it thought it could get back inside. 
 
    We broke into teams, Clark and I, Berry and Foster, while Sheriff Hanson headed further down the road to meet up with some of the deputies who had picked up on another monster.  
 
    Clark had his own gun and I had taken one of the automatics.  It might not pierce its skin, but the noise might frighten it off. As back up, I had my crossbow slung over my back.  
 
    The woods were quiet, the local wildlife had fled, or had been eaten.  
 
    We walked in silence, listening for the sound of the snake monster.  
 
    Hopefully it will find Berry and Foster first and eat them. I immediately quashed that thought. We didn’t need any more dead bodies.  
 
    Branches snapped behind us. I spun, with the gun ready, but there was nothing behind us. I scanned the treeline, in case it was hiding, but none of the trees here would conceal something that big. 
 
    “Anything?” Clark asked. 
 
    “No. Let’s keep moving.” 
 
    The snake monster dropped from above, almost flattening us. We jumped out of the way in time.  
 
    “Fuck!” I yelled, trying to aim at it.  
 
    Clark started shooting but again the bullets did nothing. I didn’t bother with my gun; I dropped it and spun the crossbow around.  
 
    The snake monster lashed out, but the trees blocked its tail from hitting us.  
 
    It lunged forward, ready to bite me. It stopped inches from my face and was yanked backwards. At first, I thought Cerberus had tackled it again, but it wasn’t Cerberus. 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Makaria! What are you doing?” I cried. 
 
    She smirked at me and yanked the snake monster up, then slammed it back down. It smashed it’s face off the ground.  
 
    It tried to get up, but Makaria had it pinned. 
 
    She cocked her head, looking it over. “What do you want me to do with it?” she asked. 
 
    “Kill it,” Clark said. 
 
    She looked to me for confirmation, I nodded. 
 
    Flipping it over, she punched a hole through its chest and ripped out its heart.  
 
    “Jesus,” Clark muttered. 
 
    Makaria wiped her hand off on her dress. “Where did it come from?”  
 
    “The Underworld. We think they are getting out somehow.” 
 
    I didn’t want to say that it was because of her. She was just trying to escape that place, she couldn’t know what would happen. 
 
    Clark signalled to me. He could hear something. We followed him to a clearing, only to find Foster, Berry and a blonde woman arguing. They were standing beside a huge wooded crate with a wire mesh door. Something was inside, but it was pressed against the back of the box. 
 
    “What’s going on?” Clark asked. 
 
    “It doesn’t concern you, Mr. Clark,” Agent Foster said. 
 
    “What’s in the box?” I asked, trying to get a look. Berry and the blonde woman quickly blocked my view. 
 
    “Something that can help us,” the blonde said. “I’m Shaw. I’m in charge of Special Operations.” 
 
    “Is that code for supernatural shit?” Clark asked, still trying to see into the crate. 
 
    She finally relented and stepped aside. I crouched to see better. Something was in there, making a hissing sound. For a moment, I thought it was another snake monster, but it seemed too small.  
 
    “Show yourself,” Shaw barked. 
 
    The creature slowly scooted forward, it’s clawed hands gripping the wire. It was another harpy, but it looked awful. It looked like it had been severely beaten, its wings were tattered and withered. 
 
    “What did you do to it?” I asked. 
 
    “Worried about its rights, are you?” Shaw said. “It’s a monster, but it’s also an animal. We’ve been training it for years.” 
 
    “Wait, years? They only started appearing recently.” 
 
    “Not this one. It’s been here a while. We found it hiding in the woods. It was surviving on local wildlife, it likes to swoop down on its prey and carry it away, then it drops it to kill it.” 
 
    I glanced at Clark to find that he had gone pale. I pulled him aside. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “That’s it. That’s the thing that killed Paula?” he said. 
 
    “Are you sure?” 
 
    “Yes, look at those claws. I didn’t get a good look at the last one, but I’m sure. It’s the same marks that were on her.” He was breathing hard and I saw him reach for his gun. I put my hand on his to stop him.  
 
    “Wait. You don’t know how they will react. They might shoot you or lock you up.” 
 
    “That thing has to die.” 
 
    “It will, just play along for now. Please.” 
 
    He nodded. “Fine, but first chance I get…” 
 
    I saw Shaw looking at Makaria, who was checking out the monster for herself. I needed to get her out of here before she ended up in a crate too, not that it would hold her. 
 
    “Look, I need to take Makaria home. Are you going to be okay?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m fine.” 
 
    “Clark, a gun won’t kill it. Please don’t do anything stupid.” 
 
    “I won’t. I’ll wait until you come back. Promise.” 
 
    Reluctantly, I left him where he was and took Makaria home. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Nine 
 
      
 
    Makaria seemed pumped after her little fight in the woods. It was hard to wrap my mind around the fact that she was powerful, when she looked like a kid. 
 
    “Probably best you don’t tell your grandmother about what happened,” I said, as I drove her home. 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “She wouldn’t be too pleased.” 
 
    Makaria laughed. “Did you see its face?” 
 
    I grinned at her. “It was pretty funny.” 
 
    I told her about the demon formally known as Harris Johansen. She laughed when I described it exploding. 
 
    We arrived at Mother’s house to find her waiting. And she didn’t seem happy.  
 
    Makaria hopped out of the car, gave her a hug then ran inside. I approached Mother a little less enthusiastically. I could feel a lecture coming on. 
 
    “Where was she?” 
 
    “She came to town, she helped us out with one of the monsters.” 
 
    “You let her fight?” Mother snapped. 
 
    “I think it’s pretty obvious that I have no say over what she does. She’s a God and she took the monster down like it was nothing.” 
 
    “I don’t care if she’s a God, she’s still a child. She doesn’t deserve to be pulled into that world.” 
 
    I crossed my arms. “Mom, she grew up in a demon pit. She’s already in that world and I think we actually bonded a little.” 
 
    That made Mother soften. “You did? See? I told you it would happen.” 
 
    “Yeah, we actually had fun.” 
 
    Makaria came skipping back out of the house, munching on a cookie.  
 
    “I should get back. But, uh, Makaria? I want to give you something, if that’s okay?” 
 
    Makaria nodded.  
 
    I removed the knife from my boot and handed it to her.  
 
    “Is that…?” Mother said. 
 
    “The one you gave me. I kept it. Now I want Makaria to have it.” 
 
    Makaria grinned as she checked out the knife. She ran off with it, like a kid with a new toy. 
 
    “Thank you,” Mother said. 
 
    “I’ll be back soon. Maybe we could all have dinner together?” 
 
    “I’d like that.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
      
 
    Sons of bitches. How could they hide something like that? A fucking monster here in Bedford, long before Persephone and they are trying to train it like a dog? 
 
    It killed Paula. Those claws matched the wounds on her shoulders, she was killed by that thing and I didn’t hear it happen. She must have been so scared.  
 
    I failed her. I should have done something. 
 
    That bitch Shaw was so cocky about it. She has no idea what she’s dealing with. I watched them from afar. The two agents seemed to be her little lap dogs, following orders.  
 
    My phone rang and I answered it without checking who was calling. “Hello?” 
 
    “Dan? It’s me.” 
 
    “Jenni? Hey, is everything okay?” 
 
    “Yeah, the results are back. I thought we could hear them together?” 
 
    “Yes, that sounds good. I’ll be there soon.” 
 
    I couldn’t even think about that right now. The agents moved away from Shaw and I headed toward her. 
 
    She saw me coming and turned to face me, hands on her hips. She was ready for a fight. 
 
    “Do you have any idea what you’re doing?” I demanded.  
 
    “Trying to save your little town?” she drawled. 
 
    “That thing you have needs to be destroyed. It can’t be controlled.” 
 
    “You sound like you have a lot of experience. Oh wait, you knew the woman who was killed. Paula?” 
 
    “So, I know what I’m talking about,” I said. 
 
    “Mr. Clark. Can I call you Dan?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Suit yourself. The things that are out here are a real threat to humanity. Imagine one of them let loose in a city? We need a way to stop them, kill them. I’ve been working with this thing for over a year. It can take orders, it responds to my commands. Trust me, it’s the less destructive option.” 
 
    “Why? What does that mean?” 
 
    “If we can’t control this situation, the higher ups are happy to drop a bomb and wipe Bedford out of existence. Is that what you want?” 
 
    “No, of course not. But unleashing one more monster will end badly. I guarantee it.” 
 
    “I’ll take that under advisement.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ten 
 
      
 
      
 
    We were gathered around the hell hole, arguing over the best way forward. The town had been completely evacuated and Shaw had cordoned it off and was working on keeping the whole thing contained.  
 
    “I’m telling you, some C4 and we can close the hole for good,” a soldier who worked for Shaw argued. 
 
    “It won’t work, the hole will just reopen,” I said. 
 
    “Not when I’m done with it,” he said smugly. 
 
    Shaw was watching me. “How do you know what will happen?” 
 
    I shrugged. “Just a guess. It’s not a normal hole.” 
 
    She knew I knew more, but I wasn’t telling her a thing. The Underworld was Hades thing, I had no control over it. But Makaria probably did, if she was like her father. There was a kind of symbiosis between Hades and the Underworld, it reacted to him, bent to his will. When Makaria escaped, she must have wanted, at least subconsciously, to find her family, so the hole opened here. She might be able to close it, but in order to keep it closed, she would need to accept her place as his heir. Hades kept a book in the main chamber, it contained spells to keep control over the different levels and to keep things like the demon pit in place. The problem was, I couldn’t ask her to do that. God knows what kind of trauma she was dealing with already, I couldn’t force her to go back down. 
 
    The soldier pulled Shaw aside, trying to convince her that his way was best.  
 
    “What are you thinking?” Clark asked me. 
 
    “Makaria opened it, she can close it.” 
 
    “So, ask her.” 
 
    “I can’t. She would have to go back inside, that isn’t fair to her.” 
 
    “I just spoke to the Sheriff. One of those things killed a family who were trying to escape. There was an eight year old kid. We have to stop this now.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. Shit, he’s right. 
 
    “I’ll try, but if she doesn’t want to go, I can’t force her.” 
 
    “I think she will go. If she’s anything like you, I’m sure she’s fearless.” 
 
    I pulled a face at him. “I’ll be back soon.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    I knocked on Mother’s door, cursing myself for doing this, but what choice did we have?  
 
    “You’re back. It’s a little early for dinner,” Mother said. 
 
    “I need to talk to you, about the hole to the Underworld.” 
 
    “Yes, Makaria told me about the snake thing. Come through.” 
 
    We went into the kitchen, where Mother made some tea.  
 
    “Where’s Makaria?” I asked. 
 
    “Out playing with her new knife. Hopefully not killing anything with it,” she said. 
 
    I hid a smile, I wouldn’t be surprised if she was.  
 
    “Mom, we need to close the hole. If we don’t, they’re talking about bombing the town.” 
 
    “I don’t know what I can do. It wasn’t my domain.” 
 
    “Not you. Makaria.” 
 
    “No!” she snapped, slamming down the tea kettle. “She’s not going back inside.” 
 
    “She is Hades’ daughter. The Underworld responds to her, she can close it.” 
 
    “She’s just a child, you can’t ask her to go in there again.” 
 
    “Do you think I want to? We don’t have any other choice. I would be with her every step of the way.” 
 
    “I said no.” 
 
    “Well, it’s not really up to you. I’m her mother.” 
 
    Mother glared at me. “Now you are. When it suits you?” 
 
    “I don’t want to argue. Let’s ask her. If she says no, then I’ll respect that, and I’ll try to find another way. But more creatures are escaping every hour. You know the kinds of things that were kept down there. The world is about to change dramatically when I die, we can at least make sure monsters aren’t a part of that.” 
 
    Mother poured hot water into a mug, but I could see her hand shaking. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    “I’ve given you my answer,” she said. “You should go.” 
 
    The door to the kitchen was pushed open and Makaria stepped into the room. “I’ll do it.” 
 
    “You were listening to us?” I said. 
 
    Mother hugged Makaria to her. “No, child. You can stay here with me.” 
 
    “I want to help,” she argued. 
 
    “It’s too dangerous.” 
 
     “I’m not scared,” she said. 
 
    “You heard her. She’s going.” 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    “Just hold off on the blasting. I’m telling you, Persephone has a plan.” 
 
    Shaw scowled at me. “This better be good.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Eleven 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Time’s going to move differently down there. I don’t know how much time will pass up here,” I said to Clark. 
 
    “Just hurry back and be careful,” he said, pulling me close. 
 
    I kissed him. “Promise you won’t do anything stupid and get yourself killed while I’m gone?” 
 
    “I’ll do my best.” 
 
    “I mean it,” I said. 
 
    He smiled at me. “I promise.” 
 
    Makaria and I stepped up to the entrance. It was bigger than ever before and spewing smoke. 
 
    “Ready?”  
 
    Makaria looked terrified but nodded. 
 
    “It’ll be okay. You won’t be alone.” 
 
    She smiled a little. 
 
    We entered the Underworld together, descending underground. The walls seemed to glow with their own luminescence. I could smell the earth and the faint scent of sulphur. 
 
    “God, smells like home,” I muttered. 
 
    “Do you miss it?” Makaria asked. 
 
    “Sometimes. I miss Hades more.” 
 
    “What was he like?” she asked.  
 
    “Your father? Well, he was…caring, passionate…he put up with me, so he gets points for that.” 
 
    “You loved him?” 
 
    “Of course I did.” 
 
    She frowned. “Then why are you with him?” 
 
    “Clark? Makaria, I loved your father, but he’s gone. He’s been gone for a long time. Clark makes me happy. But it doesn’t make me love Hades any less.” 
 
    She still looked confused, but she nodded. I didn’t expect her to understand how relationships worked. She had, well, eternity to figure that out. 
 
    As we reached the main chamber, I noticed Makaria’s breath quickening.  
 
    I reached out and took her hand. “It’s okay. You’re safe. If you want to leave, we can go right now.” 
 
    “We need to close the Underworld. I’m the only one who can do it,” she said, sounding like a little girl.  
 
    “Okay, then let’s be quick.” 
 
    We headed for the throne room where Hades kept the tome. The place was a mess, but I found it buried in the rubble. Opening the book, I was surprised to find that I couldn’t read it. There were strange glyphs, nothing I had seen before. 
 
    “Shit. It’s unreadable.” 
 
    “I can read it,” Makaria said. She took it from me and read a passage aloud. 
 
    “You can understand it?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “You must have your father’s powers. You are the heir to the Underworld.” 
 
    She seemed pleased at that. I guess it was harder to be afraid of the place if you controlled it. I could feel tremors under my feet. We didn’t have much time. 
 
    She found the passage and started to read. The quaking stopped as she spoke, and I could see her eyes turn black. As she finished reading, her body seemed to glow. 
 
    “Wow,” I whispered. Hades would be proud of her.  
 
    “What now?” she asked. 
 
    “Now you have control, we get out of here and once we’re on the surface, you can close it up.” 
 
    We left the throne room. Makaria hesitated, looking toward the cave that held the demon pit. 
 
    “Makaria? Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    She turned away. “Yeah, let’s go.” 
 
    I didn’t want to ask her about the pit, it wouldn’t be easy for her to talk about. I would wait until we were out of here. 
 
    The walk to the surface was treacherous. Now that the Underworld had a new ruler, it was reacting to Makaria’s emotions. The walls seemed to pulse and contract, in time with her breathing.  
 
    “Just take it easy, Makaria. Stay in control until we get out of here,” I said, squeezing her hand. 
 
    She nodded, taking slow deep breaths to calm herself. I could see the light up ahead, we were nearly out. 
 
    “Everything’s going to be fine. We’ll be out of here soon and this will all be over. We can be a family.” 
 
    There was a rumble overhead and debris started to fall. The ground started to shake. 
 
    “Shit. Run!” 
 
    We both ran for the exit, but the dirt was falling too fast. A few feet from freedom, something hit me in the back of the head and I went down, instantly becoming buried under a ton of dirt. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    A Long Time Ago… 
 
      
 
    Makaria 
 
      
 
    “You know what you have to do,” Diabolus said. “We have shown you the way, little one.” 
 
    “I remember,” I said, as I climbed out of the pit. Reaching the surface, I was able to place my feet on solid ground. How long was I down there? 
 
    My body had grown, I was no longer a child. I stood naked on the precipice, looking back at the only home I’d ever know. The demons had delivered their promise, they had found a way to free me, but in turn I owed them now.  
 
    Moving slowly through the Underworld, I reached the main chamber. This would have been my home, if my parents hadn’t abandoned me.  
 
    The demons told me all about Hades and Persephone and with my powers I was able to see snippets, memories of their lives. They seemed happy. Perhaps they didn’t want a child to come between them. 
 
    I found their bed chamber, still filled with their things. A long time ago, they fled the Underworld, from a boy who could kill Gods. He was gone now, but he murdered my father. I heard his screams as he died. 
 
    My mother on the other hand, she survived. Every now and again I would get flashes of her. She was up on Earth. It seemed like a beautiful place, full of light and warmth, not like down here.  
 
    Does she think of me? I wondered. Does she regret abandoning me? 
 
    I would ask her myself when I was finally free. First, I needed to practice my powers, learn to control them, then I could figure a way out. 
 
    A mirror stood in the corner of the bed chamber. So that’s what I look like. My long black hair looked wild and untamed. My body did not appear full grown as I expected, but it had taken a long time to grow, so perhaps that would change.  
 
    I looked a little like her, although more like my father. Searching through the rubble, I unearthed some clothes. My mother’s dresses were too big for me, but I managed to fashion one from some old fabric.  
 
    I could hear whispers from the direction of the pit, they were restless already. Let them wait. I am in charge now. 
 
   


  
 


 
    Twelve 
 
      
 
      
 
    Someone grabbed hold of my shirt and dragged me out of the dirt. I coughed and choked, but somehow, I was still alive. Just.  
 
    I looked up to see Makaria standing over me. She was the one who dragged me free. Of course she did. A little avalanche wouldn’t affect a Goddess. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, getting to my feet. “That was close.” 
 
    I brushed off as much dirt as I could, but I was in serious need of a shower.  
 
    Everyone was gone. I wondered how much time had passed. Hopefully only a few days. 
 
    “Come on, we should go find the others.” 
 
    We walked back to town in silence. Makaria seemed pensive. I hoped that Clark was okay, not that he couldn’t handle himself.  
 
    As we reached town, I realized that something was very wrong. 
 
    “This isn’t right,” I muttered. The street was a mess, buildings were damaged. Something big had gone down. 
 
    “Let’s check the Sheriff’s office,” I said.  
 
    “Hello?” I called as I stepped in. It was silent. Maybe everyone had been evacuated. I looked around for some sign or a note even as to where they had gone.  
 
    As I was checking out the Sheriff’s desk, I noticed the calendar on his desk. It was June.  
 
    “Shit, we’ve been gone for weeks,” I said to Makaria. I turned on the computer to check the exact date. 
 
    I froze when I saw what it was. “June 20th,” I whispered. 
 
    “So what?” Makaria asked. 
 
    “It’s the last day of Spring.” 
 
    Today was the day I was supposed to die. Shit, I lost all that time.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I said. 
 
    Someone stepped into the room, startling us. Makaria grabbed him by the throat and lifted him off the ground. 
 
    “Makaria, don’t! It’s the Sheriff.” 
 
    She set the red faced man down. “She’s strong,” he wheezed. 
 
    “What the hell is going on? Where is Clark?” 
 
    “He’s up in the diner. Things got real bad after you left. The feds released the thing they had, thinking it would take down the other monsters. It ripped Agent Berry’s head off.” 
 
    I closed my eyes. “Fuck! How could they be so stupid?” 
 
    “Well, they learned the hard way. You came back just in time. We’re the last ones here.” 
 
    “It must be fate,” I muttered. 
 
    “The army aren’t accepting any more excuses. They have the whole town cordoned off and they are planning on destroying it in a few hours.” 
 
    “Great. What made them change their minds?” 
 
    “That Shaw woman was killed. She was the one keeping them at bay.” 
 
    “Then I guess we better get out of here.” 
 
    Clark was outside the diner when we approached. I threw my arms around him and kissed him. “Where’s Cerberus?” 
 
    “He’s here, out taking a run. Occasionally he comes back with a dead monster, so I think he’s having fun.” 
 
    “We closed the Underworld, but who knows what is still out there. We should go. It would suck if it was a bomb that finished me off.” 
 
    Clark frowned at me. “Wait. Is that today?” 
 
    I nodded. “I’ll just have to be extra careful. You’re right, we don’t know what is going to happen. Let’s just get out of here.” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    Sheriff Hanson said, “I’ll go get my truck. Back in a minute.” 
 
    Makaria was staring at us. I stepped away from Clark.  
 
    “We’re going to leave town, we can stop for your grandmother on the way.” 
 
    She turned away from me and stared into the store window behind her. 
 
    “What’s wrong?” I asked. 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” Makaria said. 
 
    “Tell you what?” 
 
    “I heard you and grandmother talking. Today is the day you are supposed to die. When you do, I can help them.” 
 
    “Help who?” 
 
    “The new Gods. They’ll need someone to lead them.” 
 
    “Persephone, let’s go,” Clark yelled, heading for the truck. 
 
    I tried to follow what Makaria was saying, but it would have to wait until we got out of here. 
 
    “Makaria, we need to go now!” I said, grabbing her arm. 
 
    She turned to face me and I saw the look in her eyes, the darkness there. Anger too. 
 
    “No, you need to go. It’s time, Mother.” 
 
    I opened my mouth to reply, but before I could, I felt the knife sink into my chest. Makaria drove it into my heart. Then I was falling and it all went dark. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    Thirteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Clark 
 
      
 
    “Persephone! No!” I screamed. I rushed forward, as she seemed to fall in slow motion.  
 
    Falling to my knees at her side, I cradled her but even I knew that a knife to the heart meant it was already too late. 
 
    “Why!” I roared at Makaria. How could she kill her own mother? 
 
    “I had to. She was standing in the way. With her gone, new Gods will rise.” 
 
    “She’s your mother. She loved you,” I said. 
 
    Makaria simply shrugged. “I owe her nothing.” 
 
    I felt rage flood through me. She was a monster, plain and simple. She wouldn’t stop with Persephone. I reached for my gun. 
 
    “You still have the chance to see her again. One last time.” 
 
    “What?” I hesitated. 
 
    “I’ll open the entrance to the Underworld, temporarily. She should be passing through it right now. If you hurry, you can see her.” 
 
    “You’re lying. Why would you help me?” 
 
    She stared at me with those creepy eyes. “Nobody deserves to be alone down there. Not even her.” 
 
    Cerberus caught up to us. When he saw Persephone, he started to howl mournfully.  
 
    “Come on, boy. Do you want to see Persephone again?” I asked. 
 
    He stopped howling and yipped at me. “Let’s go.” 
 
    I gently lowered Persephone’s body to the ground. With a final kiss, we took off toward the Underworld entrance. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    I jerked, like I was waking from a dream, but since I was upright, that didn’t seem likely.  
 
    Where the hell am I? 
 
    I was standing in a dark cavern, lit only by flaming torches, beside a river. It looked vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t place it, at least not until the boat appeared. 
 
    As I watched the boat glide toward me, I knew that I was in the Underworld. And Chiron had come to ferry me across.  
 
    “Well, shit,” I muttered. So, the Fates were right after all.  
 
    “Goddess Persephone,” Chiron said in a raspy voice, bowing low. 
 
    “Didn’t you get the memo? Haven’t been a Goddess for a long time.” 
 
    He stared at me with his creepy red eyes. “I suppose not.” 
 
    “Why do you still exist?” I asked. 
 
    He gave me a wry smile. “I’m not a God, the God killer wasn’t interested in me. Souls still need to be escorted, whether someone rules the Underworld or not.” 
 
    “And I guess I have no choice in the matter?” I asked, already knowing the answer. 
 
    “You’ve had more time than most people. Your body is gone. Please, don’t make this difficult. Step into the boat.” 
 
    I wanted to run, to tell Chiron to go screw himself, I would find a way out, but as I opened my mouth to argue, I felt it. This strange sensation, like I was being pulled forward, guided by an unseen hand. Before I knew it, I was in the boat and Chiron was moving down the river. 
 
    Maybe this is for the best. Chiron is right, I’ve had much more time than I should have. 
 
    I forced myself not to think about what I was leaving behind. It hurt too much. But I didn’t regret it, any of it. I just hoped that Clark would survive the new world order. He had an advantage over most people, since he knew…Oh crap, I didn’t tell him about the new Gods. He was going to be so pissed.  
 
    “Mourning your life?” Chiron asked.  
 
    I glanced up at him. “I thought you didn’t talk to your passengers?” 
 
    “You’re a special case. And I’m curious.” 
 
    “Yes, of course I’m mourning it. Is that so strange?” 
 
    “No. But for you it could take a while.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Yeah, a few thousand years, it’s been a lot. But I would trade it all for a regular human life, one where I get to have a regular family, grow old with someone.” 
 
    “And yet so many take that kind of life for granted.” 
 
    “Do you get lonely down here?” I asked. 
 
    “I enjoy the quiet.” 
 
    I looked up at the cave roof, high above us. Yeah, I’m sure there is a lot of that around here. 
 
    “You know that new Gods are coming? Might not be quiet for much longer.” 
 
    “I’ve heard rumors. A brave new world. Not your concern anymore though.” 
 
    “No, I guess not.” 
 
    The boat arrived at the other side and I stepped off.  
 
    “Farewell, Persephone,” Chiron said, and I could hear a note of sadness in his voice. 
 
    “Goodbye,” I said. 
 
    The pull was growing stronger, drawing me forward. I would pass through the different levels of the Underworld until I reached my final destination. Wherever that was. 
 
    “Persephone!” 
 
    The voice echoed off the walls, making it impossible to tell the direction it was coming from, but I recognized that voice.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fourteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Clark? How did you get here? Oh my God, are you dead?” I cried, as he hugged me. 
 
    “No, I followed you in here. Cerberus too.” 
 
    I stroked the big mutt’s head. “You shouldn’t have done that. You need to leave, before you end up trapped.” 
 
    “I’m not leaving without you,” Clark said. 
 
    “Clark, don’t be stupid. I’m dead. There is no way back, I belong here now.” 
 
    Clark pulled me against him. “You can’t give up. You’re here, I can touch you. Why can’t you just walk back out?” 
 
    “Because my body up there is dead. If I leave here, I’ll just be a ghost. You won’t be able to see me.” 
 
    “What about Makaria? Someone has to stop her.” 
 
    I thought of the look in my daughter’s eyes. There was no getting through to her. She had been twisted, changed into something inhuman. 
 
    “I can’t stop her. Even if I was alive, I don’t have the power.” 
 
    “What about your mother? She’s still a Goddess.” 
 
    “She’s…” I paused. I was dead. Which meant that my mantle was gone. 
 
    She’s going to swallow the spark. 
 
    “It might already be too late.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Demeter 
 
      
 
    A sharp pain cut through my heart. Stumbling against the kitchen table, I gasped. As a Goddess, I didn’t get hurt, or sick, or really feel pain. Which could only mean one thing. 
 
    “Persephone,” I whispered. She was gone. My beautiful daughter was gone. 
 
    Even though I knew this day was coming, I was still in denial about it. I thought for sure that she would find a way out of it. What could have happened to her? 
 
    As I slumped into a chair, tears falling, I felt the spark come to life. It scorched my skin making me yelp. I guess I could still feel pain.  
 
    I pulled it free, watching it vibrate and pulse. It’s time. 
 
    I thought I would at least have the opportunity to see Makaria one last time, but maybe it was better that she wasn’t here to see this. The poor girl had been through enough. 
 
    Standing up, I gave one last look around the kitchen, remembering all the time I spent with my granddaughter. Every minute of it was precious and I wouldn’t trade it for anything.  
 
    At least she will be okay. She’s strong and she won’t be the only God, she can find others like her. 
 
    Leaving the house, I walked along the path, through the garden. It pained me to know it would go unattended. I spent so much time out here.  
 
    Picking a spot, close to the old oak tree where I let Makaria carve her initials, I stopped. It was a beautiful spot, one I would be happy to look upon in my final moments. 
 
    The whole world would change, because of me. Clutching the spark, I tried to steady my nerves. New Gods would be terrible, but this tiny rock could destroy half the world. Humans survived the Gods before, they could do so again. I had faith. 
 
    “Goodbye, my sweet girls,” I said. 
 
    Ripping the chain off the spark, I quickly put it into my mouth, forcing myself to swallow it whole. 
 
    For a moment, nothing happened. Then I felt it. A burning, pulsing pain. My body started to vibrate. 
 
    “I’m coming, Persephone.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fifteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me?” Clark said, angrily pacing.  
 
    “How could I? You would only have tried to stop it and there was nothing you could do.” 
 
    “So, that’s it? The world is gone?” 
 
    “No. The spark will bestow power on humans, creating new Gods. Once they realize what they can do though, I’m sure there will be wars, panic. They will try to rule over everyone, you know that won’t go down well.” 
 
    “This is so fucked up,” Clark said, putting his head in his hands. “Who will be chosen?” 
 
    I shrugged. “I don’t know. Probably people who embody the mantle in question.” 
 
    “So, Ares’ powers could go to some war general? Or someone higher up? What if the person in question has access to nuclear weapons, what then?” Clark said, his voice rising. 
 
    “I don’t know! Damnit, Clark, I don’t know how it works. I’m sorry.” 
 
    He sighed and turned away. I felt that strange pull again, as if someone was calling to me. I wondered what was waiting for me. On the other side. Would my mother be there? Hades? Or would I go somewhere else? After all, I wasn’t a Goddess when I died. Chances are I would be alone.  
 
    “Clark, please. Let’s stop arguing. We don’t know how much time we have left.” 
 
    “Thanks to your daughter.” 
 
    I closed my eyes, reliving the moment she stabbed me. “She grew up with demons whispering in her ear. She had no guidance, no one to love her.” 
 
    “Are you actually defending her?” 
 
    “Yes, I guess I am.” 
 
    “Persephone, she killed you!” 
 
    “I’m aware. We knew this day was coming. I just didn’t think it would be her.” 
 
    I couldn’t hate her though. I was a crappy mother and this was my fault. I had the power back then, Hades too, we should have done more. This was on us. 
 
    Cerberus was in the corner of my old bedroom, sniffing at something. He seemed content to be back at home.  
 
    “I could put a bullet in her brain,” Clark muttered. 
 
    “And it would bounce straight off and she would snap your neck. You can’t kill her, Clark. It’s impossible.” 
 
    “There’s always a way. Can a God kill a God?” 
 
    I shrugged. “The Gods killed the Titans, so yeah, there are ways.” 
 
    “Then I could get out of here and find Loki. He could take her down.” 
 
    “He doesn’t have his full powers. Clark, please. I know you’re angry, but it’s really not her fault. If I could talk to her…” 
 
    “She’d stab you again. I’m sorry, Persephone but she’s not your daughter. You can’t overcome that kind of conditioning with an impassioned speech. It doesn’t work like that. I know what it’s like to be brainwashed, to believe something completely. If you can’t kill her, then the only choice would be to find a way to trap her down here again.” 
 
    “No!” I snapped. “She’s not going to be locked away again.” 
 
    He shook his head. “It’s not really your problem anymore, is it?” 
 
    “Yes, it is my problem. She…” I broke off as Cerberus started whining and scraping at something in the corner. 
 
    “What is it, boy?” I asked. 
 
    He pawed at some rubble, dislodging a box. Nudging him aside, I picked up the box. I didn’t recognize it, it must have belonged to Hades. 
 
    “What is it?” Clark asked. 
 
    “I don’t know.” I popped open the lid to look inside and gasped. “I don’t believe it. I think we’ve found our way out of here.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sixteen 
 
      
 
      
 
    Makaria 
 
      
 
    I ran all the way back to my grandmother’s house, but I was too late. All that was left of her was a pile of ash on the ground.  
 
    The garden around her was destroyed from the blast, all the flowers she would show me, were ripped apart. I felt a stab of sorrow. She had shown me great kindness, took me in without question. But she had a greater role to play, she was a true mother Goddess. She would give birth to a new world, to new Gods. There was no greater honor. 
 
    Crouching beside the ash, I said, “Goodbye, Grandmother. Thank you for this gift.” 
 
    I watched as tiny embers embedded in the ash, grew brighter. A breeze picked them up sending them spinning into the sky. They scattered in every direction, off to find their hosts.  
 
    Soon, people would receive the sparks, igniting their God powers and changing them into something new. 
 
    There would be confusion, there would be fear. They would need someone to lead them, someone who understood what was happening to them and who could help them take up their new mantles.  
 
    While I would not hold a mantle of my own, I had been considering a few, but I think I liked one in particular.  
 
    Makaria, Goddess of Darkness.  
 
    Using my ability, I transformed my body into its shadow self, flying up after the sparks. 
 
    It has begun. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “It’s ambrosia. The last of it. If we were to eat it, we would become Gods. It would mean we could survive down here and not starve to death.” 
 
    “So, our choices are die down here, or be stuck down here for eternity?” Clark said. 
 
     “We might be able to find a way out, but it would take time and a lot of power.” 
 
    Clark ran a hand through his hair. “God. I never thought I would be in this kind of position.” 
 
    “Whatever you decide, I’ll go along with it.” 
 
    “You know what it’s going to be like up there, don’t you? New Gods, there will be all out war. The world as we know it will be over.” 
 
    “I know. All thanks to my daughter.” 
 
    He stared at me. “Jenni did the test. The kid is mine. A boy. She found out on the scan last week.” 
 
    I let out a breath. “I’m sorry, Clark. You…shit! You shouldn’t have followed me. You should have stayed!” 
 
    “Stayed to do what? Get killed?” 
 
    “You could have protected them.” 
 
    “Well, we have the chance now. We’ll take the ambrosia and find a way out.” 
 
    “Clark, it could take years. Decades. Maybe longer. You could get out of here and he could be an old man.” 
 
    “I have to take the chance. We both do. Can you really just move on? Leave the world in chaos?” 
 
    “No, of course I can’t. Makaria is my daughter. I have to stop her. I won’t let her hurt innocent people.” 
 
    “So, we’re agreed.” 
 
    I nodded. I couldn’t believe that history was repeating itself. I would be a God again, but at what cost? I looked at Clark, at least we would be together, that had to count for something. 
 
    I reached out to him, kissing him. “I love you.” 
 
    “I love you, too.” 
 
    He reached into the box, lifting the ambrosia and tearing it in half. 
 
    “Here’s to eternity,” he said. 
 
    I laughed. “It’s not too late to back out.” 
 
    He popped the ambrosia into his mouth and swallowed it. I did the same. In seconds, I felt the same familiar rush, just like the first time.  
 
    Clark gasped. “This is incredible. I’m a God.” 
 
    “It feels good to be powerful again. Now let’s get the hell out of here.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you enjoyed Hell Raised, be sure to check out the first book in the spin off series Gods of Chaos: Fall of Valhalla 
 
      
 
    Daughter of Odin is available now 
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