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For my faithful Starcrossed readers.
This one’s for you.






CHAPTER 1

T he bass pounding out of the speakers was so loud that
the little hairs on Helen’s forearms stood on end and
pulsed in time. Helen watched them, fascinated for a
moment until she shivered suddenly from the unnerving
sensation of feeling sound on her skin.

Her mind rabbited around the fact that if she were
mortal, she'd be going deaf right now, and she reached for her
drink to derail what she knew would be a downward spiral of
thoughts that inevitably led to the conclusion that if Helen
were mortal, her father would still be alive.

“Do-You-Want-Another!” Helen yelled at Hector.

He stared at her mouth, perplexed. She raised her glass
and shook the half-melted cubes around to show that they
were, sadly, no longer surrounded by vodka. She watched his
mouth move, apparently soundlessly, as he failed to shout
down the speakers. He finally gave up on verbal communica-
tion and shook his head. Helen didn’t see the cocktail server

anywhere.
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She stood up from their VIP booth and swam upstream
against the current of partygoers who were trying to navigate
away from the bar with hands full of sloshing drinks, and
brains slippery with alcohol. Everyone in the nightclub was
wasted, but that’s exactly why she and Hector were there in
Los Angeles on a Tuesday night at one a.m. To be just two
more mammals in an undulating, anonymous herd, prefer-
ably a herd that had been so jaded by constant celebrity sight-
ings that they looked right past any faces or bodies that were
too perfect to be normal.

Helen made it to the bar by squeezing in sideways
between two dudes’ backs and smiled hopefully at one of the
all-female bartenders wearing black halter tops that said, Pour
Girl stenciled on the front. The bartenders were far from
identical, but they seemed like sisters. Their body types and
coloring varied. Skinny, curvy, short, tall, light, dark, what-
ever you were looking for, there was a Pour Girl representing,
but even with all these differences they had one thing in
common. They were scary hot. Scary because they sort of
resembled vampires with their inky eyeliner and oddly sharp
teeth, and hot because they oozed sex appeal with their
cynical yet flirty half-smiles, cocked hips, and scantily clad
bodies. One of the bartenders narrowed her eyes and tipped
her chin up at Helen in invitation, but before Helen could
shout her order, a man behind the bar came up to the Pour
Girl and said something in her ear. The guy looked like a
young, hip Santa. He was wearing a t-shirt that said, Parry
God. Helen recognized him instantly. She recognized the
bartenders, too.

“Dionysus!” she shouted, pointing a finger at him. She
hadn’t seen him since the wedding.
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The bartender-maenad gave Helen a sympathetic look.
“Sorry about your dad!” she shouted above the din and then
gestured past Helen to engage some other customer.

Helen stared at Dionysus, not sure what she wanted to
say, but certain that they should speak. She felt like he owed
her something. Maybe it was an apology, though she knew
that wouldn’t help. Maybe it was an explanation, though she
already knew his reasons for doing what he had done.

Sighing, Dionysus gestured for Helen to meet him at the
end of the bar. She fought against the crowd until she got to
the place where the bar swung upward on hinges. Dionysus
brought her behind the bar and into the liquor storage room
where barbacks were shouldering bags of ice from the walk-in
cooler and changing out the lines on kegs of beers. It was
quieter in there. Helen’s heels sunk into the holes in the
squishy, honeycomb floor mats, and she nearly tipped over as
she rounded on Dionysus. By then she’d figured out what she
wanted to say.

“Where’s Hera?” she demanded, throwing oft his
attempt to steady her.

He held up his hands, backing off. “Gone. Back on
Olympus.”

Helen could hear that he wasn’t lying. She didn’t have to
look at his heart to know how much he pitied her. Even while
it was happening, Helen had known that he and his maenads
had wanted no part in her father’s death four months ago,
but the Olympians were too powerful. Hera had forced them
into doing it. Helen had never been able to stay angry at
anyone before, but that had changed. Hating Hera was easy.
In fact, hating people had become easy, period. The hard part

was shutting it off before she did something irreversible. She
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balled up her hands and smothered the sparks shimmering
just under her skin.

“If you see Hera, tell her I'm coming for her,” she said,
trying to move past him and leave.

“Does it matter?” he asked.

“Yes!” she shouted back.

“No, it doesn’t. Your father’s death was a parting shot
from the Olympians. They’re holed up on Olympus, and it
doesn’t look like they’re coming back,” he said.

“How do you know they’re not coming back?”

Dionysus hufted with frustration, caught. “Because none
of them are strong enough to defeat you, and Olympus is a
damn sight better than Tartarus.” He looked at her sympa-
thetically. “Revenge isn’t you, Helen. That’s how zhey did
things. You’re different. You know I’m right.”

It annoyed Helen to no end knowing that Hera had
gotten away with it. But Dionysus was right. Hera didn’t
matter. Helen was using her as something to focus on,
anything but what was really bothering her. She tried to push
past Dionysus and leave the room.

“What are you doing, Helen?” Dionysus asked,
sounding dismayed as he stepped in front of her, keeping her
there.

“What does it look like?”

She knew what he meant. She just didn’t want to get into
it. More sparks. Her hands shook with the effort it took to
hold them back. She shifted anxiously on the bad pairing of
her shoes and the floor mats while Dionysus watched her
struggle for control. In the low light, he could see the electric
glow under her skin. He knew what she could do with it, but
he wasn’t scared. Probably because he was used to being cere-
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moniously ripped into pieces by his maenads only to be
reborn every year.

“You can’t drink the pain away,” he said, his intimate rela-
tionship with both partying and pain apparent in his tone.

“Isn’t that the whole point of you?” Helen asked, “To
drink and dance until you forget about your problems?”

He smiled, shaking his head, like he was so accustomed to
being misunderstood he knew better than to try to explain
himself. “The question you should be asking is whether or
not this is the point of yox.”

Helen opened her mouth but realized she had no come-
back. She stormed past Dionysus. He turned with her,
making a frustrated sound.

“You’re a leader, Helen,” he said, raising his voice as she
got farther away. “The small gods are waiting to see what
you’ll do. Stop wasting time the world doesn’t have!”

Her throat tight and her fists clenched, Helen dove back
into the sea of people on the other side of the bar. Threading
through flailing arms and gyrating pelvises, she was quickly
disoriented. Helen stopped in the middle of the room, trying
to get her bearings, and deflated when she heard the sound of
angry bellows over the deafening music. Even amidst the
frantic dancing, the off-rhythm motions of a brawl were
unmistakable.

“Dammit,” she mumbled to herself.

When she got back to the VIP booth area, she saw that
Hector was letting some meathead beat on him. He just
stood there for a bit, taking the abuse, before he pretty much
threw the drunk idiot off of him and into someone else. This
only spurred the havoc on, reeling in more drunk idiots who

were spoiling for a fight.
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“Seriously?” Helen asked Hector as a new guy stepped up
to him.

Hector shrugged, happier than Helen had seen him in a
while, and pretended to throw a few jabs, all of which he
pulled. Hector wasn’t trying to hurt the guy, he just wanted
to get him angrier before sending him into the general
mayhem that Helen was sure he had created. Helen noticed
the black-clad bouncers with earpieces and walkie-talkies
making their way toward them.

“Time to go!” she said, grabbing Hector. She searched for
a shadowy place to hide them while she portaled them away,
but there were too many people around them. All the
shadows were taken.

Cursing Hector while dodging flying fists, Helen
dragged him toward the door. She had to influence a few
hearts along the way to get him out of there, convincing the
bouncers that they were innocent bystanders even though
Hector was still pushing people into each other, trying to
make more trouble.

“I can’t take you anywhere. Why must you always start
something?” she snapped when they were out the door and
half a block away.

“It’s too early to go home,” Hector said, still amped up,
grinning. He grabbed Helen’s waist and pulled her against
him while they walked. “Let’s go to Vegas.”

“Not again,” she said, trying to push him away, although
he had suddenly seemed to have sprouted ten hands and all of
them were trying to tickle her, or lift her up, or just pester her
in general. There was a gust of wind that pushed her against
Hector even as she tried to veer away. The Santa Ana winds
were blowing, hot and dry.
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“Yes, again,” Hector said as he picked her up and carried
her. “Come on. It’ll be fun.”

“For you,” Helen said.

“Vegas,” he insisted, holding her tight to his chest and
burying his face in her neck. He kept chanting the word until
she was squirming and squealing. She finally gave in.

“Okay!” she said. She pointed to a dark doorway. “Bring
me over there.”

As soon as they were in shadows, Helen portaled them to
Everyland first.

Hector groaned when he saw that they were in the house
Helen had created for herself in her world. “Not the Vegas
here. 1 always win here. There’s no point.”

“You need a change,” Helen said, jumping out of his
arms. “Your shirt’s ripped, and I'm pretty certain that’s
someone else’s blood,” she said, pointing to a red stain on the
thigh of his pants. “I could change you on the way there,
but...”

“Too freaky,” Hector agreed, already walking away from
her toward his room while he stripped oft his shirt.

He hated it when Helen changed him while going
through a portal. There was no physical bathing or handling
occurring, it was just a wish-like thought that was instantly
granted by Helen’s ability as a Worldbuilder, but the experi-
ence was alarming. Lucas had done it to Helen once, and she
knew how strange it felt.

“But we’re not staying all night,” she called out, shoving
the thought of Lucas back down into whatever hole in her
soul it had crawled out of.

She went into her enormous closet and looked at all the
clothes hung or shelved in there. She could think herself into
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anything—gowns, jewels, jeans, t-shirts. She could even
portal herself back in a Ferrari or a yacht if she wanted, as
long as she’d seen it somewhere in the real world first. Helen
had a good imagination, but that didn’t mean everything she
imagined would work in the physics of the real world. For
instance, she could imagine a jet that looked like a teddy bear,
but that didn’t mean it would fly.

Technically, she didn’t need a closet or garage to store
anything either, because the shift could be made in transit
between Everyland and Earth, but sometimes she wanted to
go through the process of selection. Deciding on clothes,
makeup, cars, and shoes helped keep her from dwelling on
anything emotionally damaging, which was why she had
created this house and its closets to begin with. Distraction.

Her glance landed on a dress she'd seen in a magazine and
had filed away in her collection a few weeks ago, but her gaze
slid off the elegant garment as the exchange she’d had with
Dionysus came back to her.

“You okay?” Hector asked behind her.

Helen spun around, feeling caught, like she was breaking
their unspoken rule to keep it light when they went out
together. She smiled at him as he approached her.

“Are you going to put that on?” she asked instead of
answering, pointing at the fresh shirt he held in his hand.

He kept coming toward her, his expression neutral while
he tried to read hers. “Don’t,” he said, taking a guess as to
what she was thinking about and deciding it was Lucas.

“I'won’t,” she replied, looking up at him.

He was practically pressing up against her and she

wondered if he would kiss her this time. She wondered if

she’d let him.
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Over the past four months since they’'d been betrayed by
the people who'd claimed to love them, Helen and Hector
had nearly kissed several times. They were always touching
each other, standing too close, hands straying, but nothing
definitive had happened between them yet. It was as if their
body language was telling everyone else that they were a
couple, but when they were alone, neither of them was
willing to be the first one to step over that line.

“Let’s go,” he said, moving back to put his shirt on.

She grabbed the dress and portaled them to Vegas with
plenty of cash in their pockets.

Helen knew she was technically counterfeiting, but she’d
cleared her conscience of that long ago. A few thousand
dollars here and there was not about to upset the world econ-
omy, and Hector needed a physical limit to his gambling.
Ones and zeros in a bank account meant nothing to him, but
if he had actual cash or chips that he was playing with, he'd
stop when he got to the end of them.

His father had already cut him off. Left to his own
devices, Hector would get himself into serious trouble. He
was looking for it, too. Hoping to anger the kind of people
who broke kneecaps just to give himself an excuse to get into
a real fight, but Helen wasn’t going to let that happen. He'd
never forgive himself if he went too far and killed a mortal. It
was another line neither of them was willing to cross. There
weren’t many of those left for them.

Normally, it cooled down considerably in the high desert
at night, but when Helen portaled she and Hector to a quiet
spot just off the strip in Las Vegas, it was hot and windy.
Though there was no sun in the sky, the atmosphere still radi-
ated heat like there was. In the half a block it took them to get
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into the casino, Helen felt sweat jump to her skin, only to be
sucked away by the thirsty air. It had been dry everywhere,
though. It was spring, and usually, it would rain nearly every
day in Massachusetts, but there had been nothing.

Going into the climate-controlled lobby of the casino was
no less shocking than entering another world. They immedi-
ately sought the most action, doing a lap around the casino,
past flashing lights and bleeps and bloops that seemed more
geared toward children who wanted to play video games than
grown-ups. Helen hated Las Vegas. It was like one, big,
joyless carnival where avarice and disappointment collided,
and like the gaudy wall-to-wall carpeting, it was only brightly
colored to cover up the stains. At the moment, gaudy joyless-
ness suited Helen’s temperament just fine.

They roamed from one room to another, hardly noticing
when the décor of the never-ending labyrinth changed
minutely. She never knew what would catch Hector’s fancy.
Sometimes he played blackjack, sometimes roulette or poker.
He didn’t have a favorite.

They followed the sound of raucous cheering to a craps
table. A group of men in tuxedos were clustered around one
end of it, goading on the roller. Their energy was teetering
between excitement and violence. That was the real reason
Hector wanted to come here, Helen realized. He was still
looking for a fight. He joined the action and placed a bet.
Helen had no idea how craps even worked. She knew there
were dice involved and that was about it.

A quick glance around told her that there were no
women standing with this group of men, which was odd. For
some reason Helen couldn’t fathom, Vegas adhered to strictly
misogynistic rules that were stuck in the Rat Pack era. High
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rollers always collected arm charms, but there wasn’t a short
skirt in sight at this table, apart from Helen’s. Usually,
Hector and Helen had to block any incoming suitors for each
other, and by this point, Helen would be busy letting all the
starry-eyed females know that Hector already had a date.
Given the circumstances, Helen decided it was okay for her
to sit down.

“Not the gambling type?” asked a male voice.

Helen turned her head and found that one of the tuxe-
doed men was taking a seat beside her. His bow tie was
undone, his hair was mussed, and he draped himself with
inebriated ease over the chair and the edge of the table.
Though he was loose-limbed after what appeared to be a long
night, his gaze was clear and steady, like he’d drunk himself
sober. In one hand he was shuflling a pair of coins, weaving
them over and under each other in a smooth and constant
motion. He wasn’t the most handsome man Helen had ever
seen, but he had nice hands.

“I've never seen the appeal,” she said, answering his
question.

“Then why are you here?”

She gestured towards Hector. “I’'m his muscle.”

Tux laughed and nodded, appreciating the banter. He
took one of his coins, put the edge of it on the table, and gave
it a twirl, sending it spinning.

“It’s all fixed, anyway,” Helen continued, watching the
coin blur into a sphere as it skimmed across the tabletop.
“The house always wins.”

“Eventually, yeah,” Tux agreed. He pressed his hand flat
over the coin, stopping it. “Heads or tails?” he asked.

“I told you. I don’t gamble.”
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He kept his hand over the coin. Helen saw a preternat-
ural gleam in his eyes. “This isn’t gambling. It’s chance.”

“What’s the difference?”

“The odds are evened. Fifty-fifty. We both risk an equal
amount. There is no ‘house’ and no one is in control. Just—"
He waved his free hand as if to indicate something ineffable.

But Helen wanted an answer. “Fate?” she guessed.

He frowned. “The opposite, actually. Uncertainty.”

A breath of a laugh escaped her. “What’s your name?”

“Plutus.”

“Interesting name.” He was obviously Greek, but if he
was one of the lesser gods, Helen had never heard of him.

“You’re stalling. Take a guess,” he coaxed.

“Why?”

His expression softened with a whimsical thought. “To
see if you’re lucky.”

“Heads,” she replied immediately, though not sure why.

Before Plutus could lift his hand and reveal the outcome,
all hell broke loose over at the craps table. An influx of
gamblers had joined Hector and the tuxedoed men, and for
whatever reason the newcomers had been stupid or drunk
enough to get into it with Hector. One of them was flying
through the air toward Helen’s table. She jumped up before
he landed and ran to intervene.

Starting a fight at a nightclub was one thing, but Vegas
didn’t mess around. Casinos were too well lit and there were
cameras everywhere. There was no way for them to hide their
abilities, and they couldn’t just run or portal away to avoid
getting arrested. Helen was not going to jail. It was a school
night. She clamped onto Hector’s forearm and dragged him
out of the casino, her eyes secking out cameras along the way.
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“What is wrong with you?” she growled at him. A pair of
security guards stepped in front of them, motioning for them
to stop. “It’s okay,” Helen said to them, smiling brightly until
confusion clouded their faces and she could push past.

“This time it wasn’t my fault, I swear,” Hector argued as
Helen pulled him outside. “I was having a conversation with
one of the servants of Tyche, and this jackass...”

“Whar?” Helen marched Hector around a corner.

“Tux guys. Servants of Tyche.” He pulled back on his
arm, forcing Helen to spin around and come back to him.

“Who’s Tyche?” Helen asked, looking up at him. He had
blood on his face. Helen kind of hoped it was his.

“Lady Luck. Goddess of Chance.” Hector grinned. “If
she were on my side I'd never lose.”

Helen scoffed. “The last thing you need is to go on a
winning streak and draw even more attention to yourself,”
she said. And, deciding the night was over, she portaled them
back to the Delos brownstone in New York City.

“I've seen them before,” Hector said as they started
climbing the stairs from the ground floor.

“Where?” Helen asked. She certainly hadn’t seen a bunch
of tuxedoed servants of Tyche hanging around before that
night.

“Atlantic City,” Hector said, his pace slowing as he
reached the top of the stairs and past the entrance to the nap
room. When Helen got alongside him, she saw why. Pallas,
Hector’s father, was sitting on one of the comfortable
couches in the nap room, waiting for them.

“Is that where you were tonight? Atlantic City?” Pallas
asked.

“What are you doing here, Dad?” Hector did not choose
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to join his father in the nap room, so neither did Helen. They
stood in the doorway, half in and half out of Pallas’ ambush.

“Don’t you have classes tomorrow morning?” Pallas
sounded calm, but underneath, he was obviously simmering.

Hector sighed. “What is this? An intervention?”

“If it were an intervention the whole family would be
here. I came to talk to you.”

This confrontation had been coming for a while, and
Helen was actually glad it was coming from Pallas. Of all the
adults in their lives, he was the least likely to make Helen feel
guilty for partying too much. And if he did try to wag a
finger, Helen wasn’t about to buy it. She'd heard stories
about him in his twenties—she’d even seen him back then,
looking like a suave, New York City party boy—and she
knew he didn’t have a leg to stand on.

“Look, I know you’re upset about Andy,” Pallas began.
Helen cringed. Leading with Andy was a terrible idea.

The details about what had happened to Andy while
she’d been doing research in the Arctic had come out in bits
and pieces over the past four months. Her professor on the
research boat had actually been Hera, and once Andy had
been separated from Hector for a few months, Hera had fed
the small spark of jealousy in Andy until she had allowed
herself to be a vessel for one of the vengeful spirits that Hera
had convinced to side with the Olympians.

When all was said and done, not only had Andy ghosted
Hector, but she’d also turned against the Scions and was
even willing to help Hera capture Helen. Hector had felt
more betrayed by this than Helen had. To Hector, family
was everything, and in the attempt on Helen’s life, Andy
had attacked Ariadne. While Ariadne was still mortal, no
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less. Ariadne was strong enough to handle Andy a dozen
times over—even before Helen had gotten Everyland back
and made her immortal—but she was still Hector’s little
sister. Attacking his family was the worst thing anyone
could do to him, regardless of what vengeful spirit was to
blame.

When she snapped out of Hera’s delusions, Andy had
been devastated by what she’d done. Still, she couldn’t deny
that she had allowed herself to become a vessel for an evil
spirit. Shed tried to apologize a thousand times, but Hector
wouldn’t hear it. He was too hurt. She hadn’t trusted him, so
he no longer trusted her. He’d been betrayed, just as Helen
had been betrayed by Lucas.

“Upset doesn’t begin to describe it, Dad,” Hector said.
He looked at Helen. “Can we get out of here?”

“Wait,” Pallas said, grabbing Helen’s arm before she
could portal them away. “Kate lost him, too...”

“Oh, hell no,” Helen muttered, trying to disentangle
herself from his grasp. She couldn’t talk about her dad.

“You think you can’t screw up your life,” Pallas contin-
ued, still holding her there. “That you have a solution to
everything. And sure, you can party all night and make it to
school the next day, and phone it in, and what’s it going to do
to your future? Probably nothing you can’t fix with a quick
trip to Everyland. But ’'m not here to lecture you about how
you’re messing up your future. I'm here to tell you that
you’re messing up 7Zght now. You’re hurting the people who
love you right now, and that’s something you can’t take back
no matter how powerful you are.” Pallas let go of Helen’s
arm.

Helen felt a surge of anger. She hadn’t been the one to
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screw up her life. That had been done for her, # her, just
hours after he’'d promised to love her forever.

The words came flying out of Helen, thoughtlessly.
“Why don’t you ask Lucas to give back Aileen?”

Helen’s question hit Pallas like a physical thing. He froze,
staring at her, unable to answer. She felt Hector put a hand
on her waist.

“Let’s go,” he said quietly in her ear and she portaled
them to Everyland.

They stood in the middle of the living room area. White
furniture and walls of glass that looked out over a sparkling
cityscape surrounded them. The huge room felt dark and
lonely in the night.

“I'm sorry. I shouldn’t have brought up your mother,”
Helen said.

Hector shook his head. “It’s okay. And he hasn’t, by the
way. Asked for her back.”

Helen wondered how he knew that. She supposed they
all must have seen Lucas plenty of times over the past few
months, though no one had spoken to her about it.

“Have you?”

“I miss her, but I don’t know if it’s right to bring her
back.” He shrugged and gestured around in a vague way.
“She’s been gone for twelve years. And she’s in a better
place.”

“How do you know that?”

He looked reluctant to say it, but he finally did. “Lucas
had a long talk with me, Jason, and Ari about her. He said
she drinks from the River of Joy. She’s at peace.”

Helen knew she should let this go, but she couldn’t. “He
talks to you?”
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“He comes home every day. He has until the end of
summer before he... you know.”

Before he descends into Hades and never comes back,
Helen finished in her mind silently. She’'d never say that out
loud to Hector, though. He still felt it was his fault that
Lucas had traded himself for Hades in a bargain to bring
Hector back from the dead. That guilt was part of the reason
he was hiding here in Everyland with Helen, though she
knew Lucas’ vow was not Hector’s fault. If anyone was to
blame, outside of the Fates who had engineered the entire
situation, it was Lucas. In her experience, he made a lot of
choices that involved the lives and deaths of others without
ever asking anyone what they wanted first.

“And you never asked to see her, or talk to her? Not even
just one more time?”

“No, but not for me. For her.”

She turned away from him, feeling ashamed of her own
selfishness. “I don’t get that.”

“Iknow,” he said. “But you might someday.”
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T hey slept for only a few hours before Helen’s alarm
went off. She heard Hector protesting the obnoxious
sound from his bed in the next room.

“You’re a sadist!” he yelled.

Helen went to the fridge. It was stocked with some
special foods and drinks that she had designed. Her versions
of ambrosia. On the door was a beverage she and Hector had
been drinking more and more lately—an instant cure for
hangovers. She grabbed two of the glass bottles and brought
them into Hector’s room. He was sprawled across the bed,
the sheets and covers thrown about him wildly. He took his
drink and sat up.

“Why do you even have hangovers in Everyland?” he
asked, not at all happy with the amount of sunlight
streaming through his window.

“Because that’s what happens when you drink a bucket
of vodka.” She clinked her bottle to his. “Bottom’s up. You’ll
feel better.”
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“But you could just take all the alcohol out of our
systems with a thought. Why make a drink to do it?”

Helen thought about that for a moment. Why did she
have skyscrapers and furniture and food and clothes in Every-
land? What was the point of any of this stuff, or of conse-
quences that followed certain actions if she could so easily
erase those consequences? Helen couldn’t articulate exactly
what she felt about it, but after witnessing how the
Olympians played fast and loose with mortal’s lives, she’d
realized that if nothing mattered, then nothing mattered. She
didn’t want to live in a world without consequences because
she feared that if she did, over time she’d become as bored
and selfish as the Olympians. Everyland was far from
finished, and there were a lot of details left to be hammered
out, but one of its founding principles was that it had some
built-in checks and balances.

“How can you enjoy a refreshing drink if you never get
thirsty? I'm just keeping it real,” she replied.

He downed his hangover cure in a series of rhythmic
gulps. Helen watched his throat working, amused. Every-
thing Hector did, he did completely.

“We’ve got to hurry or we’ll both be late,” she said,
standing.

“That’s another thing,” he said as he got out of his
stadium-sized bed. Helen averted her eyes. He was only
wearing a tiny pair of boxer briefs and he was just too much
beefcake to look at this early in the morning. “Can’t you stop
time? Not forever, but occasionally. Like, zow, for instance.”

“No!” she snapped, leaving the room.

He’'d complained about this before, usually when he had
to get up for an 8 a.m. class, and Helen had no interest in
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getting into her motives as to why she had made certain
Worldbuilding choices yet again. Her trips through the
Underworld had taught her how nightmarish being stuck in
a moment could be. As a result, Helen had opted not to mess
with time in her world. It was one of the first rules she'd laid
down for Everyland, back when she’d originally created it to
heal Lucas.

“Jeez, Hector, you’re already pretty much immortal,” she
said, muscling past yet another unbidden memory of him.
“The last thing you need is another fifteen minutes to put on
some pants.”

“It’s just that Everyland and Earth are so similar, some-
times I can’t tell the difference between them.”

Helen stood in her closet, deciding on a basic pair of
jeans and a comfy T-shirt. “I got it right, then,” she said,
smiling to herself.

When they were dressed and fed, Helen portaled Hector
back to the Delos brownstone on Washington Square Park.
Orion was in the kitchen, eating a bowl of cereal. He paused
mid-spoonful and was about to call out to her, but Helen
just waved to him with an apologetic smile and portaled away
before he could actually speak to her. She didn’t have the
energy to get into it with him right then. Orion was like an
emotional dentist, and Helen had a painful cavity deep
inside. He wanted to help her get it out, but she couldn’t
bear to open up and let him near it.

She portaled to an empty bathroom in her high school on
Nantucket. It was the best place for her to magically appear
out of thin air because no one ever used it. Most of the year it
stank of formaldehyde due to its unfortunate proximity to
the biology labs. It was the perfect place for her to portal to
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and from school, and she barely noticed the stench anymore.
She’d thought about making her portal exit in the sudato-
rium, where the drama club had stll not successfully
launched their perpetually delayed version of 4 Midsummer
Night’s Dream but she'd decided against it. Too good of a
make-out spot. She figured eventually other people would get
wise to that.

The first bell rang just as she exited the bathroom. She
didn’t need to stop by her locker. She had appeared with her
books and her completed homework. Not that she had much
homework to do anymore. Most teachers had stopped giving
seniors any real assignments, as there were only a few weeks
left until graduation, and all of Helen’s classmates had either
been accepted into universities or had made other plans.
She’d gotten into NYU, but she wasn’t sure if she was going
to go yet. It seemed rather pointless now.

After staring sightlessly through her first few classes while
words like dimate and water shortage flew over her head,
Helen debated whether she should just skip the rest of the
day. Her teachers had quietly agreed that none of them
expected her to have perfect attendance after her father had
died so tragically. She could pretty much come and go as she
pleased, but where was she going to go?

The thought of having a coffee in Rome flitted across her
mind. Helen was tempted, but the last time she was in Rome
she couldn’t get rid of this rather nice young man who had
become smitten with her when she’'d laughed at his joke.
Helen didn’t like going to public places without Hector or
Orion for that reason. Wherever she went, unsuspecting
mortals chatted her up, and there was no way she was going
to get involved with one of them and drag them into her
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insane life. Also, she tried not to skip school as a rule because
it made her feel too guilty. Her dad would be disappointed.

But staying at school meant that she would have to brave
the cafeteria for lunch. Jason and Ariadne would be there at
their usual table, and Helen’s relationship with the twins had
become strained over the last four months. They felt Helen
should forgive Lucas. He must have had a good reason for
keeping her father in Hades, they'd said. Lucas would never
hurt her on purpose, theyd said. Helen should be more
understanding, they’d said.

What Helen understood was that her father was dead,
and Lucas could bring him back to her and Kate, and he
wouldn’t—not couldn’t. Wouldn’t. Helen couldn’t forgive
that—not wouldn’t. Couldnt. The twins just didn’t get it.

Claire had stayed out of it completely, remaining
uncharacteristically silent about the whole thing. Helen
hardly talked to Claire anymore, but it wasn’t an argument
that had driven the best friends apart. It was a memory.
Sometimes when they were together it was so much like the
old days that Helen would forget anything had changed.
Then, when she remembered again, as she inevitably did, it
came back a hundred times more painfully. She avoided
Claire now. And not just because Claire was usually with
Jason, who disapproved of just about everything Helen did
nowadays, but because sometimes it hurt to even look
at her.

Helen arrived at the cafeteria before she had made a
conscious choice about it one way or the other and found
herself in the awkward situation of having to choose to go to
Jason, Ariadne, and Claire or cause a scene by sitting alone.

Either way, she was causing a scene, Helen realized, as every
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eye in the room flew between her and Claire while she stood
there, hesitating.

It had not escaped the attention of the entire student
body that after Helen’s father had died, she and Lucas must
have ended things in the ugliest way possible. The few times
he had returned to school since then, he and Helen hadn’t
even looked at one another. Though he had been given
special permission to end the year online, most assumed he
had dropped out of school because of her.

Their catastrophic break-up was all anyone under the age
of fifty on the island was talking about. The gossip bomb had
gone nuclear when whispers that Helen was dating Hector
had begun. Helen had no doubt who had started that rumor.
Though free of her Olympian passenger, and none the wiser
about it—as were all the other Nantucket hosts of the
ancient Greek spirits—Gretchen was still just as spiteful as
ever. She didn’t need to be possessed by Hera to want to
wound Helen. She came by that impulse with no supernat-
ural influence necessary.

Helen had come to understand that some people were
just jerks and there was nothing she could do about it except
stop caring what everyone thought about her. In that way,
Gretchen had done her a favor. Not everyone was going to
like her, and that was fine. Besides, they were all graduating,
and none of this high school stuff was going to matter soon
anyway. Helen just wished she’d understood this in the fifth
grade and not as a senior.

Claire, however, would always matter. She locked eyes
with Helen from across the cafeteria, looking like she was
about to cry. And when Claire cried, Helen cried. It was
hardwired into both of them, purely Pavlovian, and Helen
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had no intention of bursting into tears in front of half the
school. She went and sat next to Claire just to end the
tension.

Ariadne opened her mouth to say something, but Helen
cut her off. “Have you guys ever heard of Tyche before?” she
asked, derailing whatever plans they had to interrogate her.

“Goddess of Chance?” Ariadne guessed, looking at Jason
for confirmation.

He nodded, then asked Helen, “Why?”

“I met a few of Tyche’s minions last night. What I can’t
figure out is what they want from me,” she said.

“Who says they want anything?” Jason asked.

Helen gave him a look. “Nothing happens accidentally.
Not to me. I also ran into Dionysus. He said the small gods
were watching me, waiting to see what I was going to do.”

“Tyche and Dionysus? You had a busy night,” Jason
commented in a snarky way.

Ariadne put a restraining hand on her twin’s forearm.
“The small gods are watching to see what you’re going to do
about what?” she asked.

“I don’t know, but I'm pretty sure it’s not this,” Helen
replied, gesturing vaguely to the high school life going on
around them. “Is there a prophecy I missed? Maybe some-
thing about Tyche or the small gods?”

Helen hadn’t seen Cassandra in months, either. She’d
stopped coming to school, and Helen and Orion never spoke
about her, though Helen knew that he spent time with her.
Helen didn’t even know if they were dating or not, now that
Cassandra was maturing naturally due to Helen’s interven-
tion, and she didn’t want to know.

Jason, Claire, and Ariadne shook their heads in response
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and then lapsed into silence while they finished their lunches.
For the remainder of the meal, Helen felt Claire shooting her
nervous glances and saw Ariadne curtailing several attempts
Jason made to speak. It was the most awkward meal theyd
ever shared, and when the bell rang Helen couldn’t stand up
to part ways with them fast enough. She heard Claire start to
say her name as she walked away, but she had gotten far
enough that she could pretend like she hadn’t.

She went to her next class, feeling anxious and frustrated.
Helen had been hoping more than she cared to admit that
they’'d have an answer for her. Even if Jason yelled at her,
she’d gladly sufter one of his lectures about enabling Hector’s
self-destructive tendencies in exchange for knowing what all
these small gods were waiting for her to do. It'd be nice to
know what her purpose was. Helen was beginning to fear she
didn’t have one.

After school, Helen went to the News Store to start her shift.
She pecked through a dime-sized portal into the storage room
to make sure Luis or one of the new people Kate had hired
wasn’t back there. When she saw that the coast was clear she
widened her portal and stepped all the way through it.

Helen went out front, donning a Kate’s Cakes apron in
case she was needed on the bakery side of the conjoined
shops. She preferred working in the bakery to the News Store
nowadays. There were too many ghosts on her father’s side of
the store. Quick walking as she worked, Kate passed Helen
and stopped short when she saw her.

“You came in,” Kate said.

Helen stopped tying her apron with her arms awkwardly
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reaching behind her. “Yeah,” she said, her eyes shifting
around and then back to Kate’s surprised face. “Wasn’t I on
the schedule?”

“You were, but I haven’t seen you in days,” Kate said. She
passed a used cup and saucer between her hands and turned
to throw some balled-up napkins into the waste bin. “I asked
Luis to come in.”

Helen didn’t know how to respond to that. She didn’t
know how to respond to most things where Kate was
concerned. Kate wasn’t her parent, and Helen was over eigh-
teen. Legally, she was an adult. They lived in the same house
and worked at conjoined shops because Helen owned the
house and the News Store now.

She had no intention of ever asking Kate to leave either
place. In fact, if Kate had asked, Helen would’ve signed the
whole thing over to her in a moment. She didn’t need it. Her
dad had left her a ton of money in an insanely large life insur-
ance policy that Helen suspected Daphne had augmented.
Maybe she’d use it to go to college, or invest it, or buy a giant
house in the south of France. She hadn’t made any decisions.

Kate and Helen were like roommates in one way, and not
in another. Helen could tell that Kate felt she should try to
parent her but was at a loss as to how to go about that. The
situation between them would have been strange even if
Helen hadn’t been an immortal goddess who had created her
own world, but the fact that she was all of those things made
long, awkward pauses in their conversations inevitable.

“Does Luis want the shift or...” Helen trailed off. “I
could stay or go. You tell me what you want.”

Kate shrugged helplessly. “I can’t send him home now.”

“Fine.” Helen took oft her apron.
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Kate took a step closer. “Are you going to be around for
dinner later?”

Helen met her gaze. Kate looked a little scared, and a lot
sad. It was just so much work. Every conversation. Every situ-
ation. Helen was tired, and not just because she’d gotten only
three hours of sleep the night before, but because all of her
relationships had turned into minefields. It was exhausting to
have to dance around everyone, not knowing how to act or
what to say. Before, Helen had always known who she was—
even way back when she had no idea what she was—but not
anymore. She was bone-tired of it all.

They stared at each other for a little while longer. Helen
finally rallied, knowing she needed to be the one to make the
effort.

“I could make lasagna,” Helen offered.

Kate smiled with relief. “I’d like that.”

Helen went home and stood on the threshold of her
empty house for longer than she needed to. It didn’t smell
like her dad in there anymore, even if they hadn’t changed
much since he’d died. She went to the kitchen and started
cooking. She pulled the ingredients from Everyland to ensure
that they were perfect, but she made and cooked the lasagna
by hand rather than creating it with a thought. Going
through the motions of stirring, draining, and layering
soothed her. She’d learned how to make lasagna from scratch
when she was fourteen, and she’d been making it regularly
ever since. The familiar scents and repetitive motions
brought a little bit of herself back. She could almost pretend
she still was who she’d been.

Helen put the baking dish in the oven and started clean-

ing. She could sense someone coming toward her house and
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looked up from her sink full of sudsy water. A familiar shape
passed through the dim light of dusk, and Helen’s breath
caught with something like terror, something like excite-
ment. Then she noticed the silver in his black hair and let the
breath go. She went to the door and opened it for her
surprise visitor.

“Dacedelus,” Helen said, opening her door wide.

He stood on her doorstep with his hands shoved into his
jacket pockets, his lips pursed and his eyes guarded. Daedelus
always looked like he was bracing himself for some kind of
disaster. It was the thing that distinguished him the most
from Lucas, apart from his age. He always looked like he was
waiting for the sky to fall on him.

“May I come in?” he asked.

Helen gave him a funny look. She was already holding the
door open. But Daedelus was raised differently. He had odd
customs—old ones—and Helen knew that she had to
formally invite him in.

“Please come in,” she said, and he finally stepped over the
threshold.

He didn’t relax, though. He stood halfway between her
living room and her kitchen with his hands stuffed in his
pockets. It still amazed her that this prickly, uncommunica-
tive man was Orion’s father. They couldn’t be more differ-
ent. Helen could hear a clock ticking somewhere in the
house, maybe one of her dad’s old watches, while she waited
for Daedelus to start speaking.

“Can I get you something to...” she began when the
silence proved intolerable.

“I guess T'll just get right to it. You know my son is an
Earthshaker, right?” Daedelus said, plowing forward into
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what would usually come in the middle of a conversation,
not the start of it. “And that in the House of Athens, we’re
bound by oath to leave Earthshakers exposed at birth?”

Helen nodded. “But you didn’t.”

“Yes, I did,” he said, looking down. “Your mom rescued
Orion after I left him. I didn’t—" his voice broke.

“Oh.” Helen shifted from foot to foot. She had no idea
what to do with that confession.

“There’s a reason I abandoned him,” he continued,
meeting her eyes. His eyes were so blue. Just like Lucas’.

“They’re dangerous.” Helen guessed. She didn’t know
why she was still trying to be understanding. He'd just
admitted to having tried to kill someone she loved dearly, and
any good feelings she might have had toward Daedelus
should have evaporated, but they didn’t.

“Have you ever heard of Stoicism?” He waited for Helen
to nod before continuing, though the more he talked the less
she understood. “It’s not just about being tough and unemo-
tional in difficult situations. It’s an ancient Greek philosophy
with its own conceptualization of the universe. The House of
Athens have always been Stoics. It’s our religion.”

Helen was so stunned to hear Orion’s tough-guy father
using a multisyllabic word that she laughed and blurted out,
“Nah, you? A Stoic? Who'd have guessed.”

Daedelus’ mouth lifted in a half-smile, and she saw some-
thing sparkle in him. Again, she had to adjust her under-
standing of him. He didn’t openly laugh at jokes, but he
seemed to appreciate sarcasm, like there was a wiseass buried
deep down in him somewhere.

“The Stoics believe that the world will end in one of two

ways. A cataclysm, or ecpyrosis. The cataclysm is a worldwide
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wave that is supposed to drown human civilization. It’s a
tsunami, started by an earthquake.” He paused before
continuing. “Even as a newborn, Orion was such a powerful
Earthshaker.”

Finally seeing some threads of this conversation weaving
themselves together, Helen nodded so he wouldn’t have to
continue. She couldn’t fully hate Daedelus. Hed really
believed his son would end civilization, and he'd felt oblig-
ated to stop it. Helen wondered what she would do if she had
been given that choice.

She could tell it still haunted Daedelus. One glance at his
heart told her that choosing to leave his infant son on a
mountainside had broken something in him. He'd forever be
ashamed of what he had done, and on guard about what the
Fates might demand he do next. Especially around his son.
Maybe that’s why he kept Orion at arm’s length.

“Orion would never start a cataclysm. You know that,
right?” Helen asked.

He nodded in an ofthand way. “Orion’s not why I'm
here.”

“Oh,” Helen said, thrown.

She gave up. He was the single most cryptic person she'd
ever met in her entire life. His emotions went one way and
his words and facial expressions went another. He was the
only person Orion couldn’t understand, and Helen could
finally see why. The guy was a cipher.

“Cataclysms aren’t the worst that can happen. A cata-
clysm would just be the end of human civilization for a while
until we picked ourselves back up again. It’s like the wash
part of the cycle—an ending that leads to a fresh beginning.
Ecpyrosis isn’t,” he said.

30



ENDLESS

“What’s ecpyrosis?”

“Total destruction of the cosmos by fire,” he said,
pinning Helen with a meaningful look. She froze. “Fire
started by lightning bolts,” he continued. “The Stoics believe
it’s supposed to be Zeus’ final obligation before ‘lights out’
on the whole thing. The true end.”

Helen suddenly remembered something Zeus had said to
her before she’d banished him to Olympus. Something about
how she wouldn’t like the job. Daedelus stared at her point-
edly with those piercing blue eyes.

“Since Zeus is really gone this time with no clause in the
contract that lets him get out of jail like last time, we think

you’re going to be the one to do it now.”

Plutus and Palamedes walked out of the big, white, brick
building of the Tokyo Stock Exchange with the sounds of
calamity issuing behind them.

“Bad day,” Palamedes said.

Plutus nodded in reply, smiling secretly to himself.

“Did you have to devastate their entire economy?”
Palamedes regarded his companion as they walked around
the block to the subway station.

“I had nothing to do with it,” Plutus said, flipping the
gold coin he carried into the air with his thumb and catching
it again with a snug slap against his palm. He kept his hand
closed over it. “You know that.”

Palamedes reached into his pocket and worried about the
pair of dice he kept there. To this day, he held the secret belief
that the Greeks would have left Troy’s shores after only six

months if he hadn’t invented them. Boredom had curtailed
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more than one siege, and there was not much to do on a
beach in a foreign country but throw dice.

They took the subway to Haneda Airport. As the god of
wealth, Plutus could have afforded a car, or a fleet of cars if he
wanted to make a show of it, but he rarely traveled that way,
and as such, Palamedes had grown used to public transporta-
tion. Plutus liked to be among the people as much as possi-
ble. So did Tyche, though she had been harder to find lately,
even for her devoted servants.

Luck had worn thin.

They went to their gate and stood in line. Next stop,
Russia. They'd devastated the European and New York
economies days ago, sucking the wealth out of the world like
the water had been sucked out of the air by Aeolus. Russia
ran on slightly different rules than America and Europe, but
they were not immune. No one was, not anymore. It used to
be that entire civilizations could rise and fall in a bubble,
unbeknownst to all others, but those days of the Rapa Nui
and the Etruscans were long gone. The world rose and fell as
one now. Push over one domino, and the rest would topple.

Palamedes gave the man at the gate his ticket and shuffled
onto the plane with a resigned sigh. They always sat at the
back of the plane. But Palamedes hated the back of the plane.

“People are starting to panic,” Palamedes said as he
stuffed himself in his too-narrow seat with too little legroom
and buckled his seatbelt. Honestly, how was a Greek warrior-
prince turned small god supposed to fit into one of these
things?

“Uh-huh.” Plutus grinned as he flicked his coin in the air
again and caught it before taking his seat. He always sat in the
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middle, even if the aisle or the window was empty. Always
right down the center of the row.

Palamedes was getting annoyed with his husband. “What
can you possibly be so blithe about?”

Plutus opened his hand and looked at the coin lying
there. He thought about the feeling he’d had. It was a gut
feeling. Something indescribable, but something that he
knew guided humans and gods alike.

“She picked hbeads,” Plutus replied.

“And she wasn’t supposed to,” Palamedes reminded him.

“Exactly,” Plutus said, excited and intrigued. “This one
doesn’t do what she’s supposed to.”

“If she doesn’t do what she’s supposed to do, then Every-
land will fall, just as Atlantis did, and she will die.”

“That’s correct,” Plutus agreed, saddened. There were
only two outcomes. Heads or tails. “But then this world will
be spared again, as it was in ages past.”

Palamedes harrumphed. “As if the Fates would allow that
to happen twice.”

Plutus nodded, his expression falling. He, more than
anyone, knew the odds were against them. He looked past
Palamedes and out the window wistfully as the plane
took off.

“It s different this time,” he admitted sadly.
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