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Chapter One 

The heat of the day was at its peak as I pulled my car into the temporary carpark of 

the travelling circus. I switched off the ignition and looked out through the 

windscreen. The striped tents and their peaks drew in a crowd of humans who wanted 

to see what the Gods and Goddesses had to offer. Not that humans knew that they 

were anything but human. The neon sign blazed, even in the day; Parthenona 

Olympia Circus.  

I pulled the keys out of the ignition and leaned back into the seat, the action 

nudging the constant aches in my body. I sighed; it had been two months since the 

circus had been in town. Two very long months without seeing the people who had 

become family, even if there were some who didn’t reciprocate that sentiment. 

The searing sun didn’t mean much to me, I was on a mission to find Leigh, my 

husband. I needed to know why he left me and what it would take to get him to come 

back. When I’d driven past, I watched as he noticed the car and ignored me in the 

same look. The other demi-gods hated me for just being here, I could see it in the way 

they narrowed their eyes at me and turned their backs. I didn’t understand why they 

felt that way, maybe it was because I was of a different origin to them or maybe it was 

because I had married Leigh and they wanted him to marry a nice Greek woman, 

because that’s what all of the other demi-gods seemed to do.   

I joined the humans who lined up in two lines, one was to buy tickets from the 

Ticket Booth; the other was to get passes to the Meet and Greets with the Gods and 

Goddesses. Even standing here among the happy and excited humans, I could feel the 

filaments of pain that wafted off them, there may have been times where I wished I 

wasn’t a Goddess of Pain and Suffering, but not today. My eyes searched for Leigh 

and I couldn’t see him, I couldn’t feel his pain, and I wanted to. Instead of following 
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the queue of people I went right to the man who knew my husband just as well as I 

did. 

‘Where is he?’ I asked Richard. 

He turned around and stared at me with his snake eyes as he stepped closer to 

me. Sweat dripped from his brow, his tousled brown hair was pushed back out of his 

face because of the heat, but I knew that he would have preferred to have his hair in 

his eyes. It hid those snake eyes from humans.  

‘Who are you talking about?’ He said. 

I narrowed my eyes. ‘Richard, don’t make this any hard than it already is. 

Where is he?’  

I should mention that he was a Typhon. A serpentine giant who was classified 

as one of the deadliest creatures in the world. His bite could kill Mitchell, formerly 

known as Zeus, and he was stronger than any of the deities in the circus. 

‘He’s going to be pissed I told you, you know, that right?’ 

I pushed my way into his space, I felt his Typhon push back, like it tried to 

restrict my movements by wrapping its metaphysical tail around my body. I wasn’t 

much shorter than Richard, but there was enough of me to make me look menacing. 

His aggressive movements were self-defence, but I wasn’t worried. He wouldn’t hurt 

me. 

‘Richard.’ I said without raising my voice. 

He looked over his shoulder in the direction of the Merch Tent and I knew 

that’s where my husband was. 

‘If he asks, you found him on your own. I’m not going to get my arse kicked 

for this. Just make sure you mention that to him, yeah?’ 

I gave him a withering look and stepped back. His energetic self, the being 
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that was under the human skin, breathed a sigh as it let me go. 

‘I’ll be sure to tell him that his best friend’s a snitch.’ 

‘Lyra…’ 

I didn’t hear what he said, I moved out of earshot faster than I should’ve. I 

forgot all need to play human, which was the norm for deities in our current climate. I 

brushed off the disapproving looks of other demi-gods, children who were by 

products of deities marrying humans. 

I heard Leigh’s laughter a mile away. I could imagine the crinkle in the 

corners of his eyes behind his sunnies, and the dimples in his cheeks. Even if Richard 

hadn’t told me where he was, I could’ve followed the sound of his laughter and found 

him. It was as if he felt that I was there and as he turned and caught my eyes, he 

stiffened like he had seen a ghost and I resisted the urge to run to him. He didn’t 

move, but his gaze never wavered from me.  

‘Can we talk?’ I asked him as I reached the table. 

‘You’re not supposed to be here,’ he said quietly, but it didn’t matter how 

quietly he spoke, because everyone who wasn’t human would hear his words. They 

would hear our conversation, even if we didn’t want them to.  

I looked passed Leigh and saw my in-laws, Beryl (who was human) and Colt, 

(who used to be called Ares) get up from their chairs and watch us. Colt was smiling 

softly, and Beryl was holding his hand. Almost like they knew what was going to 

happen.  

‘Well, you should hide yourself better next time. Or keep Richard closer to 

you.’ As a Typhon, Richard had access to powers that allowed him to cloak those who 

were closest to him.  

‘Lyra…’ 
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‘Don’t Lyra me, Leigh, we need to talk.’ 

‘You shouldn’t be here.’ He said and ran his fingers through is hair. He pushed 

himself to his feet and huffed under his breath. He only did that when he was 

annoyed. ‘I told you not to come find me.’  

‘You left me a note that said you had to go, nothing else. I’m insulted that you 

thought I’d stay away.’ 

‘Lyra. For once, you were supposed to do as I asked.’ 

‘You left me. My own husband left me.’  

He ripped his sunnies off, and I could see the pain that those words brought 

him. He stretched out his free hand to me. I looked at it and shook my head, but it 

took everything in me not to just take it and let him soothe the ache that had been 

there for two months. But I stood my ground and he knew it. His hand was still 

stretched out when I felt a chill down my spine.  

I looked behind me at the entrance of the tent and saw that the sunny day was 

no more. Clouds had shifted in and it was dark. I took Leigh’s hand as the wind 

whipped through the tent, which felt full as people crowded in to keep safe from the 

rapid changing weather. Thunder pounded through the air before the rain fell, the 

change more abrupt than what we were accustomed to. He squeezed my hand as we 

weaved through the bodies and I could see, through the flurry of movements as the 

deities and demi-gods moved swiftly, that we were making our way to his parents.  

A hard crack of lighting lit the sky just before Leigh and I were tossed against 

the outer rim of the tent. I lost my grip and my chest tightened as the air was ripped 

from my lungs. I tried to catch my breath and searched for Leigh; his fingers brushed 

my arm before I felt his presence leave my side. I watched him zigzag over to Beryl, 

through the crashing and the bashing of the weather I could hear her. 
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‘I can’t move. There’s something holding me here.’ Beryl said. 

I got to my feet and ran over to her. Leigh had a strong grip on his mother; he 

tried to pull her back, but she didn’t budge. I wrapped my arms around Leigh’s waist 

and tried to help get Beryl to safety with my own goddess strength, but she didn’t 

budge. There was a snap and I looked up, the tent started to move and sway with the 

wind. I pulled harder and tried not to hurt Leigh as together we willed Beryl to move. 

She didn’t budge. The tent caved down with a sickening slap and Leigh and I were 

thrown back to the outer edges of the tent. The movement jarred my whole body and 

the dull ache of pain that I felt normally, intensified. I cried out as I felt, not only the 

pain of everyone hurt under the collapsed peak, but those around the outer rim of the 

tent.  

I couldn’t see straight as my head was filled with the noise that the collective 

agony made. Hands gripped my biceps and pulled me to my feet. I opened my eyes 

and found myself starting into Leigh’s whiskey coloured eyes, I gave it my all to 

focus on him and block out the racket. 

‘This. This is why I left. I was trying to save you from this anguish.’ Leigh 

said.  

I gritted my teeth as my head pounded. I scrunched my eyes shut, trying to 

block out the pain that leeched off everyone. ‘I’m a goddess of pain and suffering, 

Leigh. I’m always in agony.’  

‘I wanted to save you from this much.’ 

‘You saw it…didn’t you? In a vi-vision?’ I asked. 

‘Yeah, I did.’ He let go of my biceps and took my hands and guided me 

through the chaos to the opening of the tent. 

‘You could have told me.’  
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‘I didn’t want to fight with you. You’re stubborn.’  

I almost laughed and would have if Colt hadn’t found us. ‘Lyra. Oh god.’  

I doubled over as Colt’s emotional pain hit my psyche; the that hand rested on 

my shoulder only intensified it.  

‘Fuck.’ He cursed. ‘You need to get her out of here.’ 

‘No!’ I cried out. ‘We need to get Beryl. I’m not leaving without her.’ 

She was already dead. I could feel it.  

Anders (who had been known as Hades), had slipped into the tent, maybe 

moments before it caved down. He caught my gaze and his sombre look confirmed 

my feeling. He looked down at the arm that was limp, around it was Beryl’s red jasper 

bracelet. I hoped that the arm was attached to the rest of her body. 

‘Dad, let go of Lyr.’ Leigh said. 

‘Shit. Sorry, Lyra.’ Colt let go of me and Leigh caught me before I fell again. 

‘Makeitallstopitstoomuch.’ I cried out and clung to Leigh. 

‘I was trying to save you from this.’ He whispered.  

As Leigh’s aura soothed mine, even with the pain, I could catch my breath and 

I could see what was happening around me. Everyone in the tent were still standing 

and they busily moved around us as they tried to find the best way to lift the caved in 

tent to see the casualties.  

I could feel the pain threadlets around me ease as I pulled back from Leigh’s 

body, I was ready to help in any way possible, now that I could think straight, the 

presence of Leigh’s soothing aura was enough to steady me. He had always helped. 

Underneath all of the pain and suffering I could feel something more. As we moved 

closer to the centre, Leigh let go a second after I realised I could feel the bulk of the 

pain coming from him.  
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‘Leigh?’ I questioned his movements. 

He refused to look at me. I was bumped by someone who tried to get past me 

and I stumbled, the pain coming back tenfold.  

‘Leigh, don’t. Whatever you’re about to do. Don’t do it.’ 

I wish I could read his mind, like he could read mine, but it was his ability that 

was unique to him. Leigh lunged out of the tent.  

I tried to follow him, but arms held me back. I looked over my shoulder and 

saw Colt; he held me tight and I fought against him. 

‘Let go of me. You can’t let him do this.’ 

‘He’d have a reason for it, Lyr, you have to trust him.’  

How the hell was this man a father? ‘No, he’s going to do something stupid, I 

can tell. You need to let me go.’ 

He held on tighter, which wasn’t a surprise. He was the God of War after all.  

‘Colt, let me go!’ As I tried again I watched Leigh run out of the tent, it was 

almost as if I was back up on the cliff, watching the humans down below through a 

haze, only this time, instead of the human world and my pantheon being separated by 

a thin veil of magic, I was being separated from Leigh by a God. ‘Let me go.’ 

I pulled at him and just as I thought I was getting somewhere a loud crack split 

the air and the field lit up as a bolt of lightning hit a branch from the big oak tree. 

Leigh cried out and hit the ground as the branch fell on him. If I had been closer to the 

centre, I wouldn’t have seen him fall. 

‘No.’ I cried out and wrenched myself free from Colt using strength I never 

dared to tap into on Earth. I weaved through the chaos of people milling around and 

out into the field. The rain pelted down over me, but it felt like nothing. The wind 

roared around me and I narrowly missed a branch as I ran across the field. The grass 



 
 

	 11	

was slippery, and I had to use all my strength to keep my balance. All I could see was 

Leigh under the branch. 

I slid to the ground and tried to wedge my body underneath the branch to take 

the brunt of the weight, but it didn’t move.  

‘Lyra.’ He coughed. ‘Get back to safety.’ 

‘Fat chance.’ I said and closed my eyes. I took a deep breath and dropped the 

human filter over my sight, which allowed me to see what everyone else saw. But 

without the filter it showed me what my Goddess sight would see. Red pain threadlets 

hung to everything; people, trees, flowers and insects, all of them had distinct fissures 

that I could manipulate and force pain into others or heal with it. It was how I had 

learned to hone my powers. 

‘Lyra, I love you. I want you to know that it’s going to be ok.’ 

I turned my gaze to Leigh and could see the pain around his body, it was 

pulsing erratically, like it was trying to decide what hurt the most. But as I started to 

focus on it, I could see that it began to slow down.  

That was bad.  

‘Leigh, no. Whatever you’re thinking about, that’s not going to happen, do 

you hear me?’ 

He smiled. ‘Lyra go back to safety. Dad will be there. You need to…’ 

’Shut up. It’s not happening. You already made the decision for me once 

before. It’s not happening again.’ 

I could hear his heart struggle to beat as I watched the threadlets flutter ever so 

slightly. They were slowing down just as his heart was and my whole body shook. It 

had nothing to do with the rain that was still pelting down either. 

 ‘Leigh…Leigh!’ I cried out and realised that he wasn’t breathing.  
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I looked up at the sky, my heart beating in my throat. It was almost like The 

Elders were baiting me. They would never put Leigh in harm’s way but if he had done 

it on his own accord, they wouldn’t stop it. They wanted me to out myself and take 

me back.  

They were about to get their wish. 

As I took a deep breath, I twisted my hand to grab hold of the tiny fissures of 

pain that were in the air around Leigh. I pulled and nothing happened. I realised that 

the cap on my pain abilities wasn’t going to work if I just targeted Leigh’s missing 

pain. I looked over my shoulder and I couldn’t see through the swirls of red distress 

that were coming from the tent. I took another deep breath and I pulled that pain from 

every person that was in the tent, but I didn’t stop there. I pulled on the pain of every 

drowning insect, stomped on blade of grass and weeping and dying person I could 

find. I pulled them into my body, letting them mingle with the pain that always 

pumped through my veins and lifted my hand. As I turned to look at Leigh, my vision 

was tinged red and I laid my hand on his shoulder, shoving all of the pain into his 

body. 

I could feel the invisible cap on my power and abilities snap free. A cap that 

had been put in place so that I would have a watered down version of my abilities. I 

didn’t know then it meant I’d have nightly dreams of those that I had tortured, 

maimed and hurt. Or that it would feel like I was half a person. Almost like I was 

missing a limb, but it was the price I had to pay to live on Earth. As I blew through 

that cap, I felt my raw power return and I flooded that power into him.  

Leigh wheezed and coughed, and I used the opportunity to rip the branch off 

him and threw it far away, it felt like it was no lighter than a twig that was lying on 

the ground. 



 
 

	 13	

My full strength had returned too.  

‘Kivutar.’ The androgynous voice filled the silence, ‘You don’t have the 

authorisation to use your powers on Earth. You’ve been hiding for too long.’ The 

Elders were all seeing, but they had put that cap on my abilities to make living on 

Earth a punishment.  

It had been anything but. 
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Chapter Two 

‘Fuck.’ I muttered.  

‘Lyra,’ Leigh said, his voice hoarse from pain.  

‘Leigh, I’m here. Be careful.’ I said and helped him up into a sitting position.  

‘Did you hear that?’ He asked. 

‘You heard it?’  

‘Yeah, they sound pissed.’ 

‘So pissed.’  

‘Kivutar. It’s time to come home. You broke the rules.’ The Elders were not 

ripping me away. 

‘I won’t let them take you.’ Leigh said and brought me back to the present. 

‘You’re hurt, I need to look at the damage.’ I wanted to see what the tree had 

done and how bad it was, but Leigh grabbed my hands before I could try. 

‘Lyr….we need to hide.’ He said, his voice firm but soft as he held my gaze.  

‘We need the Typhon.’ We both said.  

We always knew that The Elders were going to try and take me. We didn’t 

expect that it would be now, but we had prepared for it.  

‘Richard,’ I cried out and got to my feet, I held a hand out and offered it to 

Leigh. He took it and I pulled him up effortlessly. I was never meek but that felt weird 

knowing that I didn’t even have to try to pull him to his feet. 

Richard wasn’t far away; I knew he wouldn’t be. He was Leigh’s best friend 

and they were always found right next to each other.  

‘Did you tell him? I mean you can’t let me get in shit for it.’ Richard said as 

he jogged over to us in the rain. 

Part of my brain couldn’t understand what he was saying but the other 
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remembered. He wanted to make sure that he didn’t get told on.  

‘You’re good.’ I said. 

‘Dick, we need the Typhon.’ Leigh said and I was careful with him. Part of me 

wanted to pick him up and carry him across the field, but I knew that his ego wouldn’t 

let me do that.  

‘Are you sure that you want to trust her again?’ Richard said and this time I 

looked at Leigh, we didn’t have time for the semantics of what was going on and I 

knew that he would explain himself later. 

‘I’m not even going to ask because we don’t have time but we need to go. 

Like now.’ I said. Richard looped an arm under Leigh and together we helped him 

walk. 

‘Dick. You need to drop the human facade.’ Leigh said, I could hear the pain 

his voice and I brought my Goddess vision over. I could see the red threadlets that 

clung to his chest, right where the branch had been.  

Not good.  

‘How long do I need to stay like that?’ 

‘Until Lyra is safe. The Elders want her.’  

Richard nodded and we stopped walking. He closed his eyes and took a deep 

breath. I shivered, not from the rain but from the dance of power that came with that 

breath. He shifted, not like a lycanthrope when their bones snapped and re-joined to 

meld into a new shape, but a power shift where you could physically feel the way it 

moved across your skin. I looked at Leigh then we both looked at Richard. When he 

opened his eyes again, they were serpentine shaped and in the flash of lightening that 

struck close by us, I saw the shimmer of scales that no human eye could pick up. His 

demeanour was different. He stood taller; his shoulders more pronounced. The snake 
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inside him was ready to strike if needed.  

‘So indefinitely, huh?’  

‘Yup.’ I said.  

‘Next you’re going to tell me that you only wanted me to be your best man 

because I am a typhon.’ He scoffed and we started to walk back to the tent. 

‘Well, you were the one who said it not me.’ Leigh laughed before he hissed 

in pain.  

I itched to see what the damage was but couldn’t do that until we were in the 

safe house.  

‘Tell me you’re kidding.’ Richard said just before we ducked as a branch flew 

through the air.  

‘I’m a seer, remember, Dick? I can see these things before they happen.’  

‘Jerk.’ Richard retorted. 

We got to the tent and Colt was there. He pulled Leigh into an embrace.  

‘Dad, you’re going to suffocate me.’  

I was also scared that he was going to crush him. Leigh may have been a 

demi-god, but he was no match against a god. When I’d had the cap on my powers, 

I’d always been careful, out of necessity. Now that I had my full abilities back, things 

would have to change. Colt let him go and I could see the restraint in his actions. 

‘What do you think you’re doing? You weren’t meant to get hurt.’ Colt scolded 

Leigh scratched the back of his neck. ‘I didn’t really see past the storm.’ 

‘You knew the storm was going to happen?’ I said evenly, ‘And you didn’t 

say anything? You just left?’  

I could feel the anger starting to bubble underneath the surface, he could have 

said something instead of just leaving. 
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‘Yeah, but I saw that it was something that needed to happen, not an event that 

needed to be stopped.’ 

There was a limit to how much he could see and that was because he didn’t 

want to see more than that.  

‘You should have spoken up instead of just leaving.’ 

‘Kivutar, we will find you. You can’t stay hidden forever.’ The Elders voice 

filled the air and everyone in the tent looked my way. I wanted to shrink away from 

the attention. We were all safe, thanks to Richard, but he couldn’t stay like this 

forever.  

‘Guys, you should go. Richard, get them home safe, take the four-wheel drive, 

I’ll drive Lyra’s car back.’  

I handed my keys to Colt without a second thought and Richard, Leigh and 

myself weaved through the tent of judgemental glances. I knew that I wasn’t liked but 

this was next level. Their lives were on the line too, The Elders wouldn’t take any 

prisoners when it came to down to it and they would end up being collateral. 

We hurried through the tent and to the four wheeled drive. It was white and 

had a trident on the side with Parthenona Olympia Circus blazed across it, but it 

didn’t matter what we were in. All that mattered was that we were going to the safe 

house.  

‘The Typhon won’t be able to hide you forever, Kivutar. We will come for 

you.’ 

As soon as the words sounded in the air, I looked at Richard and clapped a 

hand over his mouth faster than usual.  

‘Whatever you were about to say will not help us right now.’ His eyes wide 

for half a second before he narrowed them at me. King of witty remarks, Richard was 
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not going to shout at Them. He nodded at me and secretly he answered the question I 

didn’t have to ask. I took my hand away from his mouth. 

‘You’re seriously no fun, Lyra. I wasn’t going to say anything bad.’ 

‘Of course not. You were just about to tell them exactly where we were.’ 

He frowned and got into the driver’s seat. I helped Leigh into the back seat 

and sat next to him.  

‘So, where’s the safe house?’ Richard asked. 

Leigh grinned and I carefully ran my fingers over his chest, tugging at the 

bottom of his shirt, gently. ‘Your place, man. Why do you think we took so long 

getting into our home?’ 

He started the engine and scoffed. ‘You were using me the whole time. I feel 

cheated.’  

‘No, you don’t.’ I said before I hissed, there was a hideous red mark that ran 

right across Leigh’s chest. It was angry and deepening to something that would be 

borderline black if I didn’t do anything about it. 

‘Lyra…’ Leigh warned. 

I ignored him and touched my fingers to the mark. It was inflamed. I closed 

my eyes and pulled the bruise from Leigh’s skin. Just like I had pulled on the strings 

around us to bring him back to life I did the same with his pain. He tried fighting it 

and I could feel the resistance as he tried to keep the pain, but I wanted it and I was 

better at this than Leigh was. I would always win. 

I gasped as the pain hit my body. It was fierce and intense; I could feel the 

bruise as it bloomed on my skin as the capillaries burst. 

‘Lyr.’ He whispered, breathing hard. ‘Why would you do that?’ Leigh pulled 

down my shirt to check on the bruise. 
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‘I’m a Goddess. I’ll heal it faster than you. It’s better this way. It would take 

longer for your demi-god healing abilities to kick in, anyway.’ 

Leigh seemed like he was about to say something but instead he cupped my 

face and kissed me deeply, I forgot about the pain, about The Elders and the fact that 

we were about to be stuck in a house unable to leave for an extended period of time. 

The kiss was tender, at first, then it was demanding and hot, like he wanted to scorch 

me with his heat.  

Two months away from one another was a long time.  

We broke apart when Richard slammed on the breaks.  

‘Dick.’ Leigh cried out.  

‘Sorry to break up the smooch sesh, but we have a problem.’ He said as he 

pointed out the window.  

Leigh and I untangled ourselves and followed his gaze. ‘Fuck, was that just a 

bolt of lightning?’  

‘Yeah. We narrowly missed it. I thought you said that Mitchell was on our 

side.’ Richard didn’t sound happy about that in the least.  

‘He is. This isn’t him. He wouldn’t do it.’ Leigh said. ‘I know he wouldn’t.’ 

It was like he was trying to convince himself that his uncle wouldn’t 

intentionally throw a bolt of lightning own to hurt us. He wanted us to believe that. I 

did.   

‘Ok, so we have lightning, that can’t be the real reason you’re stopping.’ Leigh 

said.  

Richard didn’t say anything and only pointed through the windscreen again, I 

looked past his finger and saw a big crater in the centre of the road. We were not 

going to get past that.  
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‘Well shit. It looks like we’re stuck here.’ I swore under my breath. This was 

bad. We were going to be sitting ducks here. The Elders may not be able to trace 

Richard, but that wouldn’t stop them from randomly sending down lightning bolts to 

strike at anything. I was good at healing, but I did it with pain. That much static would 

be bad.  

‘Buckle up guys.’ Richard said. 

Leigh and I clicked our seat belts in place as he reversed. He was going to try 

and get over it and I knew that it wouldn’t work. I was about to say something when 

he slammed the breaks on and jolted the car again. 

‘I have an idea.’ He said and turned to look at us. Leigh leaned forward 

without straining the belt wrapped around his body, almost like he couldn’t hear the 

words coming from Richard’s mouth. Or he wanted to smack him for whatever stupid 

thought was going through his head.  

It was hard be to sure with Richard.  

‘Those never turn out very well, Dick, we both know it.’ 

‘Shut up, Leigh, it’s not the human kind of idea.’ He paused and I leaned 

closer. ‘What if we had enough speed and the velocity to get across the crater?’  

‘How are we going to find that?’ I asked. The idea, if we could pull it off, 

could work but who would help the three of us? 

Richard looked from me to Leigh. ‘The Anemoi.’  

‘No. Hell no. They’re not going to help us. Are you kidding me? Maybe your 

typhon brain is broken and you’re really losing it, because there is no way in hell that 

they would help.’ Leigh said.  

A loud rumble of thunder rolled through the air and rocked the car. We didn’t 

have the time to sit around and argue what would or wouldn’t happen. I didn’t want to 
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spend any more time out here than we needed. 

‘Come on, you’re their golden child. You know it too. They’ve never been 

able to say no to you. Even when you wanted that small windstorm as a kid. They 

made it happen.’ Richard said to Leigh.  

‘Dick, stop saying that. I’m not their golden child.’ He was quiet, he wasn’t 

wrong, but he wasn’t right. Most of the pantheon adored him. ‘We’re about to ask the 

Gods of Wind to help us, do you know what that means?’ 

‘I sure do. Don’t forget, just because I’m goofy as a human, doesn’t mean that 

it translates to when I’m like this. I get what I’m asking, and I wouldn’t even suggest 

it if we could get across this by ourselves but we’re not going to. We need your 

uncles’ help.’  

I wanted to weigh in, but I knew that this could go two ways. One: they would 

help, and we would be able to get to Richard’s in one piece; two: we could end up 

suffocating to death for even calling on them. I was leaning towards the latter; they 

were not known for their kindness and the gods of the winds wouldn’t help me. I was 

sure that the storm was the by product to get me to use my abilities to take me back. 

My mother in law was dead because of me. A wave of grief came over me and 

settled in the pit of my stomach. Everyone would be blaming me too. Leigh took my 

hand and squeezed is gently. 

I looked out at the sink hole and tried to reason with getting across on our 

own. We wouldn’t make it. Richard was right.  

‘There is no way that you’re going to make it over there without help, Richard. 

I think we need to ask.’ 

Richard’s eyes widened in surprise, I guess we deserved that. Not a lot of 

people trusted The Anemoi. Or Richard.  
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‘You actually think it’s a good idea? Like really?’  

‘Why are you doubting yourself?’ I asked. And it was almost like I was saying 

the words out to myself which is something that I would have said.  

‘Because no one ever takes me seriously.’ 

‘That’s human Richard. He’s a goofball and you work hard to separate the 

two. Typhon Richard is smart. Think that sometimes you could let human Richard in 

on the smarts?’ 

‘I’ll pencil it in a talk with him.’ He smiled and I knew that it hadn’t been just 

Leigh that I missed for two months. It was Richard too. 

‘I guess I’m doing it then?’ Leigh said and swallowed before clearing his 

throat. ‘I call upon the Anemoi, the Gods of the Winds. Your nephew, Leigh, requests 

your presence.’ 

I expected there to be a grand show of wind or something, or even a laugh in 

our faces but when I blinked the car was full of men. They were ethereal and 

whimsical, something that I had only ever used in relation to women, but there was 

something about them that I couldn’t quite put my finger on. 

‘Hello dear nephew.’ Boreas said his appearance very much like his direction, 

pale blond, sharp, no beard with a single strand of leather wrapped around his neck 

that held a small conch shell on it. It was said that he used that to summon the winds 

of the North. 

‘Uncle Boreas, hello, thank you for gracing us with your presence.’ 

‘We wouldn’t miss it for the world. Even the end of it.’ 

‘Oh, cut the negativity, Boreas, it’s not the end of the world. There is still time 

for you to smite us yet.’ Notus said. His longer locks were the colour of hot dry fields 

in the middle of summer, his piercing blue eyes looked straight at me with a small 
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smile.  

‘You always were so polite, Leigh. You are definitely not your father’s son. 

We’re sorry about what happened to your mother.’ Notus said as he tore his attention 

away from me.  

Leigh nodded and I squeezed his hand. The pain that leaked off him was 

something that I wanted to take away, but taking grief away was taking a step away 

from him in his period to heal. It would do more damage than good.   

‘Lyra, thank you for saving Leigh.’ Zepheryus murmured and everyone in the 

car looked at me. He was the gentlest of the winds, coming from the West. His 

chestnut coloured hair was short than Notus, but longer than Boreas kept his and was 

slicked back. His honey coloured eyes bore a hole through my skull and I kept my 

face blank, I was cool, calm and collected. It would all be ok.  

‘I wasn’t going to let him die. He’s my husband. My selfishness to keep him 

in the land of the living is worth what is happening now. Where is Eurus?’ He was the 

only one that was missing.  

‘He had his own duties to do. For now, you have our help.’ Boreas mentioned.  

‘Nevertheless, we are in your debt, Lyra, we appreciate that you helped 

Leigh.’ Notus said.  

I nodded, not knowing what else to do. Leigh squeezed my hand.  

‘Can I use that favour now?’ I asked.  

They looked at me like I was crazy, I guess not a lot of people asked for their 

debts to be paid so quickly. 

Zepheryus clicked his tongue, ‘You mean to get over the sink hole?’  

‘Yes.’ I confirmed. 

‘That is not even near what I would classify as repaying a debt. There will be a 
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day, Lyra, when you will need it the most. Call for us yourself and we will come. As 

for the sinkhole, we can push you over it with ease. Make sure your strap yourselves 

in though. It’s going to be a little bumpy.’ Notus winked at me and I pressed my lips 

together. He was being coy. 

We were already strapped in, but I made sure that Leigh was in tight, because 

I didn’t want him to fly through the windscreen. 

The Winds turned to Richard, ‘Put the peddle down and just wait. We’ll catch 

you, Typhon. Don’t fuck it up.’  

Richard was about to say something, and I reached across to squeeze his 

bicep, we needed to get out of here and past the sinkhole, we didn’t need him to 

backchat our help across. 

‘Thank you, Uncles’ Leigh said. 

‘Yes, thank you.’ I repeated. 

‘The gratitude is all ours, Lyra. Leigh we were wrong about your bride.’ 

With those parting words they disappeared, and I blinked before I turned to 

Leigh, ‘See, they did hate me!’  

He laughed and shook his head, ‘No they’re just overprotective uncles who 

told me that they’d flay you alive if you hurt me. I told them that they were worrying 

for nothing, they didn’t believe me. Until now.’  

Richard scoffed in the front seat as he put the car into drive and he looked over 

his shoulder at us. ‘Look at it this way, they never threatened me, only attempted to 

kill me. So, I guess that’s a plus in your direction.’  

He pressed his foot on the accelerator and the car lurched forward. I braced a 

hand against the seat in front of me and Leigh did the same. The sinkhole was 

approaching fast and the car rocked side to side the closer we got to it. We all inhaled 
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sharply and I held my breath as the car was swept into the wind and we sailed through 

the air. Part of me wanted to close my eyes but I was scared that we would drop into 

the sinkhole. We soared right over it and as the front wheels hit the other side we were 

all jolted. The pain from the seat belt rubbing across the bruise was enough to make 

me cry out before I took a breath. 

‘Are you ok?’ Leigh said and I held up my hand to him.  

I needed to catch my breath before I replied. Richard was driving fast, still 

dodging the weather. After a moment I took a deep breath and squeezed Leigh’s hand. 

‘I’m fine. Richard, be careful around the corners we need to get to your house 

in one piece.’ 

‘Don’t worry. I’ve got you. When haven’t you been able to trust me?’ 

‘You don’t want to hear the answer to that.’ Leigh said and all of his attention 

was on me. I couldn’t stop staring at him, knowing that we would be in a safe space to 

rip each other’s clothes off and have fuck so hard we wouldn’t be able to move.  

Two months was a very long time to be away from my husband. 
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Chapter Three 

‘Sixty-three days, four hours and ten minutes was what it took for us to get here.’ 

Leigh said breathing hard, as we lay in a heap both staring up at the ceiling.  

Somewhere through the night it turned to day and we were here, although I 

don’t even remember when it turned to night.  

‘You kept count?’ I said and sighed. As my shoulder dropped, the skin 

movement nudged the bruise and I closed my eyes to stop from hissing.  

My pain was normally manageable and I could keep myself busy long enough 

to forget it was there but this time, it was different. It mingled with the pain that was 

already there and throbbed. Like I’d permanently stubbed my toe over and over again.  

‘It was hard not to.’ He murmured as he turned onto his side and rested his 

head on his hand. The movement brought his chest into view and I smiled, glad to see 

that it wasn’t damaged.  

‘Next time you have a vision, think you can let me in on it before you leave? I 

don’t want to go back to that place.’ 

Leigh helped keep the nightmares at bay. I was forced to revisit every kill, 
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every moment of torture and every bad thing I ever done. Without him the nightmares 

plagued every dreaming moment, and sometimes the waking.  The price I had to pay 

became the one thing I clung to desperately. Leigh held me tight at night and I 

couldn’t get enough. Even if it meant that I’d have dreams plagued with terror.  

‘How bad was it?’ he whispered; the pads of his fingers traced the deepening 

bloom of bruises ever so softly. I wanted to take his hand and hold it but instead I 

turned my head to look at him. 

‘Bad. The nights were the worst.’ 

‘The night terrors. I didn’t think’ 

‘Most of them were the usual, but there were a few that Hannah pulled me out 

of through the door. I guess she could hear my screams through the walls. But Lena 

was there most of the time to chase away the worst though.’ 

‘We were always lucky to have such an understanding neighbour. How much 

does Lena hate me?’ Leigh said. 

And he was right. Hannah was human but she was a historian whose field of 

study had been the Greek Pantheon. It was always hard to not let her know that there 

were multiple times she’d been in the presence of the beings she had studied and 

knew back to front. Lena always found it amusing. 

‘We are.’ I said and was quiet for a moment. ‘She is…I don’t think there’s a 

measurement for that, she did curse your name quite often. I’m sure that she’ll make 

her way here at some point and give you a piece of her mind.’ 

He laughed. ‘I’m sure she will.’ 

There was a knock on the door and Leigh tensed, but I could feel that it was 

Richard. 

‘Come in.’ I called out and got into a sitting position as Leigh relaxed. 
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‘I bring trays of nourishment and left over items of clothing you couldn’t wait 

to rip off one another.’ He opened the door a crack and waved our tops as a flag. 

We both chuckled.  

‘This is totally not like you. What did you do?’ Leigh said as Richard placed 

the tray of goodies on the bed. My eyes widened as I could see pancakes, bacon, toast 

and fruit. He’d gone all out. 

‘Nothing! I just figured that my best friend would need some time alone to 

have lots of sex, and I thought I’d provide them with food. It’s been a long two 

months. Clearly.’ He said as he looked around the room. 

It was trashed. There were papers on the floor, more clothes and blanket 

scattered all over the place.  The room looked like a war zone, but it was worth it.  

‘You never made me breakfast when I was here alone.’ Leigh said as he 

poured a cup of coffee. He added sugar and a dash of milk, but before he could bring 

the mug to his lips, I took it from his hands and had a sip. He clicked his tongue 

before he started the process again. I swore he had his coffee the same way I did 

because he knew that I would steal the first cup. 

‘You know I like Lyra more, right?’ 

I nearly choked on my coffee. ‘Get out. I’m just the extra.’ 

Richard grinned at me and picked at the bacon.  

‘I will fight you.’ Leigh said jokingly and I grabbed a pancake that was 

smothered in maple syrup the way that I liked them the best and tried not to just cram 

it into my mouth. I couldn’t remember the last time I ate.  

Everyone was silent as we took the time to eat and I chased down the sticky 

pancake with another gulp of coffee.  

‘Do we have a plan?’ Richard asked.  
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I knew that we couldn’t let him stay in Typhon energy forever. It would be 

impossible and we needed him to hold onto his humanity. If Mitchell knew that he 

was off the leash for as long as we needed him to be, he would make sure that he 

killed him. There was no way a giant snake was going to take over and without his 

humanity, Richard wouldn’t care what happened to him or anyone else in his way.  

‘I don’t want to keep running. We can’t keep you in hiding forever, Mitchell 

will kill you for it and we both know that that is something that none of us want. And 

I, for one, am tired of hiding who I am.’  

Leigh leaned in closer, but he went still as he spoke. ‘What are you saying, 

Lyra?’  

I smiled into my mug then looked at my husband. ‘I’m saying that I think it’s 

time for us to fight. I don’t want to run anymore. I don’t want to live a half life 

anymore either.’ 

The truth of was in these quiet moments, I could feel the difference in my 

powers. They were silent but they were hungry. I needed to use it and I would 

probably have to join the Circus when all this was over, but I think I could do it.  

‘You want to fight them? They’re all seeing and the governing body over all 

of the deities and you want to fight them?’ Richard said. ‘You’re crazier than I 

thought.’ 

‘They put these parameters on my powers when I fell, I abided by their rules 

but they were trying to mess with people that I loved. I’ve been locked in my own 

skin for too long. The bleed off from using my abilities for the first time in a long 

time is out of control. Can you feel it?’ 

Richard was pensive and leaned forward, he stared at me before he shivered. 

‘Well shit. I’ve never felt that from you before. There’s a pulse to the pain, it’s like an 
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ache that isn’t going away. I can feel it start to settle in my bones.’  

Leigh’s forehead creased. ‘I can’t feel anything.’  

I squeezed his arm, ‘That’s because I love you and I used my abilities to bring 

your back. It’s not going to affect you. But everyone is going to start feeling it soon. 

The problem is going to be when it can be felt through Richard’s cloaking abilities. 

That’s when we have a problem.’ 

‘How long until that settles in?’  

I shook my head and put the coffee on the tray. ‘I can’t say. It could be a 

week, it could be months, it could be hours. We can’t really sit on this for too much 

longer.’ 

‘I can’t lose you. I don’t care what I have to do, I’m going to make sure that I 

keep you.’  

‘No one is going to lose her. But we’re going to need some serious firepower 

if we’re going to go up against Them.’ Richard said. 

‘Isn’t it lucky that we know a whole pantheon of Gods and Goddesses who 

can’t be revered anymore because the world went and shifted to single God worship. 

That means there’s no shortage of power, hey?’ 

‘But none of them like you.’ Richard said. 

‘That’s not true, Dick.’  Leigh replied and I raised an eyebrow at him.  

It was but that was ok. Leigh always saw the best in people, even when it was 

a detriment to him.  

‘Well we have The Anemoi on our side and I know that I already have Colt 

and Lena. The rest are going to be harder…’ 

‘Ten gods and goddesses who dislike you because of your origin. What could 

go wrong?’ Richard chimed in. 
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‘They’re pretty racist.’ I said with a shrug. 

‘Most definitely, but I’m sure we can change that. It’ll be fun.’ Richard 

shrugged. 

‘You and I have very different ideas of what fun is and I don’t think that 

should be something you think of as fun.’ I said and we all laughed. We could do this. 

It it was going to be hard. But we could do it. 

‘Next you’re going to say that you’re going to have your own show in The 

Circus.’  

I didn’t say anything. With the cap off of my abilities, I would have to perform 

to make sure that the bleed off didn’t kill someone.
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Chapter Four 

I sat curled up in the armchair that I had claimed in the living room. It was soft, suede 

and had just about all of the pillows I could stand. It reminded of my favourite 

armchair back home. And not the home Leigh and I shared together, but the one that I 

had back in my room in my pantheon. It was red and fuzzy, and one of the only places 

that soothed my entire being. Something about the way it felt like a hug and took 

away the aches when I needed it to. It was my magical couch.  

I half hoped that this one would be the same, but I knew that I couldn’t. I was 

on Earth, nothing had the same ability to soothe me like it once had. Except for Leigh. 

He had abilities that soothed me better than anything else could. I had always known 

that I wouldn’t be happy with my pantheon if it meant I was without him. Everything 

made more sense with him.  

I stared at the list of the deities, for over an hour I’d tried to come up with 

ways to get them to help, and it still was blank. I didn’t know how I could get any of 

them to help me. I could reason with them; I could even try to woo them with the 

power I had again, but pain wouldn’t help any of them. 

‘Am I interrupting anything?’ Colt said and I looked at him from across the 

room. He was standing int he doorway, almost like he was waiting for a sign to come 

inside.  

‘Colt.’ I said at the same time Leigh said ‘Dad’. We had a knack for saying the 

same thing at the same time.  

‘Hey kids, got room for an old man?’ He said with a sad smile. 

‘Come in, Colt. Come in.’ Richard said waving the ex-God of war into the 

home.  

He’d been here many times over but in this current climate, it was different. 
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Almost like there was a sense of hesitation in his movements.  

I wrapped a hand around my stomach to help stop the knotted pain that twisted 

within my belly. It wafted off Colt in waves and I knew that it wouldn’t go away. 

Beryl had been special to him, and from what I knew there had been no other woman 

that he’d been with that had touched him quite like she did. And I didn’t blame him. 

She was special. No, she had been special.  She had been the one to take me in and 

treat me as though I was her own daughter. She would help me with anything I asked 

and needed. She had done the same for Richard.  

‘How are you going Dad?’ Leigh asked and I got up out of the chair, it would 

be easier to keep everyone busy if there was something to occupy our hands. The 

kitchen was always the best bet for a place as such.  

‘I tried to go home, but I drove here instead.’ Colt said. ‘How are you Lyra?’ 

The tone of his voice was almost desperate, I tried to put distance between us 

as I walked into the kitchen, I could make tea. I put the pad down on the table before I 

flicked the switch on the kettle and heard it start to boil water. Colt had moved 

through the living room and into the kitchen, I turned to look at him I swallowed hard 

when I saw the pain in his eyes. I felt the way that it leapt through the air and crawled 

over my skin. His attention never wavered as he moved closer.  

‘I can’t do it. Please don’t ask me.’ I said.  

Leigh seemed to catch on as soon as the words were out of my mouth. ‘Dad, 

she can’t bring Mum back. I know it hurts, it hurts me, but she can’t. It would kill her. 

And Mum wouldn’t be who she was.’  

I pressed my lips together and I had never voiced that, my abilities were bound 

a standard give and take kind of karma. I could give pain and I could take it but to 

make such a sacrifice I would need something more. To bring Leigh back it was the 
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cap that held my abilities in check. For Beryl it would be a life. And that life could 

even be my own.  

‘Ask me to mend a broken bone, or to take some of your pain, I can do that, 

but anything else and the cost will be too high.’ 

‘What is it? I’ll pay it.’ Colt said.  

‘Dad, she needs to sacrifice a life to bring Mum back.’ 

‘I can find those, that’s easy.’  

I shook my head. It was that age-old God mentality. Human life was a waste 

to them. The Elders had made sure that Gods and Goddess were no longer revered 

because it was punishment and as the world changed and moved away from deities to 

a single God. We were of no use. Being revered as a God was punishable by death, 

why? No one knew, it was just the rule. Colt and war were synonymous with death. 

He could find a willing soul for a sacrifice to work.  

I dropped my human vision and I could see the way the red threadlets hung to 

his body, a thick cover was at the centre of his heart and I knew that it would stay that 

way for some time but all I could do is take away some of the pain. I walked over to 

him and pulled him to his feet. He was taken aback but wrapped his arms around me 

and I held him close. I could feel hit pain leeching onto me as it tried to escape, unlike 

Leigh, who had wanted to keep his, this pain searched for an outlet. I took it into me 

and let the red threadlets cover my skin as I inhaled, I absorbed the pain, it vibrated 

through my cells. I felt them shake with excitement, almost like there was too much 

caffeine in my system. The pain was waking up parts of me that been asleep for two 

years. 

I untangled myself from Colt and I could see that his eyes were clearer and he 

seemed to be thinking straighter. 
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‘I’m sorry,’ he said. ‘I know I don’t have a right to ask that.’ 

I shook my head and the movement unsteadied me; Leigh was there with an 

arm wrapped around my waist to make sure that I didn’t fall. I felt like I was drunk. 

So much pain in such a short amount of time wasn’t good when I didn’t have the cap 

on my abilities, but this was different. I’d never felt something like this before. Like 

there was more to it. Almost like it wanted to take over completely. I felt my legs go 

weak and leaned on Leigh. 

‘Lyra?’ Richard said, and I held a hand up.  

I think he was scared that Leigh wouldn’t be able to keep me on my feet, but I 

trusted him and I knew that he would do it.  

‘I’m fine. There’s a little too much power swirling around and I can’t seem to 

get a grip on it properly.’  

‘What does that mean?’ Leigh asked.  

I looked at Colt and he had his lips pressed together.  

‘It’s like the warlust I used to have. It overrides everything and you can’t 

focus. It makes you lightheaded and there’s nothing you can do to alleviate it except 

use it. It’s how I’ve lead wars and the only way I ever managed to keep it in check.’ 

Leigh eased me into a chair and I didn’t fight him, I didn’t tell him that I could 

have done it on my own, because I could, but I knew that it made him want to feel 

useful so it was worth keeping my mouth shut.  

I picked up a book and hoped that everyone’s attention would be on that 

instead of what was going unspoken.  

Colt took a breath and picked up the pad I had just had in my hands.  

‘What is this?’ He asked and I looked at him as I saw Leigh grabbed a mug 

from the cabinet, blindly, in my peripherals. 
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‘A list of the pantheon. I’m trying to understand how best to approach each of 

the gods and goddess to get them to help. I’m not coming up with anything I can use.’ 

‘You’re writing a list…Lyra, do you know how ridiculous that sounds?’ Colt 

pointed out. 

I wanted to defend my actions, but he was right. What was I thinking with a 

list? It wasn’t going to help us.  

‘You have an entire pantheon who will help, but all you have to do is ask.’ 

Colt said. 

It was so simple. 

But so complicated. 

‘I was hoping I’d be able to find a way to convince them.’ I said. The words 

sounded like an excuse.  

‘Lyra, you’re married to Leigh, you just saved his life and you think you don’t 

have a foot to stand on? I’d heard whispers about you; the whole pantheon had and 

that’s why they were so hesitant to let you in. You have always been a force to be 

reckoned with and the cap that was put on your abilities was supposed to keep you 

small. If you let that be your defining feature, they win. You’re better than that.’ 

The man who had walked through the door moments before was different to 

the man who stood in front of us now. It was like taking the pain away cleared his 

head for what was important. 

‘You need to make them see what Beryl and I always saw and they’ll come 

around.’ 

But they had made the effort to let me in, the others hadn’t. 

Colt touched my arm and I jumped. ‘They’ll let you in if you let them in. 

There’s always been a barrier up between you and them and while they didn’t help to 
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break it, you haven’t tried hard enough to get through to them either.’ 

He was right. I just let them think whatever they wanted about me because 

being with Leigh was more important than that then. It still was now. 

But there was more at stake now. 

‘This is all well and true, but how are we going to get her painlust out of the 

way? I know that should be something that we should be figuring out.’ Leigh said. 

‘We’re going to have to worry about that later.’ I said. I tried to deflect the 

discussion. 

‘Lyra, what do you need to do?’ Richard asked. 

I narrowed my eyes at him because I didn’t want to say what I knew because it 

was a lot. The Elders were baiting me to see if I would do it. 

‘Lyra?’ Leigh said and I covered his hand with mine.  

‘I have to take a life to get it under control.’ I said quietly.  

It had been a long time since I had taken a life and I didn’t know if I could do 

it. Living with humans had changed my perspective on killing them and I didn’t want 

to have to do it. 

‘What?’ Leigh said. 

He knew that I was a pain goddess, but I feel like sometimes he didn’t want to 

acknowledge the realness of it. 

‘But I don’t know if it’ll work the same. It’s been a long time since I took a 

life and I don’t want to start now.’  

‘How long?’ 

I pressed my lips together for a second. ‘One hundred and fifty years.’  

‘How does that happen?’ Colt asks. 

‘I found a way around it.’ 
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‘How?’ He asked again. 

‘I used to kill my brother over and over again. But he is a god.’ 

‘You would kill your brother…what?’ Leigh said. 

Vammatar was always there to protect me, he was always the one who had 

been there to keep me in check, because he was my twin and his abilities were always 

linked to mine.  

‘It was easier to kill him then to explain how victims went missing. I mean I 

used to love watching serial killers and their ability to kill without remorse. I used to 

tap into the pain of their victims and it would satisfy me.’  

I could pull threadlets of pain from victims who had pain inflicted on them. It 

was sweeter, somehow, when someone else tortured them.  

‘Could you use the circus as an outlet?’ Richard asked out of nowhere. 

‘Don’t be stupid.’ I said. 

I didn’t want to perform, getting in front of humans and pulling on their pain 

would be different. I didn’t know if it would satiate the painlust. 

‘No, that’s actually a really good idea, I’m sure we could use that. I mean if 

Dad can use his warlust and turn it into a show, why couldn’t you use your painlust to 

do the same thing?’ Leigh sat down at the table and grabbed a pen as he ripped the 

forgotten list of the pad. ‘You just need a name.’ 

‘Guys, come on, this isn’t the time for this. We need to work contacting the 

pantheon.’ 

Colt held out his phone to me and I looked at it. ‘Here, I have everyone’s 

number in my phone. You can start there. This is actually something that we need to 

look at it, because it’ll be something that we need to do sooner rather than later. We 

can’t let the painlust go unchecked, you always wanted to be apart of the team. I guess 
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you’re about to become a performer.’  

My eyes widened and I searched for Leigh to help, but he was deep into 

sketching something and lost in his own thoughts. 

‘Treasure. No, that’s a weird name to have.’ Colt offered up. 

It didn’t look like I was going to get out of this and I swallowed hard. I could 

handle just about anything, but the thought of performing in front of people made me 

sick. 

‘I know. How about Gluttony? Too much of a good thing is always a good 

place to start.’ 

Leigh looked up from his sketching. ‘I like it. I think that could work.’ 

‘Do I get a say in this?’ I said and sat down. 

‘Well…it’s either you join us, or we all go mad from pain.’ Richard shrugged. 

I clicked my tongue and sighed. ‘I guess Gluttony is the way to go.’ 

‘Yes! I can already see the merch we can make from this.’ Leigh said. 

Shit. I was going to become his favourite project.  

 


