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      Sing, O' Muse, of the seasons of the world and how all that was lost was found again.

      Sing, of how gods and mythical creatures once roamed the lands of Greece, and of how Man became powerful, and the gods were forced into hiding.

      Sing, of when Greece's economy collapsed and the land was on fire with the turmoil man's governance had wrought.

      Sing, of how the gods returned to build a new world from the ashes.

      Sing, O' Muse, of the new city of Styx, and the monsters that govern its underworld.

      

      Sing to me a new song of Death and the Goddess of the Crossroads…
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      Before Thanatos was bound to a physical body, he never dreamed. Now, as he awakened, sweating and shaking in the dead of night, he wondered if he would ever stop. For a moment, he didn't know where he was, the dream still holding on, dragging him back to the dark forest in the Underworld.

      Moonlight was streaking through his window, turning his world black and white. He pushed his damp silver hair from his face. It had been burned in their fight on Pandora's island, and Charon had insisted he cut off his ruined shoulder-length style into something more presentable. Unable to tie it back, now he always felt like it was in the way.

      Muttering curses, Thanatos sat up and tried to steady his breathing. Breath. This form told him he needed it, even though he didn't. Get up, get outside.

      Thanatos climbed out of bed and walked to the glass doors. They led outside of his apartment and into the dark rooftop garden.

      Acheron Tower had the best views in Styx, and the glittering lights of the city beneath him calmed his raging mind. It was so loud, so alive. He walked under the cypress trees, touching their bark gently, marveling as he always did that such a wonder could be growing so far from the earth.

      The dream came back to him and his hand tightened on the bark. Thanatos had been standing under a grove of cypress trees in the Underworld, and there glowing softly with white moonlight was a woman. No, not a woman. A titaness.

      Her black hair fell to her waist in a loose braid, her dark violet eyes full of power and secrets. Her mouth had opened in a silent scream, her hands reaching for him, a plead on her soundless lips, Find me, Thanatos. Find me.

      Thanatos rubbed at the hollow pain in his chest, the tattoos of the curse that had once bound him to the Underworld streaking black symbols of power over his pale brown skin.

      "It means nothing. It's only because you've been spending too much time around Selene," he whispered to himself. His eyes tilted towards the moon above him and he frowned. I don't need your judgment, either.

      It wasn't as though he hadn't tried to find Hecate before. When he had been freed from Zeus's curse and had taken a physical form, he had looked for signs of her. There had been none, and he had fallen in with the others to build Styx, establish Hades's kingdom, and a world of relative security for all of them.

      Now he was wondering if he had given up the search too quickly. Hecate wasn't in the Underworld either, because he would have sensed it if she were.

      "Just give me a sign of where to look," he whispered to the night.

      Inside the apartment, his phone message tone chimed. Thanatos cast a suspicious glare at the moon and then hurried to answer it. A message was flashing from 'Thieving Prick,' and Thanatos sighed and opened it.

      Are you naked? We need to talk, and I don't want to see your junk.

      Thanatos messaged Hermes back: I'm awake and presentable so you won't feel insecure. The air filled with static, making Thanatos's skin prickle with the oncoming magic, and suddenly, Hermes stepped out of the night sky and into his garden.

      There were times when Thanatos missed the crazy, simple version of Hermes. The god was crackling with magic since he had regained his memories and his staff, and he was back to full speed and arrogant as hell. When Hermes was worked up about something, just being around him made Thanatos's head hurt. One look at Hermes's disheveled hair and burning eyes told Thanatos he'd have a migraine within the hour if he wasn't careful.

      "What's wrong?" he asked as Hermes came inside.

      "Nothing yet. Why are you awake?" he said.

      "I had a nightmare."

      Hermes swore and sat down on the couch, propping his bare feet up on the coffee table.

      "Are the nightmares about Hecate?" he asked.

      Thanatos hid his surprise. Hermes was the god of dreams, after all. "Yes. Why?"

      "So, it's happening to you too. Double fuck," Hermes replied and ran a hand over his face. "Selene is awake every night with them. She asked me to come and check on you, because apparently, you are in them."

      "What else happens?" asked Thanatos. Maybe Hecate is sending signs after all.

      "Selene said that Hecate is crying out for help. At first, she didn't know who the woman was, so I drew a picture for her and confirmed it." Hermes tugged at the ends of his hair; a habit he still hadn't kicked despite being restored to his right mind. "Do you think Hecate really is in trouble? I mean, she was a total badass and viciously powerful. I didn't think anything was capable of taking her down. I know that's why Zeus was always careful not to piss her off."

      "Up until recently, I wouldn't have thought anyone capable of taking you on either, but Pandora and Pithos proved us wrong. What if they got to Hecate before you?" Thanatos said. He had been worrying about it since Crete, even with Pandora locked up in Tartarus. There were still too many loose ends where Pithos was concerned.

      "What if these dreams are because Selene used her magic, and because it comes from Hecate, it has awoken memories in her blood?" asked Hermes.

      "That wouldn't explain why I'm having the dreams too," answered Thanatos, folding his arms.

      Hermes's golden eyes softened a little. "Maybe the feel of Hecate's magic brought up old memories for you. I know you and her were close. Well, as close as you could be without a physical body."

      "We were friends," Thanatos said carefully.

      "Friendly enough to always take her side when we argued," Hermes replied.

      "That's because most of the time, you were acting like an obnoxious asshole. Someone had to step in before you both started another war between Olympians and Titans," said Thanatos.

      "You're right. Maybe we should let Hecate sort herself out." Thanatos stared hard at him until Hermes groaned dramatically. "Okay, okay, we'll find her. You know I'd do it just so Selene could get a decent night's sleep," he said.

      "And because Hecate is one of ours and needs our help too, yes?" replied Thanatos.

      "Of course," Hermes said, without an ounce of sincerity. "Let's hope time has made her less argumentative."

      Thanatos raised a silver brow. "Did it make you less of an asshole?"

      Hermes laughed. "Maybe a more tired one. Selene needs Hecate and I need Selene, which means that I'm willing to put up with the Goddess of the Crossroad's worst moods if it makes Selene happy and safe."

      "Maybe love will turn you decent yet, trickster," said Thanatos.

      "And love may destroy you if you aren't careful."

      "I don't understand what you mean by that."

      Hermes's smile widened further. "You will. Now, go and get dressed so I can take you to Selene. We need to compare notes on these dreams and try to find out where the old witch is hiding – ow! What was that for?" Hermes yelped when Thanatos hit him in the back of the head.

      "Be respectful. I'm going to get dressed, so try not to steal or break anything."

      "You better hurry up then. I don't want to keep Selene waiting," Hermes replied, his infuriating smile firmly back in place.

      

      Selene was pouring fresh coffee when Thanatos and Hermes appeared in the lounge room. Her eyes had dark smudges under them, and she was paler than usual. No wonder Hermes is worried. Hermes had always been the hardest of the Olympians to read, but when it came to Selene, his feelings were an open book. He loved her, and when he was around her, Hermes just about radiated.

      "Good morning, Selene," Thanatos greeted politely as she passed him a steaming cup.

      "Thanks for coming. I hope Hermes wasn't too bossy," she said.

      "I was the epitome of courtesy and grace, I swear it," assured Hermes, leaning down to press a kiss on the top of her head.

      "I doubt that," Selene said, smiling at the blatant lie.

      Thanatos sat on one of the bar stools and sipped his coffee. "Tell me about your nightmares, Selene."

      "Better yet, I can show you," Selene replied and took him to the spare bedroom.

      The last time Thanatos had it seen it, there had been a bed and desk in it, now the room had been gutted of furniture, and there were books, journals and art supplies stacked in piles, the walls covered notes and drawings.

      "What happened here?"

      "Hermes happened," Selene replied.

      "Most of this is the research that I left with the Graeae sisters and a bit more that I've been gathering. I've been trying to figure out my trains of thought before Zeus cursed me," explained Hermes. He searched through a group of sketches and handed them to Thanatos. "These are all the sketches I've done of the dreams."

      "They always end the same way," said Selene softly. "Hecate asking me to save her. No matter how powerful everyone keeps telling me she is, I'm starting to think she's really in trouble." Hermes moved to put his arm around her, and Thanatos focused on the sketches. The first few were a grove of cypress trees, some old ruins...and then there she was. Rendered in vibrant color, from her violet eyes to her golden brown feet. Hecate, the goddess of night, in all her perfection.

      "Easy, titan, if you stare any harder at that picture, I'm going to think you want to marry it," said Hermes, before whispering to Selene. "He always used to look like that around the real thing too."

      "Shut up. I'm thinking," snapped Thanatos. He went through all the drawings, comparing them to the dreams he had been having. One picture in particular made him pause. It was the floor of a ruined temple, a plain row of bricks set in a square. It looked as if it might have once had a mosaic set into it, and now only the border remained. "Where is this?" he asked.

      "Not too sure. There are ruins like this all over Greece, Italy, and Turkey," answered Hermes vaguely.

      "Why? Is it important?" asked Selene, taking the drawing from him. "I've seen these ruins many times in my dreams. Sometimes, it's a completed temple, surrounded by trees. Other times it's burning. No matter what state it's in, it always comes back to this piece of flooring."

      "If by some bizarre coincidence Hecate is responsible for the dreams, why does she not say what she means? Why show you the floor? It doesn't make any sense. If she's strong enough to send out a dream, she should be strong enough to pick up a damn phone," said Hermes irritably.

      "We don't know if she is strong enough. What if she is trapped somewhere?" argued Selene. "I get this…this feeling…in the dream. It's like I have no air. I can taste the dust. I'm trapped in darkness." She looked up at Thanatos, eyes haunted. "Do you get that?"

      "No, but then, I'm not one of her bloodline. Your dreams are so much more vivid. There are details here that I've only seen shadows of. One thing I know is that we need to find her," said Thanatos decisively. "I can't let this go now that I know I'm not the only one having the nightmares."

      "That's what I've been saying all along! We wouldn't both be having them if she were okay. We don't know how far Pithos spread, or for how long they were hunting people. What if Pandora got to her first somehow?" replied Selene, turning to Hermes. "Please. Thanatos is right. We can't just sit back and do nothing." Hermes seemed to physically struggle with the request. Selene didn't know how much the two irritated each other, but Thanatos did. Hermes wouldn't want Hecate laying claim to Selene either, which she most definitely would do.

      "What are you holding back, Hermes?" asked Thanatos, knowing there was a good dose of guilt mixed in with the concern.

      "The ruins. They are similar to the ones I saw in Turkey one time," he admitted.

      "What? When were you going to tell me that?" demanded Selene, stepping away from Hermes.

      "Probably never so you wouldn't want to do something like go after Hecate," said Thanatos.

      "Go on, titan, make her angrier why don't you?" Hermes snapped at him before turning back to Selene. "I showed you the drawing of the ruins weeks ago, don't you remember? I didn't know if the dreams were the result of your magic waking up or from me telling you about Hecate's temple that used to be there. As you said, we don't know who else is out there hunting us, and I don't know if splitting us up to go and look for a ghost is worth risking your life if they decide to attack again."

      "Don't try to pull the 'protecting me' card, Hermes! You said yourself that before Zeus cursed you, you were trying to find other gods and supernatural beings because you thought that a war was coming. Hecate is powerful. She can help us find the likes of Darius Drakos and stop them," argued Selene.

      "She could also tell us to fuck off for bothering her!" Hermes replied. "You don't know her, Selene. She wasn't one to get involved unless she had to-"

      "True," interrupted Thanatos, "but she did love the women of her bloodline and did her best to teach them when their power rose. She will be able to protect Selene bet-"

      "Don't you dare say better than me or I'll smite that physical body so hard that Hades will have to build you another one," threatened Hermes.

      "Enough! No more arguing," said Selene, stepping between them. She took a deep breath and placed her hands on Hermes's chest. "I know you don't like her, but I'll go and find her with or without you."

      Hermes's eyes narrowed. "You wouldn't know where to look."

      "You just told me these ruins are in Turkey," she said with a small smile. "You really should learn how to keep your mouth shut."

      "Damn it," muttered Hermes and then pulled her into a hug and kissed her hard. "Okay, we'll go. Even though if we find her, you might live to regret it."

      "You're just worried that she'll convince me that you are a terrible choice of lover for me," Selene teased, hugging him tighter.

      "Oh, she will definitely try to do that," said Thanatos with a laugh.

      "You see? Another good reason to stay here in Styx and keep you all to myself. It's a much better plan, Silver," Hermes replied, the uneasiness back in his voice.

      Selene stood up on tiptoes, so they were almost eye level. "Hermes, my love, we are going. No arguments. Do this for me because I helped you when you needed it. Now I need your help in return."

      Hermes twisted his fingers into her dark curls. "Okay, but Thanatos is coming. Hecate hates me and doesn't know you. She won't attack us if he is with us."

      Thanatos smiled. "You hope she won't."

      "I know she won't because she always liked you the best. You always could calm her down." Hermes pressed a kiss to Selene's forehead. "Hades should be awake by now. I'll go and convince him to let Thanatos come with us." And with that, he split a door in reality open, and he disappeared.

      Selene turned and smiled at Thanatos. "Well, that was easy."

      "I've never seen Hermes give in like that. He loves you, Selene. Remember that this will be hard for him in ways you won't understand for a while," said Thanatos.

      Selene's smile fell. "They really hated each other that much?"

      "Hate is a strong word,” Thanatos said before adding. "Hecate and the women in her bloodline have always been complicated."

      "Will you tell me about her?" asked Selene.

      Thanatos looked at his empty cup so she wouldn't see his hesitation. "I'm going to need more coffee."
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      Thanatos and Selene sat on the comfortable chairs on the deck, watching the sunrise. Thanatos didn't want to talk about Hecate, but he knew that Selene wouldn't stop asking questions until he did. Thanatos certainly didn't trust anything that Hermes would tell her. The problem was he struggled to know where to start.

      "Do you know how Erebus can make wolves out of darkness?" he began slowly. Selene nodded. "Well, once all three of us were like that permanently. In the Underworld, we were more like shades than humans. Charon was the most physical of the three of us. I suppose that's why he adapted better than Erebus and me when we were finally released. Once the curse was broken, Hades helped us fashion physical bodies of flesh more like the Olympians, so that we could go about on the Earth and experience it fully. When I knew Hecate, I was still a powerful shade. I could look like I do now, but material things could pass through me." Thanatos pushed his silver hair back from his face. "I don't know if I'm explaining this right."

      "You're doing fine. I had wondered what Hermes said about Hades's building you a body before. There's so much about you all that I don't know," Selene replied, cradling her warm cup closer.

      "We are so very old. Don't expect to know everything in a hurry," said Thanatos. "Going back before the curse, the Titans and the Olympians had a great war, called the Titanomachy. Zeus wanted to overthrow his oaf of a father, and even those that wanted to remain neutral like Hecate were eventually forced to pick a side. Titan turned against titan. Hecate and my brothers eventually allied ourselves with the Olympians, mostly because we liked Hades, and he convinced us. Then, after we had won, Zeus turned on all of us. He was paranoid that he would be overthrown as his father was, and he was always afraid of Hades's strength. He will never admit it now, but in those days, Hades still loved his brother, so it hurt him most of all when Zeus betrayed him and bound us all to the Underworld."

      "But not Hecate," said Selene.

      "No, she was a force to be reckoned with. Zeus was too afraid of her to push her into Tartarus. He waited until she was far from Olympus before he cursed the rest of us, scared that she would have intervened. By the time she learned what happened, it was already too late," continued Thanatos.

      "She is a goddess of the in-between places and crossroads, of the night and shades and magic, and she could walk the paths of the Underworld. She never forgot us like all the others did. She would come and tell us of all she had seen, how the earth was changing. She always came, no matter what."

      "Why does she hate Hermes so much?" asked Selene.

      "She hated Zeus more than Hermes. When Hermes was born, he won Zeus over quickly, and so Zeus wanted to bestow duties on him. Zeus didn't like that he could never find a way to challenge Hecate openly, so he tried to annoy her as much as possible. He gave Hermes purview over things that always belonged to her: boundaries, magic, and the guiding of souls being the main ones. They would argue over what belonged to whom and were constantly stepping on each other's toes even when they didn't mean to. It was Zeus's way of keeping them angry at each other instead of turning their minds and power to being angry at him," said Thanatos.

      "Was Zeus ever not a bastard? Seriously, the more I know, the more I hate," muttered Selene.

      "Perhaps you can see why Hermes is reluctant to find Hecate. He doesn't want you to become something else they fight over."

      "That's ridiculous. I won't let them fight over me," Selene said stubbornly. "I belong to no one but myself."

      "They are old gods, so they won't care for your modern sensibilities. You have her blood; he has your heart. Be cautious that you don't become a battlefield."

      "I won't let it get to that. So, Hecate was your friend. The way Hermes makes it sound, I thought you two were lovers," said Selene, mentally sideswiping him.

      "No, it was never...we couldn't...I was a powerful shade but not physical, Selene, it was never an option," he hurried to explain.

      "But you are now," Selene said with a small smile.

      Thanatos got up. "Yes, I am now."

      "Do you think she ever felt the same way?" asked Selene before he reached the door. Thanatos's hand stilled on the handle.

      "If she did, it was never spoken about," he said, before hurrying inside and away from questions he didn't like to speculate over.

      Hecate had always been his friend and he had looked forward to her visits to the Underworld where they would spend time talking together. She was never afraid of what he was, Death itself, and he was never intimidated by what she was, the most powerful goddess in the world that made mortal and immortal tremble with fear and longing. Perhaps that's why they had been friends more than anything else.

      "You tried to find her when you were set free, didn't you?" Selene asked, following him inside.

      "Yes, but there was no trace of her."

      "Did you try summoning her with magic?"

      Thanatos stopped washing up his cup and turned to look at her.

      "No. Why? Have you?" he asked. He wasn't human, he wouldn't know where to start to try and wield their magic.

      "No, but I have been doing some digging," Selene replied and pulled a notebook out of the handbag hanging off one of the dining room table chairs. "This is the information I found about Hecate."

      "If you had all of that, why ask me about her?"

      "Because most of what people know about the gods is total rubbish. I've gathered notes so I can separate fact from fiction, and also I thought something might spark for me," Selene explained. She found what she was looking for and held it out to him. "I found these summoning spells. I think most of them are bullshit, and I refuse to sacrifice any puppies-"

      "Hecate would hate that anyway. She loves dogs and used to curse mortals who used to sacrifice them in her name. I know you're eager to find her, but going to crossroads to summon her won't work if she's trapped somewhere," said Thanatos.

      "Also, because fucking around with blood spells is dangerous and stupid," growled Hermes. He was standing on the other side of the room and looked pissed off. Selene quickly took her notebook from Thanatos.

      "It was only an idea," she said.

      "Why are you keeping secret notebooks on Hecate?" Hermes asked.

      "Maybe because you won't talk about her, and I know you don't like her! I want to have some kind of an unbiased picture of her, and what kind of magic is in me," replied Selene.

      "I'm just…I'm going to go," said Thanatos, heading back towards the door.

      "Good idea. Selene and I have to have a discussion about her hiding things from me," said Hermes, his frown deepening.

      "Is that so? Come at me, god of bullshit. You're the one that's been hiding things like knowing where the ruins are! I have been dreaming about them for over a month, but you said nothing," Selene retorted, hands on hips.

      Thanatos quickly shut the door on them and hurried to find his brothers.

      

      Thanatos followed the paved path from Hermes's house, passing the main villa to the garage where Hades kept his favorite cars. Music was blaring, and Charon's legs were hanging out from underneath a black vintage Jaguar. Erebus was lying in the sun on a bed he had dragged over from the deck and he was smoking, his shadows shivering around him in time to the music.

      "I thought I'd find you two here," Thanatos said, turning the music down.

      "Hey, what gives?" Charon asked, rolling out from underneath the Jag on his car creeper, grease smeared on his tattooed chest.

      Thanatos had told Selene that Charon had adapted the easiest to having a physical body, but it wasn't entirely true. Thanatos knew that every time Charon was struggling, he would get another tattoo to make it feel like he owned the body he was in. And Charon had a lot of tattoos.

      "What's wrong?" asked Erebus, shadows sucking back into himself as he sat up.

      "I'm going to look for Hecate," said Thanatos, as he leaned against the workbench covered in tools.

      "Shit." Charon sat up and rested his arms on his knees. "Do you know where to start?"

      "Selene and I have been having the same dreams. Hermes has an idea of where we can begin. I don't know how long we will be gone, hopefully only a day or so," Thanatos explained.

      "It's probably a good idea to find her," said Erebus, and the two brothers looked at him in surprise. "What? It is. We still don't know where Darius Drakos is, and Hecate was cool. I'd rather her come and be safe in Styx than be vulnerable to whatever the fuck Pithos is cooking. Just because Pandora's base is gone doesn't mean they all are."

      "What have you been smoking to be this reasonable?" asked Charon. Erebus flipped him off.

      "You might not be worried about it, but I fucking am. Hermes has plenty of information on Darius's collectors. Could you imagine how much damage a stupid human could do with the right relic?" Erebus said irritably.

      "I can, and I am worried about it. You weren't the one they spiked to a car hood—a car I really liked I might add," Charon replied and turned his attention back to Thanatos. "How do you feel about it? You've tried to find her before with no luck."

      "I have to know Hecate is okay. If she is, I'll tell her about Pithos and Darius and let her make up her own mind if she wants to come to Styx and help us. If she is not okay, I'll save her and annihilate whoever dared to lay a finger on her," Thanatos said, voice dropping to a soft growl.

      "That's if Hecate doesn't get to them first." Hades appeared beside the Jag, dressed casually for the weekend. Weekends were now a thing he took since Persephone had come into their lives. Thanatos still wasn't used to seeing Hades in a t-shirt and jeans, even if they were still always black. "Hermes told me what you are planning."

      "I won't be gone for long, Master, I promise," Thanatos said, but Hades made a dismissive gesture at him.

      "I didn't release you from the Underworld to stay a slave to me. You are all welcome to come and go as you please. Besides, Selene needs training and I wouldn't mind having Hecate to help Persephone as well."

      "Not to mention Hecate is a superpower unto herself and it's better to have her on our side," Erebus added with a grin.

      "Also true," Hades replied. "You should have told me about the nightmares, Thanatos."

      "I didn't think they were important, just my own anxiety," Thanatos answered with a small shrug. "I'm not going to bother people with every dream I have."

      "Especially if they are about Hecate, because they would probably involve lots of kissing and longing sighs," teased Erebus and made smooching sounds at him.

      "Shut up, Erebus," said Charon and Thanatos at the same time.

      "Oh, come on, we are all thinking about it. Hecate is going to lose her shit when she sees Thanatos like this! He's the only one of us that's ever managed to make her smile," Erebus replied.

      Thanatos rolled his eyes at him. "Maybe if you weren't so annoying, she would smile at you too."

      "Go and get her and we'll find out, bro," Erebus said, with a sly grin. "I bet she still looks banging. If you are too chicken to have a run at her, I will."

      Hades took a subtle step between them. "Don't let him provoke you. He's full of shit as always. If Hermes is right and we are going to have a problem with Darius Drakos and his associates in the future, I'd rather have Hecate's location known. If she doesn't want to come to Styx, we can't force her, but she might agree to check in occasionally. She was one of us once, and I wouldn't want her to come to harm because she thinks humans aren't a threat."

      "Tell her to come for a visit, at least. I bet she has some great new stories, I miss those," said Charon, before lying down and sliding back under the car.

      "Now all you have to do is make sure Hermes doesn't provoke her too much," Hades added, giving Thanatos an encouraging pat on the back for luck. He was going to need it.
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      The next morning, Hermes and Selene arrived at Thanatos's apartment, each with a bag of gear and a smile on their face.

      "Sort out your argument the fun way, did you?" Thanatos asked Hermes, and the god gave him a sly wink.

      "The best way is to avoid them altogether. Are you ready for this?" Hermes asked him. Thanatos looked over at Selene.

      "Is she? If we find Hecate, her life is going to change."

      "So is everyone's. I don't know why you look so worried, old friend," said Hermes.

      "I'm not worried," Thanatos lied. He hadn't slept all night, his stomach full of nervous butterflies as he debated what he would say to her. Hey, seemed insufficient. Don't kill Hermes, was probably what he would have to start with. "Are you sure you have enough power to open the doors all the way to Lagina?"

      "That's what I said, we could've gotten Charon to fly us," said Selene. "I don't want you burning out after twenty years of not having access to your magic."

      "Still, the nurse." Hermes pulled his staff from the leather holster on his back and reached out to take Selene's hand. "Lagina is called Turget now, and I won't burn myself out getting there. Honestly, you two, you have to live a little."

      "Just don't drop us in the ocean halfway because you're too cocky for your own good," said Thanatos, taking Selene's other hand. It was warm and trembling slightly from excitement. Thanatos's butterflies suddenly came rushing back. It was ridiculous. They knew to expect ruins and nothing else, but there was something about the intensity of their dreams that made him hopeful.

      Hermes's magic roared through him, his golden eyes flashing with light. Selene made a small sound of awe as the staff in Hermes's hand glowed with power. Then, they were stepping through nothing and landing almost imperceptibly onto dry grass.

      "That was…amazing," Selene said breathlessly. She was staring at Hermes wide-eyed. He grinned at her and then they were kissing. Thanatos looked away with a snort of disgust.

      "Focus, please," he said, and when they didn't listen, he started walking. Through the scattering of trees, he spotted white columns sticking out of the green grass like broken bones. There was a large sign written for tourists, explaining that the temple was an ancient spiritual center, with Hecate the goddess worshiped there. Thanatos walked amongst the ruined foundations and placed his hand on one of the columns.

      Are you here? Thanatos shut his eyes, recalling Hecate's smile, her magic that was so potent that even in his incorporeal form, he could feel it.

      "Thanatos, can you sense anything?" Hermes called out.

      "Nothing yet," he replied.

      "Will you guys help me look for the floor I keep dreaming about?" Selene asked, holding out the sketch.

      "Maybe you could feel Hecates's magic out," Thanatos suggested. "You have the same power in your veins, no matter how diluted you think it is."

      "I don't know how," Selene said, uncertainly. "It came out when we were on Crete because Pandora attacked me, and it was a protective instinct. I'm not signing up for another blast from Hermes's staff."

      While Hermes sniggered, Thanatos had an idea. He started walking towards Selene, speaking in the tongues of the dead. Hermes stopped laughing and shouted something, but Thanatos ignored him.

      Selene took a step backward as Thanatos closed in on her, grey shadows seeping out of him. Her eyes went wide in fear, and Hermes tackled him to the grass as Selene exploded with silver light.

      "What the fuck do you think you are doing?" shouted Hermes, shaking him in rage.

      "I didn't hurt her, Hermes, back off," Thanatos said, shoving him away.

      "Stop fighting," Selene interrupted, her voice strangely calm and far away. Her blue eyes had clouded over. "This way. I…I sense something."

      Hermes got up, glaring at Thanatos as they followed Selene. It was as if she was sleepwalking, her feet steady as she stepped around the fallen masonry. "I can hear music, smell…burning incense and flowers. Dogs are barking." Selene climbed over broken blocks and down onto a sunken floor. She lowered to her knees.

      "What is it, Selene?" Hermes asked softly, careful not to touch her. She clawed at the layer of dirt and grass before lying down and pressing her ear to the ground.

      "Here, I feel her. I feel me. The seals, holding it in with power," Selene whispered, and then sat up quickly. She put her hands together and slammed her fists onto the ground. The earth shifted beneath Thanatos's feet, a tremor rolling through them like ripples on a pond.

      "Hermes-" he whispered.

      "I know, I feel it too." Hermes didn't stop Selene as she brought her fists down again, and then on the third time, the earth split underneath them. They fell through the floor and onto a set of stairs beneath them, dirt and stone scattering everywhere. Selene was unharmed, cradled in Hermes's arms, his body sprawled on the steps.

      "Are you okay, Hermes?" Thanatos asked. Hermes groaned and nodded. Selene still lost in her daze, got up, and placed her hands on the bricked-in doorway.

      "She's in here," Selene said, fingers tracing the bricks, pausing where the mortar was crumbling. "Here, this is where it got in."

      "What got in, Silver?" asked Hermes.

      "Me," Selene replied, before stroking between the bricks once and then flicking it. As soon as her fingertip hit the stone, they caved inward with a wall of invisible force. Selene shuddered all over as she gasped in a breath, her eyes clearing as Hermes's hands went out to steady her.

      "W-what happened?" she asked.

      "It's okay, I'm here, I have you," he whispered.

      "You connected to your power and it led us here," Thanatos explained. The three of them looked at the dark doorway. Thanatos's scythes appeared in his hands, their bone handles already warm. "Let me go first."

      "No arguments here," said Hermes, gripping his staff tightly in one hand and Selene in the other.

      Thanatos stepped over the rubble and into a hallway of stone. The air was cold and dry and tasted of bone dust.

      She's not dead, you would know it. The thought didn't comfort him. A light came on behind him, and Selene shone the torch down on the ground.

      "Look out for traps," Hermes whispered unhelpfully, and Selene elbowed him. "What? He's fucking Death, I'm not. He'll survive anything."

      Thanatos's heart was pounding in his chest, the sensation still new enough to alarm him.

      The hallway opened out to a cavern and lying on the slab was a woman. The scythes in his hands disappeared as Selene shone the light over the woman's body. She was dressed in a black dress, her dark hair fanned out around her, a layer of dust covering her. Thanatos's hand hovered over her shoulder, afraid to touch her.

      "Let me look at her," Selene said, instantly getting her nurse tone. She passed Thanatos the torch and gently pushed the hair away from Hecate's face. Everything stilled inside of him as Selene bent closer to her.

      "She's still breathing, that's a good sign," she whispered, checking Hecate's pulse at her wrist. "Heart's beating strong."

      "Hurray," Hermes replied dryly. "We need to get her out of here in case the spell keeping her down is in this cavern."

      "Good idea," Selene said before turning to Thanatos. "Will you help me carry her?"

      Hermes grabbed the torch from Thanatos's hand. "He can handle her on his own." Thanatos hesitated. He had thought about touching Hecate for as long as he knew her. To actually reach out and do it in this body...

      "Don't be a chicken," Hermes goaded, knowing full well what the moment meant. "Fine, out of the way, I'll do it." Hermes reached out, and Thanatos knocked his hand away.

      "Don't you dare. She wouldn't want you touching her," he said protectively.

      "Well, hurry up already. This place is creeping me out," Hermes snapped.

      Thanatos moved around them and to Hecate's side. "Forgive me, I don't have a choice," he whispered, sliding his hand under Hecate's knees and lifting her up. She was warm and real in his arms. Forget who you are carrying, just get her somewhere safe.

      Thanatos carried her carefully through the stone hall, up the stairs, and into the afternoon light. He stared down at her familiar face and waited for her to stir.

      "Nothing is happening," he said, trying not to panic.

      "Then it wasn't the crypt keeping her in the coma. One less variable," said Hermes. He looked around at the ruins and took Selene's hand. "Let's get her back to Styx. Someone must know she's locked in here. I wouldn't put it past Pandora to have some kind of surveillance on the area and we don't know who left in Pithos may be watching."

      Thanatos held tightly to Hecate as Hermes opened a doorway and led them through to his house in Styx.

      Thanatos lay Hecate down gently on one of the reclining sunbeds and brushed her loose black hair from her face.

      "I'm going to get my nursing bag and do some checks on her. If it were anyone else, I would take blood and check for poison," said Selene.

      "No blood," Thanatos replied protectively. "Not. Ever."

      "I wasn't going to do it. I know how paranoid you all are about getting any tests done. I hope if they have given her drugs of some kind, they wear off like Hermes's did. I doubt it though. That crypt looked like it hadn't been disturbed in years." Selene headed inside, leaving Hermes and Thanatos staring thoughtfully at Hecate.

      "Will you let me check her with the Caduceus?" asked Hermes.

      "She wouldn't like your magic near her," Thanatos said hesitantly.

      "Maybe not, but I won't tell her if you don't. It will be the quickest way to learn if it's magic holding her in this state." Hermes put a comforting hand on her shoulder. "I promise I'll be respectful."

      "You had better be, because she will know and cast you into Tartarus," warned Thanatos. He stepped back as Hermes held out his staff and waved it slowly above Hecate's body. Hermes closed his eyes, his magic pulsing between them and the staff and back again.

      "Weird," murmured Hermes.

      "What is?" asked Thanatos.

      "It's definitely magic that's holding her in this state, but from what I can determine, it's her magic."

      "Are you saying she did this to herself?" asked Selene as she dropped her medical bag next to Hecate's chair.

      "I'm only saying what I can detect on her."

      Thanatos shook his head. "There's no way Hecate would do a spell to hold herself in an endless slumber. It doesn't make sense."

      "Why does it need to? You weren't around to watch the Olympians all lose their minds one by one. I was. Maybe Hecate was tired of the grind of eternal life," argued Hermes. "You have only been topside for what? Twenty years? Hecate's been on this earth since the time before the Olympian gods. She could have wanted to skip through time. It would have its benefits, because when you would wake after a hundred years or so, the whole world would be different and new again."

      "I'm telling you; she wouldn't have done this to herself. She loved humans, loved nature and this world no matter how old she became," said Thanatos stubbornly.

      "Also, you both seem to be forgetting the dreams," Selene interrupted. "She wanted us to find her. My magic that I released on Crete found her and somehow woke her, at least partially. I could feel it on the bricks of her tomb. She's trapped in her body, I know it."

      "Oh, wow! You found her already," Erebus exclaimed loudly, making them all jump. "What's wrong with her? Wake up, Hec!"

      "Will you shut up? Can't you see she's under a spell?" Thanatos hissed.

      "A sleeping spell like Sleeping Beauty? Have you tried kissing her?" asked Erebus. Everyone looked at Thanatos, who scowled back at them.

      "No."

      "Then move over, I'll do it." Erebus managed to move one step toward Hecate before Thanatos's scythe was under his chin.

      "Don't even think about it."

      Erebus groaned. "Why not? It could be the answer, and you're never going to have a chance when she's awake, so you might as well take the opportunity now."

      "Back off, idiot, before he takes your head off," Charon said, coming up behind Erebus and pulling him out of the way of Thanatos's blades.

      "If you boys are quite finished, I believe the answer is right in front of us," said Hermes, pointing at Selene.

      "What? Why me? I don't know anything about magic," she said.

      "Maybe not, but you have Hecate's power. This spell has somehow been done with her magic too. Perhaps you can undo it by virtue of being one of her bloodline?"

      "Hermes, I don't know if I could-" Selene started, but he pulled her close.

      "Listen to me. God of magic, remember? I know you can do this," he said, with a convincing smile.

      "Shockingly, his plan actually makes sense for once," said Thanatos, disappearing his scythes once more.

      "You say that so condescendingly. Most of my plans turn out fine," Hermes argued before turning back to Selene. "Give it a try for me? It would make the triplets ecstatic if you proved me wrong."

      "Smug prick has a point there, doll," said Charon.

      "Zap her!" Erebus encouraged with an evil laugh.

      "Thanatos?" Selene looked up at him for approval.

      She's her blood, Hecate doesn't need protecting from Selene. "Try it and see. We need her to wake up," he said finally and moved out of the way.

      "What now?" asked Selene.

      "Place one hand on her forehead, the other over her heart," Hermes suggested, his voice dropping to a soothing cadence as Selene did as he instructed. "Now, close your eyes and focus on that core of power inside of you like we have been practicing. You accessed it instinctively at Lagina, and this is no different. Hecate led you to her, your magic wants to touch hers." Hermes knelt opposite to Selene, Hecate's body between them, and placed his hands over Selene's. "Feel it out, Silver. Listen for its call."

      Erebus whistled softly. "Girl is about to light up!"

      Thanatos stiffened as the air charged around them, feeling Selene's magic building before it manifested in silvery starlight.

      "That's it. Now, focus your mind in transferring that power over to Hecate," Hermes said, moving his hands away.

      "It doesn't want to go," Selene said, frowning but keeping her eyes closed.

      "You know how a defibrillator works, don't you?" Thanatos asked, searching for a concept she would understand.

      "Yes, I know how to use a defib," said Selene, nodding.

      "Same principle. You are going to jump-start Hecate with your magic," Thanatos replied softly. "Get ready. It's going to work in three, two -"

      "One," whispered Selene, and the light glowing on her skin raced through her hands and into Hecate. Thanatos stepped forward as Hecate's dark, violet eyes opened…then she took one look at Hermes leaning over her and exploded.
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      Pain raced through Hecate's body as one moment she was trapped in her prison of darkness, the next being ripped out into the light. Her body was flooded with sensation, the ichor in her veins going from frozen to molten in seconds. She opened her eyes to the light…and saw the golden eyes and smug smile of a fucking Olympian.

      Enemy, her panic screamed, and her power rose to fight, roaring out of her for the first time in decades. Hermes and the other people around her flew backward, and Hecate was up on shaking legs, willing them to move, willing them to help her escape before they took her down and tried to trap her in that place of nightmares. Someone was shouting, and she threw power behind her blindly.

      Grey smoke streaked in front of her, gathering until it took shape. Sunlight glinted off twin scythes as hands formed around them, and a man was standing there, his black shirt torn. Silver white hair framed a sharp face, endless black eyes staring her down.

      "Hecate. Stop," he commanded, in a voice unearthly and…familiar. Hecate stumbled but managed to right herself, angry magic still roaring to be released.

      "Get out of my way," she hissed.

      "No." The silver-haired man dodged the bolt of power she threw at him.

      "Hecate! Look at me. We were friends once. Stop this now before we both do something we'll regret." Hecate lifted her hands to attack him again, but he moved like mist, catching her hands with the handles of his scythes and knocking them down. She stared at the weapons, felt the power radiating through the bone handles and into her. She knew that power. Knew it like a dream. Like an unspoken wish. Her eyes locked on his, widening in recognition.

      "Thanatos?" she whispered.

      His mouth curved into a smile that Hecate would recognize anywhere on any face.

      "Hey," he said and slowly lowered the scythes, her hands dropping with them. She looked his tall body over, from his booted feet, torn jeans and wrecked shirt, to his silver hair, and sharp cheekbones. So solid. His black eyes and that half-grin were the only things that she recognized.

      "Thanatos," Hecate repeated, and then all the magic left her, and she flew into his arms. "Don't let them use it on me again. Please, please."

      Thanatos's impossibly real arms came around her, holding her tight. "It's going to be okay, Hecate. No one is ever going to harm you again."

      "Hermes-"

      "He helped me find you," Thanatos said, and she looked up in alarm. "Honest. He did."

      "How are you on this earthly plane? What the fuck is happening?" Hecate demanded.

      "There is…a lot to tell you." Thanatos looked at something over the top of her head. "But first, there is someone I'd like you to meet."

      Hecate turned and saw a woman standing next to Hermes. Her pale blue eyes were confused as they looked each other. Then Hecate felt it. The magic that had cracked open her prison.

      "Hecate, this is Selene. She is…"

      "One of my bloodline," Hecate finished. She could see it in the lines of Selene's face and body, in the feel of her magic. She glared at Hermes. "Get the fuck away from my family, Olympian."

      Hermes put his arm protectively around Selene's shoulders. "No chance in all the hells."

      "No more fighting, the lot of you," a tattooed man declared as he strolled across the grass. Hecate stared at the markings on his hands. "Hecate, come and hug me too, or I'm going to start to feel left out."

      "Charon?" Hecate said, laughing. She let Thanatos go so could wrap her arms around the ferryman.

      "Beautiful goddess, it's good to see you," Charon replied.

      "How is this possible?"

      "Zeus's dead, and can't keep us locked up anymore," a dark-haired man pushed Charon out of the way. "Come kiss me, gorgeous."

      "That never worked before, Erebus, it's not about to work now," Hecate said, knowing his flirtatious goading anywhere. She hugged him, planting a kiss on his cheek. "Away with you, stop distracting me from annihilating this god who dares to touch one of my daughters."

      "More than touching her," hissed Hermes.

      "Please stop provoking her," Selene begged him, and the stubborn prick God of Magic's golden eyes softened, and he relented. What have I woken up to?

      "This is all getting stranger and stranger," Hecate said, her hand going to her aching head.

      "I can't imagine," Selene replied, letting Hermes go and stepping forward. She held out a hand, an act of trust. "It is nice to meet you finally."

      Hecate took Selene's hand. A strong pulse of healing energy flowed through their palms, and Hecate's head cleared. "You heard my call," she realized.

      "I did. So did Thanatos. Would you like to come with me and get cleaned up?" asked Selene hesitantly. Hecate nodded and had taken a few steps back towards the house when she turned and looked back at Thanatos.

      "It's okay. I won't be far away if you need me," he assured her. "Go with Selene and let her take care of you. We can talk later."

      

      Hecate thought there would never be a better feeling than washing away the decades of dirt and grime from her hair and body. She realized with some alarm that they were in Hermes's house, but the urge to be clean overrode her misgivings. Zeus is dead, and Thanatos has a physical body. How long had she been trapped in that tomb?

      Hecate looked skeptically at the pale blue button-up shirt that Selene had left her. Pale blue was not her color. As the soft cotton slid over her arms, it changed to black, as did the jeans she pulled on afterward.

      "Much better," Hecate said and braided back her hair. She was feeling steadier by the second. Now she wanted answers…and wine. Lots of wine.

      "Cool trick," Selene said, looking at her clothes. "I'm sure Charon will be eager to take you shopping for new clothes as soon as you feel up to it."

      "Are you serious?"

      "Sure, he's got a thing for clothes. Honestly, I think he has a problem." Selene gave Hecate a bright smile as if she hadn't said the most bizarre thing Hecate had ever heard.

      "What is Hermes to you? He seems unnaturally attached," asked Hecate, changing the subject.

      "The shortest story that I can give you is that I am in love with him," replied Selene.

      Hecate almost choked. "Perhaps you need to tell me the longer version."

      "We will—all of us. There is more to this story than Hermes and me," Selene said and then straightened her shoulders. "I know you two don't get along, but don't mistake me for a pawn in that game. I love him. You are my family. I won't take sides, and I won't be forced to choose." Hecate raised a black brow, but Selene stood her ground, chin rising.

      "I'll try to respect that as best I can," said Hecate. They were interrupted by a knock at the door, and Selene hurried to open it. The titan of death was on the other side of it, looking neat and fresh as if the skirmish on the lawn had never happened. Thanatos wore another black shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and a silvery grey tie and waistcoat. Hecate didn't think she would get used to the shock of seeing him in a body.

      "We are ready down at the villa if you ladies are," Thanatos said, his black eyes settling on Hecate and not moving. "Are you hungry?"

      "Thirsty. I hope you have a lot of wine ready, because I have a feeling that I'm going to need it," Hecate replied as she joined him. Her eyes went skyward. "A daughter in love with Hermes, the Fates must truly fucking hate me. Seriously, Thanatos, how could you let this happen? We are meant to be friends."

      Thanatos laughed, husky, and deeper than it used to be. "Have you met the women of your bloodline? Or Hermes, for that matter? Both are incredibly determined when they want something."

      "That's right," Selene added, from where she walked behind them. "You know, Hermes isn't as bad as you think he is."

      Before Hecate could react to that, Thanatos quickly took her hand and wrapped it around his arm. The warmth of his bare skin on hers was enough for her to lose the angry response on her tongue.

      "The world has changed while you were sleeping, goddess," he said.

      "Enough that Hermes is no longer a smug bastard?"

      Thanatos laughed again. "Sadly, not that much. He is wiser and has suffered greatly. Selene saved him from that. Please hear everyone out before you decide to leave."

      Hecate smiled up at him. "You're lucky I'm interested to know about this new body of yours," she said, and to her surprise, color spread along his light brown cheekbones. That's new too. Thanatos had never been shy in her presence. It was one of the reasons they had been friends. Everyone else had always been afraid of them, but they were never afraid of each other. But you don't know this new Thanatos. Everything around her was new and confusing, but if he was there, then everything would be all right.

      A familiar barking echoed from inside the villa and Hecate's heart clenched. Her dogs…she shoved her grief aside as her memory came flooding back. She would have to tell them all how she ended up in the tomb, and she wanted to have wine when she did.

      Thanatos opened the door and Cerberus came bounding out. He halted when he saw Hecate and lowered in a bow.

      "Hello, lovely boys," Hecate crooned, kneeling and wrapping her arms around his thick neck, while patting his heads. "Who is your new friend."

      "That's Jackal, he belongs to Hermes," said Selene as the big black dog came out of the house. She patted him once on the head. "I'm going to go in and make sure everyone is on their best behavior."

      Hecate wanted to cuddle the dogs a bit longer. She held out a hand to Jackal, and the dog put his paw into it. Hecate could see the scars, feel the pain that had been caused to him.

      "I'm sorry, dear one. I'll find them and make sure it never happens again," she promised, and Jackal leaned into her.

      "Hecate, where are your dogs?" Thanatos asked softly. "I expected them to arrive not long after you woke. They always find you, no matter what." Her eyes filled with tears and he read on her face what she couldn't say. His expression turned to ice. "I see." He held out his hand for her and she took it, kissing the dogs before standing.

      "We had better not keep the Unseen One waiting," Hecate said, squeezing his hand once before letting it go.

      Hades was waiting in the villa's hall for them and with a woman no less. Beautiful and golden-haired, her expression lifted in a smile as soon as she saw her.

      "Hecate, I'm so happy you are safe," Hades said, giving her a bow. She returned it solemnly. She had always hated Zeus, but she liked and respected Hades. She was one of the few to call him a friend. "This is Persephone, my queen."

      The golden woman made a noise of exasperation. "Don't listen to him, we are lovers at most, as a trial period." Hades's silver eyes narrowed, and Persephone turned back to Hecate. "I'm so happy Thanatos found you. I need help with this." Shadows leaked out of her right hand, and Hecate took it in hers. She sensed the deep, deep power of death and night and…spring?

      "You're Demeter's daughter?" Hecate asked.

      "Unfortunately," Persephone replied. Hecate looked at Hades.

      "I bet that grinds you, too."

      The Lord of the Underworld's mouth twisted like he had a bad taste in his mouth. "I'm getting used to it."

      "Liar," Hecate and Persephone said at the same time. Persephone laughed and looped her arm around Hecate's, easy and casual, and with no fear of the goddess whatsoever.

      "We are going to get along just fine," she said, leading her away. Hecate looked behind her, a silent plea to Thanatos for help. He only grinned and didn't lift a finger to save her.

      Persephone took Hecate into a kitchen and lounge room that was positively overflowing with titans and demigods.

      "I need a drink," she said nervously.

      "Here, Hades told me to give you some of this," a black-haired woman said from where she was sitting on a marble bench. She lifted a dark bottle and filled a wine glass.

      "Is that Night Wine?" asked Hecate.

      "Sure is. Hades tricked me once in getting really drunk off it. I'm surprised he has any bottles left," said Persephone.

      "I'm Ariadne," the black-haired woman said, offering Hecate the full glass.

      "Thank you, I have a feeling I'm going to need more of this."

      "Oh, loads more, because we are all super excited you are here."

      Hecate had never been welcomed in a crowd before. "Really?"

      "Yes, we need more powerful women to keep these boys in check," a beautiful gorgon said, joining the other women in the kitchen. "Medusa."

      "Hello, and good luck trying to keep Hades and the titans in check. I gave up long ago," said Hecate.

      "Does Hades still have those nice beers?" Selene interrupted them as she opened the fridge. She didn't seem to care that she was rummaging through the Unseen One's things. Hecate drank some of her wine, the feeling of being locked in some bizarre dream growing stronger every second.

      "Oh, no! The women are gathering. Plotting will start to happen next," complained Erebus and then squeezed his way into the middle of them. "What are we talking about, girls?"

      "I was just telling them of all the ways to torture a nosey titan," said Hecate, making the other women laugh. "Start at Erebus's toes. He has a weird thing about feet."

      "How dare you tell them that!" he complained in genuine horror. "Especially Ariadne! She won't ever let that go."

      "Nope, it's gone straight into the safe up here," said Ariadne, tapped her temple. "We are going for pedicures next week."

      "We are not," Erebus replied coldly and then hurried away, grumbling.

      "Lovely goddesses, would you like to go and sit down so we can get started? There is a lot we need to tell Hecate," said Thanatos, joining them.

      "Oh, oh, what's Thanatos's weird secret?" Ariadne asked excitedly. "He's got to have one, at least."

      Hecate lifted her wine to her lips as she stared at the titan. "More than one, but I'll never tell."

      "She knows better," Thanatos replied, his eyes glittering with threat and mischief.

      "Naw, now I'm really curious," complained Ariadne as she jumped off the bench and went to curl up next to a massive man on the couch. He looked like Zeus, as did the scarred one opposite him that was talking to Hermes.

      "Don't worry, they are nothing like their father. Otherwise, they wouldn't be here," Thanatos said, following her gaze and reading the worry in it. Hecate topped up her glass and took the bottle with her as she sat down.

      "Hecate, we thought we would fill you in on the past twenty years, and then you can tell us how you ended up in that tomb. I believe we will have a lot of answers for each other," said Hades, sitting down at the head of the group, Persephone tucked under his arm.

      "I would like that. I am…thoroughly confused by all of this, Hades," Hecate admitted, waving a finger at them all.

      Hades's smiled and looked at Hermes. "Would you like to kick this off? Sequentially, it starts with you." Selene took Hermes's hand in hers and held it tight. She's comforting the Trickster? What the fuck happened to him to need it? Hermes was never one to be soft or ask to be comforted over anything. Hecate took a big mouthful of the Night Wine.

      "It all started the night I decided to rob a villa in Cypress," Hermes began.
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      Thanatos had made and discarded four different drinks for Hecate before he'd abandoned them all and went up to Hermes's house to find her. Hades had produced more Night Wine from his secret stash and given Thanatos an amused look behind Hecates's back.

      "It's going to be fine," Hades had said as if sensing Thanatos's internal debate about saving Hecate from Persephone and Ariadne in the kitchen.

      "You don't think they will overload her? She's only just woken up from a cursed sleep," replied Thanatos.

      "It's Hecate. She can handle herself. Don't fuss." And because Hades couldn't help being a bastard, he said, "She still looks great."

      "Hmm, I'll tell Persephone you think so and then laugh when she annihilates you," Thanatos replied and then hated himself for reacting.

      Hades held his hands up in surrender. "I only mentioned it to point out whoever put her under that spell must have been powerful, because clearly, her body is regenerating as normal."

      "I suppose we'll know the truth of what happened when she is ready to tell us."

      Now, Thanatos watched a kaleidoscope of emotions cycle over Hecate's face as one by one the Court told her about their fight with Pandora and Pithos.

      Hecate barely spoke, only drained glass after glass of her wine, and not eating any of the food that had been spread out. Thanatos fought the urge to do exactly what Hades told him not to do and fuss over her. She had been through something awful, her precious dogs were gone, and he wanted to shield her from the world until she was recovered and herself again.

      Was this instinct another side effect of having a physical body? Thanatos considered the thought and its implications. No, he had always wanted to look out for Hecate, long before this moment, before being cursed and bound to the Underworld, before the battle of Olympians and Titans for domination. When they told her about locking Pandora in Tartarus, Hecate finally lost some of the tension in her face and shoulders.

      "She can't escape?" she asked softly.

      "No chance," Hades assured her.

      "Good, that bitch had it coming, though I wouldn't have been half as merciful if I got to her first," Hecate muttered. "She's the reason I was taken out for the last twenty years. Who knows how long I would've been trapped there if it wasn't for Thanatos and Selene?"

      "You're welcome," Hermes said with a sugary smile. "Do you mind explaining how the power that was holding you in that spell was your own?"

      Hecate drained her wine to cover the blush of embarrassment in her cheeks.

      "You don't have to tell us anything until you are ready," said Thanatos.

      "Fuck that, I want to know now how come the strongest of us ended up in a hole," Erebus complained.

      "It's fine," Hecate said to Thanatos. "I was played like a fool. That's how I was cursed. I knew better than to answer a message from Pandora, but it had been so long, and there are so few of us I thought…maybe, it was time to try and make friends with her. She sounded lonely." Hecate poured herself another glass of wine, and Thanatos very subtly put a plate of food beside her.

      "Pandora trapped Zeus in the same way. She reached out for old time's sake. She must've realized it was a weak spot for us old immortals after it worked on the king himself," said Hermes, tapping his fingers on the arm of his chair. He was trying to be patient and failing miserably.

      "The shortest story I can give you is that Pandora asked to meet me at Lagina," Hecate continued, "I didn't consider for a moment that it was a trap. There was a man with her, golden-haired and handsome. I barely said hello before he took out a wand and hit me with a magic blast that nearly knocked me down. It was Circe's wand. My Circe. How they got it off her, I can't even imagine, because as far as I know, she's still trapped on Aeaea. There was no mistaking it. Pandora only laughed, and they were both happy to have the proof they needed that only my own magic could be used against me. Fucking bitch. They dragged me into the tomb, and he kissed me like he was some gallant fairytale knight, and used the wand's power to knock me into the sleep you found me in."

      "I don't suppose you remember the man's name?" asked Medusa, hopefully. "We've been trying to track down Pandora's associates. They seem to traffic in magical artifacts. She had Gaia's stone blade and Hermes's staff for her own, but who knows what the likes of Darius Drakos and his buddies have in their secret stashes."

      Hecate toyed with a bunch of grapes before chewing one slowly. "They never bothered with introductions. I arrived and they struck me down. I didn't even get a chance to ask Pandora why. I had never harmed her. I took no part in cursing her. Why go after me?"

      "She thought she was undoing her mess by trying to trap and kill all the monsters left," said Asterion, his voice full Minotaur.

      "That's ridiculous. It can't be the only reason. They had the wand. They were playing around with magic. If you're right and these friends of hers have more relics, who knows what damage they are doing with them? I woke up and I don't have my keys. Those bastards took them!" Hecate replied.

      "That is problematic," said Hades.

      "Why? What keys?" asked Perseus.

      "My keys are magic. Like the way Hermes can move through the doorways of the worlds, the keys can do the same thing. Most importantly, they open the passages to the Underworld," Hecate explained. She pushed a hand down her braid. "There might be a way to track them using magic. I need time to think."

      "You've been more than tolerant with all of us. Rest for a few days and then we can go from there," said Hades. "You are welcome to stay here for as long as you need."

      "Thank you, Hades, but I won't be able to sleep under your wards. It's so strong that it's almost smothering. Styx is close by, so I'll get a hotel or something," Hecate replied.

      "There's no need for that. You can use my apartment," said Selene. "I spend most of my time with Hermes anyway. I'd be happy to take you."

      "I'll drive," Thanatos added, giving Charon a look not to argue. The corner of his brother's mouth twitched, but he wisely didn't say anything.

      "I can take you through a doorway if you don't want to drive," Hermes said because he lacked Charon's common sense.

      "I thank you for your assistance, Olympian, but I'd prefer not to have your magic near mine until I am myself again," Hecate replied coolly. Hermes shrugged.

      "You can come and get me when I message," said Selene, giving him a consolatory kiss. Hecate pulled a face at them before covering the slight.

      "Don't worry, it grosses everyone else out too," said Thanatos. He picked up a spare bottle of wine. "Let's leave before they get too carried away." Hecate smiled at him before she stood on surprisingly steady feet and thanked everyone formally for the meeting. She kissed both the dogs on the way out, and Thanatos realized she hadn't mentioned what had happened to her own hounds. She hasn't told them the whole truth, but maybe she will tell you when she's ready. The full Court was a lot for anyone to deal with, let alone someone who had been trapped under a curse for twenty years. Thanatos found the keys to Charon's Ferrari in the garage, and Selene stifled a laugh.

      "You'd want to hope he's okay with you taking this," she said.

      "He'll get over it," Thanatos replied, before opening the front passenger door for Hecate.

      "It's beautiful," said Hecate as she climbed in, and he gently shut the door behind her. Selene gave him a knowing look from the other side of the car that Thanatos refused to acknowledge.

      On the drive in, Thanatos told Hecate all about Corinth's fall and Styx's rise, pointing out the repair work that was still ongoing.

      "So much changed in only twenty years," Hecate said, staring wide-eyed at all around her. "Hades has founded a new kingdom."

      "You know him. He's hopeless at staying still. He wasn't going to waste a moment. He killed Zeus, and Corinth was where he came to and decided he couldn't let the humans destroy themselves," Thanatos explained.

      "And the humans have accepted him? I never thought such a thing would be possible."

      "He's not Zeus. He's never asked them to worship him in exchange for helping them. He's never wanted anything in return, only to be left alone to live however he and the Court wants. Demeter followed and has made herself her own kingdom in Athens."

      "And her daughter has become Hades's queen. Poor Demeter, she must hate that," Hecate said, and laughed.

      "With all the sun's fire. Persephone is nothing like her mother. She can summon and control shades. All of us felt her power and authority as soon as Hades took her."

      "I can only imagine how you must have all reacted to her," said Hecate.

      Selene leaned in between them from the back seat. "You should have seen them, Hecate. They all freaked out. I had never seen the triplets act so strange and gushy over a woman before."

      Hecate raised a black brow. "Is that so?"

      "It's not how it sounds," said Thanatos quickly.

      Selene snorted. "Ah, it was exactly how it sounds. Hades and the three of you followed her about like kicked puppies. She could've had her pick with any one of you. She almost killed Erebus and he was still enamored of her."

      "It is understandable. She is incredibly beautiful and has more power than I've seen since the Olympians. Hades has always been hard to impress and he's in love," said Hecate.

      "They both are. She might have enjoyed flirting with all of us, but she's only ever had eyes for Hades," Thanatos replied.

      Hecate gave him an appraising look. "I can't imagine you flirting with anyone."

      "It's been a long time since you guys saw each other. Thanatos can flirt with the best of them," Selene teased, tickling his ear. "He's the triplet with the most game because he breaks it out when you least expect it."

      "Get out of it, you brat," Thanatos said, batting her hand away. "Save your harassment for Hermes."

      "Don't pretend you're cranky with me. I'm your favorite, remember?"

      "Not right now, you aren't," he replied, shooting her a smile in the rearview mirror.

      "Don't listen to him, Hecate. If I wasn't Thanatos's favorite, he wouldn't have helped me convince Hermes to go and find you. Do you know we had the same dreams about you?" asked Selene.

      "Really? You didn't mention that," Hecate answered.

      "There hasn't been time," Thanatos said, shifting gears and trying not to sweat under her gaze.

      "Hermes thought it weird because Thanatos isn't your blood like I am. It makes sense that your magic was reaching out for me because it was my magic that cracked the wards on the tomb," Selene added. She was excited and chatty, and Thanatos was thankful for the change in subject.

      They pulled up behind Selene's building, and she used her keys to let them in the back way.

      "You can stay here as long as you like," she said as she opened her apartment door. "The fridge is full. As I said, I've been staying with Hermes more than here. Someone should be using it."

      Selene showed Hecate around, and Thanatos stepped out in the garden to let them talk together. Seeing them side by side, Thanatos could see their similarities more and more.

      Why did it take you so long to see that she was of Hecate's blood? Maybe he didn't want to see it. He hated that Hermes was right and that it explained why Thanatos was overprotective of Selene from the moment he met her. Not that he'd tell Hecate that. Fates save him, she would probably think he was trying to court Selene. He'd be lying if he said the thought had never crossed his mind; Selene had crossed the minds of all the triplets more than once, but the feeling had never moved past friendship for him.

      "And where do you live?" Hecate said, making him turn in surprise.

      "Me?"

      "I don't see anyone else here. Do you live with Hades still?" she asked.

      "No, my brothers and I all have our own apartments in Acheron Tower," Thanatos said. He pointed to the black building in the distance. "Right at the top. You can't see it from the ground, but we have the most amazing rooftop garden." Hecate stood closer to him to better see where he was pointing.

      "I'll be able to wave to you good night from here," she said.

      "You could."

      Hecate looked up at him, her eyes so dark that they were almost as black as the night around them. "Will you show me around the garden sometime?"

      "Of course, if you decide to stick around for a while," he replied.

      "I'm thinking about it. Selene needs training and I don't have anywhere else to go," Hecate said, hugging her arms around herself.

      "I'll see you both tomorrow!" Selene called from inside as Hermes appeared.

      "There's a new phone on the kitchen counter if you need anything, Hecate," Hermes added. He shot Thanatos a wink before wrapping his arms around Selene, and they both vanished.

      "That, I will never get used to," Hecate said, and sighed. "He seems to make her happy."

      "Happier than I've ever seen her," admitted Thanatos.

      "My shade weeps at the horror of it."

      Thanatos grinned. "I have no doubt. She will be okay here if there are things you need to see to, Hecate. I'm sure you have a house or a man wondering what has happened to you for the past twenty years."

      Hecate shook her head. "No house. Certainly, no man. I was wandering the world when Pandora reached out to me. I haven't had a home in…in a long time."

      "Then stay," Thanatos said, a little too quickly. "I mean, Selene needs you, and we have missed you."

      "Really? All of you?" she replied.

      "Absolutely. Charon was only saying yesterday that he hopes you have lots of new stories for him." Thanatos tucked his hands into pockets. "I have missed our conversations too. They all want you to stay. I want you to. If we annoy you, then you can go, but give us a chance."

      "I'll try for your sake." Hecate tucked a strand of loose black hair behind her ear as she stared at the ground. "Thanatos, Pandora she…she killed my dogs. I couldn't say it out loud in front of the Court. I don't want them to think I'm weak." She looked up him, her eyes full of unshed tears. "I was on the ground, unable to move, unable to stop her. She t-took out a gun and just shot them in front of me. Like they were nothing."

      Thanatos didn't think as he pulled her into a hug. She seemed to freeze before she relaxed into him and sobbed. "I'm so sorry, Hecate. I know what they meant to you."

      "They were immortal! She shouldn't have been able to kill them like that."

      "Pithos developed a lot of things designed for killing immortals. That they had bullets capable of such a thing doesn't surprise me." Thanatos wanted to go down to Tartarus and make Pandora scream. Instead, he held onto Hecate, as the fiercest goddess he had ever known cried like a heartbroken child.

      "The blond man, we have to find him. He has Circe's wand, and my keys and the prick just laughed as my babies died. I want to kill him, Thanatos, I want-"

      "We'll find him, Hecate, don't worry," Thanatos said as he dried the tears from her cheeks. "And when we do, I'll make them pay for what they did to you. I promise."

      "A promise from Death himself? Fates, that's serious," Hecate said, trying to joke through her grief.

      "It is, and you know, even the Fates won't be able to save them from me," he replied, letting her see the cold beast within him.

      "You know, you might just be more frightening in this form than your other one," Hecate said, before leaning back into his arms. "I've missed you so much."
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      Hecate couldn't breathe. The blackness around her was crushing into her, her body locked down, the ichor in her veins freezing. This was how she would die, alone in the dark, helpless.  Hecate woke screaming and fighting the blanket over her, her head pounding with a hangover migraine.

      You aren't in the tomb. You are at Selene's apartment. The walls around her came into focus, the other chairs in the lounge room empty. She was alone, but she was free. She hadn't wanted to sleep, not after so long, but after Thanatos had left, she had curled up on the couch and cried until her body dragged her into sleep.

      You should have asked him to stay. Thanatos had looked hesitant to leave the previous evening. She needed to get her thoughts in order, and his presence made doing that so much harder. She always had complicated feelings when it came to him and seeing him in that body brought all those feelings back. She still didn't know how he and Hades had managed it. It was something that wasn't discussed the previous evening. There were only so many revelations she could handle at once. The feel of his arms around her, comforting her in a way she hadn't accepted from anyone before…that had been a revelation all on its own.

      Hecate wondered if Thanatos was awake yet, high in his apartment. She could feel the moon dipping down the horizon. It was close to dawn…maybe she would sleep better when it was light.

      Hecate laughed mirthlessly at that. She was the night. She had never been afraid of the darkness. It was one more thing Pandora had taken from her.

      Hecate searched for the phone Hermes had left her and opened her contacts list. She snorted when she saw the ridiculous names he had programmed in there like 'Serpent Queen' and 'Stabby Girl.' Her finger paused over 'Sexy Death Boy' before she opened a message.

      Are you awake? She wrote and pressed send. There was no way she was going to get back to sleep after the nightmare, so she went through Selene's kitchen cabinets.

      Hecate was impressed with all the herbs and tea blends stored and labeled carefully in small jars. Maybe Selene would have some instinctive talent after all. She selected one called 'Hang Over Tea' and put the hot water jug on. She hadn't drunk Night Wine in a long time and was now remembering why. She was brewing the leaves when the phone pinged beside her.

      Unfortunately, yes. I thought once we rescued you, the nightmares would stop. Are you okay?

      That was something else that troubled Hecate. She could understand why her cry of distress had reached Selene, but Thanatos? It was one more thing that didn't make sense.

      Nightmares too. Buried alive. Really fun. She poured her tea and went outside to the small potted garden.

      It could be worse. You could have had a sex dream about Erebus.

      Hecate nearly choked on a mouthful of hot tea. She put her mug down and messaged back. Toe sucking isn't a kink I'm into.

      There were a few minutes before he messaged back. Probably not weird enough.

      Hecate laughed aloud at that, and it felt good. The horror of the dream was finally loosening its claws on her as she typed. I'll never tell.

      Spoilsport.

      Is that so? I don't see you offering up yours, she replied, smiling up at the shadow that was Acheron Tower.

      The sky was streaking with pink and purple as the sun rose. Hecate closed her eyes and breathed in the earthy, cool scent of the dawn. Her phone chimed, and she opened her message; I am more show than tell.

      Now, I'm definitely not going to be able to go back to sleep. What are you up to today? Hecate needed to change the subject and fast. Contemplating what kinks the Titan of Death would have was a dangerous train of thought.

      Work for Hades. I have training with Ariadne in the afternoon. Message Charon and get what you need.

      Good idea. Apparently, he likes clothes and I can't keep wearing Selene's.

      He does. And then a few seconds later. I'd advise against taking him near lingerie, or we would never hear the end of it.

      "Dangerous ground again," Hecate murmured, but she was in a mischievous mood, and he had started it by mentioning kinks. But how will I know if something looks good on me or not? No reply.

      Hecate went to make breakfast and was wondering if she had finally made Thanatos reach his limit when her phone buzzed. Don't forget he is in a mortal body now. He might not survive the experience. Luckily, I am Death and wouldn't be in the same danger. Should you need a second opinion, I am at your service.

      The ichor in Hecate's veins fizzed. I'll keep that in mind. It would be getting it out of her mind that she would have trouble with.

      

      Hecate had thought that they were exaggerating about Charon's shopping addiction. Five hours later, she was experiencing firsthand his enthusiasm, with Selene coming along for moral support. Hecate would be happy never to look at another clothing store again.

      She was thinking about how she was going to train Selene, and more importantly if she should risk it. Selene was careful not to push her on the subject, but Hecate could see all the questions bubbling behind her eyes.

      Hecate called it quits on shopping by lunchtime, and Charon and Selene decided their next stop should be the Labyrinth.

      "Whether Asterion likes it or not, his place has become our favorite meeting ground," said Charon as he showed them through the back entrance to the club. "Also, it has the best bar, and alcohol prevents arguments."

      "Or starts them," said Hecate.

      "If any fights start here, Asterion will toss them into the arena to sort them out," Selene replied. "I've had to clean up Erebus and Charon here more than once after a spat."

      "What arena? I thought this was a club," Hecate said. Charon opened the elevator doors.

      "Then get ready for a surprise," he said with a secretive smile.

      "I don't know how many more surprises I can handle today."

      That the entire Court lived so openly was still blowing her mind. Hecate never would have imagined that humans would suffer their return. Maybe Thanatos was right, and the humans no longer cared because Hades asked nothing of them. The humans who did have an issue with it would always find groups like Pithos to support their hatred. Wouldn't dealing with them be worth it, if the majority of the time, you didn't have to hide who you are?

      The elevator doors opened and Charon went out first. "Looks like we are going to get a demonstration," he said.

      "Oh no, not again. When is she going to learn?" Selene complained. Hecate was looking up at the impossible coliseum around her, and it took her a moment to see what they were staring at. Then she couldn't look away.

      Ariadne was dressed in work out gear, blades in her hand, and was circling Thanatos slowly. He had his twin scythes out and was wearing a pair of loose black work out pants. Hecate stared at all his muscles and the black tattooed marks over his chest and arms. Some of the tattoos were decorative but the ones over his chest were in a language almost as old as her, and spelled out the curse that had bound him to the Underworld.

      Thanatos’s sharp beauty hit her low in the stomach, reminding her of all the things she had pushed down over the centuries when it came to him because they had been too impossible.

      "Don't worry, Selene, he won't hurt her," Charon was saying. "Tell her, Hecate."

      "If she's foolish enough to face Thanatos in a fight, she's taking her life into her own hands," said Hecate as they moved down the steps to stand at the guard rail. Ariadne was panting with exertion, her skin gleaming with sweat and dirt. Thanatos looked calm and too damn good.

      "Oh look, we have an audience now to witness me getting my ass kicked," Ariadne scoffed.

      "You asked for this training," Thanatos replied. He gave them a grin over his shoulder. "I think Hecate would be more battle-weary than you after shopping with Charon."

      "I'd still have enough energy that I could defeat you, cocky titan," she called back in reply.

      "I would enjoy seeing that after having my ass handed to me for the last hour," said Ariadne.

      "You are the most vulnerable of the Court. You need to be fast enough to face supernatural enemies if you want to hunt Pithos and Darius with us," Thanatos pointed out.

      Ariadne straightened and rolled her shoulders. "I know, I know, I'm bitching but not ungrateful. Hecate, please come and kick his ass for me. It would lift my spirits."

      "Maybe some other time, Ariadne. Hecate has been asleep for twenty years, so she's probably forgotten how to fight by now," Thanatos said, flicking his scythes in the air and catching them easily. It was such a deliberate provocation that Hecate's eyes narrowed.

      "Hold this," she said, pushing her new handbag into Charon's arms. She stepped up onto the stone barrier and dropped gracefully onto the arena's sand.

      "Ariadne, over here now," Charon said urgently. "If you get in the way, Asterion will fucking flay us."

      Magic shivered over Hecate's skin, and the black lace dress that she had been wearing shifted into a breastplate and a kilt of black and silver leather. She twirled her wrists and two staffs, half a meter long, appeared in her hands.

      "I was wondering where your torches were hiding," Thanatos said, watching her move towards him, black eyes sharp as a predator's. "It's good to know that you can still summon them."

      Behind her, Hecate heard Charon swear and say. "This could end really badly. I once saw her kill a giant with those torches." Hecate relished at the memory. Now, that had been a good fight.

      "What do you mean torches? They look like fighting sticks to me," Ariadne said.

      "You are about to see why Hecate was called the Phohsphóros, the light-bringer," Charon replied. "I don't have a good feeling about this."

      "Then you should've stopped Thanatos from provoking her," said Selene nonchalantly. Hecate smiled. It was another sure sign that Selene was her blood.

      "Are you sure you want to risk damaging that pretty new body of yours?" Hecate asked Thanatos. She looked him over slowly, enjoying the way he shifted self-consciously. He was close to 6 feet 4 inches in his new form, and the tailored clothes had hidden a deceptively muscular body. Hecate didn't have to fake the provocative smile she gave him.

      "Nice tattoos. I thought Hades would've gotten rid of them when he put you together," she said, gesturing at the bands of black symbols.

      "Nothing could undo the magic. It's a nice reminder that I can defeat any enemy in time," he replied, his stance shifting and hands gripping his scythes tighter.

      "Kick him in the nuts, Hecate!" Ariadne shouted.

      Red heat and magic slid out of Hecate's palms and twisted around the black torches in her hands. "I like her," she said. "Maybe I'll take her advice."

      "Stop thinking about my nuts," Thanatos replied.

      Hecate strengthened the positioning of her feet. "Make me."

      Thanatos attacked her, and Hecate gracefully sidestepped him before bringing one of her torches down. He was as quick as she remembered, but the physical body he had was bound to have limitations. Hecate matched him blow for blow, the curve of his scythes narrowly missing her thighs and cutting away a strip of leather.

      "Bastard," she hissed. He managed to dodge one of her torches, but the other one connected with his bicep, leaving red and black scorch marks on his skin.

      "Fighting dirty, are we?" he asked, sweat breaking out along his skin.

      "Is there any other way?" she replied. His face turned vicious and sharp, reminding her that there was a beast amongst the beauty, and she had foolishly forgotten it. He disappeared in silvery smoke, and Hecate cursed and only just managed to duck as a scythe flew over her head. She used magic to carry her to the other side of the arena. Thanatos raced to catch her, reforming and disappearing before she could take out his legs.

      Red fire sparked as her torches hit his scythes time after time, and Hecate's body fell into its rhythm of attack, duck, dodge, blocking him at every turn. She ignored the sting of the few cuts he managed to make on her.

      "I'm starting to think you're holding back on me," Hecate said, as their weapons clashed again.

      "Why would I do that?" he asked with an innocent smile.

      "Maybe because you like making me sweat," she panted as she struggled to force his scythes down.

      "You're the one that won't stop thinking about my nuts."

      "That's not all."

      His silvery brows rose. "Really? What else?"

      "Sexy kneecaps." Hecate took advantage of his confusion to kick out the back of his legs. His scythes hooked on her torches as he fell backward, dragging her down to the sand with him. Thanatos grunted in pain as her knee came down hard into his chest, both torches pinning him by the shoulders. Hecate pulled back the magic so it wouldn't burn him, but she pressed them harder into his skin.

      "Still think my sleep has made me soft?" she growled. Thanatos dropped his scythes and laughed breathlessly beneath her.

      "I yield, mighty Hecate," he said. Hecate slowly lifted her torches away from him. She suddenly became very aware of the feel of his hot skin against her bare thighs. The battle heat in his eyes shifted to lust as if he had the same realization. "Something else you want, goddess? Or are you going to stay sitting there to torture me?"

      Hecate's fist connected with his nose in a swift, hard strike. "Now, I'm done." She got off him as he groaned.

      "Oh! Did you see that! She got a punch in on Thanatos!" Ariadne shouted from the other side of the arena.

      "That wasn't fair! He was distracted," complained Charon. Ariadne jumped down and ran over to Hecate. She made her torches disappear, not wanting them anywhere near the mortal.

      "That was amazing! Asterion is going to be pissed when he sees what you have done to the place, but it was so worth it," Ariadne said. Hecate looked guiltily around the fighting ring. There were broken walls, and scorch marks that had turned the sand to glass in places.

      "He can blame Thanatos, since he was the one stupid enough to challenge me," Hecate said. Charon was helping Thanatos to his feet. He smiled a vicious, half-beast smile at her, despite the golden ichor that was still running from his nose.

      "I'm ready for a rematch any time," he said and spat gold on the sand.

      "She won fair and square. Now, don't be a dick, and show Hecate where the showers are. You both are filthy and dripping ichor everywhere," Ariadne said.

      Thanatos gave Hecate a mocking half-bow. "This way, my lady."

      

      Thanatos led her through the underbelly of the arena and to a long row of dressing rooms and showers.

      "There's no girls and boys. I hope that doesn't bother you," he said, heading into the nearest one and shutting the curtain.

      "I'm not shy," Hecate replied, taking a shower next to his and turning on the hot taps. She unbuckled her leather breastplate and hung it up where it wouldn't get water on it. She could summon the armor with magic, but she was feeling too drained to put it away. She would have to replace the kilt of leather that his scythes had wrecked.

      You know better than to let anyone provoke you so easily, she chastised herself. She had wanted to fight, and it seemed the perfect way to release the frustration and helplessness that had overwhelmed her that morning.

      Hecate stepped under the hot water and felt every small cut Thanatos's scythes had made. They would take longer than normal cuts to heal, and she was glad none of them were deeper. In the next cubicle, Thanatos began to mutter curses.

      "What was that?" she asked.

      "I said I should've gotten Selene to fix my nose. I feel it healing it all wrong," he said.

      "Do you want me to fix it?" she offered, sticking her head out of the side of the shower curtain. His soaked head appeared, his nose still bleeding.

      "I didn't realize I hit you so hard," Hecate admitted.

      "Yes, you did."

      "Do you want me to fix it or not?"

      "You can hardly make it worse," he replied.

      That's what you think. Carefully holding the curtain to shield her naked body, Hecate reached over with her other hand and took his nose. "You ready? I'll do it in three. You can count."

      "Okay. One, ow, fuck!" he shouted. "I thought you said three!"

      "I didn't say that I would wait until you got there. There you are. Perfectly straight and pretty again. You're welcome," Hecate said, patting his cheek. He glared down at her, then his eyes shifted to where the curtain had slipped.

      "Hey! Eyes up or I'll break more than your nose."

      "You could try," he said, and Hecate quickly closed the curtain on him. She didn't want to see that look in his eye or think about him beneath her in the arena. Or the fact he was naked beside her.

      "I don't suppose you have any shampoo in there," he asked.

      "Here," she replied, passing him the bottle over the top of the wall. His fingers brushed hers, sending a tingle down her body. She ignored that too. What's wrong with you? Don't you have enough to worry about?

      "Can I ask you something?" she said because she couldn't help herself.

      "Sure."

      "How does it feel to have a physical form after never having one?"

      There was a long silence before he finally said, "Stranger than I ever thought possible. It's heavy and awkward at times, but it has its perks. It took me a while to get used to it."

      "It would've been quite the shock to have to sleep and eat food. I can't even imagine what discovering sex must have been like for you," Hecate said and laughed. There was no laugh from beside her. "You have had sex, haven't you? Or…are you still a virgin, Thanatos?"

      "Don't be ridiculous. Of course, I'm not a virgin," he said indignantly before he passed the shampoo back to her.

      "Tell me about your first time," she pressed.

      "Absolutely not."

      "Why? We are friends. Friends tell each other their awkward sex stories."

      "I never said it was awkward," Thanatos replied.

      "Everyone's first time is awkward," Hecate argued and turned the shower off. She had some of her energy back, so she swapped her armor back to the dress she had been wearing before the fight. She grabbed a towel from its rack and dried herself off. Pulling on the dress, she stepped out of the shower cubicle and started pressing the water from her hair.

      The curtain next to her opened and Thanatos stepped out, a towel around his waist. Hecate was careful to avoid looking below his neck.

      "My first time was not awkward," he said pointedly.

      "All men think that, Thanatos. Believe me, it was awkward," Hecate replied. She didn't know why she was enjoying provoking him so much.

      "True, but none of those men would have spent as much time as I have observing humanity to know how to pleasure a woman properly," he said, and Hecate almost slipped on the wet ground.

      "Is that so?" she replied, turning away from him and tossing her towel into the basket. "Well, good for you, I suppose. Thank you for the fight. I'm feeling more like my old self after burning some of that energy."

      "Where are you going now?" he asked, folding his arms. Hecate tried not to stare at his glistening biceps. He really was dangerously delightful to look at. She needed to get out of there and fast.

      "I need to talk to Medusa. I think I've remembered the name of the blond man that attacked me." Hecate pushed open the bathroom doors. "I'll see you later."

      Much later, after she had cooled off and could think straight again.
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      Thanatos couldn't get his dirty training clothes back on fast enough. He needed to get out of the Labyrinth before he followed Hecate and gave into the beast that was raging in his head. Something had happened in the arena that he was better off not identifying with her anywhere near his vicinity.

      Thanatos didn't go back through the arena to say goodbye to Charon or Ariadne. He slipped out the back door, ran up the stairs and out onto the streets of the Diogenes before anyone could stop him. It wasn't until he was back in his apartment, high in Acheron Tower that he felt like he could think and not be haunted by the smell of Hecate's scent of roses and sweat and magic.

      "Fucking physical body," he cursed. He grabbed a beer from the fridge and went out into his garden. The sun was starting to set. He stretched out on one of the sunbeds, determined to stay as far away from the Court that night as possible.

      After his heartbeat steadied, Thanatos tried to sort through the messy pile of thoughts in his head. Maybe it had been the messages that morning or the treacherous thoughts of Hecate trying on lingerie during the day, but he had seen her come into the arena with Charon and some other part of him had taken over. She was looking more like herself, with her eyes highlighted with black and her hair a glorious tumble of sexy curls.

      Ichor had surged through him, and Thanatos wanted to fight her, provoke her until she lost control. He had lost sleep the previous night, thinking about what Pandora had done to her and wanting to find a way to make Hecate feel powerful again.

      He had lied to her when he said he was awake from nightmares. He was awake because he had woken from a dream of her naked in a sacred grove, moonlight turning her to a being of sex and shadows.

      Making her fight him seemed like the best option to get rid of both of their frustrations.

      You are such an idiot. All it had done was get her on top of him, fire burning in eyes and looking like a vengeful goddess ready to smite him. His arm was still aching where her torches burned him, but it had been worth it for that moment. His frustration had turned on him, violence changing to desire so suddenly that it took all his self-control not to pin her on the sand and kiss her. She had seen it in his face and broken his nose for the impertinence. He had it coming. He knew better.

      Hecate had never had an immortal consort for a reason. She was always too powerful, never needy enough, and too smart to get involved with any of the Olympians that would use her beauty and power in their never-ending games. He had deserved the broken nose for looking at her in that way. Then she had followed him and started talking to him about sex like the Fates didn't hate him enough.

      Thanatos's phone vibrated in his pocket, but he ignored it, drinking more beer and staring at the horizon.

      "You united her with Selene, you did your part," Thanatos reminded himself. He'd never had this problem when he didn't have a body that betrayed him. But that's not entirely true, is it?

      Hecate visiting the Underworld had made his sentence bearable. She was an unlooked-for friend that he'd always wanted to touch, and now he could, but he didn't dare. His feelings hadn't always been platonic, but he'd never had a physical body to betray him either.

      Time to get some space. Thanatos considered going to his other house for a few days, get away from the drama and… His phone vibrated again. He pulled it out, ready to turn it off when he saw the string of messages from Medusa: Where are you? Charon said you were at the Labyrinth...Hecate is here, so you should come over...Now Hermes is here, you need to be here before they start griping at each other.

      Thanatos was about to turn his phone off altogether when Hades messaged him: Get over to Serpentine, I'm too busy to mediate between Hecate and the others. No excuses.

      "Fucking great," Thanatos muttered, getting up. There was no way he could say no to Hades without telling him why, and he was barely ready to acknowledge his weakness to himself, let alone Hades. He sent Medusa a message back: I'm changing, be there soon. Then mentally, he tried to prepare to throw himself back in the fire.

      

      As soon as he stepped into Serpentine Tower, Thanatos could feel the tense pulse of magic charging the air. That wasn't a good sign. He swiped his pass to take Medusa's elevator to the penthouse. He could hear the raised voices before he reached her door. He opened the door and strode in to find Hermes and Hecate in each other's faces.

      "That is enough," he said in the language of the dead, his voice dropping into something not human. Hermes reared back like he had been slapped. Hecate only snarled at Thanatos and answered in the same tongue.

      "Tell him to get out of my face before I tear his off."

      "We are all on the same side," Selene said shakily, her eyes full of tears. Medusa looked relieved to see him at least.

      "What's happened here?" Thanatos asked Medusa as Hermes went one way, and Hecate went the other. Medusa's kitchen was covered in papers and pictures.

      Medusa folded her arms. "Hermes brought his research over, since we thought it better that we combine everything. Hecate went through it and couldn't find any pictures of the blond man that attacked her. She declared it useless. He said that it was twenty years old and she retorted that it made it even worse than useless and then the fighting started. She scares the shit out of me when she's yelling, Thanatos."

      "She's been attacked, and had the only things she's ever cared about killed in front of her. She's angry, Susa, and that will make anyone unreasonable," said Thanatos. "Do you know who she's talking about? The blond man?"

      “She said his name was Lander. I can get Lola to do some more digging. If he was a part of Darius's relic hunting friends' group, I'd say he's rich and influential. It's not a big lead, but it's something to start with," Medusa replied.

      "I sent Hermes home," said Selene as she rejoined them. "God, I hate it when you speak in the language of the dead, Thanatos."

      "I'm sorry, it's the only thing that snaps them out of it sometimes. Are you all right?" he asked.

      "No. Give me a hug," Selene said, and he wrapped an arm around her. "You tried to warn me what they were like. They were both pulsing with so much magic I felt like I was suffocating."

      "It's okay, little one. They will get used to each other again."

      "Hermes knows his research is old, but if he can make sense of his train of thoughts from twenty years ago, then he can pick up where he left off."

      "I know. Hecate does too, she's just frustrated as well," Thanatos replied, rubbing her back.

      "I don't think she wants to train me, Thanatos."

      "She's only been awake a few days, Selene. Give her some time to get her own head together. Training is a commitment for the teacher as well as the student," he replied.

      "I know, but I guess I had hoped for…something. I mean, my mother is dead, and I never knew my father, so I suppose I was excited about having a family. If she doesn't want to stay in Styx and train me, I can't stop her. She already thinks I'm insane for loving Hermes," Selene said into his shoulder.

      Thanatos kissed the top of her head. "Oh, darling, we all think you're insane for loving Hermes." Selene poked him in the side, but at least it made her laugh.

      "Will you talk to her for me?" she asked.

      "I'll try. Maybe go home and try again tomorrow," Thanatos suggested. He hated seeing Selene upset over anything. She messaged Hermes and he appeared looking wild-eyed.

      "Put a leash on your goddess,” he snapped at Thanatos and they both disappeared.

      "Well, that went well," Medusa said and poured herself another wine. "Can you help me pack this up?"

      "Sure," Thanatos replied, feeling tired from all the emotions. "Maybe we should keep group meetings to a minimum."

      Medusa laughed and put the papers into an empty box. "It would probably be for the best. Although I hate to take his side, Hermes didn't start the fight. He was doing his best for Selene's sake. Hecate was agitated about something before she got here and was already looking for an argument."

      "I'm sorry, Susa. I tried to get it out of her system in the arena, but maybe I made it worse," said Thanatos. Hecate hadn't seemed angry in the showers. He needed to find out what had set her off.

      "Charon told me about that, but he made it sound sexy," Medusa replied with a sly smile.

      Thanatos rolled his eyes. "Charon likes to make everything sound sexy because he loves the drama," he said.

      "Sure, that's why you are blushing."

      "I am not. Here, you finish this and-" He broke off when Hecate came back into the kitchen.

      "I apologize, Medusa. I shouldn't have lost my temper in your house. It was disrespectful," she said formally.

      "Don't worry about it. If I got offended every time the Court started a fight, well, I wouldn't have anyone over ever," Medusa replied. "How about Thanatos takes you home and we can try again later?"

      "Thank you. I'm sorry I can't give you any more information," Hecate said.

      "Lander is a lead and all leads are good. If we can find Pandora's secret, invisible island, I'm sure we can find a relic collector." Medusa smiled at her, and the stiffness in Hecate's shoulders eased.

      "Come on, let's leave Medusa to get her team on it," said Thanatos, giving the gorgon a nod.

      "Good night. I'm…I really am sorry," Hecate added and hurried for the penthouse doors.

      "Good luck, titan. She is something else," Medusa said with an encouraging smile.

      

      Hecate didn't say a word until they were back outside on the streets. She took a shaky breath and looked up at the night sky.

      "I fucked that up," she said helplessly.

      "They will get over it. I'll take you home."

      "I don't want to go back to walls around me. I need trees or something, I feel like I can't breathe. Is there a park nearby?" she asked.

      Before he could think it through, Thanatos said, "I can take you to my rooftop garden if you like?"

      "Okay," she replied without argument or hesitation. They walked in silence for the next two blocks to Acheron Tower and all the way up to his apartment.

      "Charon and Erebus live here too?" Hecate asked when they reached his front door. Thanatos pointed down the end of the long hall.

      "They have their own apartments down there. This way, we all have our own space but are close enough if something goes down," Thanatos replied and let her into the apartment. "This way." He chucked his keys on the kitchen bench and headed for the glass doors. He couldn't imagine what she was thinking, looking around at his books and paintings. Most of his things were kept at his house, the apartment a small extension of his collection to keep him sane.

      "This place looks like you," Hecate said cryptically and stepped outside into the gardens. "Oh, this is lovely." She went to the nearest cypress tree and touched its bark. Thanatos tried not to stare as her face broke into a huge smile. She wandered about the gardens and he gave her plenty of space but still followed.

      "Do you want to tell me what happened at Medusa's?" Thanatos asked. Hecate lowered herself to the ground and lay back with a sigh against the soft grass.

      "It's embarrassing," she said.

      Thanatos sat down beside her. "Out with it. You two were at each other's throats over something ridiculous."

      "It's Selene," Hecate admitted softly.

      "I thought this was about Lander."

      "It is, partly. It's Selene that sets me off. Fates, Thanatos, the way she looks at me. It's like she's waited for me her whole life, and I'm the answer to all of her questions."

      "You are, and she has. She's only just learning who she is. Hermes can't help her, only you can. She's the best person you'll ever meet, trust me."

      "That's the problem, Thanatos. She's so good. I don't want that to change." Hecate was silent for a long moment. "I don't want her to end up cursed because of me."

      Thanatos lay back on the grass beside her. "Hecate, the gods cursed Circe and Medea, not you." It was a conversation they'd had before.

      "They wouldn't have paid them any attention if I hadn't trained them. They both started out good, like Selene, and now they are known as the monsters, the evil, unnatural sorceresses," Hecate argued. "I don't want to condemn Selene to that fate. I don't want to corrupt Persephone either now that Hades has finally found someone to love."

      "Let me stop you there. For starters, I would be more concerned about Persephone corrupting you," said Thanatos, turning on his side to face her. "I'm going to give you a lecture now, are you ready?"

      Hecate gave him a cold look. "You would dare?"

      "What can you do? Kill me?" he taunted. "You wouldn't have said any of this if you didn't want my advice." When she didn't argue, he went on. “Training Circe and Medea had nothing to do with Zeus and Hera cursing them.  If anything, the fuckers should have respected you enough to stay away from your kin. Where I'm sitting, your girls were both fine before the Olympians got involved. Training Selene is going to be completely different. It's a new time, Hecate. There are no gods left that would dare curse her. They are dead, we survived, and I'm sure Circe and Medea have too. You have suffered, but so has everyone else in the Court. Teaching Selene and Persephone to use their magic won't hurt them. Your being here is a blessing, not a curse. You have never, ever been a curse."

      Hecate stared at him, her expression one that he knew she would never dare to show anyone but him: vulnerable, sad, and scared. Then it shifted and she smiled a little.

      "That wasn't a very good lecture. I was expecting something a lot meaner."

      "Well, you gave me your scary goddess look, so I chickened out," he said, and her smile widened.

      "Thank you," she whispered.

      "Anytime."

      Hecate looked back up at the night sky. "I'm going to have to apologize to Hermes, aren't I?"

      "Yeah, you are," Thanatos said. "Just don't make it too heartfelt, or it will go to his head."

      Hecate laughed and pushed her hair away from her face. "I can't believe I'm going to train someone again. Two someones. I'm going to need somewhere out of Styx to work with them. Hades is going to be overprotective enough with Persephone in my care, and I don't want to risk causing any damage to his city."

      A light went on in Thanatos's head. "I might be able to help you with that."
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      Hecate stared at the colorful collection of confectionaries spread out underneath the glass in front of her. Persephone had turned up on her doorstep that morning unannounced and ready to take her for breakfast at her favorite bakery.

      "I don't know if I could eat something this sweet so early in the morning," Hecate said doubtfully.

      "Believe me, you absolutely can, you are just out of practice. Allow me," Persephone replied and started ordering for both of them. She was such a force of friendly, good nature, and Hecate couldn't say no to her. They sat down in the outdoor area, and Persephone poured sugar into her coffee.

      "I thought I would get in early before Selene or Thanatos decided to claim you for the day," she said, giving Hecate another of her big smiles.

      "You think they would? I had a bit of a bad moment last night and lost my temper,” Hecate replied. "They are going to be keeping their distance."

      "I heard about that. I'm kind of glad I wasn't there. It means I have you to myself for a morning. I told Demeter you had returned last night, and I swear she nearly turned purple." Persephone laughed, a big, full laugh of joy. "I felt like I needed to buy you breakfast for that."

      "I never fit into Demeter's clique or any of the Olympians for that matter. I was always too different," Hecate said as diplomatically as possible.

      "Yeah, well, me either, and I'm her daughter, so you can imagine how much that irks her."

      "I'm surprised she lets you date Hades."

      Persephone's expression turned almost impish. "You say that like she has a choice. She doesn't. You've met Hades, and you will know it about me too pretty quickly. People can have an opinion about anything with me except Hades. He's mine, and that's it." Her eyes flicked from green to black, and back again so quickly Hecate almost missed it. There was such a fierce possessiveness in her that Hecate couldn't hold in her smile.

      "I can see that. I'm glad you feel that way about him. He deserves it after so long."

      "He's a gruff bastard, but he's glad you are back. You know Hades, he likes all the people he cares about under his wings. Not that you need protection, but we'll let him think it, and it will make him feel good." Persephone shot Hecate a wink, and she almost laughed. Poor Hades has no idea what he's in for with this one.

      "He's not the only one who can be a gruff bastard. I'm not great at this much socializing. I'm not a tea and cake girl," Hecate said, indicating the groups of polished women around them.

      "For starters, every girl is a cake girl, and I like you, so we are going to be friends whether you like it or not. Sorry, you'll have to get used to it," Persephone replied. "I'm not my mother. None of the women in the Court are happy, rainbow people, so you don't need to feel awkward with your anger or your classy, goth aesthetic. We don't care. We aren't out to screw you, we need your help, and we want your friendship."

      Hecate drained her coffee. "Are you always this determined so early in the morning?"

      "When it comes to people I like? Yes. Also, my magic responds to you like it doesn't with anyone else but Hades. I've never known anyone else like me, and I want you to help me use it. I want to be your friend. You need someone other than Thanatos to rely on." Persephone poured her more coffee. "Even if he is better to look at."

      "He is that," Hecate commented, and only realized she had said it out loud when Persephone laughed again.

      "See? We are going to get along great. Thanatos is a darling, don't get me wrong, but women need women sometimes. Men have their uses but are so frustrating and distracting. What are your thoughts on training Selene and me?" Persephone asked.

      "Thanatos is going to help me find a suitable place outside of the city. We are going to drive later to look at one house he knows of. Once we have a place, I can get to know your magic a bit better and see what you struggle with," Hecate replied.

      Persephone was quick thinking and even quicker talking, but her friendliness was wearing down every single one of Hecate's objections to training her. She was fun and delightful, and Hecate could feel the dark power thrumming around her. It was no wonder Hades and the triplets had all fallen in love with her. Hecate tried to imagine Thanatos flirting with Persephone, but instead of amusing her, something dark slithered inside her chest.

      "Give us all a chance, and if you are anything like me, the Court will become the family you have always wanted. Yes, even Hermes. The gorgeous scamp. He's not who he used to be. Even a month ago, he was completely helpless. Pandora fucked him as hard as you. That should make you allies," Persephone said between mouthfuls of wickedly pink pastry.

      "I know, I'm trying to forget our past for Selene's sake." And Hecate really was trying. After she had gotten home the previous evening, she had gone through her phone contacts until she found 'The Love of Selene's Life.' She had sent Hermes a message apologizing for her outburst and was surprised to get one back.

      I understand how you are feeling, probably better than anyone. You aren't the only one that lost twenty years, Hecate. We will find Lander, trust me. If you can't do that, then trust I will always protect Selene, and that means wiping Darius and whatever remains of Pithos off the face of the earth.

      The maturity of the reply had impressed Hecate, so she had texted back: Clean slate? There's no Zeus anymore to get off on us fighting each other.

      Deal. Thanatos will be SO proud of us.

      Persephone lowered her coffee. "Hermes is okay. He adores Selene, and Thanatos would murder him if he did anything to hurt her. The titan made that very clear from day one."

      "He did?" Hecate asked.

      "Oh yeah. Threatened to lock him up in Tartarus if he made her cry," said Persephone as she took another macaroon. "When they figured out that she was one of your family, he got even more protective of her. You know, I think he's missed you terribly. Even if you do try to beat the crap out of each other in the Labyrinth. Ariadne is in love with you, by the way."

      Hecate shrugged. "It was a nice way to blow off steam."

      "Not the way she told it," Persephone said, waggling her eyebrows.

      "I'm not sure I'm following," Hecate lied and tried one of the pastries in front of her.  It was way too sweet, but she ate it anyway.

      "Ariadne said you two were giving each other sexy eyes as you tried to kill each other. That's Ariadne's idea of foreplay."

      Pastry caught in Hecate's throat. "She's mistaken. I broke his nose."

      "Yes, but only because he gave sexy eyes back at you and you panicked.”

      "No, because he deserved it for being a smug prick," Hecate argued. She had spent the last twenty-four hours trying to forget about being on top of him, his strong body clamped between her thighs. Her frustration the previous evening wasn't only because of Hermes and her fear of training Selene. It wasn't until Thanatos had come through Medusa's doors that she recognized her problem was him. The hot desire that she always had for him had coiled up out of her and had nowhere to go. It had never been a problem when he didn't have a body, only a fantasy that she would sometimes indulge in. Now there wasn't even that barrier between them to keep her safe.

      "Tell yourself whatever lies you like, but Ariadne is rarely wrong. A broken nose or not, Thanatos is still happy you're back," Persephone said.

      "I am too, even if it's to a world I never thought would exist for the likes of us."

      Persephone's smile was as brilliant as a spring day. "But it does, and you would be insane not to make the most of it."

      Hecate was on a sugar high by the time Thanatos came hours later to collect her from the bakery. Hecate genuinely liked Persephone, and she had pulled her out of the mental funk that had been plaguing her since she was woken up. She is the queen in every way, Hecate thought, looking at the brilliant goddess beside her.

      Thanatos was leaning against the side of the bakery, waiting for them as they came out laughing. He was dressed casually in a black V-neck shirt and jeans, and Hecate noticed all the appreciative looks he was getting from women on the street, not to mention the ones staring at him through the bakery window as if he was the next treat they wanted to devour. She shot them a warning glare and they quickly looked away. Persephone giggled beside her.

      "This looks like all kinds of trouble," Thanatos said as he pushed his sunglasses up on his silver hair. Persephone hugged him roughly, and he groaned under the force of it.

      "I love Hecate, thank you for finding her for me," she said happily.

      "It wasn't just for you, my queen," he replied, squeezing her back, "but you're welcome."

      "You can't keep her all to yourself either. I won't let you," Persephone added and kissed his cheek loudly. "Okay, I need to go. You kids have fun." She blew Hecate a kiss and walked off towards Acheron Tower, strutting like she owned the street and everyone on it.

      "Is she always-" Hecate began.

      "Yes. Always. And no, I can't figure out what she sees in Hades," said Thanatos, making her laugh. "I'm not surprised that she's worked her magic on you. She is an unstoppable force when she wants something, especially if that thing is making new friends."

      "I can't help but like her. It should make me wary of her, but it doesn't. She also gave me some very good advice," Hecate said, looking him over.

      "And what was that?" Thanatos asked, a small sexy grin starting at the corner of his mouth.

      "She told me it was our world now and I should let go of the past and take what I want."

      Thanatos leaned closer to her, and she could smell his scent that was an alluring combination of male and ancient funeral incense. "Is that right? And are you going to tell me what you want?"

      "I'm going to show you," she said, biting her bottom lip. His eyes zeroed in on it, and his smile grew. Hecate took his sunglasses from the top of his head and put them on. "Thanks, I needed a new pair. So, where are we going?"

      Hecate's mouth went dry as Thanatos reached over and untangled a lock of her hair that was caught under his stolen sunglasses. "Hmm, they look good on you." He opened the door of the sleek black Mercedes parked in front of them. "After you, my lady, we are going to the country."
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      It was a beautiful day for a drive, and after five minutes sitting beside Thanatos, all the awkwardness Hecate had been feeling the night before changed into something relaxed. It didn't matter that he was now in a body that distracted her. Thanatos was her oldest friend, and it didn't take them long to fall into easy conversation and argue over radio stations.

      Twenty minutes later, they passed through Loutraki and headed into the hills that formed part of the Gerania mountains, overlooking the Gulf of Corinth. Thanatos pulled off the main highway and onto an unmarked dirt road.

      "Are you taking me somewhere to try to kill me?" Hecate couldn't help but ask.

      "If I was going to kill you, I'd be a lot more mysterious and a lot less subtle about it. Also, why would I want to kill you when I've only just got you back?" Thanatos replied as he reached over and tapped her nose. Hecate swatted his hand away and was about to reply, when a house came into view that left her speechless. The road had become a driveway with trees lining either side of it, and a tan and pale brick house came into view. It was two stories with French doors that opened out onto balconies.

      "This is gorgeous," Hecate said, taking in the pine and olive trees around them, and the gardens that decorated the front of the property. They pulled up in front, and Hecate stepped out and breathed deeply. The air smelled of salt and pine and sunshine, and she couldn't get enough of it after being stuck in the city. Thanatos pulled out a set of keys and opened the heavy wooden front door.

      "Are you coming?" he called from inside the house. Hecate hurried to catch up, kicking off her shoes by the door. Inside was just as lovely with polished wooden floors covered in colorful woven rugs and an open fireplace in the lounge room. The walls were painted a warm white, and everywhere was beautiful timber furniture, books, and paintings.

      Whoever owned it, loved to be able to see outside as the whole back of the house was French doors that opened to more gardens. The kitchen was the only place where there was anything metal with stainless steel appliances and cool marble benchtops.

      "It's so warm and welcoming," Hecate said, running her hand over a polished dining table.

      "Do you like it?" Thanatos asked, going into the fridge and helping himself to a bottle of water.

      "I love it. It's perfect." And it was. It felt like a home, a safe pocket away from the world.

      "Let's look outside before you decide on anything," he said, before unlocking one of the French doors and heading out onto the lawns. Hecate's feet tingled as she walked across the grass and inspected an outdoor entertaining area.

      "I wonder how far the property stretches?" she asked, looking out at the forest around her.

      "About three acres in all directions," said Thanatos. "I think you might like this." She followed him down a path through the trees. Her magic began to tingle again as he led her to a grove of cypress and twisted yew trees.

      "How is this possible?" she whispered. They were her sacred trees. She closed her eyes and placed her palm on one of the trunks. Almost instantly, she felt through their life and magic and saw Thanatos as he ran his fingers over its leaves when it was a sapling. She saw him raise every tree around her from seedlings, watering and caring for them, talking to them and watching them grow. She opened her eyes slowly, blinking away the unexpected tears.

      "This place," she said slowly as she looked at him across the grove. "This is your house. Your land."

      "How did you know?" Thanatos asked in surprise as he inspected the leaves on a cypress.

      "I can feel you everywhere." Gods, she was thick that it took her so long. The house felt like him. The land itself felt cherished and protected, the sense of safety that he always made her feel was in every stone and blade of grass.

      "Would it be a problem?" Thanatos asked. "You said you needed a place, and I have a place that I don't use."

      "It's too well maintained for me to believe that," Hecate replied as she walked the circumference of the grove, touching the trees as she went.

      "I've maintained it, sure, but I spend most of the time at the apartment. When I saw this place, it was a rundown mess, but I knew I had to have it. I couldn't stop thinking about it. It was like it called to me, and so I bought it and restored it. I come out here when I need some headspace. Most of the time, it's empty. The house, not my head." Thanatos ran a nervous hand through his hair. "This is going to sound crazy, but the more I think about it, the more I think I bought it for you. It reminded me of you, I suppose."

      Hecate couldn't comprehend any of it. That he would do something like buying a house because it reminded him of her? Unbelievable. "You planted this grove for me?"

      Thanatos blushed, his light brown skin turning a dusky pink. "How do you know it was me?"

      "The trees told me. I could see you looking after them. Why, Thanatos?" Hecate had to ask. Why would a death god spend some much time nurturing life? She had never had anyone do anything like it for her before, either. None of it made sense.

      Thanatos let out a breath. "Honestly?"

      “Yes,” Hecate said.

      Thanatos folded his arms like he didn't know what to do with them. "I couldn't find you when my curse was lifted, and you didn't come to us even though Hades was open about who he was. I thought that you either didn't want to come and see us or that you might have retreated from the world. I didn't want to use human magic to try and summon you, but I planted a grove in case you could sense it and would come to check it out. Like a Hecate beacon? This is coming out all wrong."

      "A Hecate beacon?" she said, a smile tugging at lips even as her heart was overflowing. This gorgeous, terrifying god, the most powerful of all the titans, had grown her a sacred grove in case she might be called to it.

      "Don't laugh at me. I was worried that I had pissed you off somehow, which is why you never came to find us. It was a peace offering, I guess," Thanatos replied, his blush deepening.

      "It's a pretty grand offering. You must have thought I was really angry," Hecate said, moving closer, wanting to touch him and yet unsure of how he would take it. "And you want to let me use your amazing house to train Selene and Persephone?"

      Thanatos nodded. "Yeah, and Circe and Medea when we find them too. We don't know if they are going to need help as well."

      "What do you want in return?" she asked. There had to be a catch; no immortal was this kind.

      "Nothing. You are helping the Court and you're staying in Styx. That's good enough for me. I'd rather have you live here than to leave it sitting empty. As bizarre as it is, I'm sure it was always meant to be yours anyway," he replied.

      Thanatos didn't stop her as she stepped into his space and wrapped her arms around him. Her heart was too full for words as he pulled her closer, her cheek resting against the groove of his chest, his heart thumping louder the more she hung onto him.

      "Thank you," she whispered.

      "You are welcome," he replied. He ran his hand slowly down her back, the slightest of tremors in his fingers. When she didn't let go, the air in the grove charged, stirring her magic as it responded to all the emotions that were racing through her. She looked up at him, and he slowly pulled her sunglasses off.

      "Hey, don't cry. It's only a house," he said, running his thumb along her cheek to brush away a tear.

      "I'm a fierce goddess, I don't cry," she replied stubbornly, "and it's not just a house, and you know it."

      "You're right. It's a house and a sacred grove." Thanatos's adorable, teasing smile was back. His fingers slipped from her cheek to her jaw, and her pulse leaped to her throat. Hecate rose on her tiptoes and pressed her lips to his. He stilled beneath her, his breath catching.

      Mistake, her mind screamed at her, but as she went to step away, his fingers went under her chin and lifted it so he could kiss her back. The heady rush of his magic poured over her as her fingers twisted into the fabric of his shirt. She tasted him in her mouth as their combined power thrummed in the grove, the love he had put into it a living thing around them. Goosebumps broke out over her arms as her senses exploded.

      Hecate deepened the kiss, her tongue lightly touching his lips, coaxing them to open. His hand slipped to her waist, pulling her tighter against him, and as soon as his tongue curled with hers, her whole body lit up. He made a sound deep in his throat so terrifying and sexy that she shivered, every part of her hyper-aware of where his body touched hers.

      Hecate had to stop before she dragged him to a place neither one of them was ready to go. She slowly broke off the kiss, letting them both breathe before she pressed one more kiss to his cheek and lowered herself back down, taking a small step back.

      They stared at each other wide-eyed as if neither one could believe what had just happened.

      "I take that is a yes to accepting the house?" Thanatos said breathlessly.

      Hecate laughed. "It's certainly not how I say no. Really, thank you, Thanatos."

      He waved a finger at the grove. "The last twenty years trying to make sure these trees didn't die? Worth it."

      "Is that right?" Hecate said, knowing her own face was going as red as his. "A kiss seems like a pretty low price to pay."

      "Not to me," Thanatos replied, and then his cheeky smile was back. "I can't wait to see what I get when I show you the pool."

      "You have to push your luck," Hecate said, shaking her head.

      "With you? Never." Thanatos put her sunglasses back on her nose. "But I won't pretend like it didn't happen either."

      "Good, I hope it keeps you up at night feeling hot and bothered."

      "Oh, it will."

      Hecate flicked her black curls over her shoulder. "You said something about a pool?"
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      Two days later, Thanatos and Selene were helping Hecate settle into the new house when Hermes appeared and declared, "I've got the best idea!"

      "Why am I suddenly worried?" Thanatos asked.

      "Because you're an old man and that's what they do? Irrelevant," Hermes replied, cutting himself off. "I was sitting there bored this morning, and I realized instead of waiting for Medusa to find the information we need, we can just go and get it. I know where at least one of Darius's villas is on Cypress that we can check out. When I was there last, I was looking for the sword and had no idea what was really going on."

      "You want to break into his house? What if it's not even his anymore?" Selene argued. "He had himself declared legally dead almost ten years ago."

      "Selene has a point, Hermes. Some other rich asshole could have bought it by now." Thanatos folded his arms as he thought. "Although, if he went to so much trouble to build secret chambers in it, he might have been reluctant to let it go."

      "Exactly! He'd be smart enough to have different names on the leases, but I doubt he would've sold it. It felt too much like a personal home," Hermes replied.

      "I hate to admit it, but Hermes might be right," Hecate said as she joined them. Even dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, her hair tied up with a skull print scarf, Hecate was irresistibly sexy. Ever since their kiss in the grove, Thanatos had struggled to look at her and not want to do it again. It had kept him up at night. Both nights. It made being around her even more exciting and painful at the same time.

      "Did I hear that, right? Hecate, did you just agree with me?" Hermes said aghast.

      "Don't worry, I won't make a habit of it," replied Hecate. "What is your plan?"

      "Thanatos, me and Perseus can pop quickly over to Cypress tonight and have a look about. See what else Darius is hiding and try to find some clues."

      "I don't like this," said Selene, gnawing on her bottom lip. "Darius isn't stupid, and he knows you were there before. With everything that Pithos and Pandora created, I'm worried he would be expecting you to return and would've set traps."

      "That's why we are going to take Perseus. That vision of his should be able to pick up anything out of the ordinary," Hermes replied. "Don't worry, Silver, this is hardly the first time I've broken into somewhere I'm not wanted."

      "Is that supposed to make me feel better?"

      "I'll make sure he doesn't do anything too dangerous," Thanatos said, giving her a comforting side hug.

      "Gee, thanks, Dad," Hermes replied.

      Thanatos rolled his eyes at him. "I would've drowned you at birth."

      "Have you talked to Perseus about this? Or, more importantly, have you talked to Medusa?" Selene interrupted them.

      "Sure, I have. He's getting ready as we speak. We'll pop over for a few hours and come straight home, I promise." Hermes kissed her cheek. "It's going to be fun."

      "What could possibly go wrong?" Thanatos muttered. Hecate elbowed him gently.

      "Hush, you'll be fine," she said.

      "You're not worried about me?"

      Hecate's lips twitched. "Not even a little bit. Be careful with that body, it's growing on me."

      "It hasn't been on you for it grow yet," he whispered, so Hermes couldn't hear.

      "What are you going to do if you three turn up, and Darius and his minions are there?" Selene said, cutting off whatever Hecate was going to say.

      "Then we kill them and save us all future headaches," Thanatos replied. Selene's frown deepened, but she nodded.

      "Only if we need to," Hermes added, shooting Thanatos an irritated look. His phone chimed and he looked down at the screen. "I'll be back in a second." He disappeared, and Selene turned on Thanatos.

      "You have to promise to stop him doing anything too stupid and reckless," she said.

      "Have you met Hermes?" Hecate retorted. "Stupid and reckless is kind of what he's known best for."

      "Not anymore. Please, Thanatos, make sure you talk sense into them if you need to. Perseus doesn't know his own limits yet, and I don't want him trying to prove himself to Hermes either," Selene said, ignoring her.

      "I promise I'll do my best to keep them both alive," Thanatos replied, and her frown eased.

      "You have to stop seeing them as mortals, Selene, they aren't. Treating them like they are will only make you worry unnecessarily," said Hecate. "I've seen Hermes grow back missing limbs more than once and-"

      Thanatos placed a hand on the small of her back, cutting her off. "Maybe not the time to tell her those kinds of stories," he cautioned as Selene paled even further.

      "Worrying about Hermes is pointless is all I'm saying," Hecate said.

      "I'm going to get some air," Selene replied and stepped out of the French doors and into the back garden.

      "Selene needs to realize that acting like you are all mortal is ridiculous," Hecate said, watching her go.

      "She isn't like us, Hecate. She cares deeply," Thanatos replied.

      "I care what happens to you and Perseus. Hermes, I'm still unsure about it." Hecate looked out at Selene. "I suppose I'll have to if I don't want her sad all the time."

      "True, Selene crying is unbearable."

      "Especially if the tears are over Hermes."

      Thanatos shook his head. "She loves him, so of course, she's going to worry about him. I'm glad that I'm going so I don't have to watch her fret."

      "Great, leave me alone with the emotional woman." Hecate looked at her wine rack. "Maybe I should get her drunk instead."

      "You could use it as a bonding session."

      "Because I'm so good at that? I'd rather drink."

      Thanatos smiled as she squirmed at the thought of it. "Isn't that what women do? You drink wine and do each other's hair and talk about the boys you like," he teased.

      "And what boys would they be, hmm? I haven't exactly had many dating opportunities in the past twenty years," Hecate said, inspecting her nails.

      "I wish I could be more choked up about that for you," Thanatos replied.

      Hecate looked up at him, her eyes narrowed slightly. "Is that so? Well, I'm awake now, and it's a new world. Maybe a mortal wouldn't mind dating a goddess."

      The cold immortal monster inside of him came dangerously close to the surface as he leaned down and whispered, "You say that like a mortal has satisfied you before, and we both know they haven't. Mortal toys break far too easily."

      "Experience talking, titan?" Hecate asked, stepping toward him challengingly.

      "Wouldn't you like to know," he said smugly.

      Hermes and Perseus arrived, forcing them both to quickly step back from each other.

      "Cool place," said Perseus looking around the lounge room.

      "Where's Selene?" Hermes asked. Thanatos pointed, and he hurried outside.

      "Is Medusa, okay with you coming?" Thanatos asked Perseus.

      "Yeah, she sees sense in it. Though she threatened to turn Hermes into a statue in the club district for people to piss on if anything happens to me," Perseus replied with a besotted grin.

      "Knew I liked her for a reason," said Hecate.

      Hermes and Selene came in, her lips flushed and looking less upset.

      "Thank you for doing your goodbye kisses away from me,” muttered Hecate.

      “I wouldn't want to offend you, Hecate," Hermes said sweetly. "We should get going."

      "Aren't you going to wish me luck?" Thanatos asked Hecate as the other three started talking.

      "You don't need it."

      "Have fun braiding each other's hair and talking about how dreamy Hermes is," he replied, batting his lashes at her.

      "I thought I was meant to tell her about the boy I like?"

      Thanatos grinned and looked her over. "You would want to make sure those pants don't catch fire with all the lies you're telling."

      "You're right," Hecate said. She leaned close enough that he could smell her perfume and feel the heat radiating from her skin. "He's not a boy." She walked away from him to say goodbye to the others, leaving Thanatos feeling hot and twitchy.

      "Come on, Thanatos, we don't have all afternoon," Hermes complained.

      Thanatos walked over, grabbed onto Hermes's shoulder. "Waiting on you, trickster."

      

      The sun was setting when they stepped out onto the lawn of Darius Drakos's villa in Cypress. It was a sprawling monstrosity of a house that radiated too much wealth and not enough style. Thanatos stretched out his senses in all directions but felt no life around them.

      "It looks abandoned," said Hermes.

      "There's no one inside," Thanatos confirmed.

      "Good. It makes our job easier and a hell of a lot less messy. Lead the way, bro," Perseus said, adjusting the pack on his shoulder.

      "It hasn't changed that much in twenty years," Hermes commented as they walked from the gardens, up a stone staircase to a large balcony. "Everything is too good of condition to be abandoned entirely."

      "The security systems will still be operational," Perseus said. He found a white power box tucked behind a statue of a naked woman. "We just need to find what turns it off."

      "Move," said Hermes, reaching past him and flicking the switches. "The idiots had them labeled. That should kill all the alarms."

      "You'd want to hope." Thanatos didn't like that he was picking up no energy at all. Not even rats in the cellar. Too quiet. Too dead.

      Perseus picked the lock to one of the doors and opened it. No alarms. Hermes turned to Thanatos.

      "You first."

      "Why me?

      "Because you're Death!"

      "We really need to talk about using me as target practice when we go on these expeditions."

      "Oh please, I wouldn't intentionally use you as target practice. I'm too afraid of what Hecate would do to me," Hermes said.

      "You aren't afraid of what I will do to you?"

      Hermes laughed. "You would hold back, Hecate wouldn't."

      "I don't think she would care," Thanatos said. After all, she had just told him Selene was ridiculous for worrying about Hermes for the same reason.

      "She would," replied Hermes and Perseus at the same time.

      "I don't know what you're talking about," Thanatos muttered.

      "My ass, you don't." Perseus tapped his scars. "I know what I saw, and my vision doesn't lie."

      "I'd rather booby traps than have this conversation with you two," Thanatos said and stepped inside the shadowy villa.

      "Watch out for spiders," Hermes added.

      "Asshole." Thanatos's eyes adjusted to the failing light, and he saw the riches around him. There was art everywhere. Some of it he recognized and wondered if they were excellent replicas for Darius to leave them behind.

      "All of his photos are still here," Hermes said.  He was standing by a mantelpiece looking at the silver-framed shots. "Excellent. Thanks, Darius." Hermes swept one arm over the pictures, dragging them into a sack he'd produced from somewhere.

      "How about you make more noise? I don't think half of Cypress heard you," Perseus complained.

      "There's no one here. Fuck them," said Hermes. "Come on, let's see if he replaced the Sword of Leonidas with something sparkly."

      "I thought we were here to find clues, not steal everything, so they would know we were here," Perseus replied, making Thanatos laugh.

      "Not really how Hermes works," he said, taking down a painting with particularly nice brushwork. Perseus was giving him a disapproving look. "What? I like it. Hermes, put this in your bag."

      "Good choice," Hermes replied, taking the picture and disappearing it. The sack wasn't growing any heavier, so Thanatos wondered what he'd done to enchant it.

      "Let's check Darius's office before you get too carried away," Perseus said, knowing a losing battle when he saw it.

      After some misleading doors that led to bedrooms, they finally found a study. Hermes's staff glowed, illuminating the room in golden light. The walls were painted oxblood red, and it was filled with bookshelves and archaeological finds.

      Thanatos went to the large desk and started opening drawers. He didn't think Darius would have left anything of value, but it didn't hurt to check. Perseus started removing leather-bound manuscripts from the bookshelf on the other side of the room.

      "What is it?" asked Hermes, dropping the book he'd been reading into his sack.

      "Somethings not right, just here," Perseus replied. "A line of heat is coming through the wood." He pulled out another book, and something clicked, the shelves sliding back to reveal a door.

      "A secret door behind a bookshelf? Could this guy be a bigger wanker?" Hermes complained and looked expectantly at Thanatos.

      "Let me guess, I get to go first again," he said, shutting the drawer in the desk.

      "Think he's finally catching up," Hermes whispered to Perseus.

      "I should've stolen Selene from you when I had the chance," said Thanatos as he studied the stairs behind the bookshelf.

      "You say that like you ever had a chance," Hermes said, laughing.

      Thanatos's scythes appeared in his hands as every step he took, his sense of dread grew. Something horrible had happened there. He could feel the psychic tremors radiating through the walls.

      "You guys picking up on that?" Perseus said from behind him.

      "You're getting sharp, kid," Hermes replied. "Thanatos?"

      "It's old. There's nothing alive down here."

      "Not a comforting thought."

      They opened a steel door at the bottom of the stairs and found themselves in a room of metal and glass.

      "It's like a clinic," said Thanatos as the light of Hermes's staff filled the room. There was a ghoulish collection of medical instruments on the wall of one of the labs, with dusty machines and a metal table.

      "What the fuck was he doing in here?" Perseus asked.

      "Experimenting," Hermes muttered. Thanatos stepped in one of the prison cells and crouched down next to a set of manacles. There were gold smeared stains around the cold iron, and he brushed his fingers over them. A flash of pain, sizzling magic, and rage…rage enough to burn the world and laugh as it died. Thanatos pulled his hand back. He took the chain a few links up and let his power eat the iron away until he could snap it.

      "We take this too," Thanatos said, passing the grizzly thing to Hermes.

      "Why?" he asked, dropping it into the sack.

      "I felt Hecate's power on it. Darius has one of her girls."

      Hermes hissed out a breath through his teeth. "Shit."

      "Guys? I think I found a safe," said Perseus from the other side of the laboratory.

      "Well, open it, or are you waiting for me to do it?" asked Hermes.

      "Prick," Perseus said, his hand twisting the dial.

      "Let's hope it's something shiny, not sticky," Hermes replied as he and Thanatos joined him. Perseus was making short work of the tumblers. The last one clicked into place, and he reached for the handle to open it.

      Thanatos heard a faint snick and hiss and looked up at Hermes. They tackled Perseus to the ground just as the world exploded in white fire.
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      Hecate and Selene were out in the gardens, picking out a plot for a new herb patch when magic tore at the sky and Hermes, Thanatos and Perseus tumbled out onto the yard along with a ball of fire and steel.

      "Stay back, Selene!" Hecate commanded, throwing up a protective shield around her. She ran across the grass to the groaning gods.

      "Fuck! Thanatos! Wake up!" Perseus shouted as he rolled the titan off him. Hermes was muttering obscenities, his side raw from burns, and head bleeding.

      "What happened?" Hecate demanded.

      "There was a bomb," Hermes said between busted lips. Hecate slid to the grass by Thanatos's still smoking body.

      "H-he got me out of the way," Perseus said, shaking from shock. "He's not breathing."

      Hecate tried not to scream as she rolled Thanatos over. His back had taken the force of the blast, and was a pulpy mass of shredded flesh and bone. Hecate’s ears were ringing as she placed a hand on Thanatos's cheek. Selene was screaming, and Hecate dropped the shield so she could get to Hermes.

      "Is he dead?" Perseus demanded, running his hands through his hair.

      "Death is a little more complicated for Thanatos. Help me carry him inside," Hecate said, trying to shove aside the irrational panic threatening to choke her.

      "I've got him," Perseus replied, moving her out of the way so he could sling Thanatos over his shoulder. Hecate pulled her phone out of her pocket and rang Hades.

      "Hecate? What's wrong?" he demanded.

      "Get your ass over here. Thanatos is hurt," she said and hung up. She opened the doors, clearing a path to a bedroom. Hades appeared beside her.

      "What happened?" he said, helping Perseus lower Thanatos onto the bed.

      "Fucking Hermes had a bright idea," Hecate snarled.

      "It was a bomb, uncle," Perseus answered. "Thanatos took most of it."

      "Get out of here, go and help Hermes," Hades said, turning Perseus around and pushing him out of the door.

      "I don't know how you did this magic, so I don't know how to help," Hecate said, hugging herself as she looked at Thanatos bleeding and so very dead. "I don't even have my keys so I can open the paths to the Underworld."

      "It's okay, Hecate, we've been here before," Hades said calmly and knelt beside Thanatos. He placed a hand on the top of the titan's silver head. "What have you done to yourself?"

      Hecate stared in awe as Hades released his power. Her heart raced and magic fizzed as the pressure in the room electrified. Hades's magic moved from his hand and flowed over Thanatos's wrecked body, mending flesh and bone as it went. Hades began whispering softly to him in the language of the dead, and Thanatos thrashed violently, an otherworldly screech coming out of his mouth as he was slammed back into his body.

      "Breathe, Thanatos!" Hades commanded, and the titan obeyed, his broken body shaking. "Welcome back, reaper."

      "Fuck…" Thanatos groaned, and Hecate released an involuntary whimper of relief.

      "How is this possible, Hades? You've never had this power before," she said as Hades stood up again.

      "I don't know. After I killed Zeus, I found I had a lot of abilities that I didn't know about. The fucker cursed me in more ways than one, Hecate," Hades replied, offering her a tired smile. She could see all the sadness and questions in his eyes, but it wasn't the time for that conversation. "I'll tell you about it later. Stay with him, and if you need anything, call me."

      "You had better check on Hermes. I may have left him bleeding on the ground," Hecate said. Not that she cared. Selene would be seeing to him, and Hecate felt like blasting the prick all over again.

      "Thanatos will be fine. Just give him a few minutes," Hades said, squeezing her shoulder on the way out of the room.

      Thanatos cracked open an eye and focused on her. "Hey," he whispered. Hecate knelt beside him, pushing his silver hair out of his face.

      "Hey? That's all you have to say for yourself?" she demanded. She looked at her hand, horrified to see that it was trembling, that her control was so terrible.

      "Couldn't let Perseus…" he said, his eyes drifting shut again.

      "I know," Hecate replied. Hades's magic had mended his wounds, leaving fresh pink scars all over him. She went into the ensuite and wet a washcloth. She took a breath as she gripped the edge of the sink, the delayed shock of seeing him so dead and broken rushing over her.

      "Hecate, I'm okay," Thanatos murmured from the bed as if he could sense her pain.

      "Well, I'm not, you stupid bastard!" she shouted, wringing out the cloth and going back to him.

      "I'm…sorry," he said, opening his eyes and trying to move.

      "Stay still or I'll kill you again myself." Hecate wiped the blood and ash from his face, her touch gentle despite her tone. Thanatos grabbed her hand and moved it over his heart.

      "I'm okay," he said, as his pulse pounded through her palm. "Don't be mad at me. I died tonight." Hecate dropped the cloth and rested her head against his chest.

      "Don't you ever do that to me again," she whispered angrily.

      "I'll do my best," he replied. His hand reached up to stroke her head. "This part of the experience is okay."

      "I'm serious, asshole. You scared me!"

      "Why? Weren't you telling me only hours ago that Selene worrying over Hermes is ridiculous?" Thanatos asked.

      Hecate sat up, pushing her hair from her face with a huff of irritation. "That's Hermes, not you."

      "You know that doesn't make sense."

      "I know! Neither does me crying, but I'm doing it anyway," Hecate said, wiping the tears off her cheeks. "I don't like this feeling."

      "I know," Thanatos replied, his eyes drifting close again. "You'll get used to it."

      Hecate smiled despite herself. She ran her fingers slowly through his hair. "Rest, Thanatos. I'll yell at you tomorrow," she said, and he chuckled sleepily. She pulled the blanket over him before bending down and kissing him. He reached up and pulled her closer, dragging the kiss out.

      "You don't have the energy for where this will lead," Hecate said, breaking off the embrace.

      "Always have the energy to kiss you…" Thanatos whispered as his hands dropped away. Hecate turned off the light and curled up on the bed beside him. His hand found hers in the darkness, and she held it close to her chest, unable to let him go.
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      The next morning, Hecate woke alone in bed. She sat up sleepily, trying to piece together her night.

      "Thanatos?" she called as she stumbled out of the room. She hadn't been able to sleep longer than a few hours since Selene broke her curse. The house was empty, but someone had left a pot of coffee for her. She opened a message to Thanatos on her phone and closed it again. He was the one that had crept out, not the other way around.

      "Stupid emotions," Hecate muttered before pouring herself a mug and going for a shower.

      By the time Hecate got out of the bathroom, she had two messages from Persephone asking if she was awake and that she was coming over. Hecate jumped when there was a knock at the door.

      "So, I lied, I'm already here, surprise!" Persephone said and came inside, Cerberus and Jackal at her heels. "Sorry, the dogs wanted to come. Wow, I knew Thanatos was hiding a house out here, but this is something else."

      "Have you seen him this morning?" Hecate asked as she patted the dogs rubbing against her. Persephone helped herself to the remainder of the coffee.

      "He was up, and Charon was dropping him at his apartment when I left the villa. Why?"

      "No reason," Hecate said, leaning against the bench. "He just fucking died last night and left without saying goodbye."

      "He probably didn't want to wake you. Selene is still fussing over Hermes this morning even though he's perfectly fine," said Persephone. She sipped her coffee, her green eyes studying her. "Thanatos was also fine, Hecate. What's with the face?"

      "Kissed him," Hecate muttered, before biting into an apple. "Twice."

      "Oh, I see," Persephone said, lowering her coffee. "And you think this is a bad thing?"

      Hecate shrugged. "He might have left because of it. Maybe I overreacted a bit to seeing him hurt too."

      "I can see how it would upset you. Even Hades was upset when he came home last night." Persephone put her hand over Hecate's and gave it a gentle squeeze. "Thanatos will talk to you when he's ready to. Now, Selene tells me you chose a spot for a garden. Want some help growing it?"

      Outside, Hecate took Persephone to the grass behind the kitchen door.

      "This is the space I'd like to grow my garden. I want it close so I can grab things when I cook, and I'll put a greenhouse over there," Hecate explained.

      "Thanatos doesn't mind you changing the landscape?" asked Persephone.

      "He never said I couldn't. He can change it if back if he doesn't like it." And Hecate wasn't about to ring him and ask permission. She had never asked another god for anything, and she wasn't about to start now.

      "Are you going to show me what you got, little demigoddess?" Hecate asked, not wanting to talk any more about Thanatos if she didn't have to. Persephone grinned a big 'fuck you' smile and flicked her fingers at the grass. The scent of spring sap and thunderstorms filled the air as magic rolled out of her. Hecate took a step back as the earth opened and turn out in rows of neat furrows, dividing into beds with a path between them.

      "Very nice. Now summon the shade of someone who has died on this land," Hecate instructed, and Persephone's smile vanished.

      "You see, that's not how my power works. It is like an all or nothing thing? I can't pick a specific shade to summon. I'll likely summon every single shade that's ever died here," she tried to explain.

      "Show me."

      "Would you be able to help me without your keys? Because I thought-"

      "Show me!" Hecate commanded in the language of the dead. Darkness burst out of Persephone in fright, and then Hecate felt it. The cool, dark dread of the door of the Underworld opening and shades rising from the ground around them. Then as she began to relax into that beautiful night, the doors shut just as abruptly.

      "Shit! I told you! "Persephone complained. There were at least twenty shades hanging about them, looking lost and confused. "Look how miserable they are. I always feel so guilty when I summon them." Persephone hugged her arms around herself as Hecate walked amongst the shades.

      "Do you know why they are so visible right now?" Hecate asked her. Some of them were detailed enough that she could make out the outline of the clothes they had died in.

      "No. No one used to be able to see them when I was younger. As I grew, they became clearer, and I did everything I can to stop it," Persephone replied.

      "It is your magic that summons them like flies to honey. They feed off your power, which is what gives them strength. As you grew, your power did as well. It gave them more to feed off," explained Hecate.

      "That makes so much sense." Persephone shook out her hands. "They are still feeding off me now?"

      Hecate took Persephone's hands in hers, twisting them over to inspect her palms. "They will until you cut them off. Can you feel the differences between your normal power and the thread that pulls on the dead?"

      "Barely. If they are feeding off me, how can Thanatos banish the shades I summon?" asked Persephone.

      "Thanatos severs the connection to your power and them, so they can fade and go back to where they belong. That is what I am going to teach you first. Otherwise, you'll have these shades following you," Hecate said.

      "I hate it when they do that. Okay, show me how to cut them off, but we'll need to be quick. The others are due here in a few hours."

      "What others?" Hecate asked. On anyone else, the look Persephone gave her might have been mistaken for sheepish.

      "The Court is coming to give you a housewarming. Surprise?"

      Hecate pulled a face. "Why?"

      "Because that's what they do. Don't worry, they will have taken care of everything. You just need to step back and let them do their thing," said Persephone and then shook Hecate's hands. "Hey, focus! This lesson isn't over yet."

      Hecate caught her hands and pressed them together. "Fine, but they better not stay late. It's the first full moon since I've woken and I intend to enjoy it without a menagerie of gods."

      "I'm sure you can chase them away once you have had enough," Persephone said brightly. Hecate stifled her internal groan and got back to work.
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      Thanatos's body was aching from his neck to his toes. He had woken that morning next to Hecate and had thought that maybe he was dead after all. She was beautiful enough to make it hurt, with her long black hair tousled about her face, and her hand still holding his.

      Thanatos became aware of how filthy he was covered in blood and ash, but the worst part was the morning erection his body was betraying him with. He wasn't going to hang around in case Hecate woke up. She had been furious the previous evening, and Thanatos wasn't prepared to face her in his aching and bedraggled state. He slid out of bed, closing the door behind him. He found his phone dead in his pocket, so he used the house phone to call Charon.

      "Hey, I heard you died again last night," Charon answered.

      "I did. Can you come and get me?"

      "You don't want to hang around and let Hecate take care of you? You know, celebrate being alive?"

      "She's asleep and needs to stay that way. Get over here," Thanatos said and hung up before his brother could argue. He made coffee for something to do while he waited and contemplated leaving Hecate a note. He put the pen down. He didn't want to antagonize her.

      Thanatos couldn't remember much after the bomb went off on Cypress, only his body in agony and Hades's voice calling him back out of the void. Hecate had been there when he woke, so angry that he would've bolted if his body could move. He had dreamed that she had kissed him again.

      "You look like a pile of shit," said Charon as Thanatos collapsed into the passenger seat of his car.

      "I feel like it too. Take me home, Charon. You can give me a hard time later," Thanatos replied, fishing out his brother's spare sunglasses from the glove box.

      "Hades told me what happened. Perseus is really spooked, but is okay, and Hermes asked me to give you that dirty sack of crap in the back seat," Charon said.

      "What's he doing?"

      "Spending the day in bed with Selene, I imagine."

      "Typical. I'll take a look and see if he picked up anything useful in the stuff he grabbed."

      Charon pulled up underneath Acheron Tower, and Thanatos winced as he climbed out.

      "Maybe drink something with electrolytes. Resurrection is a bitch," Charon advised, and then laughed when Thanatos flipped him off.

      "Fragile mortal bodies," Thanatos complained as he stumbled into his apartment and dumped the bag on the kitchen floor. He had a long shower and tried to stretch his muscles out.

      Now he had space to think the previous day's events through, the more convinced he was that Hecate had kissed him. Again.

      Why does she keep doing that? To mess with him? If that was her plan, it was definitely working.

      Thanatos tipped out the contents of Hermes's bag on his lounge room floor. He needed something to do to take his mind off obsessing over what Hecate's motivations may or may not mean. She had always done what she wanted, and that was all there was to it. To think it could mean anything else was him fooling himself.

      Thanatos was stunned by how much stuff Hermes had time to grab in their short visit to Darius's villa. He pulled out the small painting he liked of the storm-tossed sea and placed it on his bookshelf.

      Hermes had grabbed every photo he had seen, so Thanatos went through one by one to see if he recognized anyone and put aside any man with blond hair. He knew Medusa would want them, so once he had enough charge on his phone, he took photos of them and sent them through to her email. His phone began to buzz with a backlog of messages, but he wasn't in the mood for any of them.

      Resurrection was a bitch, and he wanted to be left alone to get over the uneasy feeling of being blown up, shoved back into a body, yelled at, and kissed all in the one night.

      Thanatos lost himself in research and was woken hours later by Erebus coming through the doors from their shared garden.

      "Hey, I was knocking on your door. Why are you sleeping on the carpet?" he demanded.

      "Didn't mean to. I died last night, and I don't think my body is happy about it," said Thanatos as he sat up. Erebus unbuttoned his jacket before sitting down. He looked suspiciously dressed up. "Hot date?"

      "I wish! No, we are all meant to go out to give Hecate a housewarming. It feels kind of stupid considering it's your house, not hers, but like that's enough to stop Ariadne and Medusa when they get an idea in their heads," said Erebus. "You weren't answering your phone, so I came to make sure you were going. You're probably the only one Hecate actually wants around."

      "I don't know about that. She was pretty angry at me last night. I might skip it."

      "You fucking will not. Hades said that Hecate was upset last night, not angry. If I didn't know her better, I would have said that she was scared that you had died for real."

      Thanatos scoffed. "But you do know better. Hecate isn't like that. She's not the kind to panic, especially about me dying when she knows I can be summoned back."

      "You're expecting her to think things through rationally. People aren't rational when they see their loved ones dead, Thanatos," Erebus said, using his big brother voice on him. It was rare that he pulled it out. It was always easy to forget that he was the oldest out of all of them with the way he flirted and jested his way through everything. Every now and again, Thanatos could see the other part of Erebus that still belonged to the primordial darkness that was his truest form.

      "Hecate doesn't have loved ones except for Circe and Medea," Thanatos pointed out.

      "And you, whether you realize it or not. Everyone else in the Court will have to work for her trust and affection, even Selene.  I know how you feel about Hec, and maybe she's starting to catch onto it herself," said Erebus. He held up his hand when Thanatos made to argue. "You can lie to yourself, little brother, but you cannot lie to me. You finally found her, you have her back. Don't waste the opportunity by acting like a little bitch."

      "And the immature brother is back again, balance restored," said Thanatos.

      "Don't be a prick when I'm trying to give you the push you need. You're fucking clueless if you think you mean nothing to each other. Maybe just tell her, instead of doing ridiculous things like restoring a house for twenty years in case she liked it. Honestly, you always have to do things the hard way," replied Erebus. He clapped his hands insistently. "Now, go get ready for tonight. I'll wait here and drink your beer."

      

      By the time they arrived, the housewarming was well underway. Thanatos took a moment to admire the lights burning inside, and the sound of laughter and music. It's what he had imagined the place would be like when he bought it, and it gave him an odd sense of satisfaction to see it brought into reality.

      Thanatos and Erebus skirted the front garden and made their way to the pool and outdoor entertaining area. Erebus made a beeline for Ariadne, who was arguing with Hades about how to cook perfect steaks on the grill. Thanatos made a note of all the Court, except the lady of honor.

      "Lost something?" Hecate said from the shadows behind him. She was leaning against the side of the house, wine glass in hand.

      "Not anymore. Are you still angry?" asked Thanatos uncertainly.

      "I don't know, did you leave this morning without saying anything?"

      "I didn't want to disturb you because you were pissed at me last night."

      Hecate's violet eyes glowed with power, and Thanatos took a step back. "You died on me last night. I wasn't angry. I was scared, you asshole."

      "What? Impossible! I know you better," Thanatos said. He was trying to tease her, but it just seemed to make her madder.

      "Maybe you don't," Hecate replied. "Enjoy the party." She walked off through the trees, the full moon licking against her skin before she disappeared into the shadows.

      "If you don't go after her, I will beat the crap out of you," Hermes said, coming out of the back door.

      "Why is everyone pissed at me all of a sudden?" Thanatos demanded. "And what do you care? It's Hecate. You don't give a shit if she's around or not."

      Hermes folded his arms. "She's growing on me, and you're acting so dumb right now, I want to shake you. I was awake yesterday after the bomb went off. I saw the look on her face when she thought you were dead. It was...devastation," he said with a shake of his head. "You know that she's lost her hounds and her sorceresses. That you were gone too? Fuck, man, it was terrifying. I've seen rage and despair, but there's a well of it inside of her. I'm glad Hades managed to pull you back. Otherwise, we'd be dealing with a very pissed off and deranged goddess right now."

      Thanatos winced like he'd been punched in the gut. He had only been trying to do the right thing by giving her space. He had no idea that it affected her so badly.

      "Advice? It's a full moon, she's at the peak of her power right now even without her keys, and I don't want to end up a crater," Thanatos asked.

      "Go and talk to her. Risk being turned into a crater. She's got something going on, and I don't think any of us should be alone right now. If she's anything like Selene, she will grumble a bit, but then she'll open up," replied Hermes. He gave him a nudge foreword. "Go on. I'll keep an eye on the rabble and make sure they don't trash the place."
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      Hecate had thought that she would be happy to see Thanatos that night, to show him the new garden and tell him about training Persephone. Then he arrived looking handsome and clueless, and acting like the previous night hadn't happened. Like she hadn't held his dead body in her arms, too shocked and angry to think straight.

      Bury it like every other feeling you've ever had about him. It was good advice, but for the first time, it wasn't working. Everything she had been pushing down since she had woken was bubbling out of her, and the best thing she could do for all of them was to get away.

      Hecate walked under the trees, drawing on the power of the moonlight on their leaves and letting the cool darkness hide her restless heart. She found herself in her glade of yew and cypress trees, their silent presence watching her.  She closed her eyes and let out a tight breath, trying to reach out and touch the natural power pulsing in the night around her.

      Darkness and death reached back. It was the rush of power of the Underworld, something she couldn't summon without her keys, and it called out to her like a reckless siren. Thanatos appeared through the trees, his silver-grey button-down shirt picking up the moonlight.

      "What do you want?" Hecate asked, folding her arms.

      "You're pissed off, and I'd prefer us to have it out in privacy. So out with it, Hecate," he said, stopping in her space and looming over her.

      "I came out here to enjoy the night in peace. I didn't invite you."

      Thanatos's smile was sharp, and she took a step back. "I don't care. Why are you so angry at me? I got blown up yesterday."

      "You've answered your own question. You died in my arms," she snarled.

      "You knew Hades could bring me back-"

      "But I didn't know how it would make me feel seeing you dead!" Hecate shouted. The night went silent around them, the leaves stopped dancing, the breeze died, the animals stopped rustling.

      "Why do you keep kissing me?" he asked suddenly.

      "Why do you keep letting me kiss you?" Hecate countered. She wanted to hit him, he was so fucking-

      "Because I've wanted to kiss you since time began," Thanatos admitted, so softly she barely heard him. "And now I can touch you, and every time I do, I want more."

      Hecate's breath caught as his ancient black eyes stared at her. She had seen them in despair and rage and tenderness, but she'd never seen them like this. It was a look of raw, bestial want. Centuries upon centuries of yearning that he had hidden from her. It was terrifying, it was thrilling...it was a reflection.

      Hecate had locked those feelings away, so they didn't eat away at her. She had never had an immortal consort, only chose humans with their fragile nothing lifespan when she needed a lover because she knew despite the impossibility of it, it had always been about him. Death, himself.

      "Touch me," Hecate said, refusing to back down from the moment. She could never back down from this again, from him.

      "Don't say it if you don't mean it, Hecate. I'm not in the mood for head games," Thanatos growled.

      "Do I look like I'm not serious? You're the one that's pretended like nothing has happened every time I've kissed you."

      "Because I didn't know if you meant it."

      Hecate raised a brow. "Have I ever done anything I didn't mean?"

      Still, Thanatos hesitated. "Things won't ever be the same."

      "Do you want them to be? I don't think it's ever going to be enough anymore." Hecate moved slowly until they were only inches apart. "Touch me. Don't make me beg."

      Thanatos chuckled softly. "You wouldn't know how." Hecate was about to sass him when he reached out and tangled his fingers in hers. She had hugged him, fought him, and sat on him since she had woken, but this was different. There was a slow intent in the way his fingers stroked hers, moving to her wrists.

      "Where can I touch you?" he whispered in her ear.

      "Anywhere you like," Hecate replied. His strong hands that had seen so much violence now stroked her skin with a feather light touch. "Everywhere."

      "Dangerous," he murmured.

      "I hope so," Hecate replied. Thanatos's breath was warm on her mouth as he leaned down and ran the tip of his tongue along her full bottom lip. Small shocks slid down her body, and she reached for his shirt with trembling fingers. Another husky chuckle.

      "I thought I was the one doing the touching," he said, but he didn't stop her as she unbuttoned his shirt. His skin was hot as she stroked the tattoo over his chest. Magic rippled through her, as she placed her palm down on them.

      "I won't have another god's mark on you," she said fiercely.

      Drawing on the full moon and night around her, Hecate unwove the remnants of Zeus's power tied in the tattoo, and the black scrawl disappeared, leaving streaks of silver starlight in its place. Thanatos groaned, his chest heaving as the last of the curse left him.

      "The silver should fade," Hecate said, running her fingers over the marks.

      "It doesn't matter if they don't. I've always belonged to you anyway," replied Thanatos. "Just don't think I'll be extending the offer to get you to remove them off my brothers. I don't want anyone wearing your marks but me."

      "Possessive already?"

      Thanatos's big hand went to the small of her back and drew her close. "Says the goddess who just wiped the traces of another god off my skin."

      Hecate had enough of games. She rose on tiptoes and kissed him. His other hand buried in her hair and met her kiss with all the fire she had glimpsed in him. She ran her nails down his spine, making an unnatural growl come out of him. She shivered as his exploring hands pushed the straps of her dress down her shoulders. His mouth left hers to move across her jaw and down her neck.

      Thanatos lowered himself to his knees in front of her and tugged her dress the rest of the way off her. His eyes turned full black as they looked at her lingerie.

      "Are you going to just stare at it all night?" she teased when he didn't move or breathe for a full minute.

      "I... don't deserve this," he said, voice tight. Hecate pushed her hands through his silver hair, giving it a sharp tug.

      "I'll decide who deserves to fuck me," she replied, pushing him back on the soft grass and straddling him. He groaned as she kissed his chest, catching his nipple with her sharp teeth. He was going to take too long, so she unclipped her bra and put his hand on her breast. Whatever was holding him back vanished and he sat up, dragging her hips down over his erection. Hecate arched into him as his mouth bit and plundered their way across her aching breasts. The cool chill of ancient metal ran up her hips as he hooked the sides of her underwear with his scythes and cut the fabric.

      "That's cheating," she said breathlessly as his weapons disappeared again.

      "You taking off your bra was cheating," Thanatos murmured as his hand went between her thighs and underneath her ass, gripping her underwear and pulling it off. The beast was dangerously close to the surface as his fingers ran along her skin, gentle but insistent as they found her warm wetness. Hecate buried her face in his neck, whimpering as explored her.

      "I've wanted this for so long," she admitted, her hips rocking against him. The sensations burning through her body were overriding every thought, every ounce of the yearning she had felt over the years, all rushing out.

      "Not enough, need more," Thanatos groaned. She undid the button of his jeans, shoving them down and pulling his dick free, making him mutter curses under his breath. She moved his busy, talented hand away and guided his dick inside of her. Hecate bit back a groan as he stretched and filled her, achingly slow. Thanatos's hands stilled. Breathing heavily, he rested his head against her shoulder.

      "Are you okay?" she whispered, and he laughed huskily.

      "I think I just found something that could kill me permanently," he replied and slowly guided her hips up and down on him again.

      "Don't die on me yet," Hecate said, wrapping her hands around his neck and nibbling at his lips. "I'm just getting started."

      "You're not the only one," Thanatos replied, rocking up into her and making her moan as he hit a bundle of nerves deep inside of her. He lowered her back onto the grass and kicked his jeans free, never stopping his torturously slow and deep thrusts into her. He looked like he was carved of marble and magic, eyes black and skin and hair glowing silver in the moonlight. A fierce, ancient god that was all power and terror and hers.

      "You're mine," Hecate whispered.

      "Completely," Thanatos agreed and lifted her legs over his broad shoulders. Hecate gripped his strong arms, holding on as he dominated her, holding her tight and taking her, his face shining with triumph and want and worship. "Fuck, you are so beautiful," he said, his fingers stroking her face. Hecate bit his thumb before sucking the sting away.

      "Focus," she chastised and then yelped when he rolled her back on top of him.

      "Take what you want, goddess, I’m all yours,” Thanatos said, hands going to her hips. Her own feral dominant nature rose up, as she lifted slowly up him and making his back arch as she pushed back down hard. Her body lit up in different places with the change of position, the power running around the glade, and through her as the most powerful god she had ever met submitted to her.

      Hecate tossed her dark hair back to the wind as she rode him, taking all the sensation and power she was feeling and pushed it into him. Thanatos cried out, his hands gripping her hard enough to bruise. Hecate raked her sharp nails down his chest.

      "Not yet, titan," she hissed, her own release rocking her so hard that she screamed his name to the stars. He was shaking as he sat up quickly, capturing her mouth, kissing her hard enough to steal the scream right from her throat.

      “I wanted to keep that sound forever," he panted as he rested his forehead against hers. "I want to hear it every single day from now until forever."

      "Then you have your work cut out for you," Hecate said, wrapping her arms and legs around him so they couldn't be any closer to each other. It was the first time in centuries that every screaming thought and wild power inside of her was silent.

      "You're mine," he said, echoing her own words, and holding her tighter to him, as if afraid to let her go.

      Hecate kissed him. "Completely."
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      "Well now, would look at what the cat fucked and dragged back in?" Hermes declared as soon as Thanatos opened the door to his apartment. He fought the urge to close it again.

      "What are you doing here?" Thanatos asked as he walked in and then spotted his brothers lounging around on his couches. "I'm sorry, when did my apartment become a meeting room for you reprobates?"

      "We'll talk about it after you explain those grass stains on your clothes," Erebus said, twisting about to prop his head on the back of the couch. He batted lovesick eyes at him. "Was it as magical as you always thought it would be?"

      "Don't know what you're talking about," Thanatos said.

      "Bullshit, you don't, you're practically covered in Hecate, and I'm not just talking about the magic that's clinging all over you," said Hermes with a wicked grin.

      "And you look really happy," Charon added. "And we are happy for you, right guys?"

      "Whatever. I'm going for a shower."

      "Gods know you need one," Erebus shouted down the hall behind him.

      "Assholes," Thanatos called back, but he was smiling. Charon was right, he was happy.  He had woken in the arms of a goddess who he had made love to all night under the full moon. There was no other Elysium he could imagine wanting. They had parted with an easy kiss and a promise to meet at Serpentine after he had picked up the photos and everything else Hermes had stolen from Darius.

      Thanatos shook himself out of his sex induced happy state and tried to get his head back in the game. Whatever was happening with Hecate was separate to the task of getting her keys, finding Lander, and turning him into a bloody smear, and that's only what Hecate would do to him.

      "Look at this fucking guy, all glowing and shit," Erebus said as Thanatos joined them.

      "Jealous?"

      "Fuck, yes. I thought that was obvious."

      Hermes laughed. "I hope Hecate's not as dreamy-eyed as you or I might throw up in horror."

      "Can we move along, please? I'm not going to give you details no matter how much you niggle at me," Thanatos replied to a chorus of complaints.

      "You can't blame us for being curious. You've never been interested in anyone else, and Hecate always seemed so untouchable that no one dared try," said Charon.

      "Not that you two will get the chance to find out, but the women of that bloodline are particularly passionate," Hermes said, raising his fist to Thanatos to bump.

      "Whatever. I'm still hoping that Selene comes to her senses and dumps you," muttered Erebus. He waved at the photos on the floor. "Is all of this in some kind of order, Thanatos? We came around to collect it but didn't want to mess anything up in case you were onto something."

      "Not exactly. I did go through every photo and single out the blonds in case it's Lander. There was one man that showed up more than any of the others." Thanatos passed the nearest picture to Hermes. "Does this guy look familiar?"

      "Yes, he was at Darius's party when I robbed him the first time around. He was talking to a woman who was all excited about the idea of chopping up an immortal. I spat in her drink for being such a sadist,” Hermes said, frowning. "Let's get all of this over to Medusa. She mentioned you sent her some stuff, but not all of it."

      "We need Hecate to check out those manacles we found, too," Thanatos said quietly.

      "Well, in that case, I hope you showed her a good time, because if your suspicions are correct and they have one of her girls to experiment on, Hecate is going to go full battle mode," Hermes replied.

      Charon flicked a coin in the air and caught it again. "Then we better get a location on Lander as soon as possible, so she doesn't direct her wrath at us."

      

      Medusa had the self-control not to heckle Thanatos out the moment he stepped into the meeting room. She did give him a smirk and wink as she took the bag of gear from him and started spreading it out over the table.

      "I thought it time we have a proper war room, and after the last meeting, I don't want to have them in my apartment anymore," Medusa said, while she plugged a laptop into a cable that shared her screen onto the large monitor in front of them. "Thanks to the photos Thanatos sent through yesterday, Lola and I have begun creating a database to better catalog all of the information on Pithos operations and Darius's inner circle."

      "There is more in the bag for Lola," said Thanatos. Medusa pulled out the pair of manacles, and her snakes hissed.

      "What the fuck is this?"

      "We found them for Hecate to have a look at," explained Hermes, taking them from her and putting them on the table.

      "Luckily, she's due here any minute with Selene. I want those manacles and their bad juju out of my building by the end of the day," Medusa said.

      "Fine, I'll get rid of them as soon as she sees them."

      "Who sees what?" Selene asked as she came into the room with Hecate. Half of Thanatos's brain shut down when he saw her. She was in black jeans and motorcycle boots, her tight black t-shirt covered in a print of small white skulls. Her red lips kicked up in a small smile of greeting when she saw him. The happy growl vibrating in his chest broke off as Charon elbowed him in the side.

      "You managed to steal more than I thought, Hermes," Hecate said, focusing her attention onto the table of gear, cool as ever while Thanatos had a slow meltdown in the corner.

      "You know me, I can make quick work of pretty things when the moment takes me," Hermes replied. He pointed to the manacles. "Those are for you to check out. Thanatos thought he sensed something strange on them."

      Hecate picked them up with a small frown. She closed her eyes and drew in a sharp breath. The table beside her started to vibrate, then the whole room.

      "What the fuck?" Medusa gasped, stepping back.

      "Thanatos! Do something!" Hermes demanded, moving Selene behind him.

      "They. Have. Her," Hecate whispered, her voice distorting into something wrathful and terrifying. She was gripping the manacles so tightly in her hands that the metal started to bend.

      Thanatos stepped beside her. "Hecate, we will get them. Just breathe before you bring the building down," he said, switching to the language of the dead. "We will make their very shades suffer for what they have done to you and your family. I already promised you, and it will be so." Hecate's fierce glowing gaze focused on him, and the power rattling the room sucked back inwards, melting the manacles in her hands until they were nothing but an ashy smear on palms. Thanatos took her hands in his.

      "Tell me who?" he asked, keeping his voice steady.

      "Medea," Hecate whispered as she fought back all the tears in her eyes. "They have Medea. I could feel her power and her pain, her endless rage eating away at her."

      "We will find her. It's only a matter of time," Hermes said, his certainty absolute. He dug around in the photos and passed one to Hecate. "This woman was at the party with Darius. She was a doctor. Maybe she is the one that has Medea." Hecate looked at the picture, her grip cracking the frame.

      "I saw her in the echoes on the manacles. She was there at some point," she said, trying to keep her voice steady. She put the picture down and started looking through the others. A low feral hiss came out of her as she pointed to another photo.

      "This is the man that had Circe's wand." Thanatos pulled out a chair for her, and Hecate sat down, working her way through the other pictures.

      Medusa took a photo of the blond man. "Give me two hours and I'll know the fucker's underwear size," she said and then dialed a number on her phone. "Lola, honey, I need you to stop what you're doing and run a search on the man I just sent you a photo of. Everything as soon as possible, there is a life on the line. Dark web as well. The building shaking? Don't know what you're talking about, maybe you need to lay off the caffeine."

      "I'll go and call the troops," said Charon with a meaningful look in Hecate's direction. "You got this?"

      "It will be okay, call Hades first," Thanatos replied. He rested a hand on Hecate's shoulder. "What do you need?"

      "Tea would be nice," Hecate said.

      "We'll get it," everyone chimed and cleared out of the room, leaving Thanatos and Hecate alone.

      "I scared them again, didn't I?" Hecate said, biting her lip.

      "They will get over it," Thanatos assured her as he knelt beside her chair and rested his hands on her knees. "I like your shirt."

      "Is that right?" Hecate ran her fingers through the silver hair at the back of his neck. "Are you going to make me wait all day for my hello kiss?"

      "I didn't think you were the public affection type," Thanatos replied, tilting his head up.

      "I'm not, but I appreciated the growl when I walked in." Hecate kissed him slowly and deeply, making the happy growl return. "You better learn to control that in public."

      "Can't help it. Are you okay?" asked Thanatos, knowing when Hecate was trying to distract him. He tangled his fingers in her long black curls. "Talk to me."

      "I'm not okay. I want these bastards dead and my girls back, Thanatos. It makes me sick to my stomach to imagine what Medea has been put through already. They have Circe's wand...what if they have her too?"

      "Then we will get her as well. If they found her island before Zeus was dead, they would have only been able to rob her. Circe's physical body would have still been bound to Aeaea," Thanatos reminded her.

      Circe had been cursed by Zeus to live her immortal life on Aeaea, an island that couldn't be found except by lost travelers, or by someone about to get seriously fucked by the gods. The thought Circe was still stuck on an unfindable island was cold comfort, but it was better than her being an experiment. It still didn't explain how Lander and Pandora had gotten her wand.

      "After we take down Lander, I want to find Aeaea and get Circe off there once and for all," said Hecate, pushing a hand through her hair.

      "With Zeus dead, it might be easy to find," Thanatos said. "There is plenty of the Court to cover us. We can look for Circe, and they can keep hunting for where Darius is keeping Medea."

      "Thank you, I don't think I could do any of this without you," Hecate admitted, surprising him. Hecate had never asked for, and rarely accepted, help from anyone.

      "I'm sure you could have. There would be a few destroyed buildings in the process, but you would've gotten there eventually," he teased.

      Hecate ran a sharp nail along his jawline. "Don't make me kick your ass again."

      "This time, I might not let you win." Thanatos kissed her quickly as her eyes narrowed. Hecate melted into him, desire and power thrumming between them and making the ichor in his veins fizz. She slipped a hand under the back of his shirt, as Hades cleared his throat.

      "I'm sorry to interrupt, but we have things to get on with," he said.

      "I didn't see you there, Master," Thanatos said, breaking off the kiss and standing to straighten his shirt.

      "Spoilsport," Ariadne complained from where she was leaning against the doorframe. She sucked loudly from the straw of her smoothie. "It was just getting interesting."

      "I agree with her, you are a spoilsport, Unseen One," Hecate said, giving Hades a small smile as he sat down on a chair beside her.

      "Should I be worried about this?" Hades asked her, and Thanatos wanted to vanish in embarrassment.

      "I wasn't about to ask for permission or approval, Hades. You aren't my master," Hecate replied, her smile sharpening to a threat.

      "He calls me that ironically and you know it," said Hades, flashing his cold bastard grin back at her.

      "Please stop," Thanatos begged under his breath. The last thing he needed was a pissing competition between Hades and Hecate.

      "We are making him uncomfortable," said Hades. "Do you think we could push it to a blush? I've never seen my reaper blush."

      "I have," Hecate said, laughing wickedly.

      "Lay off, you two," said Perseus, coming in and placing a steaming mint tea on the table. "Here you are, Hecate. The others got so involved arguing out there, they forgot why they went out to begin with."

      "Thank you, Perseus. How are you feeling since your outing with Hermes and Thanatos?" Hecate asked.

      "Like I am really cautious of going anywhere with them again."

      "It wasn't that bad! What is a bit of C4 between friends?" said Hermes.

      "How about I strap some to you and we can find out," Medusa hissed from behind him.

      "She's protective," Perseus whispered to Hecate.

      Thanatos melted into the back of the room, glad for the conversation to have moved from him and Hecate. He didn't want it too obvious that he didn't know what was going on between them. Hecate could want something casual, even though she hadn't stated otherwise. He was inexperienced in the area of courtship and didn't want them to have even more fuel to tease him about.

      "Everyone, shut it!" Medusa shouted over them. "Lola has something." The blue-haired woman popped up on the screen with Dany squished in at the desk beside her.

      "This looks like trouble," said Hades.

      "Shush, we've done good, old man," Dany piped up. Besides Persephone, she was the only one secure enough in Hades's affection for her to backchat him.

      "Out with it then, smart ass," Hades replied.

      "We did a search on blondie with the first name Lander, and we found this rich asshole," Lola replied and shared her screen with them. There was a variety of pictures of the man at parties, on yachts, and in clubs. "His full name is Lander Archias, big dirty money out of Syracuse, Sicily. And looky here, he used to be a known business partner with our boy Darius Drakos." There was a string of pictures of them at parties with beautiful women.

      "Please tell me he hasn't faked his own death like Darius," said Selene.

      "Nope, he's still in operation," Dany replied, "and the flash prick is going to be hosting a big ass auction."

      "Excellent! Let's go kill them," said Ariadne with a nod.

      Hermes laughed. "Love that energy from you, but sometimes a quieter approach is better. Besides, you are all too obvious. You don't think they'll recognize you and Asterion as soon as you turn up? You're too famous. No, this is going to need a scalpel, not a machete. Lola, when and where is the auction," asked Hermes.

      "Tomorrow night, at his mansion on Santorini," Lola replied.

      "Long enough for the Graeae sisters to knock us together some forged invites," Hermes replied with a smile that always meant the worst kind of trouble.

      "Well, you had better go and get flirting with them, my love. I draw the line at sexual favors, but everything else is on the table," said Selene, giving Hermes's ass a pat.

      "Fine, I'll take Perseus, and he can take one for the team," he replied. Medusa's snakes hissed threateningly.

      "I still can't believe you fell in love with him, Selene," Hecate said, rubbing at her temple.

      Hermes grunted, "I can't believe you chose the titan of Death to use as a sex toy, but here we are."

      "Hermes, don't be lewd. You have work to do, so get to it. I want you, Selene, Thanatos, and Hecate to go to the auction and Charon and Erebus to act as back up," Hades instructed as he got to his feet. “The clock is ticking, so don't fuck around. We might not get another chance like this again."
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      The mansion in Fina was lit up like a gaudy temple to wealth and privilege, with expensive cars lining the twisting driveway. The ocean views spread out around them on three sides, but Hecate didn't stop to admire them.

      "Remind me again why I agreed to do this?" she asked, struggling to keep the distaste from her expression.

      "At least the drinks will be good," Selene replied, linking their arms. Hermes had dropped them in Santorini only hours beforehand. The four males had disappeared to do reconnaissance of the mansion and surrounding areas, leaving Hecate and Selene alone to get ready and meet them at the mansion at 7 pm.

      "They are late," Hecate said, checking the time on her phone.

      "They are probably caught up doing their hair." Selene's purple-pink lips smiled. She was wearing a dress of the same plum color and looked like a curvy, forbidden fruit that would no doubt draw attention, and have Hermes trailing after her like a love-sick idiot. Hecate had gone with a floor-length, black satin gown, her only adornment a thin, black velvet ribbon tied around her neck. She wanted to be as invisible as possible.

      "Here comes your reason for agreeing to do this," Selene said, and Hecate turned. The four gods walking towards them were all jaw dropping gorgeous in their neatly cut suits and were ridiculously comfortable blending in a crowd with society's elite. Thanatos looked Hecate over slowly, his eyes turning full black.

      The extra time you took to put up your hair was worth it just for that, Hecate thought as Thanatos stared at her bare neck like he wanted to devour it.

      "I thought you were meant to be going for reserved so we wouldn't be noticed," Hecate said, reaching to straighten his silvery grey tie.

      "Back at you. You look good enough to-"

      Hecate placed a finger over his warm lips. "Later, when there aren't so many gods around."

      "Yeah, it's kind of gross seeing you two together. Like worse than the way Hermes is looking at Selene like all his birthdays have come at once," Erebus complained.

      "Not yet they haven't," Hermes said, slipping an arm around Selene's waist and kissing her cheek.

      "Don't forget you need these," Charon interrupted and handed them all a plain black mask.

      "Tie it on for me?" Hecate asked Thanatos, turning so he got a full view of her backless gown. She held the mask to her face and he tied it securely, dropping a kiss at the base of her neck where none of the others could see.

      "You are playing with fire," she warned him in a low whisper.

      "I wonder what kind of trouble it will get me into," he replied, his breath tickling her ear.

      "The best kind," she said, his answering grin sending a thrill through her.

      "Game faces, children," Charon reminded them.

      Hecate wrapped her arm around Thanatos's and allowed him to escort her to where two brawny men were checking invitations. Hermes barely deigned to look at them as he passed over their invites and kept on walking.

      "He is way too comfortable with this," Hecate whispered as they stepped into the mansion's marble foyer.

      "You know Hermes, the only parties he doesn't like attending are the ones he's officially been invited to," Thanatos replied. "This place is ridiculous."

      "Goes to show money can't buy good taste," Selene said as she gazed about the opulence. There was art, vases and furniture that were obviously expensive and on their own would've been lovely, but thrown together, it made the place look gaudy to the point of tackiness. Hecate took one of the vivid orange cocktails from a waiter, needing the alcohol to help ease her nerves and dampen her growing urge to break things.

      "Don't even think about it," Thanatos whispered in her ear.

      "What?"

      "You have that look on your face like you are about to cause trouble."

      "I would never," she fluttered her eyelashes at him.

      "Says the woman who once stole one of Hera's bracelets just to watch her have a meltdown."

      "She deserved it," Hecate said and laughed. "I can't believe you even remember that."

      "It was one of the stories that kept me warm in the Underworld," Thanatos replied, lifting her hand to kiss it.  "And I remember all of your stories."

      "I haven't seen our host anywhere yet, but the auction is going to take place in another thirty minutes," Hermes said, rejoining them. "I suggest we pair off and explore the mansion, see what we can dig up."

      "Steal me something pretty," Hecate said to Hermes.

      He smiled at her in genuine surprise and delight. "That's the spirit, Hec."

      "Erebus and I will check the lower levels for anything interesting. Won't hurt to know where the cars are located just in case we need to get away in a hurry," Charon said innocently. Hecate had noticed his weakness for cars, and the look on his face said that he was in a stealing mood himself.

      "Let's take the stairs," Thanatos suggested and turned her slowly towards the twisting grand staircase. Hecate held onto him, momentarily afraid of toppling backward in her heels.

      People were hanging about in the halls in small groups, drinking, laughing, and kissing. Music was drifting through hidden speakers, and Hecate tried to keep her cringing to a minimum.

      "Well, I heard he has something really special for us tonight," one woman said loudly to a group of male admirers.

      "He always says that. Some days, I think he killed Darius in an attempt to take his place. Most of the stuff rumored to be up for sale tonight was once a part of the Drakos collection," one of the men said irritably.

      "When has the legality of ownership ever stopped you? Even if it did belong to Darius, it wouldn't stop you bidding, so quit your bitching," his companion replied and laughed loudly. "It's not like Darius is in a position to come back and take revenge on you for it."

      "I wouldn't count on it," whispered Thanatos to Hecate as they went to the end of the hall and opened a pair of double doors. "Ah, this is what I was looking for."

      Hecate stepped inside the quiet, empty library, and Thanatos shut the doors. "This is where he's hiding all of the class I see," she said, admiring the floor to ceiling oak bookshelves, antique leather lounges, and a finely carved study desk.

      "Darius had secret compartments in his study, maybe Lander does too. I'll check the desk if you check the shelves?" Thanatos suggested.

      "Good plan; let's hope his taste in books is better than his taste in decor," Hecate said, and headed to the nearest shelf to get to work.
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      Thanatos opened the desk drawers and went through the steel and glass mail holder, searching for anything that looked remotely useful. He doubted that Lander would be stupid enough to leave anything of interest around where his viper friends could find it.

      Thanatos didn't mind the searching, anything to be distracted from wanting to corner Hecate and kiss her senseless. That dress...Fates save him. It was all soft and satin, and he wanted to run his hands all over Hecate's silky curves. He risked looking her way where she was bending to study some lower shelves.

      "See something interesting?" Hecate asked without turning.

      "No," Thanatos said quickly, as he shuffled through the papers in his hands.

      "Neither. I am enjoying being out of that party." Hecate pulled a book from the shelves and flipped it open. "You know that suit looks amazing on you. I don't know if I mentioned it."

      "You didn't but thank you." Thanatos leaned back in the swivel chair. "Also, please feel free to compliment how I look any time you like."

      Hecate's red lips curved in a smile that sent a tingle all the way to his dick. She walked slowly across the room, her hips swaying, and the book in her hand forgotten. She dropped the book on the couch and sat up on the edge of the desk. Thanatos didn't dare breathe as she reached for his tie and ran it through her fingers.

      "You favor this color. Is it because it's the same as your magic?" she asked.

      "Yes?"

      "It suits you." Hecate pulled at the end of the tie, tugging his chair forward and between her legs. "And you do look irresistible tonight." She pulled him closer and put her delicious lips on his. Thanatos melted into the kiss, his hand running up her hip, the slit of her dress falling and exposing her bare leg as she propped her high heel on his thigh.

      "If I didn't know better, I would think you're trying to seduce me," Thanatos said, his voice cracking as the toe of her heel slid to his groin.

      "Is it working?" Hecate asked, hand slipping under the side of his waistcoat.

      "Definitely."

      "Good. We do have some time before the auction starts, and as far as I can tell, the most interesting thing in this library is you," she purred and sucked on his earlobe.

      "You're not worried about getting caught?" Thanatos asked, his fingers toying with the side of her underwear.

      "Not even a little bit. But if it will make you feel better." Hecate made a flicking gesture over her shoulder and the library door locked. "No interruptions."

      "Perfect," Thanatos whispered, hooking his finger around the hem of her underwear and tugging them slowly down her long legs. He tucked them into his top pocket. "For safekeeping."

      Hecate's laugh caught in her throat as he bent to bite the soft skin of her inner thigh. Thanatos smiled as the next bite sent a tremor through her legs. In the glade, things had been a desperate haze of torn clothes and desire. He was looking forward to taking his time exploring her, learning what really undid her. The desk was the perfect height to take her exactly the way he wanted.

      Thanatos brushed the black skirt of her dress out of the way, his hands widening her legs to expose her. He grabbed her ass as he ran the tip of his tongue over her slit. Her whimper was all the encouragement he needed to do it again.

      Hecate's sharp nails buried in his hair as he lost himself in her sexy, wet heat, the taste and feel of her against his tongue and teeth. Her thighs clamped around his torso as he slipped a finger inside of her, but he didn't let up, not even as her breathing grew labored, and she was pulling his hair hard enough to send a bolt of pain and pleasure through him. Hecate was shaking as he added another finger into her sweet wetness. He sucked her clit into his mouth as he curled his fingers inside of her, and she let out a sound crossed between a groan and scream as she came hard against his mouth.

      Without letting her have a moment to recover, Thanatos undid his pants and stood up, guiding his aching dick inside of her. Hecate grabbed his ass, dragging him against her.

      "More," she groaned, and Thanatos shifted her back, bringing her ass to the edge of the desk so he could move deeper and harder inside of her.  Hecate fisted his shirt, hanging on as she kissed him roughly, biting his lip and destroying any self-control he had left. He grabbed her ass, lifting her off the desk as she came hard again. Her arms went around his neck, and she rolled her hips again and again until his vision hazed, and he came so hard, he had to put her back on her desk in case he dropped her. He rested his forehead against hers as they both tried to catch their breath.

      "Always wondered why people enjoyed parties so much," Hecate said, kissing him as he laughed. Thanatos's hands were still shaking as he did up his pants and reached into his pocket for Hecate's underwear, helping her slide them back on.

      "How's my hair?" Thanatos asked, and she laughed loudly.

      "Oh darling, you look like you've been ravished,” she said, reaching up to smooth his hair before she straightened his waistcoat and tucked in his shirt. They fixed each other's masks as they both fussed and giggled.

      There was a loud bang on the door and Erebus called through the wood, "Auction is starting."

      "Quick, one last check," Hecate said and did a turn.

      "You look perfect, as always,” Thanatos replied, kissing her softly. "Let's go."
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      Hecate couldn't keep the grin off her face as they unlocked the library door. Erebus looked them over and grimaced.

      "For fuck sake, bro, there's a time and a place," he said, folding his arms.

      "We did have time and a place," Hecate replied and waved him on. "Lead the way, the auction is about to start after all."

      "I don't know if I like this side of you, Hecate love," said Erebus disapprovingly.

      "I do," Thanatos whispered in her ear, and she gripped his arm tighter. Her legs were wobbly enough without him breathing huskily on her neck.

      They followed the crowd into a ballroom filled with gilt-framed mirrors and elaborate chandeliers hanging from frescoed ceilings. Hermes, Charon, and Selene were sitting in a row of chairs and waved them over. "Where have you three been? They are about to start," Hermes demanded.

      "Don't blame me," Erebus said, hands up in surrender as he sat down.

      Hermes raised an eyebrow, and Thanatos shrugged unapologetically. "Time got away on us while we were investigating,” he replied.

      "Yeah, I know what you were investigating. Really, you two are old enough to know better," Hermes grumbled.

      "Lighten up, Olympian, or you'll get wrinkles on that pretty face," Hecate said, pinching his cheek on her way past him. He looked in equal parts horrified and impressed as she took her seat and winked at him.

      "Don't give him any ideas," Selene whispered with a grin. "Medusa will kill me if he destroys another of her dresses."

      "I'll buy her more," Hermes replied. The lights dimmed and an elegant black woman in a sparkling blue gown took the podium.

      "Ladies and gentlemen, it's my great pleasure to start tonight's auction. Remember, payment is to be settled tonight, and no currency is off the table, including gems, guns, and flesh," she said in a clear and cultured voice. "The first item we have on offer tonight is the shield of Achilles, famously described in Homer's Iliad and still scarred from his duel with Hector..."

      Hecate's impatience and disgust for the people in the room grew with each item. Where they had 'acquired' the items wasn't mentioned, but they had artifacts and relics including the helm of Pericles, the signet ring of Alexander the Great, and a map to Cleopatra's lost tomb in Alexandria.

      "Nothing magical yet," Thanatos whispered.

      "They are warming up to it. I haven't seen any sign of Lander," Hermes replied, his hawk eyes not missing anything in the room.

      Hecate smiled. Probably so he knows who to steal from when he is bored in the future.

      As far as Hecate was concerned, everyone in the room was a suspect. She closed her eyes and let her senses reach out around her, searching for a sign of anything magical. She was about to draw it back in when something sharp and metallic pulsed back.

      "Hecate? Did you feel that?" Hermes whispered urgently.

      "Something is coming," she replied, looking around the room.

      "Now, the piece that you've all come to see. Ladies and gentlemen, this evening's host and my good friend, Mr. Lander Archias," the woman said. The air charged and the power of the Underworld hit Hecate like a slap. Lander stepped out of the air and onto the stage to everyone's gasps of amazement. Twirling casually around one of Lander’s fingers was her keys.

      Hecate's vision swam red, the noise of the crowd around her blurring out. She was on the hot dirt again, vicious pain locking her down. She flinched as two sharp gun blasts went off in her mind, and her dogs fell with yelps to the ground beside her, the air filling with Pandora's laughter and the metallic scent of their blood.

      "Hecate..." Thanatos said. She tore her eyes away from the smiling golden Lander and onto the god beside her. He read her pain and anguish and burning rage. He saw her intent, knew that she wouldn't back down. He exhaled slowly, "Fuck."

      Hecate got to her feet and stepped out into the aisle. She was vaguely aware of Selene and Hermes trying to get her attention. There was a sharp lick of darkness and death behind her. Thanatos had released his scythes and was guarding her back.

      "I do believe those belong to me," Hecate said, her voice carrying over the banter Lander was entertaining the attendees with.

      "For the right price they can be, baby," Lander replied with a charming smile, making the crowd laugh. A spotlight swung to where she was standing and she pulled off her mask.

      "Do you remember me, pathetic mortal?" Hecate asked, her voice filling with power, her goddess aspect pressing for release. Gasps rose around her as unseen power lifted her hair from its pins and wreathed around her.

      "Did we fuck once?" Lander replied irritably. The woman beside him was already backing away.

      "Give back what belongs to me and I'll make your death quick," Hecate hissed.

      "I think not, witch."

      Hecate felt the power of Circe's wand before she spied it up the sleeve of Lander's jacket. She rolled out of the way as the curse hissed past her head. The room filled with cries of alarm and people charged out the doors at the back of the ballroom.

      Hecate's power grabbed the podium, ripping it across the stage. Lander got clipped on the side but managed to keep his feet. Security guards were pulling guns, and Hecate felt the snap of Hermes's magic as he protected Selene, and Charon and Thanatos sliced their way through the small army that circled them.

      "I told Pandora that the tomb wouldn't hold you and that we should have found a more permanent solution for you than just putting you on ice for a few years. You should've stayed away," Lander snarled as she kept moving toward him.

      "Give me back my keys and that wand, or I'll ensure that your punishment is so much worse than what Pandora's currently suffering," Hecate said. She manifested her torches and fire lit them up.

      "Nothing you can do to me that I haven't done to your bitch niece," replied Lander, a sick smile on his face. "Oh, that got your attention. I've had so much fun playing with Medea, fucking brutal mouth on her, but nothing that a good gag hasn't been able to fix."

      Hecate couldn't breathe. Her vision swam and head pounded. Medea. Medea. Medea.

      "Hecate, don't let him provoke you," Thanatos shouted over the noise. Hecate shot him a panicked stare. She couldn't hold the power back much longer.

      "You women are so fucking weak." Lander laughed, and magic whipped out of him, fast and hot and aimed at Thanatos.

      Hecate didn't think, her body reacting as she dived, knocking Thanatos out of the way. The curse hit her directly in her stomach, slamming her to the ground and making her scream. A roar of primeval rage and terror came out of Thanatos, and Lander disappeared through a door opened with Hecate's keys just as twin scythes struck the podium he'd been standing next to.

      "Time to leave," Hermes shouted. Thanatos scooped Hecate up and ran through the door Hermes had opened.

      They landed in Hecate's living room as she screamed, clawing at her dress and tearing it away from her burning skin as the curse ate its way through her flesh.

      "Charon! Call Hades!" Thanatos shouted as he put her down on the couch. He brushed the hair from her face. "You crazy woman! Why would you that?"

      Hecate's eyes filled with tears. "Couldn't watch you...die again," she groaned. She tasted blood, and then the darkness claimed her.
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      Thanatos thought he knew panic and helplessness when Pithos had tortured Charon and taken Persephone. Holding Hecate as she was dying of a curse was a whole new terror. Black lines had started to spread from where the curse had hit her, webbing her skin and choking the life and magic from her.

      "What the fuck was she thinking? We weren't there to confront Lander in front of a bunch of humans!" Hermes shouted as he checked Selene over.

      "I'm fine, Hermes, stop," she said, kneeling beside Thanatos. "How can I help?"

      "I'm not going to let you burn yourself out because Hecate was dumb enough to start a fight," Hermes hissed.

      "Enough, nephew," Hades snapped, appearing in the lounge room and looking pissed. "Why is it whenever anyone leaves Styx someone dies? Hermes, go and pour us all some drinks. This is interrupting my date night and I'm not impressed." Charon and Erebus turned Hermes around and hustled him to the kitchen.

      Thanatos didn't look up as Hades checked Hecate over. "She knocked me out of the way," he said, his voice barely working.

      "Can you still feel her shade or has she moved on?" Hades asked.

      "It's there, but I have to hold it in place," Thanatos replied. He could feel Hecate's essence drifting, and his own power was having to anchor it.

      "What was she hit with?" Hades said, turning her arm over to study the black lines.

      "Lander had Circe's wand still and he's been practicing," Selene answered. "My magic helped break the sleeping curse she was under, so maybe I can help with this too."

      "Or it could backfire and the curse could jump to you," Hermes argued.

      "If you aren't going to say something helpful, please go home," Hades snapped, his tone making them all straighten to attention.

      "Please, Hades," Thanatos said, staring at him.

      "You don't need to ask, reaper, just let me work. Selene, your idea has merit. Very carefully, reach your power out and touch it to Hecate's." Selene hesitated, but the look Hades was giving her didn't give her the option to argue with him about it.

      "Be careful, Silver," Hermes whispered. "If something feels like it's trying to latch on, you pull back as fast as you can."

      Selene nodded, placing her hands on Hecate's stomach and shutting her eyes. Curls of silver light twisted around her fingers and spread out over her.

      "What do you feel?" Hades asked.

      "Darkness, pain, clawing hooks, it's moving inside her like it is alive," Selene described her voice far away like it had been in Lagina. Sweat broke out over Thanatos as Hecate's shade fought against his power holding her.

      "I'm going to need a glass vial or a jar," Hades instructed, "and a bucket."

      "On it, boss," Charon said, running back to the kitchen, and Erebus headed toward the garage.

      "Hecate is one of the strongest gods I've ever known, Thanatos. She will get through this. It troubles me that her own bloodline's magic can do this to her," Hades said, placing a hand on top of Selene's.

      "She knew that and jumped in front of it anyway to protect me," Thanatos said. "I would've been fine."

      "I doubt that. It's cursed her, but it might have burst you like a balloon. She loves you; she wasn't about to let that happen," Hades replied. Thanatos had no time to process that before Charon and Erebus reappeared. "Bucket there next to Thanatos, give me that jar. Everyone, step back." Hades unscrewed the lid off. "No one interrupt. How are you doing, Selene?"

      "Tired, but I still feel it," she replied.

      "Good. Thanatos? Keep Hecate's shade in place no matter what happens," Hades said. Thanatos placed his hand on top of Hecate's head and gave Hades a nod to show him that he was ready.

      Hades's power seeped out around them, clasping onto Selene's and boosting whatever she was doing to hold the curse in place. Hecate's shade started to fight Thanatos twice as hard as it screamed in soundless torment, but he held on, forcing it back into her body with everything he had.

      I won't lose you now, I'm sorry, he silently told her as it struggled against him. Thanatos was too focused on holding the shade to notice the stone knife in Hades's hand. Before he could shout or stop him, Hades made an incision on Hecate's bare stomach. All the hair on Thanatos's body rose as Selene and Hades's combined magic pulled the writhing black curse from Hecate's body and forced it into the glass jar. As soon as the last black tentacle had been trapped, Thanatos slammed Hecate's shade down into her body and locked it in.

      Hecate's eyes opened and she screamed, back arching as she thrashed violently back into consciousness.

      "It's okay, Hecate, we have you," Hades said, looking down at her and holding up the jar of seething darkness, "but you owe me a big juicy favor."

      "Fuck, I'd rather be dead," Hecate moaned. Selene gave a tired laugh before slumping onto the carpet. Hermes rushed forward and lifted her up, cradling her close and disappearing through a door without a word, his face full of wrath.

      Thanatos swayed and then bent over the bucket, vomiting up everything he had inside of him.

      "Easy, brother, it's over," Charon said, rubbing his back.

      Erebus shoved a bottle of water at him. "Drink." Thanatos drank, his mortal body shaking with shock.

      "Who the fuck cut me?" Hecate demanded, holding her ruined dress to the wound, to stop golden ichor seeping into the couch.

      "Had to get it out somehow. I'm keeping this curse too. Now, if you don't mind, I have a date to get back to," Hades said, and disappeared, jar in hand.

      "I need a shower," said Hecate, sitting up.

      Thanatos shot out a hand to stop her. "Easy, you almost died."

      "You got this?" Charon asked, and Thanatos waved them both away.

      "Make sure you check in," Erebus added as they headed out into the night.

      "What happened?" Hecate asked.

      "I'll tell you in the shower," Thanatos replied. He put her arms around his neck and lifted her up. "Not one word about how demeaning it is to be carried by a man either."

      "I wouldn't dream of it," Hecate said, pressing her face into his chest.

      Thanatos got her in the steaming water before he brushed his teeth and pulled off his ruined suit. He stepped into the steam and wrapped his arms around her.

      "I've decided that neither one of us is going to do anymore stupid things that mean Hades has to bring us back from the dead. I'm sorry I left you the morning it happened to me. Seeing you dying was the worst fucking thing that has ever-" Thanatos began before Hecate silenced him with a kiss.

      "Breathe, titan. We are both okay," she said when they broke apart. She scooped water over the cut on her stomach. "What did the bastard stab me with? This should have healed by now."

      "Gaia's blade," Thanatos replied. "Don't look at me like that. I was too busy trying to keep your damn shade where it belonged."

      Hecate leaned back against the cold tiles. "Is everyone else okay?"

      "Hermes is mad as a snake, but everyone else is fine."

      "He should be mad at me. Fuck, I was so stupid. I didn't even stop and think. It's like I saw Lander and lost all reason," she admitted, pushing her wet hair back from her face.

      "It's happened to all of us at some time. Hermes will get over it. It's okay."

      "No, it isn't! I had no control and I could've gotten you all killed. We didn't even get the bastard. He has Medea. What are we going to do?"

      "You are going to recover from whatever the fuck he just hit you with, Hecate. We have no idea what damage it's done to you. The Court will deal with tracking Lander again," Thanatos said, his temper flaring. Her eyes narrowed.

      "You can't stop me-"

      "The fuck I can't," Thanatos snarled softly, putting his hands on either side of her. "It's time you let other people help. If we find him, we go in as a team, so we don't end up hurt or flying off the handle."

      "This is my fight," Hecate said stubbornly.

      "It's everyone's fight! Get it through your head. We are a family. You are a part of this Court. Your fight, our fight, makes no difference. You can't go up against them alone, and they have a weapon that kicks your ass every time you go near it." Thanatos's hands tightened into fists as the terror of the night claimed him again. "Don't make me hold your life in your body as it tries to die over and over again. I love you too damn much to torture your shade like that."

      Hecate's eyes went wide with surprise, all the anger gone from them. It took Thanatos a full minute to realize what he had said. Oh fuck.

      "Is that what Hades made you do?" Hecate asked, her voice small as realization flickered over her face. "That's why you were sick."

      "Yes, I had to torture your shade to keep it in this plane while he pulled the damn curse from your body," Thanatos replied, nausea threatening to claim him again. "It was the most horrible thing I've ever been forced to do, so I'm sorry if you think I'm a macho dick because I'm unwilling to let you just waltz into Lander's hands and go through it all over again."

      "And because you love me," Hecate said slowly.

      “I hoped you didn't remember that bit," Thanatos replied, his anger pulling the words out of him.

      "Why? Because if you don't mean it, you really shouldn't say it," she said, irritation flicking in her violet eyes.

      She can't be serious. Thanatos pushed the water from his face in case he imagined it. Nope, she was serious. He wanted to shake her.

      "I mean it, you psychopath! Don't pretend like you haven't known for fucking how many millennia now," he replied, exasperated.

      "How was I supposed to know when you've never said a damn word! You didn't even have a body to give away the usual signs," Hecate argued back.

      "No, shit! That's why I didn't tell you!"

      "And you think that would have mattered? You were still a titan! A sentient being with a mouth that you could've opened."

      "Of course, having a body mattered!" Thanatos hissed. Hecate grabbed him roughly by the hair and pulled his face down to hers.

      "Idiot. It's never been about a stupid body," Hecate replied and kissed him hard. Her tongue tangled with his, and his hands slid from the tiles to her hips, picking her up, so they were level.

      "Say it again," she demanded, wrapping her legs around him.

      "Say what?" Thanatos said and hissed in pain as she bit him.

      "Say it." Golden ichor shone on her full bottom lip, her eyes burning with purple fire. Thanatos's body hardened as it fought with terror and arousal.

      "I. Love. You," he ground out between his teeth, pressing her hard against the tiles. "What else do you want to hear?"  He was shaking, not knowing if he wanted to fight her or fuck her, every pent-up emotion and feeling he been driven mad with forcing its way out of him. Hecate reached between them and grabbed his hard dick, guiding him inside of her.

      "Tell me everything you haven't said when you should of," she demanded and bit into his shoulder.

      "I've always loved you and I've always hated how much I wanted you," Thanatos snarled as he pinned her tightly and thrust deep into her. "I dreaded and longed for every visit you made to the Underworld. I wanted to kill everyone who ever hurt you. Rip apart every goddess who sneered at you like you were somehow less than them." He lowered her to the tiles, flipped her around and pushed back into her. She cried out and braced herself against the wall.

      Thanatos bunched her long black hair in his hand, pulling her head back and hissing in her ear, "I wanted to tear Zeus's fucking face off for separating us. I imagined using every sort of torture on him for cursing Circe to hurt you. I wanted to throw Hera to the darkest monsters in Tartarus for what she did to Medea because she was jealous of you."

      Something had snapped inside of him, and he couldn't stop all the words coming out of him as he rode her gorgeous wet body—this fucking goddess of all his dreams and nightmares. Hecate pushed back into him, her curved ass pressing against his hard thighs. She reached around to hang onto him, nails slicing down his back. Thanatos held her tightly to his chest, the other hand gripping her breast.

      "I've been jealous of anyone and everything that got to touch you when I fucking couldn't, even the gods' damned earth under your feet!" Thanatos said, pushing harder and faster until she was screaming his name as her orgasm broke her apart. Thanatos flipped her around again, so he could see the pleasure clouding her face and know that he was the one that did it to her.

      Hecate's arms went around him, nails digging hard into his shoulders as he slid back into her. She said, "You should've told me all of that years ago, so I didn't feel so hopeless for loving you back." Then she was kissing him again, rocking her hips into him as his orgasm and her words shattered every part of him.

      Thanatos held her tightly and buried his face into her neck as he waited for the world to stop shaking, knowing that while he had her in his arms, it never would.
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      Hecate never thought she would see the day when she would wake up with someone beside her. Lovers were temporary creatures, few and far between, to be used for a night and discarded. There was nothing temporary about the titan in the bed beside her.

      Thanatos looked disturbingly peaceful when asleep, silver hair tousled, and a muscled arm tucked under his head. The silver marks of her magic where his tattoos used to be hadn't faded yet, and it gave her a strange satisfaction to have a permanent mark to say that she had claimed him.

      Do you think admitting how you feel about him is going to change your friendship? What if it doesn't work out? A small voice said in the back of her head. It was a bit too late for it to start warning her now. She had been right when she had said things couldn't go back to the way they were, and she didn't want them to either.

      "You are thinking way too hard for this time of the morning," Thanatos murmured sleepily.

      "I don't know what you're talking about," Hecate replied, trying not to smile.

      "Ah-huh." He dragged her across the bed, tucking her close to him and putting a long leg over her. "What are you thinking so hard about?"

      "Whether or not this is a crazy idea?" Hecate replied. Thanatos's black eyes opened, and she shrank inwards at the intensity in them.

      "You better not be talking about us," he said, his grip on her tightening.

      "It was only a thought."

      "One you are not allowed to have again if you don't want another argument."

      Hecate grinned. "I do like that kind of argument so no promises. Besides, we both know that crazy ideas are my forte."

      "True. We can't hide from the Court forever, you know," Thanatos said, kissing her bare shoulder.

      "I know. I'm going to have to apologize to Hermes again for not sticking to the plan last night," Hecate said with a sigh. "Maybe it's a sign that I shouldn't be a teacher again. Selene could have gotten hurt, and despite my brain telling me not to do it, I already care about her."

      "Selene isn't made of glass," Thanatos said, propping his head up with a hand. "Hermes likes to panic when it comes to her, but I watched her get blasted at full power by his Caduceus, and it bounced right off her. She's not used to battle, and it's never going to sit well with the nurse side of her, but she's not as fragile as you both think. Hermes has never been properly in love before and it makes him overreact. Hell, if Selene hadn't been there, he probably would have been the one to start the fight. As for you caring about her, there's no fighting it. Selene is amazing. Loving her is never going to be a waste of time. And neither is loving me."

      Hecate wrapped an arm around him. "You seem very confident of that. What if in a few weeks' time, you decide that you've gotten me out of your syst- ow! Did you just bite me?" Hecate pounced, knocking him onto his back. "You don't bite when I'm talking to you."

      "I do when you are being ridiculous," Thanatos said, grabbing her hands so she would stop poking at his ribs. He sat up and wrapped his arms tightly around her. "A few weeks to get centuries of you out of my system? Bullshit. You're as insane as Hermes if you believe that could ever happen."

      A warm, happy ball of emotion exploded in Hecate's chest as she hugged him back, the feeling of being with him still the most natural thing in the world.

      "What are we going to do now?" she murmured.

      Thanatos sat back and smoothed her hair behind her ears. "We are going to eat breakfast and go to see Hermes. Then we are going to make a real plan as a team and find Lander. After we get your keys and you are back to your full power, we go after Circe and Medea."

      Hecate kissed him. "Okay, but you are cooking breakfast."

      

      Hermes and Selene were sitting on their deck when Thanatos and Hecate pulled up. Hermes's power and displeasure rolled over Hecate in an angry wave that set her teeth on edge.

      "Hey, Selene, I need your help with something," Thanatos called as he headed towards the main villa. Selene kissed Hermes, waved sheepishly at Hecate, and then hurried to follow Thanatos. He slung an arm around her shoulders as they whispered together and Hecate felt another uncomfortable pang of happiness. One look at Hermes poured a bucket of cold water over it.

      Hecate walked up the steps of the wooden deck, watching him warily. Centuries of experience had told her never to take eyes off Hermes when he was pissed.

      "May I sit?" she asked. His frown deepened, but he nodded.

      "I see you survived the night," Hermes said finally.

      "Despite my stupidity."

      Hermes leaned back in his chair. "Your words, not mine."

      "Don't make it harder for me to apologize to you than it already is," Hecate huffed. "I am sorry about last night. I didn't think it would be an issue seeing Lander again, but my brain snapped before I could think it through. I'm sorry I put Selene in danger by my actions too."

      Hermes's golden eyes glowed as he stared her down. "Hecate, she is my whole world. She is my anchor, as well as my star. Do you understand what I would become if anything happened to her? I'm angry about last night because I'm scared to lose her...and of what I would do without her. You know whose blood flows in my veins, who molded me, the damage I could do if I became mad again..."

      Hecate reached out and took his hand. It was the first time she had ever touched him without it being in anger.

      "Hermes, you are nothing like Zeus," she said, hanging tightly to him. "I don't want any harm to come to Selene either. Why do you think I've been so reluctant to start training her in anything?  I don't want her to end up cursed like Circe and Medea. They were my greatest students, and I feel like I failed to protect them both. I don't want the same thing happening to Selene. That's why I've kept her at arm's length. You can protect her better than I can. I feel like whoever I love is doomed."

      "She doesn't need protecting from you, Hecate," Hermes began and then added, "At least when you aren't doing stupid shit like trying to confront arrogant humans with magical relics. I'm just glad Lander aimed that wand at Thanatos and not Selene. That curse almost killed you. Could you imagine what it would've done to her?"

      "I know, Hermes. Believe me, I've had all night to kick my ass over it, and Thanatos lectured me too. I can't stop Lander without you. I can't get Medea back, and I can't find Circe alone," Hecate said, swallowing the last of her pride. "I'm not as smart as you about this kind of thing. I'm confrontational and not strategic about wanting to kill them all. That's not how this game is being played and I need your help."

      Hermes was quiet for a long moment, then he patted her hand that held his. "Wow, Thanatos's lecture must have been something else for you to finally agree that I'm smarter than you."

      "Don't push it," Hecate said, and then smiled. "And yes, the lecture was expressive."

      Hermes laughed filthily. "I bet. I'll help you find your girls, although Circe probably wants to put a sword through me from that messy business with Odysseus."

      "Have you ever known anyone who didn't want to put a sword through you at some point? We can deal with any hurt feelings she might have once we get her back. I don't want to consider what they would do if they had her as well as Medea."

      "They don't," Hermes said firmly. "You saw Lander. He's an arrogant piece of shit. If they had Circe, he would have said it, like he told you about Medea. He wouldn't have been able to help himself."

      "Then how does he have her wand? I can't figure it out," Hecate said, shaking her head.

      "Something we can ask Circe when we find her," Hermes replied and then spontaneously pulled her into a hug. "I'm glad we are finally friends, so I can go to sleep at night without worrying you are going to jump out of the shadows and smother me in my sleep."

      Hecate hugged him back and begrudgingly admitted to herself that maybe her niece's taste in men was okay after all. "Me too, Hermes."

      "Does this mean I can start calling you Auntie Hecate?" he asked because he was Hermes and had to piss her off every fucking time.

      "Try it and see what happens," she said, pushing him away. When she looked up, she spotted Thanatos coming back towards them.

      "I turn my back for one minute and you're already moving in on my girl? Fucking typical," he said, flicking Hermes on the ear.

      "What can I say? I have a weakness for the women of her bloodline," Hermes replied, shooting Hecate a wink. "Speaking of which, where is my beloved?"

      "Rounding up Charon and Erebus. They'll be up in a second. I take it you two are fine now?" Thanatos asked, sitting beside Hecate and wrapping her hand around his.

      "We kissed and made up and everything," Hermes said with a pleased smile. "And yes, I used tongue."

      "Don't listen to him," Hecate replied, rolling her eyes.

      "He still has his tongue. That's why I know he's a lying bastard," Thanatos said.

      "Maybe there was no kissing involved, but she did say I was smarter than she is."

      "Only at being deceptive," Hecate replied.

      Charon, Erebus, and Selene walked up to join them, the dogs racing ahead and shoving their way in to get pats from Hecate.

      "Nice to see you up and smiling," Charon said, dropping a kiss on her head before he sat down.

      "I'm fine. Thank you, everyone, for helping me last night. I put you all at risk and-"

      "Don't worry about it, Hec. We are over it. Gods below, we've all done stupid shit," Erebus said. "We need to think about what we are going to do next."

      "Lander knows we've woken up Hecate, so we've lost that edge," Selene said as she sat down on Hermes's lap. "He did see you fall from that curse, so maybe he thinks he killed you."

      "Even if he does, he's going to be reluctant to show himself so openly again," Hecate replied.

      "There's something else that I can't stop thinking about," Thanatos said, "At the party, Hecate and I overheard some of the guests saying that a lot of the items they had up for auction had once belonged to Darius. What if Lander has not only branched out on his own, but robbed him at the same time? With Pandora out of the way, maybe Lander thought Darius was dead too and decided to cut his losses."

      "Darius wasn't at the facility with her. He would've shown himself. If Lander has fucked up and sold off Darius's stuff, he's going to be pissed as hell. I know I would be," said Hermes.

      "I want to know why there's been no mention of anything in the news today or social media about a goddess on a rampage," Charon added, flicking a coin over his fingers. "Medusa has been tracking it and there has been zilch."

      "Unless someone has purposely blocked it, or worse, that the people at the auction are too afraid to put anything up and risk their nefarious dealings being made public," said Selene.

      "Or that they are too afraid of Lander and Darius," Erebus replied, his shadows leaking out of his hands as his frown deepened. "If Lander did the auction to lure Darius out, then he might get more than what he bargained for. Do you think he's still on Santorini?"

      "I doubt it. Those keys could take him anywhere," said Hecate, her jaw clenching. She missed them every day. Having that part of her power kept from her was like a missing limb.

      Hermes shook his head. "No, they could take you anywhere. I highly doubt Lander could have mastered them to travel over great distances. That's not factoring in what wielding god magic can do to a human."

      "It didn't look like he was suffering any adverse effects, and he's obviously been using the wand," Hecate pointed out.

      "They had a doctor at the party I crashed twenty years ago. Maybe she's found a way around the magical toll. Gods, what a horrifying thought," said Hermes.

      "We don't know he's not suffering. He could've been putting on a show for the auction. For all we know, he could've been half-rotten under that suit," Charon said and then sat up. "We should check the flights."

      "What do you mean?" asked Selene.

      "Private charters from Santorini last night. Lander is rich enough to have his own plane, and if he can't travel far using the keys, then he'd need a way off the island in case he thought we could track him." Charon pulled out his phone. "I'm calling Susa."

      "What if he can use the keys farther, though?" Erebus asked.

      "I don't hear any better ideas, and at least this way, we can rule one variable out. Make the call, Charon," instructed Hermes.

      "Lander has to have more than one mansion, and if he knows Hecate is after him, he's going to want to hide out in his favorite fox hole," Thanatos said while Charon talked to Medusa. "We will find it and burn the little bastard out."

      "No, we will make a plan and not rush in all crazy, right, Hecate?" Hermes said with a raised brow.

      "I... agree with Hermes that this time we do it properly," Hecate replied distastefully. "I don't fancy another curse hitting me because it upsets someone too much." She tilted her head towards Thanatos, making Selene giggle.

      "Don't make me bite you again," he threatened, making her full-body blush.

      "Gross," Erebus complained.

      "If we can get hold of Lander without killing him, we will be able to get information about where they are holding Medea and whether they have Circe," Hermes said, and then kissed Selene. "Circe hates me too; you should probably know that."

      "Is there anyone you haven't pissed off, my love?" Selene asked, smiling at him.

      "No," Thanatos, Erebus, and Hecate answered at the same time.

      "Circe was trapped on Aeaea, and if Pandora managed to find her by some fluke, there's no way she could've removed her from it while Zeus was alive and the island warded up," Charon said as he rejoined them, tapping his phone against his palm. "Susa will get back to us."

      "Technology has advanced enough that an island can't remain hidden forever," Selene said, and seeing Hermes expression added, "without the help of magic to hide it."

      "Zeus's curse on me didn't lift with his death. Maybe Circe's hasn't either," replied Hermes.

      "There's no point in speculating until we find her for ourselves," Hecate said, leaning into Thanatos. She didn't want to think about the possibility of them finding Circe and being unable to help her. With Hades's magic changing and with Hermes's help, Hecate didn't think there would be much their combined power couldn't override.

      Charon's phone started ringing and he fumbled to answer it. "What have you got for us, doll? A private plane going to Syracuse?" He smiled at them, sharp and excited. "Excellent, it's been a while since I visited Sicily."
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      Thanatos had thought that Hecate was strangling Hermes to death when he stepped out of Hades's villa and had seen them embracing. It took half a moment to realize that they were hugging. Now, they all sat around Medusa's self-appointed 'War Room' like civilized gods. It wouldn't last, but he could enjoy it while it did.

      "I'm happy to see you looking so well, Hecate," Persephone said, throwing her arms around the other goddess as soon as she saw her. "I made Hades take his new pet curse to the Underworld in case it figured out a way to open the lid of the jar."

      "You watch too many horror movies," Ariadne said from the other side of the room. She and Asterion had signed up to go with them to Syracuse. Thanatos didn't argue about it. He knew they both enjoyed fighting and needed it to blow off steam.

      "Hades isn't joining us?" Selene asked.

      "He's busy doing work stuff," Persephone said, with a dismissive shrug. "He said you lot can handle it on your own. I only came for entertainment purposes and to make sure Hecate was okay."

      "Lola has done good, so focus everyone," Medusa called over them. "Lander Archias comes from old Sicilian money and his family home overlooks the bay." She pulled up aerial photos of the mansion and surrounding gardens. "His plane landed last night, and since then, there has been a lot of activity at the house. Lola has picked up emails from his business manager and assistant. They have been hiring more guards for the property. He has additional travel plans to leave Syracuse, but so far, we haven't been able to learn where he's running to."

      "So we hit him tomorrow night. It will give Hecate time to heal and Lola time to get accurate figures on what we will be up against," said Thanatos. Hecate shot him a disapproving stare that he met with his own. "Don't even start with me, waiting one day won't kill you."

      "Naw, I've never seen you get all protective," Ariadne said, and he flipped her off while Asterion laughed.

      "More guards mean Lander is trickier to get to without being spotted. He'll have cameras surveilling every inch of that place," Hermes said, studying the layout of the mansion.

      "Lola and Dany are already trying to hack into the feed so that if Darius has access to it, we can hide our presence from him and with any luck, get a trace back to where he could be hiding," Medusa explained. "I won't be coming, and before you ask, no, Perseus is staying home with me. After last time, I don't trust you to look after him."

      "What if there is another secret room that has all the answers," Hermes argued. "He's a demigod, Susa. He would've survived the bomb."

      "Do I look like I fucking care that he's a demigod? You aren't taking him, and that's final. For fuck's sake, you're meant to be the God of Thieves. You can figure it out without him," hissed Medusa. Hecate hid her smile behind her hand and Thanatos poked her.

      "Don't you start when you've only just decided to get along," he whispered.

      Under the table, Hecate's hand slid up his thigh. "Stop whispering in my ear. It turns me on, and we have other things to worry about."

      Thanatos covered her ear with his hand and slowly licked her earlobe. "Make me."

      Medusa threw a whiteboard pen at them. "Something you want to share with the class?"

      "I was just speculating to Hecate about whether or not she would be able to feel out any magical objects Lander might be hiding. We won't need Perseus if that's the case, because between Hecate and Hermes, we will be able to sniff out hidden rooms. Like you did when you found Darius's room with the sword, right Hermes?" Thanatos said smoothly.

      "I mean in theory, yes, but Perseus was handy last time," Hermes replied.

      "Answer is still no, Hermes. He has a kid to watch over, a mortal kid, so don't be a dick about it," Asterion said, backing Medusa up like he always did.

      "Ariadne isn't a god either, but you are taking her," Hermes stated.

      "What did he just say about not being a dick," said Charon.

      Persephone raised a hand and the table went quiet. "We all know none of us could stop Ariadne from going, so stop acting ridiculous. There is going to be enough of you as it is, so you don't need Perseus," she said, using her queen voice on them that had all the men straightening and the women smirking. "Is there any way we can find a lead back to Darius through a money trail?"

      "Fates, she really is perfect for Hades," Hecate said to Thanatos.

      "I knew you would like her."
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      The following afternoon, they all met at Hecate's house, kitted up and ready to go. Thanatos strapped on a black Kevlar vest because he felt his body had too many new scars for one week.

      "Do you think you have enough knives?" Erebus teased Ariadne as she secured another three throwing daggers in a thigh holster.

      "Easy for you, shadow boy, you only have to turn up, and people run in the other direction," she said, and then added in a whisper. "Asterion thinks it's hot, so I always add a few extras."

      "That's my girl," Erebus replied.

      "How are you doing, sweetness? Do your holsters need adjusting?" Asterion asked, his eyes glowing animal bright when he saw the daggers.

      "Told you," said Ariadne, fist-bumping Erebus before giving Asterion her brightest smile. "Honey, can you come check something on this vest? I think something is chafing."

      "Diabolical," Thanatos murmured.

      "Who is?" asked Hecate.

      "Ariadne," he said and turned, suddenly becoming very aware of everything poor Asterion was suffering. Hecate was dressed in her battle gear, her hair twisted back in braids and a thick band of ash running over her eyes.

      "How come Hecate gets to play dark side Wonder Woman, and I can't?" Ariadne complained.

      "Because you are a mortal blood balloon that should have no skin exposed and Hephaestus is dead and can't make you decent gear," Hecate replied and adjusted the torches that were strapped to her back. Thanatos couldn't take his eyes off her, the beast in him wanting to drag her back off to the bedroom and let everyone else deal with Lander.

      "Something you would like to say, titan?" Hecate asked, flicking her braid over her shoulder.

      "I adore you," Thanatos replied, his heart almost bursting when she smiled back at him.

      "Fuck, Hecate! I almost crapped myself seeing you like that," Hermes exclaimed as he came through the front door with Selene. "I don't think I've seen you in that get up since the war with the Gigantes. What was the name of that one you took out?"

      "Clytius," said Thanatos.

      "Oh, my god, you killed a giant called clitoris?" Ariadne asked as she and Erebus hung onto each other laughing.

      "Clytius not clitoris, you immature brats," Thanatos clarified.

      "I'm surprised you remember that too," Hecate replied.

      "How could I forget when you came down to the Underworld to tell me about it all covered in blood and battle lusty."

      "She was terrifying to behold, trust me. You gave us all nightmares for weeks afterward," Hermes said.

      "Something else for you to teach me," Selene added, making Hermes's smile slip.

      "For self-defense purposes perhaps, but you have the heart of a healer and are not made for war, little one," Hecate replied.

      "Maybe, but I still like to feel useful, at least," Selene said. She looked like a kitten in Kevlar, but Thanatos didn't dare mention it.

      Hecate wasn't about to back down. "You are useful, Selene. Anyone can kill, but not everyone can heal. It's your magic that has saved me twice now."

      "Listen to Auntie Hecate, she knows the score," said Hermes. Hecate gave him a withering look, and Thanatos could sense the peace about to shatter.

      "Don't start this again. I'm coming with you just like I did when you went to Pandora's island," Selene said, folding her arms.

      "This is completely different! I have my staff and my mind back now, and I'm in no danger of losing either. I don't like hurting anyone in front of you, but with the small army Lander has assembled, it's going to be too hard to keep you safe and not kill anyone," Hermes said, exasperated.

      "So it's okay for you to throw Perseus into the line of fire but not me? That doesn't make any sense, Hermes. I swear to God if you mutter something about women having no place on a battlefield, I will kick your ass," Selene threatened.

      Hecate put an arm around Selene's shoulders, creating a wall of feminine solidarity. "The battlefield is definitely the place for a woman," she said and kissed Selene on top of the head, "but it's not a place for you." Selene slumped and Hecate lowered her gently to the couch beside them.

      "When she wakes up, she's going to be so mad," Hermes said as he unstrapped the vest around Selene and draped a blanket over her.

      "Yes, but not at you," Hecate replied. "You're welcome, Hermes."

      "I can't focus when she's near," he admitted, bending to kiss Selene's sleeping lips. "I couldn't convince her not to come without being a total dick. I don't want to control her."

      "I know. Don't worry, Persephone has already agreed to come and watch over her while we are gone," she said, giving his shoulder a pat.

      "One less thing to worry about," Asterion agreed and looked at Ariadne hopefully.

      "In your fucking dreams, big guy," Ariadne said and slid another two ammo magazines into her belt. "We better get going before she comes to."

      Thanatos lifted Hecate's hand and kissed it. "Let's go get your revenge."

      "I love it when you talk dirty to me," she replied before leaning up to kiss him.

      "Cut it out, you two," Charon interrupted as he came in with Persephone. "Come on, Hermes, pull out your big gold disco stick and let's get going."

      "Call it my disco stick one more time and I'll turn you into a gnat," Hermes replied, making his staff appear in his hand.

      "Good luck, children, try not to get yourselves blown up this time," Persephone said, with a cheerful wave.

      Thanatos held tightly to Hecate as Hermes's magic surrounded them, and they vanished in a wave of golden light.
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      The night was hot and sticky in Syracuse. Hecate crouched low beside the concrete wall on the western side of Lander's property. Trees hid them in shadows, as they all landed one at a time beside her. Thanatos's scythes were out, the flirtatious warmth that had been in his eyes just minutes before was gone entirely. This was the titan of death, and his power rolled out of him like a low hum of terror and nightmares.

      The torch of a patrolman flickered over the grass as he drew nearer. There was a grunt and he tumbled softly to the ground, Ariadne still clinging to his back, a vicious light in her eyes.

      "Sorry, team, but you were taking too long," she whispered. Hecate raised a brow at Thanatos, who shrugged. Hecate knew that Ariadne used to be an assassin, but seeing her in action was quite another thing.

      "Okay, Thanatos, Hecate, and Charon, you head to the eastern side garden entrance to the mansion. Erebus, Asterion, Ariadne, and I will clear the guards and come in through the back kitchens," Hermes instructed, golden eyes starting to shine with a feral light.

      "Go Team Murder," Ariadne whispered excitedly and then hurried off through the shadows.

      "Good luck," Asterion said to Hecate before heading after Ariadne.

      Thanatos took the lead as the groups split off. Hecate could only hope that Medusa was monitoring the security feed because she spotted a camera every ten meters.

      "This guy is beyond paranoid," commented Charon as he pointed out another one in the branches of a tree.

      "You would be too if you were as dodgy as he is," said Thanatos. A group of heavily armed men came unexpectedly around a wall of statues.

      "How the fuck-" one began, shining a torch at them. Then the titans moved, Hecate delighting in the rush of the fight. With unlit torches, she broke the man's kneecaps before hitting him hard on the skull.

      Charon's daggers impaled another guard before he was pulling them out, ducking and slashing again. Thanatos moved so quickly Hecate couldn't keep track of him as he took out all the others with quick slashes of his scythes. Charon reached down and plucked one of the dead man's earpieces out before fitting it back into his ear.

      "Can't hurt to listen in,” he said before they moved further through the gardens.

      Lander's mansion was lit up with spotlights so that everyone in Syracuse could see it on its hill. The man must seriously be compensating for something. Hecate marveled that he was stupid enough to advertise himself so loudly when he was obviously a criminal. He thought he was untouchable…Hecate was going to touch him in ways he'd never forget.

      Ahead of her, Thanatos took out two guards that were watching the set of glass doors leading inside from the terraced gardens. He paused, hand on the door.

      "What's wrong?" Charon asked, looking around him.

      "I don't know, something feels off," Thanatos replied. Hecate stretched out her magic but didn't feel anything unusual.

      "A trap?" she asked.

      "No, but I'm not picking up life signs from inside," Thanatos said and opened the door. Charon made Hecate go in second so he could watch her back.

      "Do you think Lander and his entourage left without Medusa's surveillance picking it up?" Hecate asked.

      "No way," said Charon. "There's still music playing and I can smell food."

      They moved towards the sound of the thumping dance music, the tension in Hecate building with every step they took.

      Thanatos toed open a white and gold door. It was a small ballroom, the lights flashing and music blaring, tables of food and booze along one side of the room, and bodies were everywhere.

      "What the fuck is going on?" Charon hissed. He rolled one woman in a sparkly dress over and shone a torch over her.

      "Check her mouth," Hecate said. There was white foam leaking from her pink lips, a grey-black discoloration around her mouth.

      "Poison?" Thanatos asked and moved to turn a man over. "Same over here, but the grey is around his eyes as well.

      One by one, they checked the people in the room and didn't find a single one still breathing. Charon took out his phone and called Hermes.

      "Get the fuck inside now, follow the music, don't touch anything," he said and hung up. Minutes later, Asterion's large shadow filled the doorway, and the rest of the group turned up.

      "Woah, what the fuck?" Ariadne said, staring around.

      "Hermes, over here," Thanatos called, waving him over and showing him the body.

      "Fuck, fucking fuck," Hermes hissed.

      "Have you seen this before?" asked Erebus.

      "Not for a really long time. Give me your torch," Hermes said. He turned it on and began shining it around the room. Hecate's stomach clenched when the light found a single golden arrow embedded into the wall.

      "Asterion, get Ariadne the fuck out of this house now!" Hermes shouted. Asterion didn't argue. He slung Ariadne over one shoulder and ran.

      "Is that what I think it is?" Hecate asked, not taking her eyes off the arrow.

      "It's one of Apollo's arrows," Hermes confirmed as he stripped a leather jacket off the nearest dead body. His staff shone as his magic flared, lifting him in the air. Using the jacket to protect his hand, he pulled the arrow from the plaster and wood.

      "How the fuck did it get here?" Charon asked as Hermes lowered back to the dance floor.

      "I don't know, but my guess is Darius or someone like him was pissed off at Lander," said Thanatos.

      "The guards outside were still on duty like nothing had happened," Hecate added as Hermes wrapped up the arrow and dropped it into his small satchel bag that couldn't possibly have fit it.

      "They are paid to guard, not participate in what's happening at the party," said Charon. "They weren't alert to anything out of the ordinary."

      "Or they didn't have time to be alerted." Hecate looked around at the bodies. "How long do you think it would have taken them to die?"

      "Being this exposed to the arrow, a few minutes at the most," Hermes replied, and his eyes went wide. "Fuck, whoever shot it could still be here."

      As a group, they hurried out of the ballroom and began searching the house. They found another arrow in a mock Roman-style bathhouse and another in a dining room. The few people they found out of a crowd had their throats cut.

      "Where the fuck is Lander in all of this?" muttered Hecate.

      "Maybe he was the one who went crazy and did it," said Erebus.

      "Doesn't make sense that Lander would have all of these people around if only to kill them. It would make too much trouble for him. This was an attack," Hermes replied.

      A tingle of magic shot through Hecate, and she stilled as the power of the Underworld reached out to her, mixed with her own magic.

      "What is it?" Thanatos asked beside her.

      "I can feel my keys calling out to me," she replied and turned around. "Back this way."

      "Let's just hope they aren't using them," said Hermes, and they all picked up the pace.

      Three guards were dead on the carpeted hallway leading to a set of polished wooden doors. They looked as if they had died fighting, their bodies sliced open everywhere.

      "This was done with a sword," said Thanatos. They kicked open the doors to reveal a richly decorated office, a massive portrait of Lander as the Vitruvian Man hanging on a far wall.

      "Fuck, too late," Hecate snarled as she walked towards the large polished desk. Lying on the floor beside it was Lander. "He's still warm too," she said as she rolled him over and took an awkward step back in surprise. Thanatos caught her before she fell on her ass.

      "What the fuck happened to him?" Hermes asked, crouching beside the body. Lander's jaw had rotted off his face, his throat a ragged wound of disintegrating flesh, his dead blue eyes were wide with fear and pain. "Apollo's arrows didn't do this."

      "No, this was poison," Hecate said, shaking as Thanatos held onto her.

      "You know it?" he asked, and she nodded.

      "I've seen it used only once before by...by Medea," Hecate explained as she let Thanatos go. "We need to find my keys. I can still feel them close by."

      They spent the next twenty minutes tearing the office apart, pulling out books and checking bricks. Hecate couldn't stop staring at Lander's dead body, her heart aching in her chest.

      Why would Medea do this? Had she finally sided with her captors? Hecate didn't even want to consider it. She knelt by the body and studied the angle he had died in, one hand outstretched.

      "He was reaching for something," she murmured, getting down on her hands and knees and searching under the desk. She ran her fingers under the bottom of the smooth wooden drawer and felt a small indent.

      "I think I found something," she called and pressed it. The large portrait of Lander as the Vitruvian Man swung inward.

      "Thanatos can go first," Hermes said, looking inside the dark door.

      "You're such a dick," Hecate muttered. She took out her torches and lit them up with magic. She walked down the stairs, testing each one for sensor traps as she went. She could feel the magic of her keys pulsing stronger with every step.

      At the bottom of the stairs, she found a switch and flicked on the lights. Unlike the upstairs rooms that were dripping with opulence, the hidden room was set up like a sparse bunker with concrete walls and floors.

      "Panic room," Charon commented, looking around.

      "Research room," Hermes said and pointed to where there were metal shelves overflowing with stuffed folders and notebooks. Maps were pinned to the walls, covered with lines and Xs.

      "What was he looking for?" Erebus wondered as he flicked open a journal. Hecate studied the stretches of islands and ocean on the map.

      "Aeaea," she whispered. "He was looking for Circe."

      "But he already had her wand, so he would've known his way there," said Thanatos. "How else would he have gotten it?"

      Hecate opened one of the archive boxes stacked against the wall and started shuffling through the papers. There were sketches of the wand, detailed notes, and lists of tests.

      "Maybe Pandora gave him the wand for him to study how to use it," she said, passing Hermes the papers in her hand. "She wouldn't have needed something like the wand once she got hold of your staff, which is far more powerful."

      "This guy mustn't have trusted putting anything on a computer. Can't find a single typed document in all of this," said Erebus.

      "Paranoid about it being hacked maybe," Charon speculated.

      "They didn't trust each other at all if Pandora wasn't going to give up Aeaea's location, and Lander was seriously obsessed with Circe," Thanatos said, looking at a pile of sketches. They were all different depictions and artists' renditions of her throughout the centuries.

      "Let's pack it up and take it with us," said Hermes, unpinning the nearest map. "The last thing we need is Darius coming back and finding all of this."

      "I need my keys. I can feel them close by," Hecate replied and closed her eyes. Magic pulsed around her and she stretched out her hand, searching by sense instead of sight.

      "I'll make sure you don't crash into anything," said Thanatos beside her.

      Hecate followed the magic around the room to a small kitchenette with a sink full of dirty coffee mugs. She unscrewed a jar of sugar and buried in its granules was a set of black keys. As soon as her fingers touched them, the lost part of her magic came slamming into her. She gripped them tightly to her chest as the power of the Underworld and all its gateways lit up inside of her mind.

      "Steady, Hec, we don't need you opening the paths of the dead right now," Erebus called.

      "I won't," she said, her voice laden with magic. She opened her eyes to see Thanatos smiling at her.

      "Better?" he asked.  Hecate could feel his power more strongly, see his shade form lingering under his skin, as terrifyingly beautiful as she remembered.

      "Much better," she said and kissed him, her magic rushing over him.

      "Settle down with that power, lover. I really won't be able to control myself," Thanatos growled.

      "Let's get all of this stuff and go home," she replied.

      They were putting the last of the boxes into another of Hermes's bottomless sacks when Charon's phone buzzed insistently.

      "We need to run. Asterion said we have incoming," he said.

      "Allow me," said Hecate. She selected one of her keys and stretched out her power. The blade of the key slid into an invisible door, and they stepped out into the gardens.

      "Holy shit, you might want to warn a girl before you do that," said Ariadne.

      "Very smooth, but I'll take us home. It's been twenty years since you used those keys after all," Hermes told Hecate. Thanatos winked at her, and she held back the tongue lashing she was about to give the Olympian.

      "Any time now, Hermes, we have cars pulling up," Asterion said, holding tight to Ariadne.

      "Yeah, yeah," Hermes replied, and his magic enclosed them, pulling them back to Styx.
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      Two days later, the Court all received a message to meet at Hades's villa once more. Hecate had spent the last two days getting used to the feeling of her keys back in her possession and doing distance tests. Hermes was a dick, but he wasn't wrong in that she hadn't used them in twenty years and would need to build the distance of the doorways.

      "What are my chances that Selene has stopped being pissed off at me?" Hecate asked Thanatos as they readied to leave.

      "Bad, but Hermes's gratitude will be good," he said, taking her hand and squeezing it. "Selene will get over it."

      "I refuse to feel guilty about it. It's bad enough Ariadne was there and could've died from exposure to Apollo's arrows if we hadn't found them in time," Hecate replied. Their presence and their potency was worrying her almost as much as Medea's poison being used on Lander. She didn't want to imagine the damage someone like Darius could do with the bow of Apollo.

      "Medusa is onto something," Thanatos said, pulling her out of her thoughts.

      "How can you tell?"

      "If she wants us all to meet outside of Serpentine, it means she's worried about something leaking."

      Hecate pulled out her keys. "We had best not keep them waiting then."

      "Yes, we can," Thanatos said, before drawing her close and kissing her deeply. "Okay, now we can leave."

      "You did that to torture me for the next few hours, I know it," Hecate complained, and his smile widened.

      "Something to look forward to for later."

      

      Hades's lounge room was packed by the time they arrived. Hecate couldn't help but reflect on the last few weeks and how different she felt now with the whole Court around them. Hecate gave Selene a smile and got a return look that said they were going to talk afterward. She groaned inwardly.

      "Now, you know how I feel when you're pissed at me," Thanatos whispered to her.

      "I thought we were going to have to send a search party for you two," said Perseus as they sat on one of the couches beside him.

      "Now that we are all here, what's this about, Susa?" Hades asked, and the noise died down.

      "Lola recovered the footage off Lander's cameras last night, right before they were all wiped completely by another hacker. I didn't want any of it on the Serpentine servers because if Darius has someone that good on his payroll, I don't want them to have any way of getting in through my firewalls," Medusa explained, plugging a USB into Hades's television and playing the black and white footage.

      "That's Darius, all right," said Hermes as a man appeared on the screen. "He has a bit of grey in his hair, but I'd recognize that sleazy fuck anywhere."

      Hecate held tightly to Thanatos's hand as they watched Darius move calmly from room to room. He took a bow from his back and shot Apollo's arrows like he'd done it a hundred times before.

      "How the fuck did he get that bow?" Hades grumbled.

      "Another mystery," Persephone said beside him, hands covering her mouth as Darius took out a ancient sword and cut his way through the guards outside of Lander's office.

      “That’s Ares’s sword. How did he get that?” muttered Hades.

      “Gods know. Now is when things get really interesting," Medusa said and turned up the volume as the video moved to the office cameras.

      "Darius! You're alive," Lander said in shock. "I thought you were on the island with Pandora."

      "You thought I was dead, so it was okay to rob me and hock my treasures?" Darius hissed, tone icy. "Do you have any idea the fucking messes I've had to clean up in the last few days because of your recklessness? Fucking Hecate is awake and on the war path, and you didn't try to get in contact with me."

      "I didn't even consider that you would be alive. Elizabeth didn't tell me otherwise," Lander replied, his voice breaking. "About your things, I can get them back for you."

      "Don't bother, I already have them back in my possession. Elizabeth didn't reach out because she has been working on something specifically for me," Darius said and pulled a vial from his pocket.

      "What is it?" Lander asked, his curiosity overriding his fear.

      "You know what it is. I would have come to show you earlier, but I was too busy with damage control."

      Lander licked his lips. "Darius, please, believe me, I meant no disrespect. I swear, I thought you and Pandora were both dead, and Elizabeth was gone. I panicked because I thought the gods would be after me next."

      "I believe you, and that's why I haven't cut off your head. Where is the wand?" Darius asked, and Lander pulled it from a holster inside of his jacket.

      "I'll swap you. The key to undoing the damage the wand is wrecking your body with for the wand itself." Lander hesitated, his hand tightening on the relic. Darius clicked his tongue. "You can't keep using it."

      "I need it to protect myself from Hecate," Lander argued.

      "You drink this, and you'll be just as strong as them. Immortal. You won't need the wand to be able to defend yourself," Darius said and stroked the curve of Apollo's bow. "You can see for yourself that wielding a god's weapon isn't harming me at all. That's because I've drunk it."

      "What about Circe?" asked Lander.

      "What about her?" Darius said irritably. "She can't get off the island, and we still haven't squeezed everything out of Medea yet. We don't want to use up all of our assets at once."

      "You and Pandora said that about Hecate too. Now she's awake and is working against us with the Court of Styx, Darius! Don't be like Pandora and play games with them, or you'll end up as dead as she is," Lander argued.

      "Calm down and drink the serum. We will recover Circe soon, and you can satisfy your obsession with her as much as you like," said Darius and held out his hand. Lander passed over the wand and plucked the vial from the desk.

      "Here's to immortality," he said, unscrewing the lid.

      "Bottoms up," Darius replied with a smile. Lander tipped the vial down his throat. "You didn't think I'd forgive you that easily, did you?"

      "What?" Lander croaked. He managed to scream once before his voice box and throat rotted away, and he collapsed onto the carpet. Darius watched him die with all the curiosity of a child pulling the wings off a fly. Finally, he took out his phone, snapped some photos, and made a call.

      "Good Doctor, I hope I'm not waking you," he said smoothly as he twirled Circe's wand between his fingers. "Excellent. The witch's poison worked better than I imagined, so maybe feed her tonight for being a good girl, and these arrows? Fucking outstanding. Send the teams in to recover them and strip Lander's house of anything useful. I want those keys before Hecate can get them back." Darius laughed at something as he walked out of Lander's office. "Good idea, Elizabeth. Tell Kit to turn the surveillance off and stop dicking about."

      The footage died and Medusa let out a long sigh. "That's all we got, but it was enough. I haven't dared ask Lola to try to find any other surveillance on the mansion, in case Darius's guy is monitoring it."

      "They don't have Circe yet, that's something positive," Thanatos said, his arm going around Hecate.

      "They know where she is, though. Fuck, we need to find her before they decide to retrieve her," she said, fighting back nausea churning her stomach. "Medea is still alive, that's a relief."

      "Do you think she's helping them?" Hades asked, his frown deepening. "That was her poison they were using."

      "I know, but I doubt she's assisting them willingly. Medea might have given them the recipe so they would stop torturing her. I know what I saw when I touched the manacles from Darius's mansion, and believe me, she's not being treated as a guest," Hecate replied.

      "More questions than answers yet again," said Asterion and looked at Hades. "What do you think we should do next? We need to stop being reactive and find these bastards."

      "We need to split our resources," Persephone replied, her green eyes changing to black. "The triplets and Hecate can go after Circe. The rest of us need to start searching for Darius and whoever this Doctor Elizabeth is that he's working with."

      "Not to mention their hacker, Kit," said Medusa.

      "I don't like the idea of splitting us up, but I agree we need to find Circe and make sure we keep her out of Darius's hands," Hades replied and looked at Hecate. "You have been to her island before, so any idea where to start looking?"

      "It changed every time Zeus let me visit her. Maybe now that Zeus is dead, the location will be fixed. When my power is fully restored, I might be able to find a way to track her magic," Hecate said, her mind already thinking of ways to scry the island.

      "We can go through Lander's research too and see if that turns anything up," Hermes suggested.

      "Give it to Medusa's researchers to comb through," Hades instructed. "Hecate, let me know what you need beyond the triplets."

      "Everyone come and see me before you leave today. I have new phones for you just in case the ones you are currently using are compromised," Medusa said as the room erupted in conversation again.

      "Can I talk to you outside?" Selene asked Hecate. While everyone was pouring fresh drinks and arguing, they quietly slipped away.

      "I'm not going to apologize," Hecate said as they walked over the lawn with Jackal and Cerberus.

      "I don't want one, not anymore," Selene replied. She picked up a tennis ball and threw it for the dogs.

      "What's changed?"

      "The video. You and Hermes are right. I can't go up against plague arrows and magic wands," Selene said before facing her, "but I do expect you to treat me with respect and not just knock me out when I'm saying something you don't want to hear."

      "I would never do it unless it was under dire circumstances, Selene," replied Hecate. "You weren't listening to reason. Respect goes both ways. You are young, I know, and you are only just coming into your power. Hermes and I aren't trying to hold you back. We are trying to protect you until you're ready."

      "How am I meant to get ready if you both coddle me? I want to learn how to use this power inside of me, and you haven't even tried to train me," Selene argued.

      "Because I thought it would curse you," Hecate admitted, and Selene stopped in her tracks. "I don't suppose Hermes mentioned that? I trained both Circe and Medea, and they became targets. They were both like you; beautiful, talented, and eager to learn. They both have ended up full of darkness because of what has been done to them."

      "It's different with me. There are no other gods to curse me," Selene said with a shake of her head. "Persephone and I will be fine. We have no one else to teach us."

      "I know, and I haven't said no to training you, have I? I just needed some time to get my keys and feel like I'm ready to take you both on," Hecate explained and stared up at the darkening sky. "Circe and Medea will help you too once we get them. I never thought I'd ever feel safe enough to have a home, and be able to bring my family together."

      "Well, you do now. So, where do you think I should start with my power? You are going to have some time before you know where to start looking for Circe." Selene looped her arm around Hecate's and they began walking again. Jackal came bounding up to them and coughed out the ball onto Hecate's feet. She patted his head and then smiled.

      "Actually, I know exactly where we can start," she said.
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      The warehouse on the outskirts of Styx smelled like spilled beer, cigarettes, and blood. Thanatos stood outside of the back door, keeping an eye out in case anyone decided to turn up unexpectedly. His phone buzzed in his pocket.

      Are you sure she doesn't need our help? Selene texted him. He shook his head at the white van on the other side of the parking lot where she waited.

      Hecate wanted to do it on her own and I promised to keep you out until she said so.

      Thanatos didn't want to offend Selene by laughing at her, even though the urge was there. He put his phone away as shouts of terror and gunfire echoed from inside the warehouse. He started counting and only got to thirty before the door beside him opened, and a blood-flecked Hecate was smiling at him.

      "I'm done," she said and waved at Selene.

      "I'm sure Jackal is going to appreciate this when you tell him," Thanatos said as he followed her inside.

      "I always keep my promises, you know that," Hecate replied. She stepped over a body and flicked on the lights. The group of men that were a part of the dogfighting ring were all dead, and Thanatos helped Hecate cover them up before Selene came in.

      "God, it stinks in here," Selene said. She was carrying a medical bag even though Thanatos knew she wouldn't need it.

      "The dogs most injured are over here," Hecate instructed. "That's where we are going to start."

      Thanatos's heart swelled as he watched Hecate and Selene heal the injured animals with magic. There were ten dogs altogether, and Selene had already contacted her friend Julie to take them in her shelter. One young Doberman refused to leave Hecate's side, and Thanatos knew from the way that Hecate kept touching its ears that it was going to come home with them.

      "I can get these over to Jules by myself if you don't need my help finishing up?" Selene asked, her face still glowing with how much magic she used.

      "Go ahead, I can get us home," Hecate said, hugging Selene. "You did really well. I told you that healing was your innate gift."

      "Yeah. Yeah. You're always right. You and Hermes can get matching t-shirts," Selene replied before jumping in the driver's seat and starting up the van.

      "I'll never wear matching shirts with Hermes. My love for you has limits, Selene," said Hecate, making Thanatos laugh. They both looked up at the warehouse.

      "What do you think?" he asked.

      "Let's burn it," Hecate replied with a decisive nod. Drawing her power up from inside of her, she placed her hand on the door of the warehouse and set the fire inside of her loose. The Doberman barked excitedly as Hecate stepped back, and they all watched it burn.

      Thanatos put an arm around her shoulders. "Not bad for our first date. I hope you're the kind of girl to put out." He yelped when Hecate bit him, but then she kissed him roughly before he could complain. The ichor in his veins burned like it always did when Hecate was pressed against him.

      "I'm going to take you home and do that thing that you like," she said breathlessly when their lips parted. "And a few other things."

      "Then hurry up with those keys," Thanatos replied, his grip on her tightening.

      Hecate smiled wickedly and opened a doorway. Thanatos imagined them tearing each other's clothes off instantly, but instead, they found Erebus and Charon in their kitchen.

      "What the fuck are you two doing here?" he complained.

      "Waiting for you to stop picking out a dog together obviously," said Erebus as he knelt and cuddled the Doberman.

      "Medusa's nerds have finished going through all of Lander's research and everything that you told them about your trips to the island," Charon said. He passed Hecate an iPad and pointed to the digital map. "They narrowed Aeaea down to these three possible locations. These two are easy enough to get to by boat, but I can take the helicopter and try to find this other one."

      "When can we leave?" Hecate asked.

      "Three days at the earliest. I need a service finished on the helicopter, and we need boats for the other two," Charon replied.

      "Excellent news," said Thanatos. "Now, if you two wouldn't mind fucking off so I can get back to my date, that would great."

      Charon groaned. "Whatever, I'll let you know when the helicopter is done."

      "Did you get your dating advice from Hermes?" Erebus said in disgust. "Hec, let me know if you'd like to go out on a real date sometime."

      "Bye boys," she said, looping her arms around Thanatos's neck. They couldn't get out of the front door fast enough. Hecate laughed softly against him and his heart filled with love as he looked down at her, the fierce goddess that finally belonged to him.

      "What's wrong?" she asked.

      "Nothing. You're perfect, but I do have a very serious question to ask you."

      Hecate's smile widened. "Oh?"

      Thanatos lifted Hecate up, a thrill running through him as her legs went around his waist. "What exactly were those other things you had in mind?"
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      On the other side of the Aegean, a plate of food was pushed through a slot in the metal door of a cell.

      "Your poison worked better than we expected," Darius said, looking through the panel of glass. "You know it really is a fucked up way to kill someone."

      In the gloom, Medea opened her vicious green eyes and glared at him. "Not if they deserve it."

      Gods knew she had thought of the thousand ways she was going to kill him and the bitch doctor as soon as she got free. She didn't move to take the plate. Didn't want to give him the satisfaction of watching her scramble for it like a starving dog, even if she hadn't been given food for over a fortnight.

      "You know, we really could come to a better arrangement if you would help me willingly," Darius said, his voice dropping to a husky timbre that left Medea feeling dirty. That voice and gorgeous face was partly the reason she had gotten herself into this mess.

      "You haven't made that offer in years. What's the matter, Darius? You're looking nervous tonight," Medea replied, tilting her head. She could smell the faintest aroma fear mixed in with his aftershave.

      "I'm not nervous," he said and gave her his most charming smile. "You are going to have some company soon. Isn't that exciting? Would you like to guess who?" Medea didn't even blink in response. She wouldn't give him the satisfaction of playing any of his games. "Oh, you're no fun at all. Here's a hint." Darius pulled out a wand that Medea would've recognized anywhere. Oh gods, please no...

      "That's right, I have a team going to find your Auntie Circe."

      "I hope she turns you all into pigs and eats you for dinner," Medea hissed.

      "She didn't last time I saw her, so I doubt it. Let's hope she's more accommodating and helpful than you."

      Medea got to her feet with her hands balled into fists. "When I get out of here, I'm going to make you scream for mercy, Darius. None of your relics or science is going to save you from my wrath. I will burn you and everything you love to the ground and piss in the ashes."

      "Whatever you need to tell yourself, pet. No one has tried to rescue you in the past ten years. Hecate is awake, and she doesn't give a fuck enough to try and find you either. So, lover, make as many threats you want. They are as empty as they've ever been because you're a spiteful, cruel bitch, and I'm all you have," Darius said and walked away, taking the food with him.

      Medea put her head in her hands to hide her smile. Hecate was awake and Darius was a fool to think she wasn't coming for her. Medea's hands tightened over her mouth, her long black hair shielding her face from the cameras as she held in her mad laugh.

      It was only a matter of time now before she tore them all apart.
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      The Ionian Sea was stretched out in an expanse of indigo blue and bright sunshine. Charon checked his instruments and turned up his music to fight off his boredom.

      He had been flying over this particular stretch of water for over a week now, on an endless triangular lap between Sicily, Corfu, and Kephalonia, all in search of an island the gods didn’t want to be found.

      Fucking Zeus and his dumb ass curses.

      Charon would have flat out refused to bother looking if it wasn’t for who they were searching for; Circe, the sorceress of fame and legend, and another of Hecate’s powerful bloodline. So powerful that she had to be locked up where she couldn’t stir up a rebellion if she got bored. Just another fine example of Zeus being an insecure prick.

      After learning that Darius Drakos had Medea, Hecate’s search for Circe had become her biggest concern, and Charon had been recruited to help out. Medusa and the rest of the Court were left to find Darius and his collection of relics, with the exception of Perseus, who was too busy with an upcoming exhibit to chase monsters. Medusa wanted him out of it as much as possible after almost getting blown up at Darius’s villa, and Charon didn’t blame her. Perseus was still the legal guardian of Dany, and despite her prodigious talent, she was only human.

      The satellite phone chimed over his headset, snapping Charon back to attention as he reached out to answer. “What?”

      “Anything yet?” Thanatos asked, his voice sounding scratched out and far away.

      “Only loads and loads of nothing. What about you, guys?”

      Thanatos and Hecate were doing their searching by boat, and his brother was no doubt enjoying spending his days ogling Hecate in a bikini. Half his luck.

      “Nothing yet. Maybe the research was wrong, and we fucked up,” Thanatos answered.

      “All the research and the legends point to this stretch of water, but maybe Zeus’s glamor is more powerful than Hecate thought. Even being dead, the bastard is fucking with us,” Charon replied.

      “Have you tried using the amulet yet?” Charon tried to think of a decent lie, but Thanatos was too quick. “What’s the point of having it if you aren’t going to even try using it?”

      “I don’t like using magic when I’m trying to fly a helicopter at the same time. It seems like a good way to die,” Charon said. “The magic could fry the instruments, and then I’d be totally fucked.”

      “Don’t worry, I’d rescue you from the Underworld if you crash and burn.”

      Charon laughed grimly. “And that’s supposed to comfort me?”

      “Is he saying my magic isn’t going to work? Because that’s how it sounds right now,” Hecate said in the background.

      “I would never dare insinuate such a thing. No matter how great her magic is, it still likes to screw with tech in unexpected ways,” argued Charon.

      “What’s the worst that could happen?” Thanatos asked. Charon heard the snigger in his voice and hung up on him. Dick. Charon turned his music up again.

      It was okay for Thanatos, he was the titan of death, it was a walk in the park for him to come back into his body. Charon was determined not to need Hades to make him a new body any time soon; he was only just getting used to the one he had. And it would take forever to get his tattoos back in the right places. He was still getting the touch-up work done where Pithos’s goons had staked him to a car bonnet months ago.

      Charon rubbed at his shoulder, the phantom pain of metal being shoved through him still bothering him whenever he thought about it. He wasn’t keen on any unnecessary pain that wasn’t decorative.

      With great reluctance, Charon finally gave in and pulled the talisman from his pocket. It looked harmless enough, a shiny bronze disc hanging from a piece of leather. The small figures carved into it didn’t make sense to him, but they did to Hecate. One figure looked like a plant, another a primitive cauldron, and a straight line.

      “I better not live to regret this,” he said with a sigh before he put the necklace over his head. As soon as the bronze settled on his chest, magic pulsed like a bolt of static on his skin, hitting him straight in the heart.

      “Fuuuuccckk, I hate magic,” Charon groaned, rubbing at the space to soften the sting and cursing sorceresses and their trinkets. Then he looked up and saw the dark cloud in the distance that he was certain hadn’t been there a minute ago.

      “There isn’t meant to be any storms today,” Charon muttered. He had been checking the weather reports and warnings religiously every morning before take off.  Charon tried to course-correct and go around it, but the small cloud exploded, sweeping him into a wave of darkness.  Charon fumbled with one hand to call Thanatos back.

      “What?”

      “Are you seeing this fucking storm?” Charon shouted, struggling to keep flying straight.

      “What storm? There’s nothing on the radar. What are you talking about?” Thanatos replied, his voice starting break up. Charon didn’t reply, all of his concentration was focused on keeping himself in the air as lighting and thunder crashed around him. His instruments started to malfunction, dials whirring, and alarms screaming.

      “I fucking hate magic!” he shouted as he started to go down, the strong air currents sucking him towards the sea with impossible force. Charon screamed as something shot through the windscreen, stopping just before it pierced his face.

      Is that a fucking spear? He didn’t have time to be sure as the helicopter hit trees, and his world went black.

      Charon didn’t know how long he had been out when he finally came back to consciousness. He blinked the golden ichor from his eyes and stared at the spear tip, still an inch from his face.

      Through the smashed windscreen, he could make out green forest all around him, whipping about as the storm raged on. With shaking hands, he gripped the shaft of the spear and pushed it backward out of the glass to give him space to get around it. Fumbling with ichor smeared hands, he unclipped the seat belt and opened the cabin door.

      Definitely, two broken ribs and a cut somewhere, fucking just what I need.

      Charon slid out onto the wet ground, disorientated and woozy. He looked at the trees around him and the helicopter. Apart from the windscreen and scratches from its landing, it looked suspiciously undamaged from its crash landing in the small gully.

      A roar shook the world over the thunder and wind. His stomach turned to ice as a prowling lioness appeared on the small hill in front of him. Her yowl shook the gully again, and Charon’s knees wobbled. He really didn’t want to have to fight a lion after a crash as well.

      The Fates really do hate me.

      A woman appeared through the mist; her braids, and the chiton dress she was wearing drenched. The look on her face rivaled the storm above them.

      “Who are you? And why are you here?” she demanded angrily. Magic hissed in the air again, and another spear appeared in her hand.

      “Did you throw a spear at my helicopter?” he asked incredulously before he could check himself.

      “Answer my question!” She hefted the spear, aiming it at his head.

      The world around Charon spun as he tried to take a step toward her, his vision staining with darkness.

      “I’ve come to rescue you?” he slurred as he reached out to steady himself.

      The lion pounced, and he hit the ground in a dead faint.

      ***

      Want to find out if Circe’s lion makes a snack out of our ferryman? CHARON is coming soon, so subscribe to my website to find out the Court Gossip on release dates: https://alessathornauthor.com/alessa-news/
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