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"For death begins with life's first breath. And life begins at the touch of death."
   — John Oxenham





Golden Arrow
Hades weighs a flat stone in the palm of her hand and promptly skips it across the surface of the River Styx. She watches it disinterestedly until it sinks a few meters away.
The surface of the water ripples in warning, and Hades rolls her eyes in response. “This place is a waste of my talents and you know it,” she says to no one in particular. She stares up at the ceiling, arms folded over her chest, clearly waiting for something. She lets her gaze wander from the banks of the river, up to the pristinely etched walls that make up a very plain and practical room she built herself.
A few more columns extend into what almost looks like a patio area if it were outdoors, which in a way it is since the Underworld resembles an expansive cave and there’s no sky to look up at. Sitting in the middle of the square of columns is a table and two chairs.
Hades stands on the bridge, regal. She’s the infallible ruler of this world, a world designed as a prison of eternal solitude, yet she has two chairs on her patio. Her face is impassive as she stares at them. Her eyes narrow. She lifts a hand. Tendrils of blue smoke spiral from her palm and start to reach for the chair. Her shoulders straighten suddenly, reacting to something only she can feel. “Finally.” The tendrils fade and she stares at the extra chair again. There’s no hatred in her eyes, no emotion of any kind that can be detected. “I’ll get rid of you later.”
She vanishes, scorch marks painting the ground like a graffiti tag marking her presence.
The world goes still. The souls that float through the river whisper in hushed voices, longing to be heard. They can do nothing but wait for their Lord to return.
“The god of death does deserve happiness. The god of death doesn't deserve happiness." Eros plucks petals from a daisy. It’s an interesting sight: a god who looks like a human adult sitting in a field of flowers…pouting.  “The god of death does deserve happiness.” He smiles widely as the words leave his mouth, nodding and content with that option. He thinks of warm eyes and a set of chairs… He plucks another petal. “The god of death doesn’t deserve happiness.” He scowls at the flower as if it personally offended him before startling in wonder. One petal remains. He pulls it and holds it between his fingers with a wide smile. His voice softens, pleased and excited. “The god of death does deserve happiness.” His lips part to let out a gentle breath, sending the petal through the air. He watches it soar freely. His smile is small, yet bright. The petal seems to cry out with joy on its first and final flight.
When it disappears from view, he admires the field he sits in for a brief moment before he digs through his satchel. A handful of random objects fly out as he carelessly rummages: a hand towel with a cartoon character on it, cherry flavored lip gloss, an old-fashioned fountain pen, designer brand sunglasses—“Ah!” His hand holds up a smart phone victoriously. He navigates quickly and familiarly to a camera app and spends a good twenty minutes making faces and posing for some selfies. He posts a few on his social media account of choice and laughs as he scrolls through old posts and comments. He thrives under praise, but it will never not be funny when people tell him he looks like a god.
He lets his laughter build into a giggle fit as he falls on his back and looks up at the sky. He stares at the sun fondly, his mischievous smile turning into something softer. He lets the sunlight warm his skin as the warmth turns into a hand on his cheek.
Helios usually has to send a whisper into someone’s ear from afar to ask them to summon him so he can travel, but he and Eros have long since figured out their own language.
Eros is suddenly staring up at a blinding smile. He squints and raises a hand to feign blocking sunlight. “Turn it down, sunshine.” Helios laughs softly as he tumbles onto the ground and embraces his friend. Helios’s curly hair is cropped short to his head, his build is strong. Eros complements him with a leaner build and hair that catches in the wind without reaching his shoulders.
They cuddle together in the field of flowers, content to listen to the breeze. Eros leans into Helios. Helios eventually breaks the silence, his voice soft and soothing, “I’m assuming you want to hear the gossip, Cupid.”
Eros turns to him with a wide grin which turns into a scowl at his second name. He is not overly charmed by the name that’s now associated with small cherubs. “So tell me then, Sol.”
Helios laughs, running a hand down Eros’s back. “I’m honestly not sure I should tell you. Knowing you, it’ll turn into chaos in moments.”
The two of them are insatiable and inseparable. The god who sees all and the god of love. Gossip runs through their veins.
Helios’s words do nothing to quell Eros. They simply excite him further. “You’re not usually one to hype up a story.”
Helios raises his eyebrows, seeming a bit more serious. “This one’s big. You may not even believe me.”
Eros laughs at that but catches Helios’s shift in tone. Eros reaches out to feel a soft petal under his fingertips. He cradles the bud in his palm, loving the sensual texture of it. “Considering your point of view, you’re a fairly reliable source for these things. I have no reason not to believe you.”
Helios stares toward the horizon, seeing something Eros can’t. “Hades is roaming the earth.”
Eros laughs again. He waits for the real story after Helios’s joke. Helios glances at him, waiting for a reaction. Eros snaps to attention. “Hades what?!”
Eros looks toward the horizon where Helios had been staring. Helios tsks, “You can’t go to her. She hasn’t forgiven you.”
Eros’s eyes darken. “She should have thanked me.”
Helios watches Eros, fond and worried. “You knew it couldn’t last.”
Eros shakes his head. “She needed to know how it felt.”
“Cue—”
Eros doesn’t let the nickname distract him. “She had no idea what she’d been missing. I had to let her feel it.” Eros is not willing to compromise on this topic. Helios lets it go.
The flower in Eros’s hand is crushed, already browning in death.
Eros relaxes his fingers, watching the petals catch the wind and float away from the tension between the two gods. They seem drawn to that point in the distance where Helios keeps glancing, where Hades has to be.
Eros shakes his head again. “No, I have to go. I won’t have many chances at reconciling with her.”
Helios sighs, running his fingers gently through Eros’s hair. “Be patient with her. She hasn’t seen the sunlight for a while.”
Eros stares at the god of the sun in front of him with a knowing smile. “You missed her too.”
Helios smiles, fingers settling on the back of Eros’s head. He tugs him forward to press a kiss to his forehead. “Just be careful.”
Warmth seeps through him as the touch vaporizes. Eros glances up at the sun with a smile. He pretends to shoot an arrow at it with a wink. He swears he hears a laugh as he starts to walk toward Hades.
✽✽✽
 
Crisp, clear water tumbles over smooth rocks covered in soft moss. Persephone laughs as she stands in it, letting it tickle her bare feet. With a radiant—and somewhat wicked—grin on her face, she splashes around. Her laughter is loud and unashamed. Like all gods, she appears infinitely radiant in her late twenties or early thirties, but she has no qualms acting like a child at times.
Chrysanthemums[1] bloom on either side of the water. Sun-kissed, golden strands sparkle among the light brown hair that trails down her back. She wears a simple white tunic that billows around her freely. She is one with the nature that surrounds her.
Just as accepted by their surroundings, but in an entirely different way, Demeter sits in the shade of a tree. His black hair is wavy and long enough for a couple of leaves to be stuck in it. He wears a lot of neutral browns, mostly linen to keep cool as he spends most of his time in the sun. His green eyes track Persephone as she runs around the stream. His smile matches hers. They discovered this bond, whether it exists because of their complementary abilities or personalities, and Demeter has been fiercely protective of her ever since. He sees her as a daughter, but it’s become a sort of game for them to deny that.
He’d initially found Persephone by chance, but he knew better than to believe in chance in this world. He had a feeling Hebe had something to do with it.
When they met, Persephone’s eyes were empty and dull. She could barely bring herself to smile. She’d stare at Demeter’s harvests with disdain. Demeter understood slowly that Persephone thought her flowers were useless and told her, “Flowers feed insects. Insects protect the harvest and nourish other plants. Everything is connected. Something can be both beautiful and useful.”
Persephone had been grieving and Demeter had to be patient for a long time before she truly opened up to him. Persephone smiles more lately. It's refreshing. She’s really come into her own and embraced herself.
She glances at her friend under the tree and splashes water his way.
Demeter mock gasps. “Watch it, punk! I’m enjoying the day. I don’t need this.”
Persephone tsks, “You’re more delicate than my flowers.”
Demeter scoffs. “I should think so.”
Persephone smiles at his mock arrogance.
Demeter shakes his head, “What has you in such a good mood?”
Persephone takes a deep breath, releasing it in a sigh. “Today feels like a good day. An important day.” Angelica flowers[2] sprout, covering the field like freshly fallen snow.
Demeter’s smile turns soft. He speaks her flower language fluently. “It’s good to see you like this, Persephone.”
She smiles. It’s small, but it’s there. A sadness lingers in her eyes.
A single yellow rose blooms in front of Demeter, a symbol of friendship and joy. He reaches down, “May I?” Persephone nods. He picks the flower, tucking the stem behind his ear. Persephone kept the thorns from the stem for him. The flower suits him. “I’m going to walk downstream a bit. I’ll meet you back here?”
Persephone nods, already turning her attention back to the water and her bare feet splashing through the stream. A warmth pulses through her as a human’s prayer whispers in her mind, asking for help. She considers it but kicks the water again as she decides to keep this moment for herself. The prayer isn’t anything urgent. She can get to it later.
✽✽✽
 
Eros watches from the top of the hill as the flower goddess splashes around for a bit. There was something bright about her that Eros always loved, but there was also something…incomplete. Or too complete? Something odd for sure. Though Eros felt most people were incomplete if they weren’t in love.
He glances around the stream. He knows Hades should be around here somewhere. It shouldn’t be so hard to spot her amidst such vibrancy. Hades was always a little…dramatic. She embraced the shroud of darkness and monotone colors that people associated with her position. She just tries so hard. Her brothers never seem to understand that.
Eros feels heat prickle against the back of his neck and is unsurprised when a muffled version of Helios’s voice echoes in his mind. She’s been walking along the stream enjoying the day in solitude. Like you should be.
Eros snorts, but then spots Hades.
She’s in the distance, hidden beneath a tree’s shadow. Her blue eyes can see nothing but Persephone.
Persephone is totally oblivious.
An overwhelming warmth fills Eros, goose bumps blossoming on his skin: the unignorable need to send love into a new heart. “You’ve got to be kidding.” Eros’s hands itch for his bow.
An intense heat staggers him as Helios shouts, Cue, don’t! I’m not joking. This is an awful idea.
Eros has his bow strung in a moment. “I owe her, Helios.” He glances between his two targets. “It’s right this time. I feel it. They’re fated.”
He takes aim at Hades and lets loose.
At the sound of Hades’s grunt, Persephone looks up.
They lock eyes.
✽✽✽
 
Helios lets Eros summon him through a sunbeam to stand side by side. Helios tries and fails to hide a deep frown. “You don’t know what you’ve set in motion.”
Eros runs a hand down Helios’s back; slowly, sensually. “Even we can’t control fate.”
Helios shakes his head. “If this is fate, fate is cruel.”
Eros’s hand stops. “We knew that already.”
✽✽✽
 
Hades knows this feeling.
She’s felt it before and it runs through her veins like a cold flame. She knows what this is but she’s powerless to stop it.
It crashes over her like a tidal wave. She nearly cries out at the pain of it. Not that it’s pain she’s feeling. It’s joy in her veins, but the foreign substance claws at her unprepared psyche.
She knows Eros must be nearby and she nearly razes the field around her at the thought.
Regardless of her experience with golden arrows and of her status as a higher god, she can’t take her eyes off the woman in front of her. She already knows her name: Persephone, goddess of Spring.
Hades has heard of her. It’s kind of in the job description to keep tabs on people who aren’t dead, can’t die, might die, etc. Now here she is, staring at the embodiment of life. It feels like a joke. It feels like Eros is laughing at her again.
But she can feel her heart flutter. She can feel nervousness. She can feel herself blush.
She isn’t sure how long it’s been. Around a hundred years…
When Persephone’s eyes meet hers, time practically stops.
Yes, Hades has felt this before, but it hadn’t felt quite like this.
Hades opens her mouth to speak, but as she does a shadow falls across her.
She tenses. “I’m so sorry.”
✽✽✽
 
When Persephone blinks, her eyes open to a place so dark they can’t adjust quickly enough to show her where she is.
All she knows is that it’s cold, her feet are still wet and bare on a stone floor, and…she feels like something is missing. She can’t put her finger on it. It hurts, whatever it is.
Something glows in front of her and as she focuses on it, she recognizes it as a pair of glowing blue eyes, bluer than any flower she’s ever seen.
She quells the intrigue she feels at the beauty of those eyes and forces herself to recognize that she’s in danger.
That’s when she realizes what’s missing.
There’s no grass here, no dirt, no sunlight. She can’t grow flowers. As the realization hits her it’s as though her heart has turned to ash.
She speaks around the lump in her throat. “Who are you? Where have you brought me?”
Her eyes continue adjusting, bringing back into focus the god she caught a glimpse of in the sunlight a moment ago. Everything about this stranger is practical and it makes her more menacing. Her silvery-white hair is in braids and loosely tied back. Her black clothes fit her torso tightly, blending into a loose pair of pants.
Those blue eyes are piercing and Persephone wants to scream. Anything to get out of this moment of nothingness. She feels like she’s suffocating. Somehow, she feels caged though she’s standing in an open space.
The only sound is a trickle of water so Persephone chooses to take in her surroundings, noticing she’s on a bridge. She peeks over the rail. Ice grips her heart as she sees the stream. Cold, cold fear spreads from her heart and takes over her entire body. It’s one thing to hear tales about the River Styx, it’s an entirely other thing to see it herself.
The blue eyes vanish as the stranger ducks her head. Persephone thinks she sees a tear fall from her cheek to her shirt.
Persephone shakes her head, stepping away from the railing. “I won’t. I won’t go in. I haven’t died. I don’t know how I ended up here.”
Hades laughs. “Well, that’s true. It wasn’t you who was shot.”
The god’s voice is eerily higher than Persephone expected it to be. She’s like a siren. Soft, soothing voice yet something inherently dangerous lingering just beneath the surface.
Persephone would be joking with herself if she were to say she hadn’t figured out who the god was. She just didn’t want to accept it.
The Lord of the Underworld stands before her, eyes shining like a blue flame burns within them.
Persephone takes a small breath. “You’re Hades.”
Hades doesn’t nod or make any sort of confirmation. “You shouldn’t be down here.”
Persephone could laugh. She wishes she could laugh to expel the inherent fear. “I don’t think I really had much choice in that.”
Hades sighs heavily. “It was bad timing.”
Persephone can only stare. She’s arguing with the god of death. While she’s skeptical of what it means that she is currently in the Underworld, she doesn’t have a death wish. “Let me go back. Demeter won’t know where I went.”
Hades’ voice is void of emotion. “I can’t.”
Persephone doesn’t keep her thoughts in check as much as she wishes she could. “What do you mean you can’t? You brought me here. Put me back.”
Hades’s voice bellows throughout the caves. She’s not even speaking that loudly. It’s as if the entire Underworld is in tune with her voice and reverberates with it. “Can you grow flowers here? In the stone? Can you ask Helios to shine light on them and nourish them? Can you do any of that?”
She actually waits for a response so Persephone manages a very weak, “No.”
Hades rolls her eyes. “We all have limitations.” Hades watches her again. It’s like she can see Persephone’s soul and Persephone tenses, realizing that might just be true. “Gods, you’re worse than Eros.”
Persephone isn’t sure how to respond to that. “What does Eros have to do with this?”
“What doesn’t Eros have to do with this?” Hades looks away suddenly, mouth snapping shut as she regrets sharing those words.
It takes Persephone a solid ten seconds to realize the god of death is in love with her. “Oh.”
Hades doesn’t look her in the eye, hasn’t this whole time. “I have to take care of something. Feel free to walk around. Don’t touch the water and don’t eat anything.”
Then she’s gone and Persephone shivers in the cold, alone on the bridge.
✽✽✽
 
The stream is a soft, comforting sound to Demeter as he carries his shoes in one hand. His usual companions are mud, and weeds, and the occasional sharp gardening tool humans leave around so he allows himself the luxury of feeling the soft grass beneath his feet as he walks along the bank. He understands why Persephone refuses to wear shoes. If he could make flowers bloom anywhere the way she can, he would just walk on petals and never wear shoes ever again. He snorts as he imagines her smacking his arm, offended at the concept of him trampling over her flowers. He stares at the ground and a pumpkin forms. He laughs at himself. It’s not nearly the same effect that Persephone has.
He turns on his heel and heads back to her. He takes a moment to wonder if he should check on the fruit trees at Hebe’s. He loves to entertain her ale-making hobby. He and Persephone benefit from the fruits of her labor. He laughs to himself at the joke only he could hear. Yeah, he and Persephone should visit Hebe tonight. She must have some fun new story for them since three days ago. They really do spend so much time there.
He reaches the tree he’d been sitting under and frowns when he doesn’t see Persephone. He keeps walking, but still nothing. Then he spots it. A small circle of flowers: zinnias[3].
The entire world shakes as Demeter’s eyes catch the telltale scorch marks of Hades. 




A False Sense
A pair of familiar eyes hold her gaze as an arrow, golden and glimmering in the sunlight, whirs directly toward her. It pierces her chest, her heart—
Hades wakes up coughing until she realizes she’s sobbing.
This arrow is seriously screwing with her. She hadn’t dreamed in…almost a century.
For a moment, she allows herself to remember the first time she ever dreamed. It wasn’t until after the effects of Eros’s first arrow that images played through her mind while she slept. It also wasn’t until Eros’s arrow that she slept for anything other than passing time. At first she thought the dreams were people’s memories. It’s part of her ability to review other’s memories. Dreaming felt so similar to that—fuzzy images and vaguely remembered emotions—but these images she saw at night weren’t real events.
She’s a higher god, one of only three, but she’d never felt magic until that day. With a lingering pain in her chest from where the arrow struck her, she felt joy. She felt worth. She felt so much.
She hasn’t felt in so long.
And now she’s choking on it, drowning in it.
It’s a few moments before she realizes she never checked on Persephone. It had all been too much. She needed to get away, as ironic as that was. She was practically always alone down here.
She closes her eyes and listens. There's currently only one beating heart in the Underworld and the sound of it is like music pulsing through the caves.
She follows the sound to find Persephone, sleeping curled up in a tapestry she pulled off the wall. She’s shivering, even in her sleep. Hades knows she should be annoyed since the tapestry is now a little torn, but instead guilt tears through her. Persephone isn’t used to the cold and she was resourceful enough to find some semblance of warmth. Hades tries to forgive herself as guilt, guilt, guilt, pours through her. She had cried herself to sleep, clutching at the sore spot in her chest where the arrow had pierced her, but the self-pity does nothing to lessen the remorse.
She carries Persephone to her bed, careful to only touch her through the material of the tapestry, which she can repair later. She places her on the mattress and tugs the comforter over her. 
She watches for a moment, satisfied when she sees the shaking has stopped. She conjures a ghostly purple hyacinth, knowing Persephone will understand her own flower language. The flower, only an imitation of life, will disintegrate in a few hours but it should last until she wakes.
Hades walks out of the small room and crosses the bridge over the River Styx. She pauses in the middle, staring down at the slow-moving current. She speaks softly, knowing all its inhabitants can hear her. “It’s been a while since I’ve been able to hurt with you.” She flinches. “Sorry about that rock yesterday morning. That was inconsiderate, even if you couldn’t really feel it.” She closes her eyes as the souls grow excited under the attention, excited to be heard finally. Hades grips the railing tightly as the remorse of thousands hits her harshly. “I feel your regrets as my own, but you must let go to move on to Elysium. That’s the only path away from me. I’d certainly take it if I could.”
The souls that make up the river seems to hum in response to her words.
Hades scoffs lightly. “Don’t talk back to me like that. You know I’m right.”
She turns toward her bedroom for a moment and then glances back at the river. "She's beautiful, right? Like not just...could you guys see it too? Could you see her the way I did?"
She knows they can't respond, but she had to say it to someone. Persephone's soul is beautiful. She's tainting it just by being near her.
She stands there for what must be hours. As souls pass beneath her, she takes a moment to listen to their stories of regret. That's all they manage to think about while they're here. That's the whole point of this. They have to ruminate on every mistake they've ever made. They relive each moment they inflicted pain on others, only now they feel that pain for themselves. Some are here longer than others. Some never leave. But everyone ends up here at some point.
The River Styx is always described as hideous and terrifying. She’d seen the way Persephone reacted to it. Hades has never seen it as anything other than beautiful and unyielding. It’s the ultimate justice. No one can run from it. No status can exempt you from it. Everyone is equal in Styx and everyone gets exactly what they deserve. Hades’s lips curve into a frown. She and her two brothers are the only ones exempt and the thought rekindles a softly burning rage in her heart. Before she can linger in hatred, the steady breath floating through the quiet world hitches slightly. Hades turns her head toward the sound. 
Persephone is awake.
✽✽✽
 
Eros splashes in the water, watching as the sun glints off the stream. He doesn’t look up as he allows Helios to use him as a tether to get to Earth. Eros seems to know the answer, but asks anyway, “She’s just been busy, though. Hasn’t she?”
Helios doesn’t even pretend to lie. “No, Cue. She’s been avoiding you.”
Eros looks up at that. “Hermes told me Hades was too busy and that’s why he’s been helping with her topside errands instead of Hades coming herself.”
Helios blinks. “For a full century?”
Eros’s resolve falters. “...She’s all right, isn’t she? Have you talked to her?”
“She knows I talk to you so, no. I haven’t talked to her.”
Eros sighs, flopping down in the water, soaking all his clothes. “Why didn’t you tell me she was here sooner? I barely had any time to see her.”
Helios scoffs. “Cue, you had time to shoot her.”
Eros protests, “Okay, you know it’s not my choice most of the time.”
Helios stays quiet long enough that Eros splashes him. He flinches and grins a little but remains serious. “It really wasn’t you?”
Eros shakes his head. “I’m telling you, Sol. This is it for her. I don’t think she knows it yet.” It’s quiet between them for a moment. Eros’s voice is soft when he speaks again. “Do you think she’ll ever forgive me?”
Helios sits down beside him in the running stream. Eros smiles at the display of affection and allows Helios to ignore the question, leaning into him.
✽✽✽
 
To say Persephone wakes up unhappy is an understatement.
She wakes without opening her eyes and immediately feels anger and pain course through her as she remembers she’s in an infertile world where flowers don’t grow.
She’s well aware of how frivolous that sounds, but her flowers truly mean something. It took her a long time to appreciate her gift but now she does and she’s infuriated to be separated from it. Her flowers tell stories, comfort friends, grieve lost ones. Her flowers declare love and ask for forgiveness. A world without flowers is like a world without sunshine and…well, this place is both.
And apparently it also doesn’t have beds.
The thought crosses her mind right as she realizes she’s on a bed.
Her eyes fly open and go a little crossed as they focus on the…thing in front of her face.
Her tension melts slightly when she sees the flower, a purple hyacinth: regret. She’s not about to forgive, but the flower is a start even if it is a ghostly shadow of something that should be alive. She tucks it behind her ear and feels slightly more at ease with it there.
She stalks out of the bedroom to spot Hades on the bridge, looking at her openly. It’s a little unnerving. She’d really thought the Lord of the Underworld would be…scarier, but it’s somehow even more terrifying that she’s not.
Persephone holds onto the anger she woke up with. “Did you fucking carry me?”
Hades holds up her hands, eyebrow curving up in amusement at Persephone’s crude choice of words. “I didn’t touch you.”
Persephone shakes her head. “That’s not what I asked.”
Hades shrugs. “Yeah, I carried you in the tapestry that you ripped.” Her eyes widen, surprised at her own pettiness. She usually doesn’t care about these things. She curses the arrow. “I’m very sorry.” And that’s different too—the need to apologize. It’s not such an alien feeling to Hades, though. It’s fair to account for your mistakes. She’s comfortable with the minor representation of justice. “I didn’t mean for your first night to be such a rough one. I know what you must be thinking but I truly had no part in any of this. I didn’t take you with me down here. It’s…” She pauses with a sigh. Persephone listens as some blanks are filled in for her. “I don’t know how familiar you are with Eros’s arrows?”
Persephone purses her lips. “I’ve heard stories.”
Hades rubs her chest and Persephone catches the motion. “Lucky.” She stares out at the river. Persephone follows her gaze and shudders at the haunting view of miserable souls drifting aimlessly. Hades continues her explanation. “You weren’t shot, but we’re still bound by the arrow. It’s not usually a rule that comes into effect but, well, you stay in the same world as the person you’re bound to so when my time ran out I had to return here and you were forced here with me. I want you to know it’s not my choice to make you stay here. The effects of the arrow should wear off and you’ll be free to go. We just have to wait a bit.”
Persephone blinks at her. She’s wary of trusting such kind, simple words. She’s heard some stories about the arrows but she’s heard many more about Hades. Hades has been known to literally talk people to death. It’s her skill. Persephone isn’t keen on dying. She’s a goddess. She’s never even supposed to die, but again, she’s…heard stories.
Hades shakes her head. “It’s okay, I didn’t expect you to believe me.”
Persephone steps back at the intrusion.
Hades curses quietly. Her voice softens. “I don’t mean to—You’re kind of an open book. You must be used to it since the flowers always give you away up there.”
Persephone’s heart pulses in fear. “Can you hear my thoughts?”
Hades shakes her head. “No, no, nothing like that. It’s just…” And then she’s staring again and Persephone hates it. She hates not knowing what Hades is seeing. Hades glances out over the river again. “I understand souls. That’s my thing. I’ve never had to control it. No one’s ever here.” The words are said without sadness. It’s a fact: no one’s ever here.
Persephone wants to trust her, but how can she? She assumes Hades already knows how she feels. “I’m sorry.” The words are stiff and not completely sincere.
Hades shrugs, eyes on the river. “Don’t be. It’s the smart decision.” She takes a breath. “I can go back up for the next full moon so worst-case scenario you’re here for a month, then we can go to Earth and…sort it out with Cue.”
Persephone feels like she’s suddenly lost air in this world too. Part of her is surprised by the familiar nickname Hades has for Eros, but she’s much more concerned about that time estimate. “A month? I have to…stay like this…for a month?”
Hades hangs her head. She can feel Persephone’s pain. It’s honestly impossible not to. Persephone is separated from her element and it’s like her soul is screaming. “I’ll do what I can to help, but mostly I need the arrow’s effects to fade so I really can’t be with you.” Hades responds to the question before Persephone can even ask it. “I have to fall out of this false sense of love Cue’s implanted in me and that’s going to be really hard if I keep seeing how beautiful you are.”
She says it as a fact again. There’s no emotion tangled in it and it’s somehow more affecting because of it.
She gazes at Persephone once more. Now that Persephone knows Hades is looking straight through to her soul, it’s even more unnerving. Hades swallows. “Be well. Get home safe.”
And she’s gone, leaving scorched stone in her place. Persephone stares out at the river. The entire place is silent except for what sounds like a room full of hushed whispers. They’re the only company here. She speaks to them. “Is she telling the truth?”
Nothing happens.
She sighs and takes the flower out of her hair, staring at her one friend in this world. She just hopes Demeter isn’t tearing the earth apart looking for her.
✽✽✽
 
The scorch marks Hades left behind gave Demeter a great idea.
To deal with a higher god, you need the help of a higher god. Demeter is still a little miffed about Poseidon’s saltwater idea and how many of his crops it killed with the initial confusion, so Zeus it is. Even though everyone knows Zeus is a jerk and a bit of a bully, that’s kind of the energy Demeter needs right now—someone to bully Hades. 
A lesser god can’t just walk up to Olympus, so he has to get Zeus’s attention somehow. It takes a day or two for anyone to notice, but crops start to rot in the fields like a plague.
Demeter’s heart would break thinking about all the hard work he put into those crops, the blessings he bestowed, but this is for Persephone, so his actions cause him no remorse. 
He turns his head to the sky and waits.




Youth
Tight ringlet curls bounce wildly, eyes forced shut as Hebe laughs with genuine mirth. She’s surrounded by children on a playground, once again masquerading as a human substitute teacher. She loves being around the children under her care and she loves that she’s not hidden away on Olympus anymore, having to send blessings from afar.
No one around her knows who she is. She’s actually friends with a few of the other teachers, but they all know her as Ivy.
She watches as they play, still too young to know about things like temptation or greed. She keeps those things out of their lives for as long as she possibly can, but she’s usually thwarted by another god on that matter.
As if on cue, Eros and Helios wave at her from across the field. She frowns at the interruption, but waves to her friends.
Helios whispers to her from afar, We’ll meet you at your place when you’re done?
Hebe nods and they walk away.
When all the kids are done, safely on the buses or picked up, she makes her way home and finds Eros and Helios waiting by her door.
Hebe smiles, offering them both a hug, “To what do I owe the pleasure?” She changed after ‘work’ and is now wearing a crop top and high-waisted jeans, always up to date with all of the human youth’s fashion trends.
Eros smiles widely, an obvious attempt to look cute and innocent. “Hide me?”
Helios looks exhausted.
Hebe lets them in without another word. Her expression is amused and a little wary of what she’s about to get herself into.
When the door is shut and everyone’s inside, Hebe has to prompt the others to speak, “What’d you do now?”
Helios jabs a finger at Eros. “Hades.”
Hebe sighs. “Again?”
Eros slaps Helios’s hand away. “Okay, traitor, it’s not like that.” He turns to Hebe. “It was real this time. I didn’t get the chance to tell her.”
Hebe drops her face into her hands. “She’s going to kill you regardless. I hope you know that.” She waits for more information and is met with silence. She prods them again. “So? Who is it? Who’s with her?”
Helios and Eros look at each other. Helios seems to convey that he’s not getting in the middle of this. Hebe turns her attention fully to Eros. Eros smiles sweetly, “...Persephone?”
Hebe doesn’t react. She doesn’t even move for ten solid seconds. Then she finally speaks up. “…You…trapped…my best friend…in the Underworld. Am I understanding that correctly? And then you came here to hide? Eros, you should be hiding from me. Who the hell are you hiding from?”
She realizes the answer before Eros can say it. They all speak at the same time, “Demeter.”
Eros nods. Hebe looks at Helios, putting the pieces together. “The famine?”
Helios nods. 
Hebe sighs. “I, of all people, appreciate your youthful faith in love solving all things, but you couldn’t have at least bided your time and maybe told everyone involved before shooting? Isn’t that a common courtesy you use for immortals?”
Eros pouts. “I forgot about the time limit.”
Hebe is completely unconvinced. “Cue, you’ve been her best friend for a full millennium. No one has that time limit memorized better than you.”
Eros stares at a wall. “It’s been a century. I’ve lost my touch.”
Hebe rolls her eyes. “A century is nothing for us.”
Helios waves a hand at Hebe. “That’s what I said.”
Eros goes limp in his chair. “Please stop teaming up against me and help maybe?”
Hebe and Helios look at each other. Helios pats Eros’s shoulder. “You’re so impulsive, Cue.” Helios has long ago given up on trying to teach his friend the concept of patience.
“Why did you come to me?” Hebe’s brows draw together in confusion. Hebe is able to sense a child’s needs and guide them in the right direction, so sometimes if someone has enough of a youthful energy, it allows Hebe to guide them as well. Eros will always be a little immature and Hebe has always been able to help him, but there’s not a lot she can recommend. “I’d love to help you more, Eros, but my instincts tell me you need to grow up a little and just talk to Demeter. Communication and honesty are important.”
Awkwardness fills the air as Helios and Eros look at each other. Since the vast majority of their conversations involve gossip, Helios is well aware that Eros went to Hebe because she’s fated to be with Demeter. Not that Hebe knows that. It’s not quite time for them, so Eros hasn’t taken the shot, but he figured if anyone knew how to get through to Demeter right now, it’d be Hebe.
Hebe cuts in, ignoring the silence. “I assume Demeter doesn’t know you were involved in this yet?” Eros shakes his head. Hebe shrugs. “That’s your first step.”
She may as well have asked Eros to fling himself into the River Styx.
✽✽✽
 
Demeter stands in front of Zeus, hands on his hips and rage in his eyes.
Zeus pinches the bridge of his nose. “Demeter, I have no control over my sister’s whims.”
Demeter laughs, loud and short. “Oh. No control. Really. That’s incredible. I remember quite a few times you’ve asked her for favors. It’s not like all of us can just pop down to the Underworld for a chat.”
Zeus sighs. “You know only Hermes can do that.”
Demeter’s eyes light up in mock awe. “Wow! Hermes! I had not thought of that! Thank you so much for that suggestion!”
Zeus closes his eyes. He wishes it was rare for Demeter to get like this, because when he does, he’s impossible to appease until you just give him what he wants. Unfortunately, this time isn’t as easy as apples shouldn’t grow in husks! Humans deserve at least one easy-to-eat food that they can just grab from a tree and go.
Zeus offers his only solution, “We have to wait for Hermes’s Day so he can go speak with Hades and we can try to figure out what happened.”
Demeter shrugs nonchalantly. “Don’t think I’ll fix the crops just because you’ve got Hermes working on it. This doesn’t end until I have Persephone back, no strings attached.” 




The Perfect Prison
Hums and murmurs float through the air like a haunting melody. Persephone could almost sing to it at this point since there is nothing else in this entire goddamn place.
Eventually, flower in hand, Persephone caves. She calls out, “Hades!”
As if the shadows themselves summon her, Hades hesitantly fades into view. She doesn’t speak. She waits.
Persephone doesn’t seem to really have anything to say either.
Hades ducks her head. It conveys her guilt more than words could.
Persephone sighs. “I can’t sit here by myself for a month.”
Hades’s mouth twitches, but she doesn’t smile. “Well, you couldn’t last an hour before calling for me.”
Persephone watches her. She has to make a decision. She has to know if she can trust the god in front of her.
Hades laughs, responding to the discomfort radiating from Persephone. “I don’t think you’re ever going to be able to trust me. You’ll have to decide if you want to risk it or not.”
Persephone huffs out a long sigh and paces nervously. “I can’t even trust the information you’ve given me. As far as I know you did take me captive. Or maybe I’m trapped down here forever and you’re giving me false hope. There’s nowhere to go, no one to talk to, not even a way to fucking keep track of the time or day. I don’t know if time works differently here! It may have been a month already! Maybe I was unconscious for years!”
Hades watches her rant; patient with a small smile on her lips.
Persephone glances at Hades’s lips warily. “It’s fucked up that you’re amused by this.”
Hades clears her throat, smile vanishing. “I really am sorry. It’s…I’ve said it already. It’d be weird to repeat.”
Persephone watches the god…feign embarrassment? Or was it real? “Just say it.”
Hades stares right into Persephone’s eyes. “Your soul really is beautiful. I’ve never seen anything quite like it.” Her fond look flickers away. She murmurs to herself, “I don’t think I’ll be able to get out of this until I meet with Cue again.” She steels herself, looking back at Persephone. There’s a decision in her eyes. “If…if you're comfortable with it, I can spend the time we’re waiting with you. I had hoped that this would fade on its own but…” She rubs at her neck, radiating awkwardness. It’s strange to see from someone so powerful. “I don’t think this will fade without force and only Cue can help with that.”
Persephone absorbs that for a few minutes. Her voice is low when she speaks up. “Is this how the arrow works? You’re weirdly, suddenly infatuated with me? You don’t know me.”
Hades opens and shuts her mouth, keeping her eyes away from Persephone’s. “It’s more complicated with me, with my ability. I…I do know you, Persephone. I know everyone upon meeting them. I already know how you think just by being in the same space as you. I know how desperately you want to trust me, but how scared you are. I know you have this slow-burning optimism that you ignore in favor of rational thinking and logic. I know part of you always wants to cave into that hope, but you resist because…well, I don’t know why, but I assume you’ve had a bad experience.” Her eyes glance toward Persephone but then jump away again. “I don’t say this to scare you. I feel you should understand what I can see. It’s not that…the arrow doesn’t make me love you. It doesn’t make me know you. It draws me to you. I can’t really keep my attention or my thoughts off of you.” She says it with a frown. “So no, it doesn’t make me love you. You’re just very hard to ignore.”
Persephone hadn’t realized she was holding her breath. She’s not sure if it’s awe or fear, but having her inner thoughts ripped out of her like that…She shivers. “Well, I’m not sure the arrow would make me hard to ignore at this point. It’s just us down here…isn’t it?”
Hades looks out at the river again. She seems to be considering something. “I think she might favor you.” She nods to herself and turns to Persephone. She gestures toward the river. “Styx. She—”
Persephone sputters a laugh. “You call the river she? Is this like humans and their flashy cars?”
There’s a flicker of anger in Hades’s eyes and it makes Persephone’s blood run cold as those blue eyes shimmer. “The goddess of the River Styx.” Her voice is firm. “She doesn’t talk to me much. She doesn’t like me. I think she would appear to you if I left you alone long enough. Just so you don’t have to waste your time down here with just me.”
Persephone follows her gaze to the river. “...Why doesn’t she like you?”
The entire world seems to go quiet. Persephone wonders if her ears are ringing. Hades’s voice is so quiet Persephone isn't sure she even spoke. “That’s a long story.” Hades blinks and the murmuring continues. “Anyway, it’s nearly Hermes’ Day so you’ll be able to speak to him and I imagine your caretaker Demeter will send a message with him.”
Persephone feels whiplash as Hades springs away from the topic of Styx. She tries not to show her confusion as she takes a moment to remember that Hermes’ Day is what the humans call Wednesday now. She’s really so immersed in humanity. She’s forgotten the old names. She stammers out a weak retort. “Demeter’s not my caretaker.” 
Hades throws a sideways glance at her without commenting on it. “I’ll send a message to Cue to be sure he can prepare a lead arrow.”
Hades walks away. Persephone has no choice but to follow, only getting more questions and no answers. “A lead arrow?”
Pinching the bridge of her nose, Hades pauses her retreat from the interrogation. “That’s how you reverse this if the arrow doesn’t fade. I’ve done it before. It’s not a big deal.”
Persephone gets the impression it’s a very big deal. “Stop, just stop—You’re saying things like I understand them, and I don’t know what’s going on. Maybe I can’t trust you, but I at least want to hear your whole lie. How are we trapped? How are you—a higher god—trapped anywhere? You guys get to travel without answering prayers. It makes the rest of us insanely jealous. You know I’ve actually taken taxis to get places? And airport security is the worst. Some of us even have jobs so we can blend in and earn money and—” Persephone takes a breath, not sure what she’s even saying anymore. The confusion spirals in her mind.
Hades listens intently. “You use their transport systems?”
Persephone sighs heavily. “Don’t—” She blushes, frazzled. “Just ignore that part. Why are we trapped?”
Hades folds her arms over her chest, regarding Persephone carefully. “You won’t believe me.”
“Try me.” Persephone folds her arms too, subconsciously trying to imitate Hades’s cool demeanor.
Hades studies her soul for a moment, a force of habit, and decides to humor her. “I never trusted my brother. When we designed these kingdoms for us to rule, it was meant to be a vote between the three of us. Poseidon and I discussed how unruly Zeus could be. He’s powerful and makes hard decisions well but…when it comes to leadership, he’s blinded by personal gain, so we designed a cage. I designed a cage. We all agreed it made sense. A landscape of death wasn’t enticing so to keep the ruler loyal to their land, the god would be bound to it. A full moon allows a day of respite so as long as the sun touches the earth on a day the moon is full, the god would be able to leave and enjoy the sunlight. When the sun sets, they must return to the Underworld. It was the perfect prison for Zeus.
“Except that’s clearly not what happened. Zeus and Poseidon had a plan of their own. They called it ‘fate.’ Three beings were created to watch over every event in this Universe and guide them, unbiased, to their destiny. The Fates laughed at our plan to vote on kingdoms and told us to draw straws. So here I am—in a prison of my own design.” Hades’s eyes are empty as she watches Persephone for her reaction. “If you can believe that.” Sarcasm filters into her last few words, but it doesn’t do much to disguise the burning hatred in her eyes.
Persephone feels as if the world has turned upside down. Her voice is a whisper as she processes this new world view. “Zeus always said you wanted this, the isolation. The…The violence.”
Hades laughs, dark and cold. “Guess one of us is lying. You get to decide who.” Hades turns sharply and walks to her room. 
Persephone is left alone on the bridge, mind and heart at war. She knows Zeus is a great and terrible leader. She’s developed a very strong hatred for him herself, but Hades was the one thing she never expected him to be lying about. She stares at the waters and tries to picture Zeus as the lord of this world, how careless and uninterested he would be.
The story starts to make sense. She’s heard of the Fates and knowing they guided Hades to this world—Hades who simmers with power but speaks with honesty and justice in her eyes—seems like destiny.
She plays the words in her head over and over, the flower in her hand shining brightly.




Rift
Eros watches the people mill around the town square. They call them shopping centers now, but he misses the older, more romantic names. 
He loves this part of his job. Even if he doesn’t feel the pull of fate, he can see potential in all these humans. He can see so many stories in their eyes and he can feel so much hope in their hearts. Sure, humans have darkness and cruelty in them, but that’s Hades’s job to deal with. He doesn’t concern himself with it.
Two young boys run through the square, causing a ruckus among the citizens. Eros laughs at their energy. He feels a slight tug toward them and smiles. He’ll be back for them in a few years.
As he stands at a distance, he feels the sunlight on the back of his neck get a little hotter until it begins to feel like a hand. He leans into it. “Helios.”
Helios hums. “Are you doing my job?”
Eros laughs as they both look down at the humans under their watch. “You do a lot more than I do. I touch their lives once. You nourish them their whole lives.”
Helios’s laugh is soft. “One moment can lead to a thousand.”
Eros turns to him then. They watch each other, simply breathing. They’ve known each other so long now they don’t have many more words to exchange. Eros is generally a chatterbox, but with Helios those words are heard within a gentle touch.
Eros’s breathing quiets and Helios looks away, a small frown on his face as he drops his hand from Eros’s neck.
Eros shivers at the lack of warmth, eyeing a couple with potential that might grow with the right circumstances. He notches an arrow to give them a chance.
Helios watches him take aim, breathe in, and shoot. He’s gone by the time the arrow flies.
Eros moves on to the next town.
✽✽✽
 
Demeter watches the sun with a frown. He squints at it. “I know you’re trying to take your time up there so Eros isn’t late, Helios. Let him own up to his responsibilities.”
The sun seems to scoot through the sky a little more quickly to get into the right position for the time of day.
Demeter rolls his eyes. “Unbelievable.”
Eros runs frantically and reaches Demeter, hands braced on his knees, panting.
Demeter crosses his arms. “How are you always late? I should expect it, but I optimistically hope you’ll learn one day.”
Eros smiles cutely. “The heart flutters to be where it wants. Love calls to us in the air and does not ask the time of day. Though shadows grow, they don’t darken my heart. Even in the darke—”
“This never helps your case.” Demeter waits. The guilt weighs heavily on Eros’s face. “I know you’ve done something wrong, so own up to it.”
Eros’s posture seems to stiffen as he sobers. He can usually soften people up by being cute, but everyone is well aware of the famine and whose fear and pain is causing it.
Eros bows, low and respectful. “I did not fully analyze the actions I took. I should have…I…”
Demeter’s eyebrow twitches in confusion. “Cue, what happened?” His voice is full of concern and it drags Eros further through his guilt.
Eros can’t think of another way to put it. “Fate directed my arrow. It wasn’t my choice to shoot, but I could have waited, and I apologize for my lack of patience.” He continues to hide part of the story.
Demeter should be able to connect the dots, but his brain is pushing the harsh reality out of his thoughts. “What are you talking about?”
Eros gulps. “Hades was looking at Persephone.”
Demeter’s silent.
Eros waits, tense with anticipation, as Demeter absorbs all the facets of the situation. He doesn’t run away, as much as he desperately longs to. He stays to answer questions. He owes Demeter that much at the very least.
When Demeter finally seems to have a grasp on the concept, he remains calm and something about it sends a chill down Eros’s spine. “Does either Persephone or Hades know?”
Eros shakes his head. “Hades probably thinks I’m just intervening again to try to make her happy.”
Demeter narrows his eyes. “And you weren’t doing that, correct?”
Eros bows his head and repeats himself. “Fate directed my arrow.”
Demeter’s eyebrows furrow, piecing together the options that Persephone now has. Worry overwhelms him as tears well in his eyes. “Is there a way for Persephone to come back?”
Eros can’t answer that.
Demeter’s face doesn’t betray his feelings, but he wipes a tear from the corner of his eye. “Hermes is on his way. We can’t tell Persephone about this yet. Not until we have more answers. I don’t want her to think she’s trapped there forever away from the earth and her flowers.”
Eros hesitates, but offers his thoughts. “Demeter, it is important to keep in mind that…and I know it doesn’t seem like it right now, Hades will make her happy. I know it seems unlikely, but my arrows have never been wrong.”
Demeter chews his lip. “It’s one thing for a person to make you happy, Cue. Life can still make you suffer even if you’re with your loved one. Hades may make her happy one day, but Persephone would be suffocating down there with her.”
Eros falls to his knees. It’s a low blow from Demeter to speak of such things. That’s exactly the sort of thing Eros has spent all of his existence trying to deny.
Demeter lays a hand on his head. It’s not forgiveness. It’s understanding. There’s a rift between them now and they both know Demeter will never truly forgive this, fated or not. 
Demeter walks away without another word. Eros lets him go. He thinks about Demeter’s words, they echo through his mind. He never stuck around to see what happened after his arrows. He never thought about…what could go wrong. 
Eros’s job consisted of one simple idea: bringing people peace by bringing them together. He has long been dealing in the realms of love and has been witness to people becoming stronger versions of themselves when they have someone beside them. He’s seen people crushed in despair find hope in the eyes of another.
He thinks of the pain his arrows have caused and he thinks of Hades.
It was only natural Eros had become obsessed with Hades. Her time limit didn’t give Eros many chances to get to know the elusive Lord. Hades also had a fairly tight schedule while she was topside, and it usually involved asking Eros to leave her alone in a voice that sounded like despair itself.
Eros didn’t like to think of himself as pushy but…he had to try. He had a terrible, wonderful idea in place that he was just itching to try.
A year into their not-friendship, Eros let loose the first arrow.
Eros stayed around to watch Hades speak to the human. Eros had found the human girl and deemed her perfect. She had bright eyes, a wide smile, and more importantly she was able to forgive nearly anything. You know, like maybe that the person she was speaking to was the Lord of the Underworld.
The effects of the arrow faded within the day leaving Eros shocked.
He’d heard Hades’s laugh. He’d seen her smile. He’d felt happiness radiate from her and after only a few hours it had evaporated. Hades said her goodbyes to the girl and walked off to complete her errands.
Eros walked beside her.
As Hades spotted him, she sighed.
Eros spoke quickly, “What just happened? How did you do that?”
Hades quirked an eyebrow. “What, have you never spoken to a human? I’ve heard you’ve slept with most of them. I assumed you’d made time to talk.”
Eros would’ve been offended if he hadn’t learned to recognize Hades’s chiding by now. Against her will, she’d allowed Eros to befriend her. Mostly because no one else would talk to her on Earth.
Eros pressed for more information, “Didn’t you love her?”
Hades’s laugh was sad. “Love grows. I kill.” She met Eros’s eyes knowingly. Hades had already told him how ridiculous it was for the two of them to be friends. They didn’t need to have that argument again. “Why don’t you go gossip with Helios?”
Eros scoffed. “I hate spending full moon days with Helios. He gets all jealous and bitter.”
Hades eyed him. “How is that different than any other day?”
Eros pushed her.
They walked together for the rest of the day until the shadows got longer and Hades’s time ran out.
Five years later Eros shot a second arrow…
...while Hades’s eyes stared into his own.
A tear trails down Eros’s cheek.
He knows firsthand the despair his arrows can cause.




Souls
Persephone finds herself speaking to the river a lot. She’s not sure if she’s talking to herself or hoping Styx will appear and make her feel less crazy.
She wonders why Styx won’t appear to her. She knows gods and goddess well enough by now and assumes Styx is testing her somehow. She doesn’t know how to pass it, so she just sighs and watches the river.
She finds it less intimidating now that she’s really looked at it. She even finds herself recognizing people she helped while they were living.
That’s how Hades finds her, smiling at the River Styx.
Hades blinks. Persephone shines. She doesn’t know how to put it into words. Something about her…it’s like her soul is her entire being and not just one part of her. Most of the time people are separate from their soul, reluctant to accept or know themselves, but Persephone…
Persephone is completely in touch with every piece of herself and she fully loves all of it. It takes Hades’s breath away, arrow or not. There’s one spot of darkness though, within the colorful spectrum of her energy. It’s something Hades has noticed before, something Persephone doesn’t seem to be aware of. The goddess had caught Hades’s attention years ago, when she was running errands. She intentionally didn’t tell Eros about it, yet Eros seemed to know anyway.
Hades never wanted to talk to Persephone. She didn’t want to risk corrupting and darkening something, someone, so beautiful. Like art in a museum, you can look but you can’t touch. Being around Persephone for so long has been practically intoxicating and the arrow made it doubly affecting.
Persephone notices Hades staring again. Hades makes note of that small frown. Hades can’t help it though. She can’t not stare. She’d been trying not to.
Persephone turns back to the river and speaks. Hades realizes Persephone’s speaking to her. “I know some of them. I helped them.”
Hades takes a small step forward. When Persephone doesn’t stop her, she continues walking until she’s beside Persephone on the bridge.
Persephone keeps speaking, pointing at souls that pass below them. “Tanah, I helped her pick a bouquet for her sick mother. There were some flowers that would help the illness. Local flower shops wouldn’t exactly sell such a rare plant. She ‘found’ some seeds I left for her on a fountain in the town plaza and she planted them at home. Her mother got better.”
Hades struggles to keep her eyes on the soul Persephone speaks about and not the way Persephone’s soul is shining as she talks about her passion.
The stream flows under them and Persephone watches, eyes catching on another soul. “Jaela. Her husband cheated on her. They were monogamous, which is…so strange and human, but they swore loyalty to each other which is what mattered to me. I don’t usually like helping in those situations. They tend to put together all the wrong bouquets when I don’t help. It completely sets the wrong tone and the air gets foggier between the two from the clashing energy of the wrong flowers. I get to watch the scorned lover get even angrier. So, I guess in a way I do help.” Persephone smiles to herself, smug and righteous as she remembers all the times she refused to help someone whose intentions were impure. She loves to imbue her power into a bouquet, loves how the right flowers can make an intention so crisp and clear. She takes pride in invisibly guiding a human’s hand to choose correctly “But Cue told me they were fated, and he needed to earn her forgiveness. Turns out, he’d been assaulted with a spell. He didn’t cheat on his wife. He was attacked. She comforted him and helped him regain himself after that trauma. Heliotrope flowers.”
Hades interrupts, “Eternal love.”
Persephone nods, glancing briefly at Hades, “I heard they still swim together in the River Styx…but I don’t see him.”
Hades nods. “He’s moved on to Elysium. She’s still angry at herself for not believing him.”
Persephone’s eyes widen. “What? But…they have to be together. Cue said…”
Hades shrugs. “She needs to accept her error and move on.”
Persephone seems angry. “He left her here? Alone?”
Hades notices Persephone's attention is on her, so she turns to face her. “He didn’t leave her. He found his peace and Elysium called to him. You don’t…thinking doesn’t work the same when you’re just your soul. He didn’t leave her. His soul was called to move on. He’s waiting for her, I assure you.”
Persephone’s brow is furrowed. A deep curiosity blooms in her. “Have you spoken to him? Since he reached Elysium?”
Hades tugs her eyes away from Persephone. “Of course I haven’t.”
Persephone tucks the flower behind her ear, frowning. “Why not?”
Hades rolls her eyes and turns to face Persephone again. “I can’t go to Ely—wait, what?” Hades’s eyes are on the flower. “Persephone…where did you get that?”
Persephone grabs the flower again. “You left it for me, I thought.”
Hades’s brow furrows. “That was a full day ago.”
Persephone shrugs. “So?”
Hades shakes her head. “I’m the god of death. Nothing I create to resemble life lasts very long.”
The flower glows as if to spite her words. Persephone twirls it. “…You’re saying I’m keeping this alive?”
Hades huffs out a breath, confused. “I mean, I can only assume.”
Persephone holds her flower and stares back out at the river. She has a theory, but she doesn’t speak it. Instead, it makes her curious about something else. “So you know every soul in this river? And every soul in Elysium?”
Hades shrugs. “I don’t know them all equally well, but yes.”
Persephone is hesitant to say it but desperate to know. “Is my sister here?”
Hades turns to her in shock. She can feel the fear and worry radiating from Persephone. It’s a strange fear that’s both quiet and loud. It screams and whispers, emanating from that dark spot within her.
Hades practically stutters, “I didn’t know you had—”
“Not everyone is as famous as you and your siblings.” Persephone cuts Hades off so sharply that it leaves Hades staggered. She’s never seen Persephone’s eyes so cold.
Hades resists the urge to reach out. With anyone else, she would’ve answered her own question by reading a person, but she can’t bring herself to touch Persephone without permission. She waits—very impatiently—but she waits.
Persephone shakes her head. “I don’t tell anyone about her. I’m not going to tell you.”
Hades curls her hand into a fist. She’s never not known something like that and it’s so enticing. “I can’t help you if you don’t give me a name or a description. Is she actually your sister or is it like how Demeter is practically your dad?”
Persephone answers like a broken record. “Demeter’s not my dad.” Her voice quiets. “And yeah, she’s my sister.” Her breath sounds shallow and shaky. Hades can see her hands gripping the rail of the bridge so tightly her knuckles turn white. “Her name was Autumn.”
Hades chews her lips. She’s not sure what the situation was, but she knows she has to tread lightly. “I’ve seen a few Autumns pass through.”
Persephone sighs heavily. “Never mind, this was stupid. She’s not here.”
Persephone pushes away from the rail and walks down the bank of the river. Hades wants to follow, but she doesn’t.
✽✽✽
 
Under the shade of a tree, a quiet sobbing emits.
The sunlight can’t reach it.
The sunlight dances on the water in the distance but goes unnoticed.
The sunlight tries to shine through the leaves but can’t make it through the layers of foliage.
Just on the edge of the shade, a blade of grass catches fire.
Eros stares at it from under the tree, tears covering his cheeks. “Go away, Helios.”
A flower catches fire on the edge of the shade. “Persephone would kill you for that.”
Eros can hear a low whine.
Eros sighs loudly and crawls to the edge of the shade. He sticks his hand out into the sunlight and it’s only a moment before Helios’s fingers are entwined with his own. Eros shakes him off and crawls back to lean against the tree.
Helios frowns. “Why are you avoiding me?”
Eros curls into himself. “Like I can avoid you. You’re everywhere.”
Helios stares at him. “You know I can only get here when someone calls for me.”
Eros shrugs. “You could’ve answered someone else’s call.”
The sunlight tickles Helios’s skin. He likes how it feels to be present beneath it, so he doesn’t join Eros in the shade. He assumes that’s why Eros is under the tree to start with.
Helios changes the topic. “You were very brave with Demeter.”
A tear falls from Eros’s eyes and his sobs seem to renew, his voice rough, “I don’t want to talk about that.”
Helios takes a breath before moving into the shade. He curls around Eros, pulling the man against him. Eros resists. He doesn’t want this right now. This is exactly what he was avoiding. “Tell me what you’re thinking, Cue.”
Eros lasts only a while longer before he gives into the embrace of his closest friend. He wraps his arms around Helios. “Can love be evil?”
Eros can feel Helios’s small intake of breath at the question.
He pushes on before Helios can answer. “You’ve seen everything. You would know better than anyone. How much pain do my arrows cause?”
Helios runs a hand through Eros’s hair. “It’s not like that, Cue. You give them something to come back to when life gets hard.”
Eros laughs harshly. “You’re avoiding directly answering the question. I know you like your ‘yes’ or ‘no’ answers.”
“Yes, Cue. Love can be evil.” It’s silent for a beat. Helios can practically feel Eros crumbling in his embrace. “Love can tear us apart, it can drive us crazy, it can make us do things we would normally never do. It’s also the single most beautiful thing in the entire world. People risk their lives for love, they change for love, they become better people, Cue. You do that. You make this world beautiful. Love is complicated, but at the end of the day it’s beautiful.”
Eros is gripping Helios tightly. His fingernails are digging into Helios’s back, but Helios doesn’t complain. Eros’s voice is a whisper, “Can I tell you something?” Helios hums. “I’m scared of it.”
Helios presses his lips to Eros’s forehead. “I know you are.”
Eros pulls back, staring at Helios with wide eyes. “What do you mean, you know?”
Helios’s eyes are warm and soft—they hold a deep understanding—but his lips are curved into a frown. “You go from town to town looking to complete people’s lives. You have this power people would literally kill for. And they have. You can cause anyone to feel love for anyone else and you have never once turned an arrow on yourself.” Eros opens his mouth to protest weakly, but Helios cuts him off. “You knew that one would fade, Cue. It didn’t affect you at all.”
Eros frowns. “It didn’t fade.”
Helios sighs. “Because she loves you. But you’ve known it wasn’t that kind of love. You weren’t at risk of falling in love with her.”
Eros groans. The memories hurt. “How do you know so much? You can’t hear thoughts.”
Helios smiles, small and sweet. “I don’t need to hear thoughts to know what you’re thinking, Cue.”
Coughs tumble from Eros’s lips as sobs tear through him. He tries to quiet them. Helios holds him through it. Eros can tell already, but he asks Helios with pain laced into his words, “How much do you know, Sol?” He sits back up, wanting to look into Helios’s eyes as he waits for the answer. There’s fear in his heart but a quiet hope sits beside it.
Helios grabs Eros’s hand and presses a kiss to it. “I can wait, Cue. You know where I am. I’m a pretty easy target and I can’t keep my eyes off of you.”
Eros dives back into his embrace. They sit under the tree for hours. It’s still not the time to say it out loud, but the words float between them—a silent promise.




Sir
Persephone stares at the bed, frowning.
Hades is in the doorway. “...Is the bed offending you somehow?”
Persephone has started picking up on Hades’s humor by now, so she shrugs. “Yeah, I think it’s staring at me.”
Hades sighs. “I don’t have anything else to offer you.”
Persephone chews on her lip without turning to face Hades. “I didn’t ask you to give up your bed.” There are quite a few differences between Earthbound gods and those on Olympus…and Hades in the Underworld. The Earthbound gods can sometimes seem practically human. They have a pulse, they need to breathe, they need to eat and sleep. They won’t die if they don’t, but it’s heavily uncomfortable to not take care of themselves.
Hades rolls her eyes and pulls the door closed behind her as she leaves the room. “Goodnight, Persephone.” She doesn’t wait for Persephone to reply.
Hades wanders the banks of the River Styx, hands in her pockets. No, she doesn’t need sleep but sometimes she gets bored and it passes the time. Though she was looking forward to sleeping now that the arrow’s effects had returned. If these arrows had done nothing else, they made her fall in love with dreaming. It was dangerous. It brought her to places she couldn’t go.
And then she’d wake up alone.
She wanders until she reaches a familiar spot. She hates it here, but she always returns. She kicks off her shoes and steps closer to where the water laps over the ground. She recites a quiet prayer to Styx, but it always sounds more like an apology.
Hades steps into the water.
It never gets easier. She bites back her scream. She usually allows herself to submit to it and yell her lungs out, but she doesn't want to wake Persephone.
Just like the rest of the souls in the river, she feels the stream inflict on her all the pain she’s caused. She feels every painful war wound, every slow descent from illness. She feels the power drain from a goddess.
She steps out, panting. Tears had torn from her eyes and she wipes them away with the back of her hand.
She collapses on the bank of the river, staring at souls as they pass by. She tries to catch her breath as tears flow freely from her eyes. She could never stand in the river for more than a few seconds. It was too much, but she would never end up as a soul within it. She's a god. She can't die.
Though she knows her brothers would never experience the River Styx either, she feels it’s only fair to share in the suffering every now and then. Justice. Just like everyone else got. Only she could never move on.
She wanders the banks in silence, shoes in her hand.
✽✽✽
 
Hermes bows deeply to Zeus. In all honesty, he hates Zeus, but he’s still Hermes’s boss. “Sir.”
Zeus smiles. He loves the respect Hermes always shows him and is hopelessly oblivious to the fakeness of it. “Hermes.” Demeter stands somewhat beside Zeus’s throne. His positioning is clearly a signal of his status as he stands a few steps down, facing Hermes with a frown. “I’ve got a little bit of an unusual request for you.”
Demeter interrupts. “I need you to take a message to my daughter, Persephone.”
Hermes knows almost everyone’s name on paper. He’s basically the mailman of Olympus but there was no record of Demeter having a child named after the goddess. “You don’t have a daughter with that name…?”
Demeter shrugs, blushing as he realizes his mistake. “Adopted.”
✽✽✽
 
Hermes generally checks on Hades anyway in case she needs a message delivered, but this week he knew he’d be spending more than a couple of minutes in the Underworld.
His winged shoes carry him over the River Styx.
Upon hearing the fluttering, Hades turns to meet him.
Hades had been waiting on their usual bridge. She looks unusually haggard. Hermes voices his concerns as he lands. “Sir, are you all right?”
Hades’s smile is small and forced. “Fine. Don’t call me sir. We’re equals, Hermes.” The sentiment is nice, but they’re both well aware that Hades is a higher god and Hermes is a lesser god.
Hermes stands beside Hades, eye level with her. Hermes often compared Hades and her brother. The respect he showed Hades was never forced. “I’ve heard a pretty unusual story, sir.”
Hades rolls her eyes at the formality, but she turns toward her room. “Persephone is still asleep. I know time is of the essence for you. I’ll wake her soon.”
Hermes takes the opportunity to glance over Hades as her back is turned. She's tense and her breathing is shallow like she is in immense pain and trying to hide it. “Sir—”
Hades spun back around. “Please, Hermes. Call me Hades.” The flames in her blue eyes flicker. Hermes used to think it was anger and annoyance, but he’d learned that it was fear.
Hermes bows his head. “Hades, you seem to be in a lot of pain.”
Hades watches him warily. “No one’s ever cared about that before. Why start now?”
Hermes sighs. “Zeus practically gave me the day off. We never had much time to talk before, but you’ve got me for the full day.”
Hades’s eyes go wide at that. She’d never seen Hermes for more than ten minutes before. She assumed he’d stay a little longer to meet with Persephone, but she never imagined they’d have the whole day.
Hades considers this. “I’ll wake Persephone. She’s going to need a full day with someone who’s not me if we’re going to make it through the month.”
✽✽✽
 
Hades knocks on the door softly. She has no idea how deep a sleeper Persephone is. “Hermes is here.” She calls through the door and waits. She jumps as the door is opened from the inside. Her eyes catch on the open drawers in her desk. Persephone had been going through her drawings. 
Persephone returns to the desk, continuing to look through the sketches. “These are beautiful.” Her voice is stoic but Hades can feel the honesty in her words. She knows she should be angry. She should be furious at the invasion of privacy but…she stole this woman from her home, even if it wasn’t intentional. She doesn't mind that she was snooping around. Persephone holds up a drawing of Eros. “You loved him?”
Hades stares at it. She hadn’t looked at that one in a while. “That’s a long story.”
Persephone shrugs. “I feel like it’s not.”
Hades glances at her curiously. “What makes you say that?”
Persephone shuffles through more drawings. “You’ve hinted at it so much you’ve all but told me already. Cue shot you, right? And you loved him and couldn’t fall out of love so you asked for a lead arrow.”
Hades feels her jaw clench. “It wasn’t that simple.”
Persephone looks up, eyes flickering over Hades. She takes in her reaction before holding up another drawing. “This is me, over two centuries ago.”
It’s a fairly abstract drawing compared to most of her other work. Persephone stands in the middle, but the background is all wild strokes and colors. Everything else had been sketched in graphite, but she had to use colors for this. She never finished it. She couldn’t capture the woman with the glowing soul on paper.
Hades shrugs. “I told you your soul is beautiful. That’s not something that changes very often.”
“Did you tell Eros to shoot you? He’s your friend. Why wouldn’t he give you what you want?”
Hades’s teeth grind at the accusation. Pain shoots through her as Persephone downplays the events she’s ignorant of. Tendrils of smoke curl around her as the anger overwhelms her. She sees Persephone’s eyes widen and she pulls the energy back in. She can’t have this fight right now. There isn’t time. She pushes the door all the way open, voice curt and eyes void of emotion. “Hermes is here.”
She walks away, livid.
✽✽✽
 
“ ‘Persephone, Eros told me what happened. He’s deeply apologetic about the timing and about his rash action. I can’t forgive him, but I assume you can.’ ” Hermes reads from a scroll. They sit at the table together. Persephone’s surprised there’s more than one chair. There’s only one of practically everything else. “ ‘As you’ve suspected, I will not rest until you return. I can only imagine the pain you’re feeling being away from your flowers. Eros has asked that you talk to Hades to cope with being out of your element. He warns that Hades will probably not want to talk to you, but you should be able to twist her arm. We can only help so much from here. Please stay safe until I can see you at the next full moon. It’s only a few weeks away. I love you so much, Seph.’ ” Hermes blushes as he reads the last part.
Persephone had zoned out, staring across the room as she listened. “Is that it?” Hermes nods. “Talk to Hades. That’s all the advice they have to offer me.” Persephone laughs to herself. “Unbelievable. At least I know she was telling the truth.” Hermes isn’t sure what to say so he lets Persephone rant. “Do you have any advice for living in a world where everything is dead? You’re here pretty often, right?”
Hermes sighs. “Well, honestly I think they’re right.” Persephone laughs even louder, but Hermes frowns and looks serious. Persephone hesitatingly gives Hermes her attention. “You…you know you’re not the first person to be in this situation, right?” Persephone blinks.
Oh. Eros. “He chose this though.”
Hermes laughs a little sadly. “That didn’t really make much of a difference. The world was without love for a month. The humans suffered and Eros suffered. He was so ill he could barely leave their bed.” Persephone flinches at the word ‘their.’ “Not to devalue your pain, but the fact that you’re able to walk around leads me to believe you’ll have an easier time than Eros did. Though his fatigue did set in after a week or two…and you’ve been here for two days.” He sees Persephone’s eyes widen at that and clears his throat, hastily backtracking. “I’m sure you’ll be fine, though.”
Persephone lifts an eyebrow. “Encouraging, thanks.”
Hermes seems to blush. “Sorry, I don’t usually have the time to sit and chat. I just read from the scroll and move on.”
Persephone frowns. “So you haven’t even spoken to Hades?”
Hermes shrugs. “I’ve spoken with her from time to time, but not really.” Hermes hesitates. “If you’re wondering if you can trust her…you can.” Persephone startles at that. Hermes holds up a hand. “I know, trust the god of death, I must be crazy. But seriously, Zeus is my boss and between the two siblings…I’d much rather be working for Hades. Have you ever met Zeus?” Persephone looks at Hermes with a deadpan expression. She has, but she tries to never think about it. It seems to be one of Olympus’s best kept secrets seeing as Hermes doesn’t even know.
Hermes shrugs and carries on. He gestures around the room. “This is Hades’s office. A simple table and two chairs. She has no real use for it, but there used to be one chair until Eros. Zeus’s office is in the clouds, made of gold. You can barely see his eyes because his throne is raised upon so many stairs. And Olympus forbid you actually try to climb a stair past your social status. I’ve looked Hades in the eye. We’ve all heard stories and honestly, they’re probably true. But despite her lot, she’s a good dude. I can tell.”
Persephone raises an eyebrow, “A good dude?”
Hermes smiles shyly, a boyish charm cropping up suddenly. “I’m around humans a lot.”
Persephone laughs off the slang. She’s picked up some too, but it’s rare these days to directly interact with humans without an extenuating circumstance of some kind. She takes the flower from her ear and twirls it in her hand thoughtfully.
Hermes raises an eyebrow at it. “Is that a real flower?”
Persephone pauses, remembering how Hades reacted to it. “I…I’m not sure. Hades made it. She said she expected it to die, but I guess if I hold onto it…”
Hermes stares at the flower like it holds the key to understanding the entire world.
Persephone tucks the flower behind her ear again. “I assume you have a scroll for me write on?”
Hermes’s eyes tear away from the flower as he nods and retrieves the writing supplies. “I’ll give you a moment.”
✽✽✽
 
Persephone finds Hermes and Hades talking on the bridge when she finishes her letter. Hades’s hands grip the railing so tightly she can see it warp under them. Hades releases it. A blue ribbon of smoke curls around it and it reforms. Hades turns to Persephone as soon as she’s in view. Persephone supposes she can’t help it, but Hades keeps her attention on Hermes as they’re mid conversation. “I think this counts as a special circumstance.”
Hermes glances at Persephone, unsure if they should continue, but since Hades did, he follows suit. “Since the last incident, they figured it wouldn’t happen again. I don’t know that your brother woul—”
“He’s my fucking brother. Just…just ask him. He’s an asshole, but even he shouldn’t be this cruel.”
Persephone looks between them. Hades never cursed at her. It’s interesting to see how she tries and fails to contain her rage. Her power and strength radiate from her, but Hermes isn’t fazed at all. Hermes truly trusts Hades not to hurt him or lash out, even in a complicated situation like this. Persephone is the one staring now.
Hades sighs as she turns to Persephone. She startles at the emotions inside that beautiful soul she’s so captivated by. Her anger fades a bit, but she ignores it so she can explain. “Apparently Cue only had access to a single lead arrow and for some reason my asshole of a brother doesn’t want Cue to have another one even though there’s a whole armory filled with them.”
Hermes chews his lip nervously. “Sir—”
“Hades.”
“H—Hades, he’s just concerned a—about...if Eros misses and strikes out a love that’s meant to be…He just doesn’t want people to hear rumors about their love coming to an end.”
Hades looks furious. “First of all, Cue never misses. And secondly they should know this only seems to be a problem with me.” Her voice softens as her limitations weigh on her. “Just…tell Cue to fix it. Tell him he owes me that.”
Hermes bows his head. “He wanted me to ask…if you’re in pain.”
Hades’s eyes flick to Persephone and hold there. Persephone looks right back. “Tell him it’s not my pain that I’m worried about. He should know that.”
Hermes is watching Persephone too. Persephone glances at him and Hermes raises an eyebrow at her before looking back at Hades. “Yes, si—Hades.” He looks between the both of them. “Um. I…brought a chess board if you’d like to play?”
Hades’s eyes are on Persephone. She takes a breath and her head falls. “I’m going to lie down. You two have fun.”
Persephone watches her walk away and close the door to her bedroom. Hermes sets up the board on that simple table, in a simple room, with simple chairs. Persephone hadn’t even spared a thought to how barren the entire world is. 
For the first time, she wonders just how much pain Hades is truly in.
Hades doesn’t sleep. Her bed smells like Persephone and it tortures her more than her dip in the River Styx.




An Empty Spot
Demeter sits on a couch in Hebe’s small house.
A realization hits him. He’s never visited on his own before now. Persephone was always with him.
Hebe offers Demeter a mug of warm apple cider. Demeter smiles knowingly, “Hate to make you relive that old job.”
Hebe laughs, “Honestly, it was a lot simpler serving drinks to gods on Olympus than it is to deal with things firsthand down here. We Earthbound gods have to stick together.”
Demeter laughs harshly and raises his glass. “I’ll drink to that.”
Hebe sits in a chair while Demeter sits on the couch. It’s quiet. Neither of them quite knows what to say. The empty spot next to Demeter screams in the silence. They both look toward where Persephone usually sits.
Without a word, Hebe gets up and grabs a flask from her cabinet. She pours some in her own drink to spike it and offers it to Demeter who nods and adds some to his own.
Hebe pours some into an empty mug on the table next to them. She mumbles quietly, “Cheers, Seph.” They both drink to that, glancing at the untouched mug awkwardly.
Hebe offers an attempt at conversation. “You’re finally facing me. I was starting to wonder how long it’d be until I got to see you. You’re ready to calm down?”
Demeter tilts his head. “Calm down?”
Hebe gestures out her window at her own garden of rotten crops. “You’re not really going to keep this up the entire time she’s gone?”
Demeter nods seriously. “Of course I am. I told Zeus I would.”
Hebe considers that, sipping her drink. Her voice is soft when she speaks again. “Humans will die.”
Demeter squirms uncomfortably. “That’s on Zeus and Hades.”
“It’s not and you know it.” Hebe looks into Demeter’s eyes and sees him more clearly than anyone ever has. “We both know death can give new life. Dead crops can be made into fertilizer to help new crops grow. Maybe Seph’s time will be educational for her. Maybe…she’s okay.”
Demeter’s eyes darken. “And maybe Hades already drowned her.” Demeter rubs at his eyes. “I’m sorry, you’re right. You’re right to be optimistic, I’m just tired and scared. Letting the harvest die, it’s terrifying. It goes against every instinct I have and it’s taking a toll.”
Hebe pours him a second drink. “Let’s not think about it right now. Let’s just drink.”
They’re properly drunk within the hour.
Demeter had complained about sitting alone on this stupid couch so Hebe tugged at his sleeve until Demeter stood up. He eventually stumbled and fell into Hebe’s lap.
They both laughed, drinks in hand as they found a comfortable position together on the chair. Now Demeter found himself staring at Hebe. “I feel like we’ve never really talked.”
Hebe shrugs. “We did. We just both focused on Persephone, I think.”
It’s quiet a moment. Demeter’s eyes glance at Hebe’s lips. “How’s your wife?”
Hebe laughs bitterly. “Aside from never seeing her? I wasn’t sure what to expect from an arranged marriage with the great hero Hercules, but I didn’t expect…nothing. She’s always touring around and going up to Olympus to be praised.”
Demeter hums thoughtfully. “Does she remember anything about Hades?”
Hebe shrugs. “We definitely don’t talk about that, but she was a baby. I doubt she remembers.”
Demeter drops his head on Hebe’s shoulder. “It’d be nice to know what an unbiased person thinks about her. Eros is all caught up in his puppy love.”
Hebe snorts. “I don’t think Hercules would exactly be unbiased toward Hades either.”
Demeter frowns. “Guess you’re right.”
It’s quiet again. Hebe holds Demeter and Demeter closes his eyes in the embrace.
Hebe speaks up after a few minutes. “You can stay, if you want.”
Demeter sits up to look Hebe in the eye. After a moment of evaluation, he leans in and captures her lips. Hebe returns the kiss.
They end up wandering into the bedroom.
✽✽✽
 
Hermes cheats at chess somehow and it only makes Persephone like him more.
Persephone snorts. “You can’t move a pawn three spaces.”
Hermes laughs. “Watch me.”
They somehow get through three entire games without following any rules, but they think Persephone might have won two of them.
Persephone’s quiet as their laughter fades after the game. “Thanks for staying. I know you didn’t have to.”
Hermes shrugs. “I think I kind of did.” Persephone doesn’t respond to that. “I’ll be back next week. Hopefully I can stay a while then too, okay?”
Persephone doesn’t like the seriousness in his voice. Laughing had distracted her from this predicament and Hermes’s tone made it sound like this was visiting hours at a prison.
Hermes pats her hand. “Maybe Hades can join us next time?”
Persephone’s eyes flicker toward Hades’s room. “Maybe.”
Hermes raises his eyebrows. “Oh!” He digs in his bag. “I nearly forgot.” He pulls out a book that Persephone recognizes immediately. “This is from Hebe.”
Persephone holds it reverently. Her eyes tear up but she doesn’t cry.
Persephone swallows. “Tell her thank you.”
Hermes stands and Persephone knows their time is up. “Be well, Persephone.”
Persephone sits in silence after Hermes takes off. He left the chess board and Persephone is grateful.
The silence is interrupted by a door slamming loudly.
Persephone turns to see Hades stalking from the room. She doesn’t even spare a glance at Persephone. Persephone stares at Hades and sees how the god moves gracefully, evoking power in every step. It’s a power she doesn’t flaunt and doesn’t abuse.
Blue tendrils of smoke curl through the air and Persephone notices a room and furniture begin to form until a wall builds to block her view.
Hades stares at the new room, panting lightly after her efforts. “You don’t have to like me or trust me. Just don’t assume to know me because of the stories you’ve heard up there. I can’t exactly dispute them from here. Please keep that in mind.”
Hades walks back to her room and closes the door.
Persephone’s frozen on the spot. She’s seen many sides of Hades now, but something about this… 
The way she barely moved a finger and the world bent to her will. To watch reality warp and rebuild without Hades breaking a sweat, it’s a stark reminder to Persephone just how powerful Hades truly is. How dangerous she could be, if she chose to be.
Persephone doesn't remember when her fear of Hades faded, but it spikes up again, even stronger now that she caught herself unguarded. This isn’t some silly vacation. Persephone is trapped with the most feared god in all creation. Yet Hades has been kind and wise. Even Hermes defended her. It could be a lie. She reminds herself of the deception Hades is known for.
She shakily lets herself into the new room and tries to sleep knowing Hades is on the other side of that wall.
✽✽✽
 
Demeter wakes slowly, a warm body curled against his.
He smiles and breathes in, expecting the floral scent of Persephone from the times she’d have nightmares and curl against him in the middle of the night, not that she’d ever admit to that after.
When he smells liquor and sweat, he panics.
His eyes fly open and he sees Hebe naked in the bed next to him. He didn’t black out. He remembers. He doesn’t feel guilty. He knows Hebe’s married, but plenty of gods are married, probably to multiple people. He also knows Hebe harbors no feelings for her wife except for resentment.
Hebe shifts, eyes opening to meet Demeter’s. They hold each other’s gaze for a moment.
Hebe’s smile is knowing. “You thought I was Seph for a moment?”
Demeter hums.
Hebe laughs softly and it builds so much that tears fall out of her eyes. Demeter watches her curiously until Hebe chokes out a laugh. “Imagine her face when we tell her we banged.”
Demeter scoffs but ends up laughing loudly too. “We can’t tell her.”
Hebe kicks Demeter’s leg under the covers. “We’re definitely telling her. I need to see her face.”
Demeter wants to deny her again, but he knows this is Hebe’s way of hoping—imagining this future scenario they’ll have with Persephone. Demeter feels his heart thump. He wonders if this was really just a one-night thing. “Yeah, we’ll tell her.”
Hebe must hear the emotion filtered into Demeter’s words because she leans forward, gentle where they were passionate last night, and captures Demeter’s lips. 




Touch
Persephone wasn’t really sure what Hades could do, no one knew. No one knew anything about the Lord of the Underworld outside of rumors. She doesn’t really want to think too hard about other applications of that ability. To take her mind off it for a moment, Persephone sits in her new room with the book from Hebe.
It’s her flower journal. It holds pressed flowers and stories about each of them. Her fingers run over a pressed chrysanthemum. The flowers can’t die here, they’re already dead. She can smell the floral scent the book has absorbed into its pages and it feels like the first breath of air she’s taken in days.
Bless Hebe. Seriously.
As she turns the pages, each flower reminds her of another human. Some she spoke to, some she didn’t, some she even became friends with.
When she turns the page and is confronted by a heliotrope flower she pauses and remembers telling Hades about Jaela and her husband. She closes the book and holds her head in her hands. Everything she’s learned about Hades feels like a paradox. Her head spins, but the conclusion she keeps coming back to is that she’s safe and unharmed. Hades never attempted to harm her or even touch her without permission. It’s more than she can say for many other gods and goddesses.
She gets up to leave the book on her desk, pausing as she walks to the wrong side of the room. She huffs as she reminds herself her room is a mirror to Hades’s. Persephone braces herself before walking out. She knocks on Hades’s door.
Hades obviously hears her, so she knows she’s being ignored. “Hades.”
Silence.
“Hades. I’m sorry.”
Silence.
Persephone sighs, frustrated. “Hades, come on. What do you want me to say? Everyone talks shit about you up there. Of course I didn’t trust you. Hermes seems to like you. Respect you even. I assumed the worst. If we’re stuck here, we might as well be friends, right?”
Silence.
Something odd happens in the silence, Persephone finds herself worrying…about the god of death.
“...Hades? Are you okay?”
Persephone hesitates as she reaches for the door. She twists the doorknob and sees Hades lying still on the bed.
Persephone’s eyebrows shoot up in shock. It looks like she’s just stepped into a funeral. But…Hades can’t die. She’s fine, right?
“Hades.”
Persephone decides she has to at least check that she’s breathing.
She moves across the room, unsure if she should be loud or quiet. She obviously wants Hades to be okay, but if she is just sleeping, she doesn’t want to be the jerk that just waltzed into someone’s room.
She holds her hand in front of Hades’s nose, waiting to feel a breath against her hand. When she doesn’t, she startles. What’s she supposed to do? Hades is a higher god. If she’s not breathing, what can Persephone do about it?
Pulse. She can check her pulse as one final test. Maybe higher gods don’t breathe? It sounds ridiculous. Persephone doesn’t even know what to think anymore.
She knows Hades made a fuss about how she hadn’t touched Persephone, so Persephone hesitates before pressing her fingers to Hades’s neck.
It should be fine. Hades isn’t trying to hurt her.
She should be fine.
She tries once more. “Hades!”
Again, Hades doesn’t stir.
She presses her fingers against Hades’s neck.
Almost immediately, Hades jolts awake.
She lets out a shocked yell. As soon as she registers that Persephone is touching her, she swats her hand away. Her eyes look panicked and she holds her hand over her heart. “Why did you do that? Do you know what you just—”
Hades is hyperventilating and she’s the exact opposite of what she was before. She seems to be crying like she can’t control it.
She’s still holding her heart like she’s in pain.
Persephone tries to defend herself. “You weren’t breathing. I—I don’t know.”
Hades shoots her a glare, but it’s weak with tears in her eyes. “I can’t die.”
Persephone’s yelling now. “I don’t know anything about you! I’m sorry I was concerned?!”
Hades flinches and one last tear makes its way down her cheek. She collects herself and wipes the tears away. She stares at Persephone with wonder.
Persephone feels like she’s made of glass. No, not glass. She feels like a book that Hades can read effortlessly.
Hades swallows. “I think I know what happened to your sister.”
It’s the last thing Persephone expects Hades to say.
For some reason, her first reaction is anger to overcome the shock. “What the fuck do you know about my sister?”
Hades blinks and tilts her head. For a second Persephone thinks it’s cute before she snaps out of it. “Do you…not know…” Persephone seems clueless. Then, it seems like Hades blushes. “Oh.” She collects herself, wiping at her cheeks again to clear away any remaining tears. “I’m so sorry. I thought you knew.”
Persephone sighs, frustrated. “Knew what?”
Hades licks her lips, unsure how to say it other than just to say it. “The reason I don’t touch people. I can read them. Not what they’re feeling right now when I look at their souls, but I can see everything.”
Persephone’s hand twitches. “Fuck.”
Hades’s shoulders curl up to her ears. She makes herself small, nonthreatening. “I’m sorry. I—I know you’re a private person.” Hades sighs. “I’m sorry I even know that. I can’t exactly…un-know it now.”
Persephone’s terrified. What the fuck does Hades know about her? “So…when you say everything…?”
Hades’s breath is shaky. “I mean, that was just a second. I didn’t exactly get a full look. Which is good. It usually takes…hours to get a full read. Days maybe. Longer or shorter depending on the life span. But…you think about your sister a lot so that was…the focus.” She hesitates. “She was beautiful.”
Persephone, despite herself, holds back a laugh. It’s almost manic as she clings to the only thought process that is painless. “We were twins.”
Hades blushes.
Persephone’s staring at Hades, waiting to see some kind of judgment or difference in her eyes from before she fucking read her mind. But Hades is unchanged. “...What do you think happened to her?”
Hades takes a deep breath, her eyes flicker to Persephone’s chest. She hesitates, unsure. “I’ve…never really asked before…Is it all right if I…look at your soul? Wow. That is…incredibly awkward. You can say no.”
Persephone squirms. “If you think it’ll give you answers, yes.”
Hades’s smile is small and apologetic. Persephone feels like she’s seeing her with fresh eyes.
Hades glances down at Persephone’s chest. It looks like she’s staring right at her heart.
Hades’s eyes go wide suddenly. “It worked.”
Persephone wishes she could see whatever Hades was seeing. “What? No, it didn’t.”
Hades opens her mouth, eyes narrowing as she keeps staring into Persephone’s soul. “It…it did, just not how they expected.”
Hades comes back to herself for a second. She shakes her head, looking Persephone in the eye. There’s compassion there, compassion that no one else seemed to understand enough to give before now. “I’m sorry. I should’ve said that sooner. What they did was horrible. I’m sorry.” Persephone can’t do anything but nod. What could she say? Hades actually read her mind. Hades knows.
Centuries ago, the higher gods decided having two gods for the seasons was too much, or at least most of them decided. With Hades tucked away in the Underworld, Zeus and Poseidon figured they held the majority opinion. They only needed one to bring life and then that god should have the same power to undo what they’d done to give the earth a break so it would be ready to spring to life once more.
Persephone and Autumn were tricked. They were invited to Olympus. The young twins were thrilled at the adventure. They weren’t there long before they were trapped.
A lightning bolt struck both of them and when the electricity fizzled out, only Persephone was left.
All that Persephone knew was Autumn. She was her world. They were inseparable.
And in a moment, she was gone.
Persephone’s entire world crumbled.
The gods had the nerve to explain what they’d done but were shocked to see it ended in failure. They had hoped to give Persephone the power that Autumn held as well, but when they pushed her to use it, she couldn’t.
She demanded to know where Autumn was, but they didn’t have an answer. They had thought she would simply become mortal. They didn’t expect her to vanish.
‘Why me?’ That was the next thing Persephone asked. ‘Why pick me and not her? Why was I the one that was supposed to live on?’
‘You bring life to the world. She only brought death.’
After losing the only person she loved in the world, Persephone couldn’t agree with those words. She stared at the last place she’d seen Autumn standing beside her.
‘Are you certain I’m not the one who brings death?’
But what could she do? Autumn was gone.
Hades’s eyes go back down to Persephone’s heart. “You did get her power, but you’re repressing it.”
Persephone shakes her head. “That’s not the important part of this, Hades. You said you knew what happened to her.”
Hades drags her eyes up to Persephone’s face. “Oh.” She nods slightly. “I think…I mean, this happens occasionally. If someone is ripped from life in…a violent manner. If they’re killed by an unspeakable act of cruelty, the Fates will intervene and allow that soul direct passage to Elysium.”
Persephone jumps at the chance. “Can we go? Can we see her?”
Hades’s first instinct is to say no. She’s been to Elysium exactly once and she had vowed to never go again. But here is Persephone, hope and joy in her eyes the likes of which Hades has never seen. She couldn’t say no, not when her heart warms in reaction to those youthful eyes. “Of course.”




Guilt
Hermes knocks on Hebe’s door. He knows Demeter is there. His address book updates itself on current locations.
He blinks when Demeter opens the door with nothing but his pants on. Not an ounce of shame shows on his face as he welcomes Hermes in for a moment.
Hebe’s cooking in the kitchen and she’s slightly better off, an oversized t-shirt over some shorts. Hermes was never interested in sexual things like these two and…everyone else seem to be.
He clears his throat and offers Demeter the scroll from Persephone, hoping to get out of here quickly. Hermes realizes Demeter’s not taking the scroll because he’s staring at Hermes with wide eyes. “You were with her yesterday?” Demeter’s voice is soft, but not weak.
Hebe drops her spoon and turns off the stove to move closer and listen to Hermes.
As Hebe’s hand goes to the small of Demeter’s back, Hermes glances away. “Uh, yeah. We played chess.”
Hebe snorts. “I’ve been trying to teach her how to play chess for centuries. She just moves the pieces when you’re not looking.”
Hermes smirks. “We didn’t play by the rules.”
Demeter’s shoulders seem to visibly relax. “She smiled?”
Hermes understands what he’s getting at. “She smiled, laughed, made fun of me. She’s okay. I think she’s scared, obviously. But she’s dealing with it well.”
Demeter swallows, nodding. “She wrote something, right? If that idiot didn’t, I will kill her and send her back to the Underworld myself.”
Hermes reaches into his bag and hands over the scroll. “Well, that’s all I have for you two.”
Demeter holds the scroll like a lifeline. He leans into Hebe who wraps an arm around him more firmly.
Hebe looks Hermes in the eye. “Thank you. Can you come back Tuesday to deliver a scroll to her from us?”
Hermes bows his head and walks from the house as quickly as his winged shoes would let him. Hermes isn't excited to act awkwardly around Persephone and have the woman push him into revealing that her best friend and her pseudo-dad are dating.
Meanwhile, Hebe and Demeter open the letter.
Demeter,
Stop fucking worrying. I’m…well, it’s shitty here, but I’m fine. Apparently, Eros started losing strength in two weeks and I’m only two days in so that’s exciting to look forward to.
I don’t know what to think about her. She’s literally all that’s around here. I guess I’ll go hunting around and look for a three-headed dog. You think that’s real? I’ll let you know. You and Hebe should make a bet about it. I assume you and Hebe are still spending time together even if I’m not there to get you into the same room.
I hope you guys are hanging out. Tell Hebe to take my seat on the couch or you two idiots are going to get nostalgic or something and I’ve only been gone like, what, it’ll be three days I think when you get this?
Also, wow look how long this is. And you assholes wrote me that short message. I expect a novel next time. You have almost a full week to write it.
...How are the flowers up there? I can’t feel them at all. I don’t know if I want you to answer that. I don’t want to know if they’re all dying. I’ll be back soon. Just a few weeks, right? Don’t miss me too much.
I know I’ve only said it with flowers…but I love you.
Wow it’s gross when it’s not coated in subtlety.
Whatever, I’ll see you soon. Don’t throw a fit. If there’s no flowers, don’t make people starve. I know you’re dramatic, so chill. It’s just a month and then everything is back to normal.
With LOVE (ew),
Persephone
Demeter reads the last sentence five times over. It’s just a month and then everything is back to normal. Eros had already explained to Demeter and Hebe that a lead arrow won’t work for them. Nothing will ever be normal again. Demeter doesn’t know if he has the heart to tell Persephone that right now.
✽✽✽
 
Soft grass tickles the back of Eros’s neck as he lies on the ground. He starts to see dots in his vision as he stares at the sun. He takes a deep breath, expecting the normal flowery scent in the air, but it’s nowhere to be found.
The grass is replaced by a thigh as Helios pillows Eros’s head on his lap. “Don’t stare, you’ll hurt your eyes.”
Eros sighs, letting his eyes flutter closed. “Ah, but it’s so beautiful.”
Helios flicks his ear. “It won’t be beautiful when you’re blind.”
Eros frowns. “It’ll still be beautiful. It’ll feel beautiful.” He turns his head into Helios’s stomach and takes a deep breath. “And smell beautiful.” He lifts his shirt and licks him. “And taste beautiful.”
Helios crinkles his nose but manages to smile. “You’re disgusting.”
Eros beams. “You’re hot.”
Helios sighs heavily. “These are all terrible pickup lines. You’ve learned nothing from observing the subjects of your arrows.”
Eros doesn’t stop smiling. “They’re only terrible pickup lines if they don’t work and they did.”
Helios watches as Eros’s eyes open to stare into his own.
Eros searches Helios’s expression and smiles.
Helios smiles back, running a hand through Eros’s hair. “How long have you known?”
Eros hums. “I don’t know if I understood what it was at first. For the longest time I was trying to figure out who was looking at you that I needed to shoot, but I couldn’t find someone who was there every time I felt it. Then one day I was falling asleep and I realized the only person that was there every time was me.”
Helios frowns and Eros is disappointed, thinking his story was very romantic. “So you realized logically, through a technicality?”
Eros frowns as well and scrambles to sit up. “Sol, I didn’t want to find someone else for you. I just thought it was part of my job. When I realized I could stop looking...”
Helios cups Eros’s cheek in his hand. “The God of Love, blushing under my hand.”
Eros holds his gaze. “Is it blush or a sunburn?”
Helios chokes out a laugh and Eros kisses him like that: laughing, sloppy, beautiful.
He tries not to let the guilt of finding love rise in him as Persephone and Hades suffer because of his actions. He tries to enjoy this moment, but there’s a black cloud over it. 




Hades and Eros
It took Hades a moment to process what she was seeing.
Usually Eros would meet her and they’d run errands together on full moon days, but when Eros hadn’t showed, Hades had to carry on by herself. It’s not like she hadn’t been doing it alone for millennia before Eros befriended her.
But when she stared across the plain to see Eros with an arrow notched, it took her a moment to understand why.
It wasn’t really until the arrow hit her that she figured it out.
She blinked across the field and felt the effects of the arrow pulse through her. She didn’t move. She wasn’t sure how to react.
Luckily, Eros seemed to know.
Eros walked to her with a soft smile. “How do you feel?”
Hades snorted. “Honestly, Eros, you just shot me. It kind of hurts.”
Eros tsked. “I don’t know why it always hurts you. The humans never complain, you baby.”
Hades found her eyes flickering across Eros’s face, seeing him in a new light. She practically whined. “Why’d you do it?”
Eros caressed Hades’s cheek and it was electric to be touched by him. Eros had stopped caring about Hades being able to read him centuries ago. Hades knew how the arrow thing worked. She knew if Eros was supposed to shoot her like this, he would’ve done it when they first met. She knew this one wasn’t meant to be. She knew it would fade. “I think we both deserve a chance at love.”
With Eros’s hand cupping her cheek, Hades could actually feel the sincerity in his words. Eros’s memories floated in her mind like a familiar song playing in the background. She was used to them. It was comfortable. “You want this?”
Eros’s eyes flickered between hers. “I do.”
It’s more than Hades could ask for, to be looked at like that. Hades took a breath. “So how does this work, we just meet up once a month for the rest of eternity?”
Eros laughed. “It’s been working so far, right?”
Hades hummed and Eros didn’t have to ask to know that Hades was thinking of the 30 other days in the month that she would be alone in the Underworld. Hades cleared her throat. “Well if you were planning on christening it, you don’t have long.” She indicated the elongating shadows.
Eros rolled his eyes as Hades mocked one of the humans’ religions. He kept one hand on Hades’s face and used his other to tug Hades close by the small of her back.
Hades just watched, letting Eros take the lead. Eros watched Hades just as closely for permission. Hades sighed, impatient as their time ran out.
She knitted her fingers in the hair at the back of Eros’s neck and pressed their mouths together.
It was…honestly incredible. With the effects of the arrow still so fresh, Hades felt like she was floating. She never understood the appeal of Bacchus’s parties, but she got it then. It was intoxicating.
She kept moving her mouth with Eros’s and decided not to stop until time pulled them apart.
It took her a moment to slowly realize she didn’t feel the wind anymore, but she was still kissing Eros.
She backed away, blinking as Eros stood in front of her in the Underworld.
Eros looked around, just as shocked.
Hades was about to ask when Eros made a face and patted his chest thoughtfully. “It’s the arrow.”
Hades blinked at him.
Eros elaborated. “I can feel it. It kept me with you.”
Hades felt ice grip her heart. “You’re stuck with me?” Eros nodded slowly. “But what about…” Eros knew what she meant. What about his job? What about the earth? What about his friends?
Eros smiled, wide and unworried. “We’ll figure it out, Hades.”
✽✽✽
 
The first few days weren’t so bad.
It was practically a honeymoon. They had two days until Hermes could check in, so they took advantage of their extreme privacy.
Hades had slept with a lot of people. In a way, it was part of the job. They needed demigods around to take care of and understand the humans. But she’d never felt something for someone she slept with.
Eros knelt on her bed, eyes hungry yet patient. He peeled off his shirt and then they were skin to skin, his emotions pouring into her. This wasn’t a game. He cared for her. She finally understood what he’d been trying to teach her all this time—what real love felt like.
It happened as fast as it was slow.
Eros rested his hand on the back of Hades’s neck as he lay under her on the bed.
Hades met his gaze hungrily. She had to say it, “Eros,” she started.
“Hades.” Eros’s voice was a low, soft hum as he teased her.
Hades stared at him, shaking her head at the beauty of the man beneath her. “I’ve never felt like this before.”
Eros pulled her down for a kiss. “Me neither.”
Eros didn’t say a word as he kissed tears from Hades’s cheeks.
It was a lot, for both of them. But it was incredible.
When Eros woke up the next morning, naked next to Hades, all he could do was smile. She smiled back.
Right there, in that moment, she was in love. She was happy.
✽✽✽
 
A few days later, Hermes told them humanity was struggling to love with Eros missing. Relationships were falling apart, and kingdoms crumbled without marriages to keep the peace.
✽✽✽
 
A week later Eros was so weak he couldn’t get out of the bed. Hades didn’t leave him for a second. She curled into his side and made him laugh, complimented him, told him stories.
✽✽✽
 
The next week, Hades and Hermes started to worry that Eros wouldn’t make it. Hades made sure Hermes could prepare a lead arrow for the full moon. She didn’t tell Eros.
Hades yelled at Styx for some kind of help. She yelled for hours but no one was listening except for her lover, struggling to hold on to life in a world of death.
✽✽✽
 
The fourth week was a mess of Hades sobbing, begging Eros to hold on one more day, one more day, one more day, until finally the full moon rose and Hades carried Eros as they traveled back to earth.
Eros’s hand gripped the dirt under him and he took a breath like he had been drowning.
Hermes was very prompt in delivering the arrow.
There was no talking around it. Eros knew what it was and he knew Hades asked for it.
Eros shook his head, shivering and sobbing. “No. I won’t do it, Hades. I’ve never done it before. It’s too risky.”
Hades pressed the arrow into Eros’s hands. “I won’t let you go back. One of us is going to lose this argument, Cue. I’d rather lose you than you lose your life.”
Eros shouted. “We’re supposed to be gods. How could I die? How is it possible that I was dying?”
Hades shook her head. “I watched you, Cue.” There was terror in Hades’s eyes. “I know what dying looks like. Don’t make me watch that again. Please.”
Eros tightened his grip on the lead arrow. “I don’t want to lose you.”
Hades laughed. “You can’t get rid of me that easy. This was never meant to last forever.”
Eros took ten consecutive deep breaths as he garnered the strength to notch the arrow. “I just thought we’d have longer.”
Hades smiled past the pain. “Sometimes beautiful things have to die.”
Eros pulled the string taut and let loose before he could think twice.
They both felt the lead arrow settle.
Hades’s tears stopped suddenly.
Eros watched her face. “Hades.”
Hades put her hand over her heart curiously. “I can’t feel it.”
Eros scooted forward to hold Hades’s hand, but Hades tugged away as the memories flooded through her. “Hades, what is it?”
Hades patted at her chest again. “I know I just felt all of this…pain. But it’s gone.”
Eros blinked at her. “That’s…good…right?”
Hades stared back and Eros saw a shell of the woman he loved.
Hades hummed and then she was gone.
Eros couldn’t feel the sunshine for the next month, but when Hades didn’t show up for the next full moon, he understood.
He wouldn’t see her again. Not for a long time.
Helios started following him around.
They’d been friends for a while, but he was assigned to keep an eye on Eros. Eros had a lot to do to get things back on track and he wasn’t exactly in the best mindset for it.
Helios brought him flowers and sang him songs and dragged Eros into a game of tag with some of the children in the nearby village.
Helios got him to smile again.
Helios got him to love again.
It was a couple of decades later that he realized just how potent that love was.




Elysium
Hades snaps out of her daydream as she hears the soft knocking sound of wood against rock and looks up as they reach the boat. It’s quite the walk, but there’s only the one boat.
She knows she could build another one, but she really doesn’t like using her powers if she doesn’t have to. It’s a waste of not just time and energy, but also space.
She had built that room for Persephone out of necessity.
She stares at the woman walking in front of her. It’s a little odd that Persephone wears such light clothes, both in color and weight. Hades is so used to her own black blending into the shadows around her, but Persephone’s favorite color is white.
She frowns. She shouldn’t know that. She hadn’t meant to read her, but there’s so much that she knows now. She clears her throat. “You can ask me questions.”
Persephone pauses ahead of her and turns. “Questions?”
Hades shrugs. “I…hadn’t meant to read you. It’s only fair if you ask me something.”
Hades stops beside her since Persephone hasn’t started walking again. She waits as Persephone looks at her and Hades finds herself wondering if it’s Persephone that can see souls. Hades wonders if she even has a soul to be seen.
The first question Persephone asks is one she hadn’t expected at all. “What’s your favorite food?”
Hades blinks before she frowns. “That’s what you want to know?”
Persephone shrugs with a smirk. “I haven’t had to eat down here, but it’s a little weird. I kind of miss it.”
Hades nods her head a bit to signal Persephone to keep walking, but as she starts to walk, Persephone waits and matches her steps with Hades. For a moment Hades feels like she’s on Earth with Eros. For a moment she feels like she’s in love again. Eros is the only one who’s ever walked with her like this. She swallows it back. “As stereotypical as it may sound, I really like fruit.”
Persephone snorts. “That’s very stereotypical of the god of death.”
Hades hums.
Persephone watches her and thinks of another question. “Why don’t you talk to me much? I know Eros. There’s no way you guys were in love if you were this reserved with him.”
Hades tries not to feel the pain associated with Persephone’s words. She knows Persephone didn’t mean to hurt her, so she presses on. “I’ve learned if I act myself too quickly with people, they believe I’m trying to trick them or seduce them or some other ridiculous thing. No one trusts me beyond what they expect from me. I have to act calm or even rude sometimes to get through a conversation.”
Persephone’s voice is honest and comfortable. “You don’t have to do that with me. You can laugh.”
Hades smiles a little wryly. “I appreciate that, but this situation…I haven’t really felt like laughing.”
Persephone breathes out heavily. “Wow, you hate me that much?” The sarcasm is thick in her voice.
Hades agrees, dishing back the sarcasm. “As the god of death, I despise colors and happiness and life, so naturally I despise you and your flowers.”
Persephone’s hand goes over her heart. “Your words cut deep, Hades.” She laughs a little, but Hades has a hard time matching the feeling. “You really hate them?” Her voice is sincere now, curious.
Hades shakes her head so violently her hair flies back and forth. Persephone finds herself smiling at it. “I would keep a garden down here if I could.”
Persephone smiles more fully at that. “What flowers would you grow?”
“Lilacs.” She smiles to herself as she expects Persephone’s reaction.
Persephone’s eyebrows shoot up and Hades can see a pulse of fondness radiate from her. She tries not to think about it too much. “Lilacs? You know what those mean right?”
Hades nods knowingly. “Joy of youth.”
Persephone blinks at her, still surprised. “Why would you want those down here?”
Hades shrugs, glancing at the River Styx that they’ve been walking along. “When your constant companions are the regretful stories of the old and dead, nothing is more beautiful to you than the joy of youth.”
Persephone stares at her and Hades actually meets her gaze for a moment. “What?”
Persephone shakes her head. “You’re much different than I expected.”
Hades laughs to herself. “I get that a lot.”
✽✽✽
 
Hebe stumbles out of bed to see Demeter right where she left him last night, on the couch reading Persephone’s letter over and over again.
Hebe snags the letter from Demeter’s hand.
Demeter stares at the air where the letter used to be.
Hebe frowns, “You’re going to drive yourself crazy. She’ll be back soon. We just have to wait for the full moon.”
Demeter nods, lack of sleep clear in his tired eyes. Hebe plops onto the couch next to him and Demeter falls over against her chest. Hebe huffs a laugh before tugging Demeter so they’re lying on the couch. “This is exactly what it feels like when a dog falls asleep on you and you’re too guilty to move.”
Demeter curls into her and grazes his teeth against her collarbone in a playful bite.
Hebe laughs and pets Demeter’s head. “Go to sleep. I’ll be here.”
Demeter sighs. “Shouldn’t you be off doing youthful things?”
Hebe laughs, but there’s something painful in it that Demeter’s too tired to pick up on. “Yeah, I should.” She doesn’t tell Demeter that there’s not a lot of youthfulness in the air with Persephone missing. Couple that with the famine and lots of kids are growing up very quickly. They’re becoming more resourceful and self-sufficient through necessity. It hurts Hebe to see. She tries to let children enjoy their youth for as long as she can, but sometimes it’s just not possible.
Demeter falls asleep as Hebe runs her hands through his hair. She glances down at the man curled into her with a smile. At least one good thing came from all this.
Hebe never thought she’d fall in love.
✽✽✽
 
Hades stares at the boat for a moment. Persephone walks towards it, but Hades stops her, a hand on her waist. It’s not skin-to-skin contact so she doesn’t read her.
“Don’t touch the water. Not even a drop.”
Persephone glances at where the boat is floating and wonders how she’s supposed to accomplish that.
Hades frowns before tendrils of smoke appear and a small pier of sorts builds beside the boat. Persephone wonders for a moment how Hades usually gets on the boat if she built a pier like this just now.
They walk on the platform, but Hades grabs Persephone’s dress before she can step on.
Persephone shakes her off. “I’m not a kid. I can handle getting on a boat.”
She wants to glare at Hades, but there’s this faraway look in her eyes as she stares at the water. Persephone takes a breath and wills herself to trust Hades and be wary. Hades steps onto the boat first and then turns to offer Persephone her hand. She quickly withdraws it. Smoke flows over her fingers and leaves a glove on her hand. “Um. Just don’t touch my skin.” She offers her hand again and Persephone takes it.
Once Persephone is on the boat and seated, Hades’s eyes run along her body. Persephone’s not self-conscious about it, but even if she was, she can tell Hades’s eyes are scanning for water droplets.
Hades seems to deem Persephone safe and meets her eyes. Persephone’s watching her with a small smirk. Hades finds herself flush in embarrassment. “What?”
Persephone shakes her head. “Nothing.”
Hades grabs the oars and starts to steer them toward their destination.
Persephone watches her a moment. “I’ve never been to Venice.”
Hades snorts. “How have you never been to Venice? You’re Earthbound and immortal. You should have been everywhere by now.”
Persephone watches her. “Surprisingly, there aren’t tons of flowers in the city of water. I usually work from a distance for them.”
Hades hums thoughtfully.
Persephone stares down at the water, seeing it up close for the first time. “If this wasn’t so creepy, it’d almost be romantic.” Persephone meets Hades’s gaze.
Hades stares at her blankly. She can’t seem to think of a response.
Persephone laughs. “You really need to relax.”
Hades pulls her eyes away from Persephone and finds herself wondering yet again what could possibly be going on in her head but refusing to let herself read her with a touch. “Going to Elysium isn’t an easy journey for me. I’m sorry I’m a little tense.”
Persephone narrows her eyes. “You hadn’t mentioned it’d be hard on you.”
Hades shakes her head. “It’s been a while is all.”
Persephone’s lips quirk up into a grin. “They don’t like you there, do they?”
Hades actually does laugh at that. “You can say that again.”
Persephone’s smile softens as Hades laughs. She looks like a completely different person when she laughs.
If Hades were looking at Persephone, she’d see another pulse of fondness, but she misses it. “I know all their dirty secrets. They don’t like being reminded of their guilt while they’re enjoying paradise.”
Persephone nods, carefully leaning back to get more comfortable.
Hades’s eyes flicker to her to make sure she’s okay and not touching the water. For a moment, Persephone thinks of Demeter. Demeter always told Persephone that he yelled at her to be careful because he loved her. Persephone knows Hades doesn’t have much choice in the matter right now, but she can’t help but absorb the affection Hades is unknowingly giving her.
It’s the closest thing she has to sunlight.
Hades spots the entrance ahead and Persephone notices she visibly tenses. Hades glances around as if she’s trying to sneak by someone.
Persephone is about to ask when Hades hushes her. Suddenly they’re enveloped in a cloud of smoke and Persephone realizes Hades is using her powers for something.
Before she can ask, the smoke clears and…
Persephone can feel the sun.
She feels tears force their way from her eyes as her skin practically comes to life at the feeling of sunlight. She doesn’t have to open her eyes to feel the breeze and smell the flowers. She feels them all around her. She can call them by name. She can summon them to her. She can grow them, change them. She’s home.
She’s breathing heavily and laughs to herself. All of that hit her so intensely, even her body reacts to the intense joy. She feels practically orgasmic.
She blinks her eyes open and sees Hades looking anywhere but at her. She laughs to herself again. She supposes she must’ve looked like she was enjoying herself a little too much. Part of her wants to embrace it, chase the feeling. She wants to lean forward and share this moment with someone.
She’d never really been picky, so it wouldn’t be a big deal to lean forward and capture the closest pair of lips. That’s how she’d met Hebe after all, but it feels wrong to do that with Hades right now. She also knows she can’t touch Hades, especially not like that.
She tries to get a grip on the feeling and calm herself. She’s here for Autumn.
Yeah, that sobers her right up.
Hades must sense that Persephone’s calmed down. Hades…Persephone could swear Hades is pouting. “You’re obscene.”
Persephone laughs out loud at that. “You could sense all that?” Hades’s unamused face has her doubling over. “It’s a part of life. You can’t tell me you’ve never felt it.”
Hades finds a place to tie up the boat, ignoring Persephone.
Persephone wants to slap herself. Of course Hades has felt that. She felt it with Eros. “Um, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to—”
Hades shakes her head. “The water is safe here.” She steps out into the stream and offers Persephone her gloved hand. “Let’s hurry and find your sister. I kind of have a time limit here too.”
Persephone remembers the time limit on Earth and doesn’t question her. Just nods her head and grabs Hades’s hand as she steps off the boat. “You know how to find her?”
Hades shrugs. “Honestly, I expect she’s going to find you. Elysium doesn’t often get unexpected visitors.”
Persephone refocuses at that. The sun felt so refreshing, she hadn’t realized how different it actually is. Everything feels…she can’t put her finger on it. Everything feels more. Somehow.
Hades nods, knowing what Persephone must be thinking. “Everything is very overwhelming here. I wouldn’t have been surprised if you completely lost yourself to it in the boat.”
Persephone snorts. “You think I’m that easy?”
Hades stares at her slyly. “I’m just saying Elysium is very seductive.”
Something about the way she says it has Persephone’s mouth going dry. Yeah, maybe they should hurry out of here.
Hades secures the boat to a large rock at the side of a hill. Before Persephone can ask, Hades answers for her. “My powers don’t work here.” She leans into the knot she’s tying and Persephone notices for the first time how strong Hades is, power or not. Persephone stares at the muscles in her arms. “I don’t mind it though.”
Persephone bites her lip but shakes it off again as she glances around and wonders if Aphrodite is playing tricks on her. “You can’t see my soul here?”
Hades looks her in the eye at that and shakes her head. “I’ve never been here with someone um…alive.” Her eyes flicker around Persephone’s form for a moment. “No, I guess I can’t.”
Persephone sticks her hand out, palm up. “You wanna try it?”
Hades frowns immediately. “Don’t joke about that.”
Persephone pushes her hand out further. “I’m not joking.”
Hades stares at Persephone’s hand like it’s a puzzle. She brings her own hand up, curiosity getting the best of her. She pulls off the glove before reaching out to touch Persephone’s palm with her index finger. She yanks it away warily. When nothing happens, she presses her finger into Persephone’s palm again before resting her hand on Persephone’s.
Persephone’s been watching their hands, but she glances up at Hades then.
Hades clears her throat and wipes at her eye. “I haven’t touched someone like that in a long time…but we should really hurry.” Hades pulls her hand away and starts walking up the hill.
Persephone runs to catch up to her and grabs Hades’s hand, twining their fingers together.
Hades tries to pull away, but Persephone tightens her grip. Hades looks like she’s about to scream. “What are you doing?!”
Persephone squeezes her hand. “We don’t have time and you can’t do this often. I won’t think about it if you don’t. Just enjoy it while you can, Hades.”
Hades’s heart is so full she feels like she needs to vomit to get it out of her chest. “You’re unbelievable.” She says it sarcastically, but it comes out as a compliment as well.
They reach the top of the hill and Persephone loses her breath. Her eyes flicker over the landscape in front of her, taking it all in.
Hades is watching Persephone. “What does it look like to you?”
Persephone can’t look away from the view in front of her. “What do you mean? It looks beautiful.”
Hades snorts. “It looks different to everyone.”
“Oh.” Persephone stares out, caught up in the view. “It’s…endless fields of flowers. I can’t see the end of it.”
Hades laughs. “Stereotypical.”
Persephone frowns. “What’s it look like to you?”
Hades shrugs. “I guess it just…looks a lot like Earth.”
Persephone squeezes Hades’s hand. She’s not sure what she can really say to that.
Before the moment can linger, Persephone spots a figure in the distance running toward them. Persephone stares for a moment, trying to figure out what it is. As it gets closer Persephone starts to see it’s a woman. Then she sees her hair.
Then she’s running.
“Autumn!”
Hades feels her hand tingle as Persephone drops it to run to her sister.
She watches Persephone stumble down the hill awkwardly, bright laughter in the air. They reach each other and she wraps her arms around Autumn, tucking her face into her neck.
She picks her up and spins her around. They’re both practically screaming with laughter.
Hades doesn’t need her power to see Persephone’s soul right now. She’s radiant all on her own.
Autumn is hitting Persephone’s head as Hades walks down the hill slowly, hands in her pockets. From the distance, she already likes her. She can hear her yelling. “Who told you you could grow up without me?”
Persephone pouts. “Autumn, we’re gods. I haven’t aged.”
Autumn hits her again. “Haven’t aged my ass, Persephone. You look like you’re a 100-year-old human. Why are your eyes so tired?”
Persephone swats her hand away. “I’ve been busy. What’s your excuse, too much sunbathing?”
Autumn hits her again and Persephone smirks. “I do not look old. I’ll have you know you don’t need a skincare routine in Elysium. I keep up with all the trends. I hear lots of stories about you and Earth.”
Persephone tsks. “Autumn, you’re a goddess. You never needed skincare.” Something in her heart thrills knowing Autumn still hears stories about Earth.
Hades sits at the bottom of the hill, close enough to keep an eye on Persephone, but not close enough to interrupt.
Autumn grabs Persephone’s face between her palms and smushes her cheeks. “I can’t believe you’re really here. Look at your face.”
Persephone shakes her off. “We’re twins, just look in a fucking mirror.”
Autumn glances over at Hades finally and takes a step back, energy fading. “Persephone, get behind me.”
Hades catches her eye and realizes she scared Autumn. She’s really not sure how to introduce herself to people ever. If sitting at the bottom of a hill isn’t innocent enough for a calm introduction, she’s not sure what else she can do.
Persephone glances between them and Hades can see her trying to decide what to say. “She’s a friend, Autumn.”
Autumn grabs her arm and drags Persephone behind her. “Is she playing some kind of trick on you? Is that why you’re here?” She yells out at Hades. “What do you want from us? Your brother didn’t ruin our lives enough yet?”
Persephone tugs her arm out of Autumn’s grip. “Autumn, I’m serious. It’s a long story. She brought me here to see you.” Autumn’s shaking her head, but before she can say anything else, Persephone sighs and explains it. “Eros shot her.”
Autumn doesn’t connect the dots. “So? Shouldn’t she be with her new lover then?”
Persephone sighs. “Autumn, she is.”
Hades looks away at that, her heartbeat going fast and erratic. They’d never worded it like that before and it’s overwhelming to hear with the effects of the arrow coursing through her veins. Especially while she sits in Elysium.
Autumn glances between them. “You…you love her?”
Persephone glances at Hades. “Eros and Hades are friends. Hades said Eros was trying to do her a favor. It was an accident. We have to wait a bit for the effects to wear off but…for now, we’re stuck together.”
Autumn stares at Persephone, worry clear in her eyes. “Are you okay? Is that…have you been in the Underworld with her?” Persephone nods in a small motion, knowing what she’ll assume about it. She thumps her fist against her sister’s shoulder. “Persephone, what did you get yourself into? Why you?”
Persephone grabs Autumn’s hand. “Can we go sit with her?” Hades’s head swivels to stare at them at that and Autumn looks just as surprised. “You’re going to be worried if we leave before you talk with her. I don’t want you to be worried.”
Autumn looks at Persephone then. “How long do you have?”
Persephone looks at Hades. Hades clears her throat as she glances at the sun to check the time. “About an hour and a half?” It’s not a lot of time at all, but Persephone takes what she can.
Hades zones out as the two goddesses talk quickly and animatedly about anything from fashion to war to friends to food. All the while, Autumn’s eyes keep glancing suspiciously at Hades. Finally she gives in and asks, sensing something between Hades and Persephone. “You trust her?”
Hades can’t look away from Persephone, as much as she wants to give her some privacy to answer Autumn. Persephone looks Hades in the eye and nods.
Hades feels the effects of the arrow deepen. She remembers how it felt with Eros, how the more she gave into it, the more she felt. After a century without feeling anything, recovering some of those lost emotions with Persephone is akin to magic.
She tries not to show it. Persephone just told her sister this whole thing is temporary. She doesn’t want Autumn thinking she’s going to try to stalk Persephone for the rest of time. She briefly wonders if Persephone will still want to see her after all this ends.
She wonders if she’ll even want to see Persephone. She knows how empty things were for herself after Eros. She gets the feeling she’ll feel even less after she loses Persephone. It’s too much to think about. She locks it away in the back of her mind as Persephone and Autumn walk toward her, joining her in the grass at the bottom of the hill.
Persephone sits close to Hades and Hades can see that Autumn’s eyes catch it.
Persephone frowns at her, sensing her judgment. “Autumn, I can’t explain everything to you, but I’m going to hold her hand, okay?” Hades blinks, she figured Persephone was done with that whole thing. “There’s a lot of context to it, but I just need you to know she can’t do this outside of Elysium.”
Persephone goes to reach for Hades’s hand and Hades pulls away instinctively. “You don’t have to. It’ll make her uncomfortable.”
Persephone reaches over and grabs Hades’s arm to tug her hand towards her before lacing their fingers together again. Hades stares at their hands. She tries to understand why Persephone’s spending so much time thinking about Hades when her sister is right there. She also can’t believe she’s feeling someone else’s skin without a lifetime of pain and memories swirling through her mind.
It’s…it’s blissful and it’s not just Elysium playing tricks on her. It’s just…Persephone.
When Hades finally pulls her eyes away from staring at their hands, she sees Autumn staring at her with a sly smile and for a moment she looks so much like Persephone it’s jarring. “Wow, I can’t believe the god of death is such a softie.”
Hades swallows, overwhelmed by the attention. She can’t remember the last time two people looked at her without judgment in their eyes. She’s completely unsure how to react to it.
Persephone laughs at her and that feels a bit more normal. Persephone pats her head. “This is a lot for you, isn’t it?”
Hades jerks away from the gentle touch. She thinks Persephone must be like this with all her friends, but Hades has never had this.
Autumn watches them, but more specifically she watches Hades. “People always think you want to kill them, right?”
Hades is still tongue-tied so she just nods.
Autumn laughs but there’s no humor to it. “I know the feeling.”
Hades feels her attention focus in on Autumn. “What do you mean?”
She gestures between herself and Persephone. “My precious baby sister—”
Persephone interrupts her quietly. “It was 2 minutes.”
“My baby sister brings life into the world. She nourishes the flowers and covers the earth with colors and happiness. My job was to end all of that so the earth could have a break before blooming again.”
Persephone narrows her eyes at Autumn, remembering something.
Autumn shoves Persephone’s shoulder. “Get over it, Seph.” She looks at Hades. “She’s still bitter from watching me work. I would tear down everything she built and I wouldn’t let her grow anything for months. We hated each other for a long time.”
Persephone mumbles. “I hated you until you were gone.” It’s as true as it is false. They loved each other and hated each other almost equally.
Without warning, Autumn tackles Persephone into a hug that looks half like a wrestling match. Hades expects her to, but Persephone doesn’t let go of Hades’s hand.
Hades looks down at them as Persephone beams, her sister’s arms around her. “You’re still a spoiled brat and I still hate you.” Autumn blows a raspberry onto her arm.
She squirms, giggling and ticklish, as she pushes her away. “Stop, oh my gods. You’re a child.”
Hades glances up at the sun with a frown. She wants to give Persephone more time. She wants to give Persephone all the time in the world.
She notices Autumn and Persephone have gone quiet. Autumn rolls off Persephone and they sit up. She leans into Persephone’s side. “You have to leave, don’t you?” Persephone glances at Hades and doesn’t even wait for her to nod. Autumn presses. “Can you come back?”
Persephone’s still looking at Hades and Hades swallows. Persephone answers her, “I’m not sure. I’d like to, Autumn.”
Autumn’s eyes water. “Will I ever see you again?”
Persephone tsks, releasing Hades’s hand to brush the tears from her sister’s face. “I’m a lesser god. I gotta die someday, right?”
Hades wants to clarify that she won’t, but she knows Autumn and Persephone both know that.
Hades speaks up finally. “We can come back. I’ll figure it out.”
Persephone looks at Hades in shock, but quickly turns her attention back to her sister since they’re running out of time. She smirks. “See? You can’t get rid of me that easy.”
Autumn throws her arms around Persephone again and holds her so tightly Persephone’s not sure where she starts and where Autumn ends. She presses a kiss to Autumn’s cheek and she laughs. “You never give me kisses. What’s gotten into you?”
Persephone laughs. “You missed a lot. I’ll write it all down and bring you a novel next time, yeah?”
She laughs and lets Persephone go. “Get out of here before I make you stay.”
They’re both crying.
Hades looks at the sun worriedly. She wishes she could stop time and let them talk more, but she has to be the bad guy, as usual.
She grabs Persephone’s hand this time and tugs her up the hill. Persephone’s practically walking backwards as Autumn fades into the distance. Hades tries to joke. “You can’t look back until we’re out if you want this to work.”
Persephone’s not really paying attention. “What?”
Hades shakes her head. “It’s just some story.”
She gets Persephone in the boat and starts rowing. They’re almost to the exit when she pauses. She looks Persephone in the eye. “I need you to listen to me, okay? I need you to listen very closely.”
Persephone can feel the urgency and fear radiating off Hades. It’s such a different feeling than what surrounds them it’s almost hard to grasp. “What is it?”
Hades glances at the exit. “As soon as we’re through there…” Hades pauses, trying to find the words. “I’m not going to be able to row you back. Just…whatever happens, just leave me and lock yourself in your room.”
Persephone sobers up quickly. “What are you talking about?”
Hades is already rowing through the gateway. “Just ignore whatever you hear.”
As soon as they’re through the gateway, Persephone feels the flowers disconnect from her, but that’s not what has her attention right now.
There’s a woman floating above the River Styx and it doesn’t take Persephone more than one guess to know who it is. It’s Styx herself and wrathful doesn’t describe her expression well enough.
Hades stands on the boat and faces her. “Take the oars, Persephone.”
Persephone does as she’s told, but she’s not sure what’s happening. “Why is she here? What’s hap—”
Hades cuts her off. “Entrance to Elysium requires a toll. I just have to pay it.” A green tendril of water shoots out from the river and circles Hades’s neck. Hades struggles. “Just row back to the pier and get to your room.” Persephone can see tears pull from Hades’s eyes from the contact with the water.
Persephone’s frozen for a moment as she watches more tendrils of water lasso Hades’s arms and legs, tugging her from the boat until she’s suspended above the river in front of Styx.
Styx’s mouth doesn’t move, but her voice is everywhere.
“An unearned passage to peace eternal 
A punishment in the river infernal 
Your moments of joy spent today 
Equivalent pain is the price you will pay”

Without a moment’s warning, Hades is tugged into the river and her screams echo throughout the Underworld. Persephone hadn’t noticed until now that there are tendrils of blue smoke curling around herself.
Styx can’t see her. Hades hid her from punishment.
Powerless to help, Persephone follows Hades’s instructions and rows back to the pier. Hades’s screams follow her even as she closes the door to her room.
Two hours. That’s what Hades had given her. Persephone hadn’t realized just what Hades had sacrificed for that time until now.




Gloves
Persephone thought she’d hear it forever, but suddenly the screaming stops.
Her first, ridiculous, instinct is to assume Hades died. Maybe it’s a side effect of living among humans so long and watching them come and go so often.
She doesn’t know how to help her with any of this. It’s not like she and Hades are friends.
Does she stay here and give her space? Or should she try to find her on the banks of the river?
Without a clear answer in mind, Persephone makes a decision.
As an afterthought, she grabs the bed sheet to take with her. Just in case.
She walks back toward the boat, scanning the banks for Hades. She quietly chastises herself. Hades is extremely powerful. She’s probably back in her room already.
But she keeps walking, if only for something to do.
Her eyes catch on something and she stops short.
Soaked and exhausted, Hades is collapsed as far from the river as she could make it.
She’s panting heavily and even though her hair is dripping, Persephone can spot tear tracks on her cheeks. She’s not sobbing, but it’s like her body is still reacting though she’s not expressing her pain.
Persephone hesitantly gets closer, eventually kneeling beside Hades as she holds the bed sheet. “Hades.”
Hades’s voice is raw from screaming, “Don’t touch the water.”
Persephone smiles, small and worried. “I won’t—”
“I’m soaked. Don’t touch…don’t touch the water.” Hades can barely speak, and her eyes don’t seem to be able to open.
Persephone can’t imagine what she went through. Hades is one of the most powerful gods in existence and to see her so destroyed by this…It’s terrifying.
Persephone throws the sheet over her. Hades’s eyes flutter open for a moment before falling closed again.
Persephone clears her throat. “If your clothes are soaked, you should get them off.”
Hades laughs. “Good try.”
Persephone sighs. “I’m not kidding. It’s hurting you, isn’t it?”
Hades is quiet, refusing to acknowledge her pain.
Persephone huffs, “I swear, if you don’t do it, I will.”
Hades’s eyes open again. “Don’t—”
“Don’t touch the water. I get it. But I need to help you.”
Hades shakes her head, but it’s a small motion.
Persephone stares at her, both of them equally stubborn. “Fine. Help yourself, then. Make me some gloves.”
Hades drags her eyes open, staring at Persephone curiously. “What?”
Persephone holds her hands in front of Hades’s face, opening and closing them. “Gloves.”
Hades smiles weakly. “Can’t.”
Persephone plays her game. “Quitter.”
Hades pouts, offended. “Persephone, I ca—”
“Quitter.”
Persephone looks away from her. She stares across the river, looking bored.
Hades swallows, taking a moment to watch how her soul glows now that they’re out of Elysium.
Maybe it’s because of the arrow, but Hades finds strength somewhere deep inside of her and blue tendrils of smoke curl around Persephone’s hands.
Persephone jumps, surprised. She looks down as the smoke fades to reveal a pair of white gloves on her hands.
She turns to Hades, but Hades’s head lolls as she falls unconscious.
Persephone blinks for a moment, but then snaps into action.
She tries not to think about it, just clinically pulls Hades’s clothes off, keeping the bed sheet over her as much as possible.
You’d think Persephone would get used to seeing someone with the build of a Greek god, but it never really gets old. She very carefully does not think about it, though.
She uses part of the sheet to rub through Hades’s hair to dry it a bit. She can’t pick Hades up. Hades had fussed about a single drop of water and Persephone isn’t about to risk finding out the consequences. All Persephone can do is sit beside her and gently run her fingers over Hades’s braided hair with her gloves on.
She stares at Hades curiously. Why is she so worried about her? They’ve been stuck like this for a week and a half now. Maybe this is Stockholm syndrome. Persephone jokes to herself about it, but she knows that’s not true.
Hades just sacrificed two hours of incredible pain so Persephone could see her sister. Everything else she’d heard about Hades is erased from her mind. All she cares about is the god sprawled out on the river bank beside her.
She feels a tug and mindlessly wonders if it's because of the arrow, but part of her knows it isn't.
✽✽✽
 
Hades wakes up slowly. In fact, she’s not sure if she’s waking up.
Something’s in her hair and…she’s…naked?
She opens her eyes and finds the bed sheet draped over her body, her clothes in a pile next to her. The thing in her hair is Persephone’s gloved hand and Persephone is sleeping softly next to her, curled up on the rocks of the riverbank.
Hades sits up, flinching as Persephone’s hand catches on a couple of tangles in her hair. She ties the sheet around herself before standing. She glances over to see Persephone slowly blinking her eyes open.
She panics for a moment when Hades is missing, but then looks up and sees Hades looking down at her, sheet tied around her chest. Persephone blames it on the exhaustion, but she mumbles, “You look good in white.”
Hades rolls her eyes and offers Persephone her hand. Persephone hesitates before remembering she has the gloves on. Hades nods her head toward their rooms. “Beds sound better than rocks.”
Persephone grabs her hand and stands up, mumbling something (bed sounds better than beds), but Hades doesn’t understand her.
Hades lets go of her hand once she’s up, but Persephone just reaches out again and twines their fingers together like they’d done in Elysium. She doesn’t say a word, just starts walking, tugging a surprised Hades behind her.
They eventually fall into step beside each other and Hades can see the tension radiating out of her. “I’m fine. I’m dry.” Hades tries to tug away her hand, but Persephone grips her hand tighter. “You don’t need to help me.”
Persephone scoffs. “You’re glad I did.”
Hades nods firmly. “Of course I am. I’m very thankful. You didn’t have to—”
“Stop saying that.” Persephone’s answers are short and curt.
Hades is confused. “I’m used to taking care of myself is all.”
Persephone’s quiet for a moment. “Well, you don’t have to right now.”
They’re almost to the rooms. Hades furrows her brow, trying to figure her out. “Why do you care?” That’s the question Hades could never answer with her ability—why? She could see how, what, where, when, but not why.
Persephone stops walking and Hades can see a look of disbelief on her face. “Are you fucking joking?”
Hades tries to piece together what she’s missing but comes up empty. “No?”
Persephone blinks once. Twice. She uses her free hand to rub at her ear. “I’m pretty sure I just listened to you scream for the past two hours and you’re asking me why I care.” Hades is still confused. Persephone’s eyes go wide as she snorts in disbelief. “You did that for me.”
Hades shrugs. “That’s how you get to Elysium. It’s not my first tim—”
“Would you have gone if I weren’t here?”
Hades goes quiet.
“Would you have gone if I didn’t ask?”
Hades stares at Persephone, lost.
Persephone swallows, her eyes flicker to Hades’s lips for a moment. “You did that for me.”
Hades tugs her hand out of Persephone’s and walks to her room, but Persephone can see her ears turn red. “I’m going to sleep.”
If the Underworld weren’t so deathly quiet, she wouldn’t have heard it, but Persephone breathes a soft, gentle, “Thank you.”
✽✽✽
 
Eros reclines by the beach.
It’s a nice day, so there are plenty of humans around who have no idea who he is. He likes blending in with them.
He likes the way they look at him when they think he’s attainable.
As if summoned, a beautiful woman catches his eye from a few yards away. She smiles and it’s nothing short of seductive.
Eros waves back, flirty, before his skin starts tingling in pain with what feels like sudden sunburn.
Eros immediately glares up at the sun. “I wasn’t going to do anything.”
The burn gets more intense.
Eros squawks as he pulls his towel over him and glances back at the woman. She looks disgusted as he rolls around in the sand and talks to the sky. “Real mature, Sol.”
A pair of lips ghosts across his neck and Eros leans into it, unable to resist. Helios laughs. “At least flirt in the shade.”
Eros pouts. “I’d never hide my conquests from you.”
Helios’s nose crumples. “Trust me, I know.”
Eros squirms until he has the leverage to tackle Helios so they’re both lying in the sand. Helios frowns as the sand gets in his hair, but Eros can feel the quiet smile in his heart. Eros glances up and down Helios for a moment, appreciating the body beneath him. “So, what kind of god are you with all this then?”
Helios plays dumb. “With all what?”
Eros gestures around the beach. “All this.”
Helios hums, confused. “Is there anything here but you?”
Eros’s jaw drops. “I can’t believe you just said that.”
Helios’s face breaks into a childish grin and Eros returns it.
Eros props himself up on his elbows on Helios’s chest. “But really, are you gonna burn me every time I look at a human?”
Helios hums. “Depends on the human. I’ve seen things.”
Eros laughs, but pokes Helios’s cheek. “Seriously, Sol.”
Helios shrugs. “I can answer you, but I don’t know if it’ll change after the arrow.”
Eros tenses.
Helios runs his hand through Eros’s hair. “Do whatever or whoever you want, Cue. They’re temporary to your life and frankly, they could do with the sexual education. I’m here forever.”
Eros thinks about that and Helios’s surprised to see just how seriously he’s taking all this. “And you think that’ll change after the arrow?”
Helios sighs lightly. “I really don’t know. Neither of us have ever been shot by one.” It’s quiet a moment. “What were you hoping I’d say?”
Eros meets his gaze with a knowing smile. “Pretty much exactly that.” Eros tickles Helios’s chin and he preens. “No more sunburns.”
Helios rolls his eyes. “No promises.”
✽✽✽
 
“What do you mean you can’t cook?”
Demeter stares at Hebe in wonder. Hebe shrugs. “You know how us youths are. We like throwing shit together and pretending we know how to make things.”
Demeter scoffs. “Just because you’re the god of youth, doesn’t mean you have to act like a ‘youth’.”
Hebe retorts, “And just ‘cause you’re the god of the harvest, you don’t have to assume everyone knows how to cook.”
Demeter watches her, eyes narrowed. He cracks an egg into a bowl one handed without even looking down. “You’re disgusting.”
Hebe pouts. “I thought you liked that last night.”
Demeter clears his throat. “Don’t change the subject.”
Demeter looks down at what he’s working on only to jump as he gets a face full of flour.
He blinks, staring at a smirking Hebe before shrieking indignantly and reaching for the flour, a grin blossoming on his face. “How dare you!”
Hebe dashes from the kitchen and Demeter’s quick to follow. He eventually catches her. He pulls Hebe’s back against his chest, wrapping his arms around her and blowing a raspberry into the skin of her neck.
Hebe cringes, laughing. She reaches back, tangling her fingers through Demeter’s hair. “See? We can do this ‘happy’ thing.”
Demeter hums, opening his mouth to say something Hebe expects will be soft and loving, when a bolt of lightning strikes outside.
Hebe glances up, smile fading from her face. She pulls away from Demeter quickly, “You have to go.”
She’s shoving him toward the back door, scanning the floor for discarded clothes. She can lie about knickknacks by explaining about Persephone, but she can’t explain away a pair of pants leading to the bedroom.
Demeter seems surprised. “I thought you said she sleeps around too?”
Hebe swallows. “It’s complicated.”
Demeter wants to fight back, but the fear in Hebe’s eyes stops him. “Find me when you can.”
Hebe nods as Demeter disappears out the door and Hebe braces herself for her wife’s return.




Hercules
Hebe hasn’t seen her wife in about a month. She’s heard rumors about a weeklong party on Mount Olympus that everyone had begged Hercules to stay around for since she was always the life of the party. They even asked her to invite her wife, aka “that girl who used to bring us drinks, right?” followed by everyone laughing and no one ever inviting Hebe.
So when Hercules stumbles drunkenly through the door with a very sober Megara dragging her in, Hebe is not remotely surprised.
Megara drops Hercules on the couch and looks at Hebe with a frown. Hercules is unconscious, an impressive feat for a god.
Hebe stares at her wife, still very much so surprised that they’re married. Megara pats her on the shoulder. “It’s for the best she’s not around a lot, right?” Megara is what humans would call ‘the other woman’ but as it is, she and Hebe are actually pretty good friends.
Hebe shrugs. “I honestly can never decide that. We get along just fine when she’s here, but when she leaves, I resent her and the longer she’s gone, the more I feel I hate her.”
Megara tugs Hebe into her side, kisses her on the cheek and narrows her eyes, easily seeing through her. “You found someone.”
Hebe runs her hands over her face. “How are you not a goddess? You’re eerily good at reading people.”
Megara shrugs. “Servitude to the god of death will do that to you.”
Hebe feels the gears in her head grind to a stop. “Wait, you…what?”
Megara laughs. “You were there, Hebe.”
Hebe feels like an idiot. She’d only been there for the end of that story and she totally forgot how it started. She grabs Megara’s shoulders and opens her mouth to say something. She glances at Hercules and then nods to the bedroom. They shut the door behind them. “It’s a very long story, but Persephone is with Hades right now.”
In an instant, Megara loses her nonchalant air and worry seeps through her. “Persephone’s where?!”
Hebe frowns. “Is Hades that bad?”
Megara stares at her in disbelief. “How could you even ask me that?!”
Hebe paces, chewing on her lip. “You knew her after Eros, right?”
Megara blinks. “Eros knows Hades?”
Hebe barks a laugh. “Eros fucked Hades. Keep up, Megara.”
Megara scoffs. “Eros has low standards.”
Hebe raises an eyebrow. “Oh really? From what I’ve heard, Eros has very high standards.”
Megara sighs, rolling her eyes. “Whatever. Why is Persephone with her?”
Hebe pauses, deciding to just tell her. “Eros said they’re fated. Persephone and Hades.”
Megara laughs loudly. “Sure. The flower goddess and the god of death. Yeah, totally compatible.” Hebe doesn’t speak. Megara watches her. “You’re serious?” Hebe nods. “Fuck. So…Eros’s arrow?” Hebe nods again. “Fuck.”
Hebe sighs. “Now you’re caught up.”
Megara’s fist clenches. “How do you know if she’s all right? Hades probably dragged her into the river the moment they got there. She certainly would if it were Herc. We should wake her up. She’ll be able to he—”
“Persephone’s fine.”
Megara laughs again. “Persephone’s with Hades. There’s no way she’s even remotely—”
Hebe cuts her off. “Megara, they’re fated. Hades is in love with her.”
Megara shakes her head. “That’s not possible. She’s the god of death.”
Hebe shrugs. “People change.”
Megara freezes. She glances at the door, confirming that Hercules can’t hear her. She whispers it and Hebe isn’t quite sure what to make of what she says, “People don’t change that much.”
Hebe collapses on the bed. “Tell me what happened with you, Herc, and Hades. Not the myth, not the legend. Tell me your story.”
Megara had a plain life as a mortal. As plain as the princess of Thebe’s life could be. She wished for two things: a husband and peace for her country. With wars raging and hope deteriorating, she started to pray to the god of death. She begged her to stop taking lives so needlessly, and then Hades was there. Hades seemed curious, and a little annoyed. She explained the death was the humans’ own fault and the wars should be blamed on Ares. It’s not her job to choose which lives to take, just to call out to their souls as their bodies give out and guide them to the Underworld where she looks over them.
But Megara kept praying to her.
So Hades recruited a follower. She’d give Megara tasks to complete on Earth for her, collecting items or herbs. It was just a test, to see if she’d do it. When Hades returned the next month, she was impressed, and this routine continued.
Unbeknownst to them, Hera had been watching. The goddess of marriage appeared before them and told them of a world-ending prophecy that could only be prevented with the death of a baby girl, a god.
Vehemently defending life, Megara refused to help. Hades had grabbed her wrist, using her memories to convince Megara that death is necessary. When Megara still refused, Hades threatened to drag her into the River Styx.
Against her will, Megara helped Hades find the child and steal her. She hesitantly handed off the child to Hades and watched them disappear to the Underworld.
Unseen by her, Hades moved with ease to force the child into the river, holding it submerged. The child’s cries were almost immediately replaced by Hades’s, but no one has ever heard that part of the story.
Hades stares curiously at the two chairs by her room.
Eros’s laughter still echoes in her ears and her heart thumps happily at the memory. Not to say she isn’t livid when she thinks about the past century, but with this third arrow pumping through her…
She’s conflicted about how to feel. She wants to be glad she can feel again at all, but the guilt that courses through her is crippling. She remembers the way Hercules’s pain had become her own as Styx rose from the waters to tell Hades she’d been deceived. Hera had faked the prophecy and blamed the murder attempt on Hades. It only further villainized her to the other gods, but Hades was helpless to change the narrative.
Regardless of the deceit, Hades still swims in shame when she thinks of holding the child submerged in the water.
The events surrounding Hercules aren’t the only things she regrets. She’s done a lot of…evil…in her time as ruler of the Underworld. It wasn’t until Eros that she was even able to understand the concept of consequences or guilt.
It wasn’t until Eros that she started to sympathize with the souls she ruled over and then as quickly as it had come, the emotion was gone again.
She stares at the two chairs and then at Persephone’s bedroom door.
She’s not an idiot. She knows having someone down here with her quite literally keeps her sane. Part of her never wants Persephone to leave, but she also doesn’t want Persephone to be trapped in this abyss. Persephone, like Eros, has responsibilities on Earth that she can’t take care of from here. Persephone, like Eros, will start to wither when she’s cut off from her powers too long. Hades can’t watch that happen again. They’re nearing on two weeks and Hades is waiting for the day that Persephone will no longer be able to stand up from her bed. This is the only thing Hades is good for—killing everything she touches. Persephone, like Eros, will find someone more worthy to love.
Snapping her out of her thoughts, Persephone opens the door and peeks out. Hades tenses. She’s pretty used to being down here alone, so she’d wandered out with just her pants and a vest on and she does not miss the way Persephone’s eyes trail over her.
Hades coughs. “Sorry, I’ll—”
Persephone shakes her head with a smirk as she steps out of her room. “Please, don’t. I may not need to eat, but I’m still hungry. Too bad you have that whole touching thing though.”
Hades blinks, torn between running to her room and pulling a shirt on or letting curiosity get the better of her. Her voice ends up dripping with sarcasm. “Hungry?”
Persephone shrugs, her white dress wrinkled. “You’re telling me you can read souls and you haven’t noticed how desperate I’ve been the last few days?”
Hades snorts. “I’ve noticed.”
Persephone raises an eyebrow. “Yet you haven’t tried anything? Even though I’m practically begging for it?” Persephone stops just a foot in front of Hades. Her hand reaches out, ghosting over Hades’s sternum but not touching.
Hades takes a step back. “I’m not tempted by what I can’t have.”
Persephone whines and it’s so childish and…human that Hades is captivated by it. “Oh, come on. You’ve gotta be able to magic a way for us to—”
Hades cuts her off. “Just wait two more weeks and go seduce some human.”
Persephone studies Hades’s face for a moment. “That’s a lot of disdain in your voice toward humanity.”
Hades rolls her eyes. “I haven’t met a lot of them and the ones I do always want to trade their souls for something. They’re desperate for something.”
Persephone pouts as Hades teases her. “You’re the one with the arrow. You can’t say you aren’t desperate for something right now.”
Hades smirks. “I’m really not. I don’t know. Maybe you’re just not as alluring to me as I am to you.”
Persephone scowls. Hades wants to laugh at Persephone’s exaggerated emotions. The energy of it all reminds her of Eros. “Me, the god with the beautiful soul you tried to draw, you’re saying I’m not alluring to you?”
Hades goes with it. “I can’t exactly sleep with your soul. Maybe if you die first…”
Persephone smirks, relieved to finally have coaxed Hades into playing around. “So we just hop back to Elysium, fuck as fast as we can, and get out. Then I only have to hear you scream for what, a few days?”
Hades snorts, smiling despite herself. “Days, huh?”
Persephone shrugs and Hades just laughs harder. Persephone’s smug expression melts into a smile. “You’re so much different than I expected.”
Hades rolls her eyes. “You keep saying that.”
Hades can feel Persephone really looking at her. “It’s unbelievable though. Two weeks ago, I thought maybe you had me under some spell but…you’re really just…”
Hades swallows, unsure what word Persephone is thinking. “I’m what?”
Persephone watches for Hades’s reaction as she says it. “Good.”
Hades feels her blood turn cold. “I’m not.”
“I’ve heard a lot of stories and maybe they’re true. Maybe they’re not. But I don’t know a lot of people who would throw away two hours of—”
“It was two hours, Persephone! You really can’t think that’s a huge sacrifice! We’re gods! Two hours may as well be a blink. I’m not a good person. I just…I just value justice and you deserved to see your sister.” It’s quiet and for a few moments Hades is scared to look back at Persephone. She’s scared her words were too convincing.
Persephone laughs, low and quiet. “Only a good person would so vehemently deny that they’re good.”
Hades finally glances over only to see Persephone’s eyes dancing with amusement, a smile on her face.
Hades doesn’t change her expression. “Hermes is coming tomorrow.”
Persephone huffs and slumps her shoulders. It’s…It’s just so human. Hades wants to yell. All she’s been craving was more time on Earth and Persephone feels the embodiment of everything she’s been missing. 
“Are you gonna hide in your cave again or are you gonna hang out with us?”
Hades shakes her head in disbelief. “I can be this person you want me to be, this good person…I can be that for the next two weeks while you’re here. But I don’t want you thinking that’s who I am once you’re gone. Once you’re gone, forget about me. I won’t be that person anymore.”
Persephone rolls her eyes. “Hermes said—”
“Ask Hermes about the past century.” Hades hesitates. “Ask Hermes what happened after Cue. If you hear all that and still want to hang out with me then I will.”
✽✽✽
 
Persephone gets Demeter’s letter. Demeter’s offended that Persephone called his letter ‘short’ so this one is truly a novel, maybe a novella. Demeter dictates his entire week from cracking an egg, to flipping it, to etc, etc. Persephone skims most of it. Demeter is really too petty for his own good. He mentions that Hebe’s wife is back and Persephone snorts and continues reading, glad to hear that Megara’s around again; she’s always liked her. But Persephone and Hercules never really got along.
Hercules had been gone a lot during her childhood and Persephone didn’t care to ask about it. It wasn’t her business. She knew it was some big conspiracy, but it didn’t affect her flowers, so she didn’t bother getting involved.
She’d heard enough from Hercules about how horrible Hades is…that’s why she’d been so terrified at first. But now…she doesn’t know what to think anymore.
She asks Hermes.
Hermes pretends to stare at the chessboard, but they’ve long ago established how awful they both are at this game, so it’s not a convincing method of stalling. Persephone lets him get away with it though.
Eventually, Hermes takes a breath, “You have to understand, no one had ever been shot by a lead arrow before.” Persephone’s thrown. She hadn’t expected this to be about the arrows. “Hades had always been…cold. But I’ve worked with her for…well, forever. She was never rude. She just…has a hard time with people. She rarely talks to anyone, ya know? She only ever got along with Eros and Eros forced Hades to be his friend. Hades was a different person when Eros was here. Like, a different person entirely. You wouldn’t, Persephone, you wouldn’t believe me. She never stopped smiling. She and Eros played tag. Tag. Can you imagine Hades playing tag? Do you know how weird it is that I can tell you the god of death was adorable? ’Cause she was.”
Hermes hesitates, staring at the board again. “The next week I came back, it was like a shadow had been cast over them. Eros could barely move. Hades was so worried she could barely talk. I heard about when they reversed the arrow so Eros could stay on Earth, but they said Hades vanished, so everyone was anxious for me to talk to her, to make sure she was okay. Eros especially wouldn’t leave me alone about it.”
Hermes glances up, staring at the closed door of Hades’s bedroom. “She was empty. It was like someone had scraped her heart out of her chest. She was a shell of a being with the powers of a higher god. I couldn’t get through to her. I kept trying and at one point she just wondered aloud if I’d be more useful swimming in Styx. It wasn’t even a threat. That’s what made it scarier. She legitimately was just…considering it.”
Hermes coughs, shrugging his shoulders. “Anyway, I stayed away for a few months, especially during the, uh, Hercules stuff. But you probably know about that. I checked back in after and she was getting better. The lead arrow was fading. And now you’re here…”
This was the part Persephone was the most curious about. She waited with bated breath. “I can tell she’s better. I can tell she’s…seeing the world in color, for lack of a better way to describe it, but she’s holding herself back.” Hermes smirks. “She’s scared of you.”
Persephone laughs. “Yeah, sure.”
Hermes raises an eyebrow. “I’m serious. You fucking terrify her.”
Persephone rolls her eyes. “How could I terrify someone as powerful as her?”
Hermes moves a white pawn across the board next to the black king. “You make her happy. Nothing scares her more than what happens after she’s allowed to be happy.”
Persephone shakes her head. “That’s stupid. She’s not going to need a lead arrow, though. She said it herself, this should fade.”
Hermes looks at her, suddenly very curious. “Has it? Faded?”
Persephone hesitates. “I mean…how would I know?”
Hermes glares at her. “It goes both ways, Persephone. You can’t tell me you don’t feel it at least every so often.”
Persephone shrugs, using Hermes’s excuse of looking at the chessboard. She mumbles her response. “I dunno, then no. I guess it hasn’t.”
Hermes nods, frowning. “Zeus won’t allow her to use a lead arrow again. Hades has been trying to find a way to steal one.”
Persephone’s eyes go wide. “How do you know that?!”
Hermes tugs at his bag with an innocent smile. “I’m the messenger. I know everything.”
Persephone struggles to absorb all this new information. “So if she takes the arrow…she turns into a psychopath again.” Hermes nods, grimacing but unable to deny it. “And if she doesn’t…I’m still trapped here.” Hermes hesitates, but nods again.
Persephone runs her hands through her hair. Hermes reaches over to pat her shoulder. “That’s why she hasn’t asked you for your opinion.”
Persephone drops her head in her hands, letting out a long sigh.
Hermes laughs without much humor. “Got anything else to talk about?”
Persephone’s voice is thick with sarcasm. “You don’t, by any chance, want to have sex right now?”
Hermes laughs loudly. “I guess Eros didn’t have to worry about, what do the humans call it, blue balls?” Persephone whines, unamused. “Oh gods, did you hit on Hades?”
Persephone looks up, panicked, “Do not tell Demeter.”
Hermes laughs even harder. “I can already tell you their responses. Demeter would slaughter you out of concern for you sleeping with the most feared god in existence and Hebe would probably high five you for the same reason.”
Persephone kicks Hermes under the table. “If you’re going to tell them, at least clarify that Hades is very hot first.”
Hermes presses a finger to his lips. “I won’t tell them.” Hermes studies Persephone, looking for weakness or pain, as the conversation fades. “You seem…okay.”
Persephone shrugs. “I mean, I miss the flowers, but yeah.”
Hermes looks at her intensely again and Persephone squirms. “No, I mean, like…Eros was so weak he could barely stand at this point.”
Persephone blinks. “Oh.”
Hermes glances at his watch with a frown. Persephone glances at it too. Hermes seemed so old-fashioned. It’s odd and yet extremely on brand for him to have a human-designed time piece. He catches her staring. “It’s enchanted to show me every time zone at once.” His eyes shine, excited to brag about it for once and forgetting he was about to leave. She stares at the watch face but it’s covered in squiggles and wobbly arrows and constellations. He notices her confusion. “I guess…it’s a little hard to understand at first glance.” He clears his throat nervously. “Anyway, I have to go, but…whatever you’re doing, keep doing it.”
They exchange goodbyes and Persephone gives Hermes her letter for Demeter that tells the story of her reunion with Autumn.
As the silence falls after Hermes leaves, Persephone feels isolated for the first time in nearly two weeks. She hasn’t felt lonely. She misses her friends and her flowers but…she’s been able to enjoy Hades’s presence. And like Hermes said…she’s not limping.
She stares at Hades’s door, thinking about the ultimatum she’s facing. She can either stay here for who knows how long until the arrow actually fades, or she can help Hades acquire a lead arrow and put the entire universe at risk.
She wonders if the universe even misses the goddess of flowers.
She walks closer to Hades’s door and raises her hand to knock. She changes her mind at the last second and cups her hands to the door to yell through it. “I bet you fantasized about me while I was distracted.”
She hears an indignant squawk through the door as Hades fails to put together words in reaction to the accusation. Persephone falls back, laughing hysterically. As she heads into her own room, she ponders Hades’s reaction. They’ve been so formal with each other, only speaking when it was necessary, but Elysium changed everything. Hades has a sense of humor. She’s shy and selfless, withdrawn and woeful. Yet most shocking to Persephone is the thought that she had somehow gained the power to fluster the god of death.
✽✽✽
 
Things change over the next week.
As much as Hades tries to be distant, Persephone can tell she’s relentlessly worried. Every time Persephone so much as sighs, Hades’s eyes flicker over her.
Persephone gets it, she does.
But Hades is treating Persephone like a piece of glass. She keeps waiting for Persephone to collapse like Eros did. They walk around the river every so often and Hades’s hand often falls on the small of Persephone’s back.
They don’t talk about it.
Mostly, Persephone tells Hades stories about souls she sees in the river and how her flowers helped them. She can sense the envy Hades emits as Persephone talks about how her power helps people. She’d like to think Hades helps people too, but she can’t quite figure out how since Hades always leaves her alone when she needs to work. Often, Persephone watches as Hades wanders away and sends wisps of smoke out onto the water. Once, Persephone caught a glimpse of the smoke leading a soul against the current to Elysium, but Hades spotted her and glared coldly so she stopped her attempted stalking.
Persephone still hits on her every so often, but it’s more just to see her laugh than anything else. Persephone starts to carry those gloves in her pocket, and she knows Hades has noticed but hasn’t asked.
During one of their walks along the bank of the river, Hades notices a crack in one of the walls and runs off to fix it. Persephone stares at the crack, intrigued by it. This world felt so powerful and oppressive, but she realizes then it’s still similar to Earth. Earth has its flaws as well, with things like tornadoes and earthquakes. As Hades goes off to fix it, Persephone tugs on the gloves. Smoke spirals and mends the cave, heals it...
Hades turns nonchalantly and is about to ask Persephone what they were talking about when she notices the gloves and her breath catches in her throat.
Persephone wiggles her fingers with a small smile. It’s not a tease right now and Hades knows it. Persephone’s asking permission.
Hades stands still and nods, a small motion.
Persephone steps in close, cupping Hades’s jaw in her gloved hands. Hades’s eyes flicker closed. Her voice is low and rough with emotion. “Why do you insist on…” Hades’s sentence fades, unable to name whatever this is.
Persephone caresses Hades’s cheek with her thumb, thoughts racing as her perspective of this dangerous and mysterious god gets turned on its head. “I think you deserve a bit of kindness, don’t you?”
Hades doesn’t answer, but they both know she doesn’t agree. Hades swallows nervously and tries to change the topic since she feels uncomfortable with this one. “You haven’t asked to go back to Elysium.”
Persephone recognizes that Hades is being avoidant, but she responds anyway. “And I won’t ask. That’s up to you. I’m not going to ask you to put yourself through that again.”
Hades lets out a rough sigh. “I told you, it’s not a big de—”
“You couldn’t move for hours. It’s a big deal.”
“Why do you care?” Hades’s eyes snap open, a blue flame simmering there. It’s an expression Persephone used to think was anger, but now all she can see in those eyes is fear. “I’ve been asking myself that all week. Why do you care?”
Persephone’s the one at a loss for words now. She keeps her hands on Hades’s face and smiles a little. “You know why.”
Hades tugs Persephone’s hands away, careful to avoid any skin contact. “I don’t.”
Persephone shakes Hades off to hold her wrist loosely, some instinct drives her to stay in contact. “Just think about it for half a second. Why do people care about each other?”
Hades shrugs. “That’s not really part of my job description to know.”
“It’s not really part of mine either.” Persephone hides behind vague statements.
Hades snarls, frustrated. “I don’t know what point you’re trying to make.”
Persephone frowns, her expression opposite to her words. “Why do you think Eros stuck around so long? Why do you think Hermes talks about you so reverently even though he’s seen your bad side?” Persephone pauses, but Hades waits. “No one knows why, Hades. We just…we make friends. It happens. We like something in another person. We enjoy being with them. We respect them. It could be anything. I like you. Maybe I’m a fucking moron, but I’d like to think we’re friends.”
Hades stares at her like she’s grown a second head. “…Friends?”
Persephone has a headache. She knew Hades would make this complicated, but she’d hoped Hades would be able to just accept it. She should’ve known she’d have to spell it out for her. “Yes, friends. And I know, oh, Hades doesn’t get out much, everyone hates Hades, but I know you’ve had friends before, so stop acting like this is fucking new to you.”
Hades tries to give her a reasonable answer but can’t think of one.
Persephone rolls her eyes with a sigh. “For fuck’s sake.” She tugs off a glove and presses her bare palm against Hades’s cheek.
Hades gasps, eyebrows furrowing as her eyes fall shut. Persephone can feel the memories Hades is seeing: the pain of losing Autumn, the thrill of reuniting with her—those are always at the front of her mind—the fear of being trapped here, the hesitance at giving Hades a chance, the attraction she didn’t even try to hide, and now this quiet hum of companionship. She focuses on that and hopes Hades can feel it.
Hades’s hand raises slowly and Persephone waits to be pushed away. She doesn’t expect the hand to cover her own gently.
Hades’s face relaxes, but her eyes stay closed. She holds Persephone’s hand in her own and takes a few deep breaths. “Friends.”
Persephone laughs and Hades finally opens her eyes. It’s like she’s a whole new person. There’s joy in her eyes, a childish sparkle. The first thought that comes to Persephone’s mind is: That’s the person Eros loved.
Persephone nods and steps in closer. She wraps her arms around Hades and for the first time since she arrived in the Underworld, she hugs someone.
She hadn’t realized how much she needed it.
They stand on the bank of the river like that for a while. It takes a couple of minutes before Hades works up the courage to return the hug.
Persephone eventually repositions her head so their cheeks brush lightly. Hades always talked about how this ability only allowed her to share in others’ pain, but now Persephone knows it can allow a shared joy as well.




Walls
Even with the first one out of the way, it takes a long time for Hades and Persephone to attempt more casual touches. Hades definitely won’t initiate them, and she still flinches when Persephone tries. Despite the connection—almost in spite of it—they spend a few days avoiding each other.
There’s this new brand of fear that floats between them. They’ve discovered a delicate balance of comradery between them, and any action or exchange of words might shatter it.
They find great relief in Hermes’s third visit. It slices through the tension in the air to have a third person around. As the last two times, Hades runs off to leave Persephone alone with Hermes, but this time she doesn’t go that far. She’s still visible along the banks of the river, whispering to souls and listening in return.
They both sneak glances at each other when they think the other isn’t looking. They seem convinced Hermes can’t tell, but they’re being incredibly obvious. He chuckles as he observes that Persephone is somehow even worse at chess now with this distraction that Hermes thinks to himself might possibly be fondness. “Do you two ever play chess?”
“What?” Persephone’s eyes flick back to Hermes’s as she’s caught staring.
Hermes glances at Hades and then back at Persephone. “You probably have a lot of time to ki—oh, that’s not funny…” He stares at the chess board, reliving a moment of embarrassment. “Uh, you have lots of time here. So do you play chess together? You and Hades?”
Persephone clears her throat, knowing damn well that Hades can hear her from almost anywhere. “Um, no, I guess we never have.”
Hermes moves a piece redundantly. He stares at the piece and wonders if he really should put time into learning this game at some point. “So what do you do? Anything…like what you mentioned last time? It’s just that you never asked for anything else for me to bring you to pass time. You must’ve found something that kept you busy.”
If Persephone had a drink, she’d have spit it out all over Hermes’s face. “Fuck, Hermes.” She rubs at the bridge of her nose, letting that question sink in. “Uh, no. No, we—We’ve just been talking. A lot of talking.” The answer settles over her and causes her to frown. “Wow, I really should’ve asked you for something. Next time you come we’ll only have a handful of days left.” She wonders about that, about how quickly time has been passing. She stares around the caves and thinks of Hades’s power, how it can destroy as well as it can create. “I’m sure we can think of something. I have a strangely encyclopedic knowledge of random human hobbies. Hebe and I make it a point to stay on top of trends and try out all the sports, games, anything that humans come up with.”
Hermes nods, a little relieved that that topic shied away from sex and a little surprised by Persephone’s confession that they’ve been talking so much she hadn’t even felt bored. “The Olympics originated with the Greeks. I think most of us follow the invention and evolution of sports.”
Persephone moves a piece idly, eyes narrowed as she scouts out potential amusements around the caves. “Hades could totally build hurdles. Or we could really go old school with a discus. The newer stuff is more fun though, in my opinion.”
“I don’t know much about any of the new stuff.” Hades’s voice is suddenly right behind her and causes Persephone to jump in her seat.
Persephone turns with a scowl. “Was it necessary to sneak up on me and interrupt our lovely conversation?”
“Yes.” Hades fails to conceal a grin.
Hermes doesn’t fare much better. He glances at his watch and takes off as Hades and Persephone start to bicker.
✽✽✽
 
Hebe holds a mug of hot chocolate as she stares through her bedroom door at her wife’s sleeping form. Guilt and fear pulse through her. Not fear of Hercules; despite everything, Hercules has never been cruel to her. No, Hebe fears herself.
The marriage had seemed like a good idea all those years ago. Megara had been offered as a wife to Hercules as a reward for when Hercules saved Thebes from…oh, who remembers. She’s saved Thebes so many times. It took the King much too long to offer a prize. Hebe considers that it must’ve been a shocking moment of gallantry for Hercules to deny a wife as a prize. They became friends, but Hercules refused for it to lead to marriage.
Everyone on Olympus knew Hebe to some extent. She got their drinks, laced with ambrosia to keep them young. She’s the one who poured Megara her first taste of ambrosia, commanded by Zeus to give Megara immortality and youth to make up for the terror caused by Hades. Hebe often tried to make small talk which most of the gods ignored. She’d spent time with them and she was trusted…but that doesn’t mean they knew her. 
Hebe barely even knew herself. She’d slept with other gods and goddesses on Olympus and her fear only increased. She spent a night with Aphrodite, Aphrodite!, and it did nothing for her. She couldn’t borrow human vocabulary when she was still living in isolation on Olympus, but she knew she wasn’t interested in women.
The idea of marrying Hercules wasn’t exceedingly thrilling, but as soon as Zeus approached her about it, all she could see was a ticket out of servitude and a life, a future. She’d always been envious of the gods that got to work with the humans under their charge firsthand. She’d worked from a distance for so long, she jumped at the chance to get her hands dirty and do real work among them.
So she married Hercules. She had sex with her. She became her friend and grew an unpredictable yet present love with her. They were almost never on the same page, but they’ve been together for about thirty years now. It wasn’t a long time, not by any means, but Hebe was the god of youth and Hercules was so new to the world of gods. Hebe couldn’t help but be taken with her energy.
She was so different, so free. Yet they still couldn’t manage to vibe. Not like Hebe and Demeter. 
Not even Demeter knows. Hebe has only spoken to one person about it—Persephone. Persephone had been comically persistent about figuring this out with Hebe. ‘Figuring this out’ meaning having sex. They tried…everything. The arrangement led to some resentment between Persephone and Hercules, mostly because Persephone couldn’t keep quiet about Hercules not giving her wife enough time and attention.
Hebe had to accept that she can’t love as freely as those around her. It felt so human to have her desire limited to one gender. She would watch Persephone flit from girl, to guy, to nymph, to human, to god. But Hebe didn’t want that.
She didn’t want women. She didn’t want Hercules.
She felt honor-bound to discuss it with her wife after twenty years of marriage. She thought she could make it work, she thought she’d get past it.
But she couldn’t. It was hardwired into her.
So Hercules slept around as usual, but there was the matter of her pride. Hercules loved the attention—she loved the worship—and here was her wife, unfazed by her.
When she caught Hebe with a human man, jealousy burned through her. They’d fought. And fighting with Zeus’s kid…Hebe had gone into shock for a bit.
Eventually they worked it out. Hercules would take off for a while and Hebe could be with whoever she wanted while Hercules was gone, but she never wanted to see Hebe with a man. She didn’t care if she came home to Hebe with a woman, or ten. But as soon as Hebe looked at a man, Hercules seethed.
So Hebe took to Megara and they became close friends and Hercules was so pleased, but then Hercules would leave…
Hebe sips at her hot chocolate and turns from the room. She cleans the mug quietly and slips out of the house to find Demeter.
✽✽✽
 
“You’re bored.” It’s not a question. Hades watches Persephone sitting at the table running her finger over the surface and tracing patterns.
Persephone smiles awkwardly at her. “Um. I mean, maybe a little.”
Hades nods, thinking. “Do you have any favorite hobbies? Something…that doesn’t involve your ability?”
Persephone thinks of the desk in Hades’s room. “Like how you sketch?”
Hades rubs at her neck, shyly. “Yeah, like my sketches.”
“Huh.” Persephone ponders that. “I’m down for anything. There’s always—”
“Don’t say sex.” Hades throws her a tired look.
Persephone giggles and mimes zipping her lips.
Hades laughs under her breath. “You’re unbearable. Here I was trying to offer to make you something.”
Persephone pouts. “Aww, please make me something. We’re friends now, right? Think of how many of my birthdays you’ve missed.”
Hades throws her a quizzical glance. “You celebrate your birthday?”
Persephone snorts. “Not really. Only to get free dessert at restaurants.” Hades absolutely doesn’t follow. Persephone changes the topic. “Oh! You said you don’t know much about new sports, right? Not that anything is really new per se, just popular.” Persephone looks around and laughs at herself. It’s really such an obvious choice. “Know what’s a trendy hobby for humans right now?” It’s a very pointless thing to ask. Of course Hades doesn’t know. She just said she doesn’t know. Persephone stutters out the answer before the silence can get awkward. “Uh, rock climbing!” She gestures around the rock walls of the Underworld. “This is actually a…well you keep the walls really smooth. But rough them up, get some cracks and uneven surfaces in there and we can totally climb around the walls.”
Hades stares at her, feeling like she’s being pranked. “Rock climbing.” She says it in a monotone.
Persephone rolls her eyes. “I promise it’s fun. They just added it to the Olympics so it would be very Greek of us to try.”
Hades opens and closes her mouth once before actually responding. “They climb walls…? Why?”
Persephone laughs softly. “It’s fulfilling, I dunno. I mean as gods we’re all pretty strong, but humans really love to test the limits of their physicality. It’s mentally and physically challenging and when you reach the top it’s—ah, it’s just such a great feeling. You’ll have to try it for yourself to understand.”
Hades turns and stares at a wall. “Rock climbing.” She says it again, but tendrils of blue smoke curl out from her palms and start to chip at the wall, creating ledges to hold onto.
Persephone’s eyes light up. “You go first.”
Hades walks forward, placing her hands on the wall. She turns back to look at Persephone. “Humans are very strange.”
Persephone gestures for her to start. “Just try it.”
Hades turns back to the wall and ledges she made. She pulls herself off the floor and tenses, focusing on her body in a way she rarely does. She reaches up for a higher ledge and a small thrill shoots through her as she catches it. “Huh.” She looks behind her at Persephone. “But this still makes no sense.”
Persephone presses her lips together, totally knowing that Hades is intrigued. “Just wait ‘til you get to the top.”
Hades makes her way up the wall with careful, powerful movements. She doesn’t speak as she works dedicatedly. If Persephone’s eyes linger on Hades’s biceps, it’s purely academic so she can give Hades tips as she climbs. Hades reaches the top of the wall with a satisfied sigh. “Now what?”
“Let go.” Lounging on the floor, Persephone looks up at Hades with amusement. “You’ll be fine.”
Hades drops to the floor and immediately looks at the wall curiously. “But it’s just…climbing a wall.”
“And yet, it’s totally exhilarating.” Persephone prods at Hades. “You feel totally proud of yourself, don’t you?”
Hades has to admit, “I do.” Her voice is soft and confused, but she’s not one to lie. She keeps staring at the wall. “Huh.”
Persephone pushes off the floor to walk to the wall and try it. She keeps it to herself how absolutely adorable Hades is right now.
Every day after that, or at least every time Persephone goes to sleep and wakes up, she introduces Hades to a new hobby.
They play darts, they go bowling, Persephone tries to explain karaoke but it’s difficult without a machine. Every time, Hades listens to the explanations with a very confused expression accompanied by an innate curiosity. “And…humans spend their short lives doing these pointless things…? Because…?”
“Because it’s fun.” Persephone has her face supported by her hands cutely as they sit at the table together, just talking as Hades shows Persephone her sketchbook.
Hades’s eyebrows have been permanently furrowed for days. “Humans are very odd.”
With a nod, Persephone flips the page. “And why do you sketch?”
Hades blinks. “It’s relaxing. I don’t know. It helps me make sense of things.”
The page turns and reveals another incomplete drawing of Persephone. Persephone smirks. “That’s what a hobby is. Just ‘cause it’s pointless doesn’t mean it’s useless.”
Hades stares at the art and then Persephone’s hand turning the pages. She ever so hesitantly reaches…and then aborts and pulls her hand away.
Persephone lets go of the page and turns her hand palm up on the table, an open invitation.
Hades has to almost force herself to let her hand fall into Persephone’s. She winces, but Persephone shares her heart freely once again, just like last time. “I sort of like it when you do this. I don’t know what it is. It’s fascinating.”
“Like a hobby?” Hades can’t help smirking and meets Persephone’s eyes wickedly.
“You’re annoying.”
And that’s when Hermes shows up for his fourth and final visit. “Wow, okay, um, I am definitely interrupting something but I’m under direct orders to be here so I can’t leave.”
Persephone laughs and releases Hades’s hand. “It’s all right, Hermes. We were just talking.”
Hermes meets Hades’s eye with a raised brow.
Hades looks away.
“You’re still standing,” Hermes addresses Persephone.
Persephone twirls. “I’m still standing and we’re not questioning it. We’re just glad.”
Hermes takes a breath and doesn’t comment on how many ‘we’s were spoken. “Demeter will be happy to hear that.”
Dismissing herself, Hades starts to walk away, “I’ll let you—"
“You know you could join us.” Persephone looks at Hades expectantly.
A flash of sadness contorts her expression. “Um, that’s all right. I have—”
“Errands. You said that last time.” Persephone seems determined to break Hades’s resolve.
Hades smiles, but it doesn’t touch her eyes. “I need some me time.”
Persephone watches her walk away with a frown but turns back to Hermes. “Did you at least bring checkers or something? I still have no idea how to play chess.”
Hermes happily lets the conversation change and pulls out a deck of cards.
Persephone blinks at it. “You know, they have portable gaming systems now but it’s kind of cute that you’re so old-fashioned.”
Hermes scowls at her. “Last I checked, you guys don’t have outlets here. I figured it’d be helpful for me to bring you something you didn’t have to charge.”
Persephone smiles innocently. “I guess that makes sense.” Hermes deals cards for a game and Persephone feels a pang of sadness. “What will you do next week if you don’t have to come back and visit me?”
Hermes keeps his gaze carefully down on the cards and avoids Persephone’s eyes. “What I’ve always done, work. Back to normal.”
Back to normal.
The words resound in Persephone’s mind. She thinks about going back. It’s all she’s wanted for weeks and yet—
Back to normal.
It feels like a punishment.




Equals
Hades is sitting at the table sketching when Persephone comes back from a walk.
Persephone knows Hades is aware of her moving to see what she’s working on, but Hades doesn’t move to hide anything.
Hades’s hand only hesitates for a moment before continuing. She’s sketching Eros. The style is messy, but the skill she has is clear. Persephone rests her hand on Hades’s neck. Hades flinches a bit, still getting used to the casual skin-to-skin touches, but she eventually relaxes into the calm emotions floating through Persephone’s soul.
Persephone watches for a moment before she speaks up, “Do you still love him?”
Hades hums, half her focus on her work. “It’s…like an echo of it. To say the lead arrow destroyed what I felt for him would be an understatement. I remember it, or…I try to.” She sighs, unable to explain it.
Persephone slowly moves her fingers as they lie on Hades’s neck. “Does this go both ways?”
Hades’s pencil halts. “What?”
Persephone taps her fingers on Hades’s neck. “Your ability.” Hades stays quiet. Persephone understands though. “You’ve never tried.”
Hades taps her pencil against the desk. “It’s never been…relevant.”
Persephone lets go of Hades’s neck for a second. Hades tries not to whine as Persephone disconnects from her to grab the other chair and sit beside Hades, holding her hand. “Try it.”
Hades is scared to look at her. She knows Persephone can talk her into practically anything lately, and if she looks over and sees that calm, happy expression, she’ll cave. Hades shakes her head. It’s too difficult to audibly decline so that will have to do.
Persephone squeezes her hand tighter. “If you don’t want to share, you don’t have to. I was just offering if you wanted to tr—”
“I’m scared it would work.” They both go silent for a bit and Persephone tries to understand the deeper meaning behind the words. Hades clears her throat. “I’m scared it would work and it would overwhelm you.”
Persephone stares at their connected hands. She knows Hades can feel everything she’s feeling right now. She knows she barely needs to answer to convey her opinion. She lets her eyes fall closed and digs through her mind, letting herself drown in those first few days without Autumn—the guilt of being chosen over her. The pain of being alone practically consumed her. She searches her mind for those moments of darkness. The regrets that you can never erase, the pain you inflict on others in favor of comforting yourself, but she keeps her focus on the aftermath of losing Autumn.
She remembers the humans that had been part of the trap she and Autumn were lured into. She remembers smiling when she noticed their crops were failing. She remembers smiling as their savings dwindled. She even remembers being petty and making all the flowers they picked to brighten up their home die a little more quickly than normal.
She remembers how she spent every second watching them deciding if she should kill them. She’d considered if she should kill one of them, so the other would understand what they did to her. She figured she probably should test out ending a life since they had attempted to bestow the gift of death upon her after stripping it from her sister. This was what they wanted from her right? What was stopping her?
Her thoughts start to spiral down the familiar path, but she pulls herself out of it. She blinks her eyes open to see Hades staring at her, expression blank. Hades brushes her thumb across the back of Persephone’s hand lightly.
Hades contemplates it all in the privacy of her own mind. She’s grateful that Persephone is patient with her in moments like this. There’s a trust here that she still doesn’t quite understand, and the offer to explore her ability is enticing. The lead arrow will destroy all of this again, it will destroy Hades’s chance at kindness. With self-worth the size of a seed, her eyes fall shut. 
They sit like that for a few minutes and Persephone starts to think it’s not going to work…
...but then she feels it.
It’s slight at first, a barely there thing. Persephone quickly realizes Hades is doing it on purpose. She’s trying to ease Persephone into it.
Persephone keeps her voice soft, “It’s working. I feel it.”
Hades lets out a low, tired hum in acknowledgement. Her head is bowed, and her brow is furrowed in concentration.
Then Persephone can see Eros’s face as clearly as if he’s standing in front of her. She lets her eyes close to immerse herself in it. Her curiosity tugs at the memories that revolve around Eros but Hades squeezes her hand in warning and Persephone realizes she can hear Hades’s voice in her head, Let me lead, Seph.
And then there’s a burst of happiness.
The two friends, Eros and Hades, wandering around Earth to run errands.
Persephone can feel the smile Hades gives to Eros as she experiences the memory from Hades’s point of view. She can feel the warmth of the sun that shines on them. Hades’s thoughts are fond, but there’s no real passion there. Persephone can feel it. She can feel that Hades—well, couldn’t. She couldn’t emote easily. It was before the arrow, before her emotional range was widened exponentially.
Eros reaches out and twines his fingers with Hades’s. They don’t talk about it. Persephone can tell they never talked about it just by feeling the memory.
There’s a flash of pain and she hears Hades take a deep breath, then there’s darkness. A void of emotion.
It’s gone in a moment, back to the sunshine.
It fades into a place Persephone easily recognizes.
Eros and Hades walk hand in hand along Styx, chatting happily and trading loving looks.
Persephone can feel for the both of them.
She can feel the warmth, the trust. She can feel the arrow, how it changed Hades.
Persephone’s a little thrown at the memory of their kiss. She’s friends with Eros, kind of. Hebe used to say that Persephone didn’t hold onto friends well, but she could hold onto them for a night. Regardless, after associating Eros with Hades’s first love, it was bizarre to share Hades’s perspective as they kissed.
She can hear Hades laugh and she realizes that the connection is flowing both ways. Hades can still feel what she’s feeling.
Persephone radiates support as best she can.
It’s gone faster than a blink, but for just a moment Persephone sees Hades in bed with Eros and she lets out an indignant huff before she hears Hades’s low chuckle and the image switches. Persephone considers throwing her own memory of Eros into the mix, but she’s not sure if it would pain Hades, so she holds herself back.
Despair fills her heart as she shares Hades’s memory. Hades and Eros are back in the sunlight. Eros is weak, dying. But being back on Earth revives him slowly. They ready themselves for the lead arrow, unaware of its consequences.
The arrow hits Hades with a dull throb.
It’s not immediate. At first she thinks it didn’t work. But then, like water draining down the sink, they’re gone. All those feelings: gone. There’s no pain or discomfort, just emptiness.
There are a couple of flashes of logic-based decisions with no concept of empathy. A child, guilt, overbearing guilt, stepping in the river, pain, pain, pain, guilt, pain.
Persephone pulls her hand out of Hades’s, breathing heavy with tears falling from her eyes.
Hades wipes away a tear as well as she watches Persephone. “I—I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—”
Persephone shakes her head, shushing as she takes long deep breaths. “It’s okay, just—just give me a moment.”
Hades watches Persephone’s brow furrow while her eyes stay closed and Hades wonders what she saw, what she felt. Did she see all of it? Or did she just feel the aftermath?
After a moment Persephone steadies herself. She blinks her eyes open and there’s something there that Hades can’t quite decipher. Persephone reaches out like she did a week ago and lets her palm fall lightly on Hades’s cheek. Hades doesn't flinch, it’s more of a shudder. She doesn’t know what to expect. Persephone’s emotions are soft but build up as they transfer to her.
Understanding.
Yet there’s something else there. Something that they now know they’ve both felt and ignored. Persephone voices it without moving her lips, knowing Hades can hear it between their minds, How much of this is the arrow?
Hades’s hand goes to Persephone’s neck, I don’t know.
They hold there for a minute, comfortable in the flow of emotion—a nonverbal conversation that eases them more than words ever could.
Persephone’s breaths become shallow. She curses lightly as she stands from the chair and throws her leg over Hades’s, straddling her in the chair. Her lips move toward Hades’s like a magnet draws her there, but she stops herself. She knows Hades is hesitant, so she hovers there—asking, accepting, waiting.
Persephone can feel Hades’s pain as she tries to make the right decision. Persephone sends her calmness and curiosity. She stops herself, the last bit of fear fading out of her, before she lets a sense of care follow.
Hades bumps their foreheads together and after a few tense seconds, Persephone feels Hades relax and it’s like a dam breaks.
Their lips meet slowly, already moving together in perfect synchronicity like they’ve been doing this all their lives.
It’s so quiet, Persephone almost doesn’t notice, but she hears Hades’s question as they kiss, This isn’t just ‘cause you think I’m hot, right?
The kiss falters a bit as Persephone laughs. “No, no—It’s not…I mean—” It’s hard for her to form words after the ease of sharing thoughts. She lets her heart sing with fondness and attraction.
Hades’s presence hums through her mind as they relax into this new, unexpected connection and it’s—Persephone hasn’t felt this complete since before she lost Autumn.
Their foreheads press together, thoughts flowing quickly, Why haven’t you withered? Why are you okay? Why are you different?
Persephone’s been asking herself the same questions. Maybe it’s because of Autumn?
Hades lets out a light breath. Maybe. She hesitates a moment. You never asked about your repressed ability.
Persephone snorts. It didn’t seem relevant. I can’t use my active ability down here so why would that one be any different?
Hades hums, considering that. There are four days until you go b—
Persephone cuts her off. Can you sense my ability?
There are no secrets here, not when they’re connected like this. Thoughts flow so quickly and it’s as overwhelming as it is exhilarating. Hades can feel every ounce of Persephone’s anxiety and reluctance to think about what happens when they go back to Earth. The only two options they have are bad ones and Persephone isn't ready. It’s too soon. She’s not ready to decide.
Hades lets Persephone distract her. If I’m very careful, I can sometimes…nudge a person’s soul…um… She doesn’t try to explain it with words. She shows Persephone an example of someone who made a deal with Hades so they could become more focused. Hades had grabbed their hand and delved into their mind and…yeah, Persephone couldn’t think of a word for it either. Just a small nudge at the right point, in the right direction. Do you want me to try to unlock it?
Persephone’s thoughts hum as she considers it. Feels like using a piece of Autumn’s soul. I don’t know…
Hades sighs, a quiet comforting pulse flowing between them. Up to you either way.
Persephone tenses as she feels Hades’s thoughts shift back to the amount of time they have left. Persephone lets go and stands up, breaking the connection.
She coughs, clearing her unused voice. “I’m…I’m going to work on that long letter for Autumn. Could—Could I leave it here? Until we go back?”
Hades could suggest they go right then. She could suggest they go tomorrow. But she knows what Persephone is asking. She wants to visit after they break apart. Hades knows that’s not possible. She knows it won’t happen. That’s why Persephone let go before she asked. Hades nods. “Yeah, you can leave it with me until next time.”




Stay
Persephone stands on the bridge, watching the river move slowly, idly, silently. She frowns as she watches Hades walking along the banks of the river, talking to souls. The silence feels like just another tease for Hades, one more thing that isn’t quite like it should be on Earth. It keeps her sheltered in a way…
She watches wisps of smoke drift from Hades’s palm to float along the river. She wonders what Hades is saying to them, but it feels invasive to get closer to listen.
Hades’s eyes skim over the river, focused and serious, then she melts into the shadows and vanishes. Persephone sighs, but she knows the river is long even if it is one giant circle, so she tries to keep herself busy while Hades works. It’s nice to see Hades acting as the ruler of her kingdom…she seems at peace, even if she misses the sunlight.
Persephone moves to sit at the table, playing with chess pieces lazily. It’s good for them to have some time apart, especially after sharing thoughts, but she can’t help feeling lonely and bored without Hades. The more she thinks about this new connection, the less she can put it into words. But maybe words aren’t what’s necessary right now…
Persephone is pacing between their rooms when Hades returns. Hades stares at her a moment. “I thought you’d have gone to sleep.”
Persephone stops pacing, watching Hades carefully. “I was waiting for you.” Arousal radiates off her.
Hades lips curve down and she can see Persephone’s hurt in response to it. “I—” She tries to find words to tell Persephone why they can’t be intimate, but she and Persephone are so much more than words now. “You know why.”
Persephone glares at her, stubborn and impatient. “I do. But I don’t care.”
Hades reacts to the venom in her voice. “And what if this is all the arrow? What if we sleep together and it doesn’t actually mean anything?” Hades laughs at herself bitterly. “Well, I guess that wouldn’t matter to you. You’ve wanted to sleep with me since you got here, feelings or not.”
"Don't. I've been just as confused with this fucking arrow between us as you have. I don't know what it's doing to me."
There’s a moment where Hades thinks about hiding the whole truth, but realizes she can’t hide anything from Persephone, not anymore. “I spoke with the Fates, after Eros.” She feels dizzy remembering the time between the arrows. “Me and Eros, we always thought he got sick because he was disconnected from his powers, but they told me these false arrows have been disrupting people’s fate. It bends you off your destined path until it fades. That’s how powerful and confusing these arrows are. That’s why a god almost died here.” Hades stares at Persephone, really looks at her. She’s not even short of breath. She’s still strong. It doesn’t make sense.
Persephone snaps back before Hades can ponder it longer. "So what, it bends fate? Forever?" Persephone struggles to wrap her head around that information. 
Hades tries to hold onto the frustration, the accusation that her feelings are fake, but it doesn’t feel important enough. "I don't know anymore." 
Persephone practically growls as she sighs harshly. “This can’t just be the arrow. I refuse to believe fate has such a strong hold on us.”
Hades wants to laugh at that but it’s so beyond what she can express she just feels numb. “Persephone, I’ve been fighting against fate for my entire existence. Yet here I am, trapped down here. I can only go to Earth for one day a month and I’m a higher god. What makes you think you’re better than fate?”
Persephone’s teeth clench. “You think so little of me?”
Hades’s eyes narrow. “You know how highly I think of you.”
Persephone bites back her words for a moment. The silence hangs heavy between them, some of the tension melting as they both settle into the pain behind their anger. Persephone’s voice is quieter than it had been. “You said it yourself, we only have four days left.”
Hades tries not to react, but she can feel the sting of those words in her core. It means Persephone wants the arrow. Persephone wants out. Despite herself, Hades feels hot tears burn in her eyes. She turns from Persephone to hide it.
Persephone’s behind her in a moment, holding her gently. “You know I didn’t mean it like that.”
Hades pushes her away. “How else could you have meant it? You’d rather have me torn apart than spend another month trying to figure this out?”
Persephone whines. “That’s not fair.”
Hades yells. It’s one of the first times she’s fully embraced her emotions without holding anything back, “None of this is fair! I’ve been dealt a bad hand for millennia! My brother rules the world on a golden throne, and I’m trapped by myself in a prison of my own making! What part of any of this is fucking fair, Persephone?!” She takes a breath, wiping tears off her cheeks. She shakes her head as she sees Persephone’s eyes, wide and scared. Tendrils of smoke had curled out around Hades as she yelled. She forces herself to calm down, to rein in her powers. She swallows, breath shaky. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”
Persephone steps forward carefully, grabbing Hades’s hand. Hades is too enamored with her to pull away anymore. “I won’t leave you. Even if we use the arrow, even if…I don’t know. I don’t fucking care. People have done it before, right? Beat fate? We’ve all heard stories about it—”
Hades laughs darkly. “Those are called myths for a reason.”
Persephone shakes her head, eyes fierce with determination. “Everything’s impossible until someone does it.”
Hades’s laughs, but bitterness stains it. “You spend too much time with humans. That’s one of their quotes, isn’t it?”
Persephone smiles and nods happily, petting a hand through Hades’s hair. “They’re not all so bad.”
Hades stares at the River Styx, nodding to herself. “They’re not.”
Persephone kisses Hades’s forehead. “Can I stay with you tonight? I don’t want to do anything. I just want to stay with you.”
Hades nods without looking back at her. Persephone lets her lips ghost across Hades’s cheek before wrapping her arms around her. Their emotions flow together like a soft mist surrounding them. Confusion, fear, worry, care…love. Hades ignores the last one. She can’t trust that it’s real. It’s never been real.
Hades breaks them apart to guide Persephone into her room. There’s no real reason to close to the door, but she does it anyway and it feels intimate, safe. Persephone gets under the covers first and Hades hesitates a moment before following her.
Hades leaves space between them, but Persephone unashamedly cuddles into her. Hades can feel Persephone’s heartbreak. “I haven’t slept like this since I was home with Demeter.” A tear silently falls into the pillow. “I miss him so much.”
Hades curls her arms around Persephone, holding her tightly and trying to hold onto this moment as long as she can. She already knows what she has to do.
She has to let Persephone go home.
She has to use the lead arrow.
If Persephone feels the decision, she doesn’t comment on it. She falls asleep, that soft mist a blanket over them.
Hades falls asleep too, intoxicated by the goddess with the beautiful soul asleep in her arms.




Hope
Hades wakes up slowly and groggily. She can’t quite distinguish between her own thoughts and Persephone’s after being in contact all night. She’s trying to get a hold of the swirling emotions when she realizes Persephone’s having a nightmare.
Hades panics silently, torn on what action she should take. She feels like she should let Persephone have some privacy with her unfiltered thoughts, but Persephone’s clinging to her and Hades can’t bring herself to pull away.
Persephone’s thoughts spiral as fear fills her heart, fear that she’ll be stuck here forever, fear that she’ll be stuck on Earth forever. It keeps switching as if she can’t decide which one she’s more scared of. Hades runs a hand through Persephone’s hair, gently waking her.
It takes Persephone a few moments to stir and when she does a tear falls out of her eye. Hades wipes it away. “You were dreaming.”
Persephone’s sleepy eyes blink a few times. “You could see it?” Hades nods, savoring the intimate moment. Three days left. She tries not to think about it. “I’m sorr—”
“Nothing to apologize for. I’m scared too.” Hades attempts to soothe her.
Persephone’s words float through their connection. I don’t want to leave you. But Hades sees the hesitance in her eyes. She feels that way, but she doesn’t voice it out loud. She’s also thinking of her family, her friends. She doesn’t want to leave any of them either. Hades keeps her face carefully blank. “You don’t have to put on this facade with me.” Persephone brushes her thumb across Hades’s cheek. She smiles bitterly. “I finally break through with you and the smiling kid I was hoping to meet is too sad to smile.”
“I’m one of the oldest entities in all of creation. I’m not a kid.” Hades offers her a weak grin.
“I’ve heard you act like a kid…when you’re happy.” Persephone tugs lightly at Hades’s lips with her thumb to wipe away the fake smile. “Stop it.” Her voice goes soft. “Stop lying to me.”
Hades swallows before she scoots forward, pillowing her head on Persephone’s chest.
Persephone’s startled for a moment before her arms wrap around Hades, holding her.
Hades clings to Persephone and tries to forget about the future. She just thinks about right now.
✽✽✽
 
Demeter startles when Hebe wraps her arms around him. They’re standing on a hill by some human’s farm. The acres of land are all brown and dead.
Hebe presses her lips to Demeter’s neck. “People are dying, Demeter. You can’t keep this up.”
Demeter shakes his head. “Persephone’s not back. That was my agreement with Zeus.”
Hebe scoffs. “It was a threat, not an agreement. And Zeus isn’t really involved with this.”
Demeter pulls away from Hebe. “Zeus is involved with everything. He’s just choosing to ignore it ‘cause he hates his sister.”
Hebe tsks. “That sister of his is practically your daughter-in-law.”
Demeter stares at Hebe. “We don’t know that.”
“Demeter, they’re fated.”
Demeter shakes his head. “Plenty of people are fated.” Demeter turns away from her.
Hebe grabs his shoulder and gently turns him back. “Hades is a higher god and it was fated. There's not a lot of leeway there. I don’t think you’re gonna find a loophole. Besides…if it truly is fated, Persephone’s probably already in love with her.”
Demeter’s eyes are red, shaking his head. “I can’t believe that.”
Hebe frowns, cupping Demeter’s cheeks in her hands. “Don’t you want her to be happy?”
Demeter pushes Hebe’s hands off him. “If Persephone is so happy, why would she even come back?”
Hebe blinks, understanding Demeter’s fear. Hades would be free to return to Earth in three days, but…what if they choose not to return. “N—No, you know Persephone wants to come back.” The stutter isn’t very convincing.
Demeter laughs. “That was a week ago. A lot can change in a week.”
✽✽✽
 
Eros stands in the shade against a building and ignores the glimmer of sunlight in the distance.
The shadows start to shift and Eros frowns. “Helios, leave me alone.” The shadows shift even more. “Helios! You’re going to mess up people’s days! Stop being petty!”
Eros runs as the sunlight starts to creep towards him.
Finally, Eros stops, he stares up at the sun. “Put everything back and I’ll move.”
The shadows quickly retreat back to where they started.
Eros sighs, walking out from the shade. Helios’s wraps around his back in a heartbeat. “Cue, you can’t get an arrow for her.”
Eros sighs. “Wow, it’s like I knew I didn’t want to talk to you or something.”
Helios hugs him tighter. “You know how she got the last time you used a lead arrow. Zeus is going to have the armory guarded by practically every warrior in the universe until Hades’s time is up. And I thought you said this was fated.”
Eros shakes his head. “She’s going to want the arrow anyway. I know her.”
Helios sighs into Eros’s skin. “Would it even do anything?”
Eros shrugs. “I have no idea.”
Helios turns Eros to face him. “You don’t know what it would do and you would still do it?” Eros can see the judgment in Helios’s eyes, but he doesn’t take offense.
“Sol, you don’t know her like I do. You don’t know how desperate she’s going to be.”
Helios shakes his head. “No, once she finds out she and Persephone are fated, she’ll be happy.”
All Eros has to do is look at Helios, doubt pooling in his eyes.
Helios feels his resolve weaken. “She’ll be happy, won’t she?”
Eros doesn’t answer him.
✽✽✽
 
The rest of Persephone and Hades’s day is a lot of walking and hand-holding and no real talking. They let everything float between them. There’s too much fear to actually speak.
They get back into bed together and Persephone kisses Hades’s lips softly, just a light pressure.
Hades memorizes it. She tries to store the feeling of it in her memory somewhere it can’t be destroyed, but that’s just the thing: she knows it can. The lead arrow destroyed everything last time and it’ll do it again.
She holds onto every moment Persephone gives her while she still can because she knows it’ll be gone soon.
✽✽✽
 
When Hades opens her eyes, Persephone has a wide smile on her lips. “I’m gonna make you laugh today.”
Hades blinks. “What?”
Persephone practically tugs Hades out of bed. “We’re having fun and you’re gonna laugh.”
Hades is groggy again like she was the day before, trying to find the line between herself and Persephone in her mind. It gets blurrier every day.
Hades finds herself outside of her room. Persephone smiles briefly before her face morphs into a smirk. “Catch me.”
Persephone takes off running down the banks of the river and Hades hesitates for a few moments before she follows suit, a soft smile spreading on her lips. “If you trip into the water, I won’t save you!”
She hears Persephone’s voice call back to her. “Yes, you will!”
Hades shakes her head as her smile grows bigger. Yeah, she will.
Persephone’s surprisingly quick, so Hades reaches out with tendrils of smoke to gently wrap around Persephone’s waist and slow her down.
The tendrils spiral around her and grow. Hades beams at Persephone as her smoke creates an image.
Persephone pouts at her as the smoke draws petals around her head. Hades laughs. “My flower girl.”
Persephone can’t help the tug in her heart as she hears Hades laugh. She swats at the smoke, clearing it away from her head. Hades just laughs harder.
Persephone falls in love more every second she hears it.
She steps out of the smoke with three determined paces until she’s kissing the laughter out of Hades’s mouth.
Hades doesn’t hesitate. She lets her mouth move with Persephone’s. It’s lust, but it’s more than that. Hades can’t quite name the emotion. It’s just…want. It’s this pure kind of desire. Hades searches for more of it as she lets her hands roam Persephone’s body. Persephone’s already been mapping out hers.
Hades kisses down Persephone’s neck as Persephone speaks up. “So, you’re out of practice in this area, right?”
Hades snorts. “I’ve been around longer than you, flower girl. I remember the day you were created.”
Persephone shudders. “That’s kinda creepy. Don’t talk about it like that.”
Hades sighs into Persephone’s skin. “If my brother did one good thing in his life…” Hades pauses, pressing soft kisses from Persephone’s jaw to her temple. “It was to bring you into this world.”
Persephone’s silent for a few moments. Her voice is soft and doesn’t carry the sarcasm that her words do. “You’re soft, you know that?”
Hades laughs and the sound is youthful and mischievous. “Not for long, I won’t be.”
Persephone gasps and pushes Hades away from her, stammering. “You—!” Hades laughs loudly, a little embarrassment tinting her ears pink. “I can’t believe you just made a dirty joke.”
Hades tugs Persephone back to her, needing that contact, that connection. Her mouth goes to Persephone’s ear, lips tickling her skin. “You bring out the worst in me.”
Persephone laughs loudly, it echoes through the empty caves. “I highly doubt that.”
Persephone feels a pulse of emotion from Hades. Hades tries to rein it back, but it’s too late. She feels the memory of the lead arrow and Hades becoming her worst self. She knows what Hades’s thoughts were. Persephone wants the lead arrow and Hades would do it, no matter the cost.
Persephone takes a breath, a light anger flowing between them. “How about we walk back to your room and let that bad mood evaporate? Then I can work you back up again.”
Hades’s laugh is weak now as she lets Persephone tug her back toward their rooms.
They’re quiet the whole way, but Persephone is letting her happy memories flow between them. She quickly stops as she feels Hades’s quiet resentment since most of the memories are with her friends on Earth. She starts again using only her memories with Hades.
Hades nearly falls over in shock as all the memories hit her. She hadn’t realized how happy Persephone was this month, despite everything. “Don’t you miss your flowers?”
Persephone huffs out a small breath. “Yeah, but I’ve got a pretty flower right here.” She kisses Hades’s cheek and Hades wants to argue or fight back, but she just smiles. Persephone nods as she opens the door to Persephone’s bedroom. “You’re the most high-maintenance flower I’ve ever had to look over.”
Hades laughs, loud and bright.
Persephone’s in love. She knows she is.
This can’t be the arrow.
It can’t be.
She’s unsure who dove in, but they’re kissing again.
Persephone lets Hades back her onto the bed and Hades tugs her shirt off quickly. Persephone follows suit.
Persephone sits on the bed and scoots back as Hades follows her. She kisses her once, softly and pulls away as she straddles Persephone’s lap. “I don’t want to go all the way. You know that.” Hades clears her throat. “Not until…after.”
Persephone stares at her confused for a moment, but then she recognizes the same thought process she had. When she asked Hades to hold onto her letter for Autumn. It’s hope.
Hades has been so convinced they won’t have a chance after whatever happens in two days. This is hope. Persephone quickly agrees to it. “Yeah, baby. Whatever you want.”
Hades scoffs. “Baby?”
Persephone shrugs. “Would you rather I call you dark lord?”
Hades moans as she lets her mouth travel down Persephone’s exposed chest.
“Supreme ruler of darkness.”
Hades ignores her.
“King of death.”
Hades sighs. “You know, I do have actual alternate names. Like Pluto.”
Persephone snorts. “Yeah, but Pluto isn’t even a planet anymore.”
Hades sits up to look at Persephone, confused.
Persephone presses her lips together. “Did you not know?”
Hades lets out a long sigh. “We’ll talk about that later.”
They share a night of soft touches and silly jokes, they kiss, caress, love, love, love.
They fall asleep, skin-to-skin in each other’s arms.
✽✽✽
 
One more day.
They wake up and Persephone tells Hades she wants to work on her letter for Autumn. Hades doesn’t understand but she lets her, sketching Persephone as she writes.
Instead of writing to Autumn, Persephone writes a letter to Hades, the Hades who will be left over after the lead arrow.
She hopes she’s making the right decision. She hopes they can get through this. She hopes they can hold onto this bizarre love they’ve found.
She hopes.
They kiss and they hope.
Persephone hides the letter under Hades’s pillow and they hope.
They hold each other, wrapped up in each other’s subconscious. Totally having lost where one starts and the other ends, just a blur of thoughts and emotions and love and hope.
They don’t sleep.
And then it’s morning.
And they can go back to Earth.




Earth
Persephone can feel the exact moment Hades gains the ability to travel between worlds. She’s not surprised that Hades hesitates.
Hades is looking her in the eye and Persephone can feel it all. She can feel that Hades believes this is the last time she’ll feel like this. This is the last time she’ll ever have Persephone in her bed just to hold her.
Persephone fights back all those feelings with her own. This is ending, but they’ll figure out a way to get it to work again. Her thoughts are filled with doubt and anxiety and it does nothing to quell either of their worries. Persephone takes a breath and speaks out loud. “We have to go up. Whether we use the arrow or not, Demeter’s going to want to see me. And I know you want to talk with Cue.”
Hades nods and sits up, gathering their clothes and getting dressed. Hades sits cross legged on the bed and Persephone catches on that she should too. Hades grasps Persephone’s forearms and Persephone does the same. Hades stares at Persephone long and hard before her eyes fall closed and Persephone watches her brow furrow in concentration.
And then they’re surrounded by sunlight.
Persephone can barely see as her eyes adjust, but she doesn’t need to see right now to feel the surge of power that courses through her as every flower on the earth links to her heart.
Hades breathes heavy at the feeling and Persephone’s eyes flutter open to look at her. Hades stares at Persephone with wonder. “Is this what you normally feel like?”
Persephone nods, a tear slipping from her eye as she smiles widely. “This is what my flowers feel like.”
Hades lets her fingers slide down Persephone’s arms to hold her hands. Her eyes fall shut again as she breathes in the feeling of Persephone’s power.
Persephone watches her with a fond smile.
She glances around and lets her emotions flow freely, flowers sprouting around them.
Hades opens her eyes curiously as lilacs[4] grow around them.
She looks Persephone in the eye with a knowing grin.
They sit in the field surrounded by a circle of lilacs. Hades gets on her knees to lean forward and capture Persephone’s lips.
Persephone tugs her playfully so Hades falls onto her chest and they fall backwards, lying in the grass kissing and laughing.
A voice clears somewhere above them and Persephone practically chokes.
She looks up from where she lies on her back, Hades on top of her, and meets Demeter’s frantic gaze.
Persephone offers him an embarrassed smile. “Demeter.”
Hades rolls off Persephone quickly and kneels in the grass, head bowed and very still. She doesn’t move or speak. Persephone continues smiling up at Demeter, but she wants to frown as she loses contact with Hades.
Persephone stands up quickly to hug Demeter, but hesitates at the negativity flowing out of him. She notices Hebe a few steps farther away, unwilling to break up the kiss they both witnessed.
Demeter stares at Persephone, looking her up and down, completely ignoring Hades. “Persephone.”
Persephone takes a half step forward, unsure what Demeter’s thinking. Part of her thinks she should just reach out and grab his hand, but that only works with Hades.
Before she can think of a second plan, Demeter’s wrapped around her. Demeter sighs deeply as he holds Persephone and Persephone buries her face in Demeter’s chest as she holds him tightly. Demeter’s voice is weak. “Don’t fucking do that ever again.”
Persephone considers joking and arguing that she didn’t have much choice, but it doesn’t feel like a very funny joke right now.
Demeter lets her go and turns his attention to Hades. Persephone can see the anger in Demeter’s eyes. “You—”
Persephone quickly steps between Hades and Demeter. “Don’t. She didn’t do this.”
Demeter ignores Persephone, looking behind her at Hades. “What did you do to her?”
Hades looks up then and her eyes are empty. She knows if she were to show the confusion and hurt she truly feels, Demeter would think she was lying. “I brought her back as soon as I could.”
Persephone turns as Hades’s words come out stilted and curt. Persephone holds out her hand to Hades to understand, but Hades just looks between Persephone and Demeter without moving.
Persephone kneels next to her and grabs her hand.
They both relax significantly as they make contact again.
Demeter stares at them curiously, glancing over at Hebe who shrugs as she walks closer.
Persephone tries to explain to Hades that she should feel comfortable and be herself, but Hades immediately shoots back her fear because she knows Demeter feels as though Hades took Persephone from him.
Persephone looks up at Hebe and smiles. She sends a pulse of emotion to Hades as she releases her hand to stand up and face Hebe who immediately runs at Persephone and hugs her tightly.
Persephone pretends to hate every second of it. “Ugh, you’re disgusting.”
Hebe hums, agreeing. “The grossest.” Persephone’s arms tighten around her.
Hades’s eyes soften ever so slightly, knowing how long Persephone has been longing to reunite with her friends.
Hebe pulls back, hand cupping Persephone’s jaw as Persephone pouts at the attention. “You’re okay, right?”
Persephone tsks, shoving her hand away. “I’m fine.”
Demeter’s still staring at Hades and Hades keeps her gaze down. She won’t run. She won’t leave Persephone yet, but she knows what Demeter thinks of her, she can see it in his soul.
Hades takes a second to glance up at the sun, partly to ask Helios to get Eros, partly to get a reference for how much time she has.
Hebe keeps her attention on Persephone despite her protests. She pushes Persephone to turn so she can fully examine her and make sure she’s okay. Persephone knows it’s pointless, but it’s Hebe’s way of checking on her so she tolerates it and spins.
Persephone keeps glancing at Demeter as Hebe pokes at her.
Hades doesn’t lift her head, just stays perfectly still and quiet.
Persephone frowns, addressing Hades. “Hades, you can stand.”
Hades doesn’t move at all.
Persephone glares at Demeter. “Kneel down.”
Demeter scoffs in surprise, looking at Persephone worriedly. “Why don’t you want to get away from her?”
Persephone kneels beside Hades, lacing their fingers together. She keeps her eyes on Demeter. “Kneel down.”
Hebe kneels down first in front of Hades and Persephone. Her eyes beg Demeter to play along until they can figure out what this is all about.
Demeter rolls his eyes as he gives in, kneeling by Hebe.
Persephone didn’t really think out what she was going to say to them. She’d been so focused on Hades these last few days.
She starts bluntly. “I don’t intend to leave her.”
Hades’s head whips up at that. As much as she can feel Persephone’s emotions, it shocks her to hear Persephone say that out loud to Demeter.
Violets[5] bloom around the four of them and Demeter feels his resolve weaken as he stares at one.
Demeter looks at Hades, cautious but curious.
Persephone squeezes Hades’s hand.
Hades looks up at Demeter and bows her head. “It’s very nice to finally meet you.”
Demeter takes a breath and turns his attention back to Persephone. “You can understand my hesitance to trust her, can’t you?”
Persephone focuses on where her hand is interlaced with Hades’s. She uses her other hand to trace patterns onto the back of Hades’s hand. “Demeter, I love you and I respect your opinions. But I really don’t give a shit about whether you trust her or not.” She lifts her head to look Demeter in the eye. “It doesn’t change how I feel about her.”
Hades stares at Persephone, a pulse of desperate curiosity flowing between them. Persephone sends back her unguarded emotion and Hades is so overwhelmed by affection that her eyes flutter closed.
A tear forces its way out of Hades’s eyes and Persephone frowns as she turns her attention to Hades, lowering her voice. “Hey, I’m sorry. Was that too much?”
Hades shakes her head slowly. “I…don’t know what to say to them.”
Persephone laughs. “Just say whatever you’d say to me.”
Hades looks between the three people in front of her.
Persephone catches on to her confusion. “You’ve never been around this many people?”
Hades shakes her head minutely.
Demeter looks at Hebe to see how she’s reacting to all of this, but neither of them really know what to believe. Hebe has a weird look on her face every time she glances at Hades, but Persephone is a little too focused on appeasing Demeter to ask her about it right now.
Hades tries again. “I don’t meet a lot of people who take the time to listen to me. It’s…It’s very important to me to make a good impression on both of you since you’re both so important to Persephone. I don’t know what I can do since all of what I’m sure you’ve heard about me is so terrible. I—” She pauses, feeling like she’s talking too much. Persephone nods, pushing her on. “I can’t tell you that any of it is untrue, but I’d like to ask you to consider that you haven’t heard the whole story.”
Hebe nods. “Um, my—my wife has some strong feelings regarding you, but she doesn’t talk about it. I’ve felt for a long time that I don’t know the details of what happened well enough to form my own opinions.” She reaches out to casually rest her hand on Hades’s, but Hades yanks her hand away.
Hebe startles and Persephone jumps in to explain, “It’s her ability. She can read you if you touch her.”
Hebe’s eyes fall to Persephone’s hand, still laced with Hades’s. “So…right now? She…?”
Persephone nods slowly, eyes drifting to Demeter as she sees the rage build within him. “You’re saying she’s in your head right now, Persephone? And you expect us to fucking trust her?!”
“It goes both ways!” Persephone lifts their joined hands as Hades quietly watches all of them. “She can feel everything I feel, and I can feel everything she feels. She can’t hide anything from me.”
Demeter scoffs. “She’s still in your head. I can’t trust anything you say either.”
Wallflowers[6] burst around them. Persephone whines. “I don’t understand how you can’t trust me.”
“You’re not really acting like yourself! I find you rolling around making out with the god of death and then you tell me you trust her with your thoughts? The Persephone I know is guarded and quietly caring. You’ve never been this vocal about your feelings. It just feels like an act.”
Persephone feels like she’s been slapped.
Hades speaks up again as Persephone’s head drops in reaction to Demeter’s harsh words. “I think…I should leave you three to talk.” Hades’s eye catches on Helios and Eros waiting in the distance.
Demeter doesn’t look away from Persephone as he responds to Hades. “I think that’s a good idea.”
Hades relaxes her fingers to drop Persephone’s hand, but Persephone grips her hand tighter. She doesn’t say it, but Hades knows. They both feel incomplete when they’re not together. They’ve spent a month together and the idea of being apart feels like it’s going to unravel everything.
Hades gently tugs her hand out of Persephone’s. Her voice is a low mumble as her fingers skate over the back of Persephone’s hand. “It’s fine, you’re safe here. I need to talk with Eros. They need you and you need them. You’ve been stuck with me for a month, yeah?” Hades smiles somehow.
Persephone smiles in response, though she’s reluctant. “You’re not safe here.”
Hades scoffs. “Don’t worry about me. I’ll be fine.”
Hades stands and Persephone catches her hand one last time and looks her in the eye intensely. “If you so much as touch that fucking arrow while I’m not with you—”
Hades shakes her head.
Persephone feels her sincerity and lets go.
Hades takes a deep breath and walks away from the three of them. With Persephone’s presence gone from her mind, she feels a quiet rage build in her as she locks eyes with Eros.
Demeter watches Hades walk away. As soon as she’s out of earshot, Demeter lets out a loud sigh. “Are you in shock? Did she—Did she hurt you? Is that why you’re so—”
Persephone pinches the bridge of her nose. “She didn’t fucking hurt me. Did you or did you not read my letter about her taking me to see Autumn?”
Demeter shakes his head. “It sounds like a farce. A game to make you trust her. I’m still not convinced this isn’t some plot that she’s got Cue involved in.”
Persephone turns her attention to Hebe without speaking a word. Hebe nods. “I believe you, Seph.” Demeter glares at Hebe with betrayal in his eyes. Hebe shrugs as she resigns herself to her boyfriend’s wrath. “Demeter, you haven’t slept with Seph, okay? She’s not brainwashed.”
Demeter and Persephone both scrunch their noses at the thought of them sleeping together. Demeter glares. “What does sleeping with her have anything to do with this?”
Hebe shrugs. She points to herself “God of youth, right? Younger you are, the less you can hide between your thoughts and your actions. I know all of Persephone’s physical tells. Persephone sprouts flowers, for fuck’s sake.”
Demeter rolls his eyes. “Just ‘cause she’s honest about how she feels doesn’t mean Hades didn’t corrupt he—”
“I’m in love with her!” Persephone interrupts and almost immediately regrets saying it. Her voice lowers, embarrassed. “I know it sounds fucking crazy, okay? I know. But I’ve never—I know her. I know everything I need to know. She’s nothing like the stories say—”
“Not right now, but what about after the lead arrow?” Demeter stares Persephone in the eye, challenging her.
Willows[7] bloom around them. Persephone breaks eye contact with Demeter. “I intend to be there with her to help with the side effects.”
Demeter narrows his eyes. “You’re staying with her? Even after the arrow?”
“I can’t leave her like tha—”
“You’re leaving us?” The hurt in Hebe’s voice hits Persephone right in the chest.
Persephone goes quiet. “No. I just…I can’t leave her like that.”
Demeter shakes his head. “I won’t let you go down there with her like that—”
Persephone’s head snaps up. “What the hell do you know about what she’ll be like?”
“I talked with Cue, Megara, and Hercules.”
Persephone laughs. “Wow, Hercules. What a great, unprejudiced resource.”
Hebe interrupts, looking at Demeter, frustrated. “Just tell her!”
Demeter shoots a look back. “She doesn’t know and she still wants to go back. She doesn’t need to know right now.”
Persephone glances between them, voice monotone. “Tell me what.”
Demeter tries to play it off, “Persephone, I need you here. I need you to get distance from her before I can—”
“Tell me what, Hebe?”
Demeter shakes his head at Hebe. “Don’t.”
✽✽✽
 
Years of pain and emptiness fill Hades as her eyes land on Eros. She should want to destroy him for this. She should want to throw him in the River Styx. But as if on autopilot, she finds herself pulling Eros into her chest and holding him there. “I fucking missed you, Cue.”
Eros presses their cheeks together and feels that familiar release of tension Hades gets when they used to touch after the golden arrow. Hades absorbs from Eros the feeling that she lost the memory of, relaxing as it comes back to her. Eros nearly sobs. “Hades, I was so worried you’d never be able to be yourself again.”
Helios stands back. He's not jealous, he understands.
Hades catches Helios’s eye as she holds Eros. She nods a greeting and Helios nods back. They never got that close, but as mutual friends of Eros, they trusted each other by default.
Hades pulls back from Eros, smirking at Helios. “He treating you right?”
Eros laughs. “Yeah, he is.”
Hades glances over to see Helios blushing. She laughs at them lightly. “Ah, cute.”
Hades can feel the joy radiating from Eros freely. She can feel how relieved Eros is to see Hades with happiness in her eyes again. Then she feels Eros sober and pull away.
They break contact and Hades gets worried.
Eros’s eyes glance around nervously. “Hades, there’s something you need to know.”
✽✽✽
 
“The arrow wasn’t random. You two are fated to be together.”
Persephone sits still for almost a full minute, trying to process what she just heard. “We’re…fated?”
Hebe nods as Demeter stares at Persephone with fear in his eyes. He loves Persephone and he wants her to be happy. It’s been excruciating to sit here and provoke her, but he needs to fully understand what’s happening and he needs to make sure Persephone’s not in danger.
She’s been gone a full month and here Persephone is, playing Hades’s guard dog. She hasn’t asked about how either he or Hebe have been. He knows they’ve been trading letters, but everything’s been so bizarre, and he’s scared to trust anything Persephone says right now.
He can’t be sure what happened down there for the last month.
Persephone swallows and says it again as if she’s testing it out. “Fated.” She runs her hands through her hair roughly. “What—What happens if we use the lead arrow? If we’re fated…would it—would I lose her? If she’s meant to be—” Persephone’s voice goes quiet. “If she’s meant to be mine?”
Hebe frowns. “We don’t know. It’s never happened before.”
Persephone’s eyes flicker, trying to process. “But if we don’t use the arrow, I just keep getting stuck for a month at a time and the earth suffers.” Persephone takes a breath. “I could feel the emptiness when I got here. I could tell all the flowers died. I could feel the earth suffering.”
Hebe glares at Demeter. “Yeah, well you weren't the only one involved in that.”
Persephone reaches out and lays her hand over Demeter’s. “Demeter doesn’t do things halfway.”
Demeter feels himself break as Persephone lays her hand on his. Demeter scoots forward and pulls Persephone against him. Persephone doesn’t fight him like she normally would. She lets Demeter baby her and hold Persephone against his chest. “I thought I lost you forever. We were worried you wouldn’t even come back up.”
Persephone laughs, bittersweet. “I missed my daily dose of idiocy from you two.”
Hebe quickly joins the group hug, holding Persephone’s hand tightly. “She hasn’t changed, Demeter.”
Demeter feels his heart break. He knows. He knows Persephone’s going to choose to stay with Hades and he’s not ready to lose her. “You have to use the arrow.” Demeter’s voice shakes as he says it. “You have to stay up here. You can find a way to visit her, but the world needs you here, Persephone. We need you here.”
Persephone hesitates. “The world may not survive her if she has to go through that again.” Persephone stares at the sun, remembering how late in the day it was the last time she saw sunlight. “We’re running out of time.”
✽✽✽
 
“The arrow wasn’t random. You two are fated to be together.”
Hades feels as if the earth opened beneath her and dropped her directly into the River Styx.
It should be good news.
It should be great to hear that she’s meant to have love and happiness in her life but hearing that the happiness that fate planned for her would strip the happiness from Persephone’s life was the most painful hell she could imagine. Hades shakes her head, taking a step back. “Tell me this is some elaborate joke. Tell me this—”
But she can see it in Eros’s eyes. She knows those eyes.
Hades swallows, trying to hold it all back. She gets a grip on her spiraling emotions and pulls them back into one focused thought. “Tell me you have a lead arrow.”
Eros hesitates before shaking his head and Hades shouts in frustration. “Zeus wouldn’t risk—”
“Why is everything up to him?! What the fuck does he know about any of this?”
Helios finally steps in. “He knows the last time this happened you nearly killed his daughter.”
Hades wants to laugh. “Megara cares about Hercules more than Zeus ever did. Zeus lied about me to cover up the fact that his wife tried to murder his daughter. Such a dramatic story made her into a hero so everyone would take her side. No one even knows about Hera.”
Eros reaches out, but Hades flinches away. It’s the first time Hades has denied Eros’s touch in centuries. “Hades, you did almost kill her. Regardless of the reasons behind it, Zeus is trying to save lives by not giving this a chance to happen again.”
Hades looks between the two of them. Then she looks to the clouds.
Eros tenses. “Don’t.”
Hades laughs bitterly, eyes welling with tears. “What choice do I have?”
Hades disappears in blue smoke.
Helios looks to Eros and watches Eros make one of the hardest decisions of his life. Eros swallows as he turns to Helios. “Warn Zeus.”
Helios cups Eros’s jaw in his hand as he nods. “If she gets hurt, it’s not your fault.”
Eros lays his hand over Helios’s and presses his lips to his palm. “Be safe.”
And then Helios is gone and all Eros can do is stare at the clouds.
✽✽✽
 
Persephone traces the lines in her palm with a frown on her face.
Hebe’s hand is brushing through her hair casually and Demeter is lying with his head in Persephone’s lap.
They’re just trying to absorb as much of each other as they can.
Demeter watches Persephone. “You said you can feel what she feels?”
Persephone nods absently as she stares at her hand, wishing Hades’s was there.
Demeter starts again. “What does it—”
“I’m gonna stop you there.” Persephone meets his eye. “It’s no different than the rest of us. She’s not stalking around thinking of ways to kill people and laughing maniacally.” She leans into Hebe’s touch. “If anything, she’s like a child. When she met Autumn…she had no idea what to do. Just like when she met you. She’s been trapped on her own for all her existence. She doesn’t know what it is to be loved. I can understand why Cue kept shooting her.”
Hebe snorts. “Cue is always drawn to lonely people.”
Demeter listens to all that and realizes how little he truly knew about Hades. He’d been so scared to give her a chance.
Persephone looks at Hebe slyly. “Has Cue been hanging out with you a lot?”
Hebe blinks, willing herself not to look at Demeter and failing.
Persephone watches their eyes meet. “Wait…you guys…you guys haven’t—”
Demeter sits up suddenly. “We were gonna tell you.”
Persephone looks between them, eyes wide. “You guys are fucking?!” Persephone looks at Hebe and groans. “Hebe, that’s gross. That’s like…my ex and my dad.”
Demeter sighs heavily. “Why does everyone call me your dad?!” Persephone and Hebe both look at Demeter without answering.
✽✽✽
 
Hades stands at the gates to Olympus.
Dike guards the entrance.
Hades and Dike are old friends. As the goddess of justice, she watches over the decisions of humankind while they live. Hades takes over once they die.
Dike shakes her head.
They don’t need to trade words.
Dike’s hand grips her sword.
Hades watches her with a frown. “It doesn’t have to come to that.”
She draws her sword and Hades conjures a scythe out of smoke.
Dike looks regretful but determined. “This time, it does.”
Their weapons clash.
A god can’t bleed…
…unless struck by another god.
Hades feels blood trickle down her arm as she pushes past the gates. Dike is fine, but she’s down for now.
Hades is quickly surrounded as warning bells ring out around her.
She’s not worried. She knows she only has one equal in these clouds when it comes to combat.
She quickly dismisses the guards and fellow gods with swirls of smoke and blows from her weapon.
She takes some hits regardless. An arrow strikes her in the shoulder and she stares at Artemis. She tugs it out, unappreciative of the irony.
Finally, she’s free to make her way to the armory, stepping over gods and goddess as she goes.
As she opens the door, she hesitates in shock.
Zeus sits in front of her.
Hades snarls. “You actually descended from your throne, did you?”
Zeus stands right in front of the room where they store Eros’s arrows, both gold and lead. “This fight is pointless. You won’t win.”
Blood distorts Hades’s vision as it drips over her eye. “No result of this fight ends in me winning.”
Zeus rolls his eyes. “You’re always so dramatic. You really think this fling with the flower goddess will last?” Zeus knows they’re fated, but he’s too happy to push his sister’s buttons.
Hades stares at him. “Is this not your kingdom that’s being ruined by her absence?”
Zeus shrugs. “Humanity can survive the absence of flowers for a few centuries.”
Hades laughs. “If you really think all she brings the earth is flowers, you’re truly out of touch with the world you rule over.”
Zeus holds her gaze unblinkingly. “And what if this is all part of my plan?”
Hades holds back a loud laugh. “Everything is ‘part of your plan’ when you need an excuse for some terrible mistake you’ve made.”
“You’re right, I have made mistakes. We should’ve kept Autumn instead.”
Blue flames burst around the room and glow brightly in Hades’s eyes as smoke spreads behind her. “Can you really joke about such a tragedy? The Fates accepted her to Elysium. You can’t tell me it was nothing.”
Zeus’s expression doesn’t change. “It was nothing.”
The room erupts in smoke and lightning.
✽✽✽
 
The sky flashes and turns dark.
Demeter blinks up at it. “We should get inside.”
Persephone looks closer at the clouds. Her breath catches. “Would you guys say that’s a grey cloud, or blue smoke?”
Hebe looks at it. “Oh, you’re right. It is blue.”
Persephone feels her heart skip a beat. She stands, but she can’t travel to Olympus. All she can do is stare at the sky and hope.
She yells, though it’s pointless, “Hades!”
✽✽✽
 
Hades lies motionless on the floor, red flames licking at her shirt and burning her slowly.
Zeus pants, red staining his white outfit from the cuts and bruises inflicted on him.
He doesn’t notice Hades’s hand slip between the bars and reach for a ray of sunlight inside the room of arrows.
Helios is in and out before Zeus even sees him.
✽✽✽
 
Eros looks at the lead arrow in Helios’s hands in horror.
Eros shakes his head. “What were you thinking?!”
Helios watches Eros warily. “I was thinking I’ve seen a lot happen in this world and Hades can fight through this if we give her the chance.”
Eros keeps shaking his head, refusing to take the arrow Helios holds out to him. “You didn’t see the way her eyes changed last time. There’s no coming back from that.” Eros whines. “Sol, you saw how happy she is now. You can’t expect me to tear that out of her. It’ll destroy her. It’ll destroy me to use my power like that.”
Helios shakes his head. “You were the one that said she’d be desperate for this.”
Eros laughs. “Yeah, but I thought the arrows were safely guarded. I didn’t think you’d help her.” 
Helios shrugs, “I don’t believe it’ll strip her of her emotions this time.”
Eros looks at him, hopeful but cautious. “Based on what?”
Helios shrugs. “Faith.”
Eros sighs. “That’s not enou—”
“They’re fated, aren’t they? You really think an arrow can change that?”
Eros holds his head in his hands. “I don’t know! It could!”
Helios holds out the arrow again. “It can’t.”
Eros steps back from it. His voice is weak. “It could.”
Helios smiles hesitantly. “How many times have you tried to change Hades’s fate with arrows?” Eros is quiet. “How many times has it worked?”
Eros stares at the arrow in Helios’s hand.
Smoke bursts next to them and Hades yells out, broken and bloody.
Eros runs to her, but Hades’s eyes search for Helios. “Th—Thank you.” Tears fall from her eyes uncontrollably. “Thank you so much.”
Worry fills Eros’s mind. “What did you do?!”
Smoke spirals around Hades, healing her wounds but leaving her weak and tired.
Hades reaches her hand up and Eros helps her stand. Hades instantly understands the tension and the argument Eros and Helios just had. She leans on Eros, unable to stand on her own. She looks at Eros with hope in her eyes. “You’ll do it?”
Eros holds Hades’s hand tightly. “Promise me you’ll come back in a month so I can check on you.”
It’s a promise they all know she can’t trust herself to keep.
Eros whines again. “This is a terrible idea. Is Persephone even okay with this?!”
Hades stares in the distance where she knows Persephone must be sitting with Demeter and Hebe. “She will be.”
Eros shakes his head. “I’m not doing this without Persephone’s permission.”
Hades levels a hard glare at Eros. “We’re running out of time.”
Eros holds Hades’s face in his hand. “You’re sure this is what’s best for both of you?”
Hades smiles weakly. “You know I’m used to being alone.”
Eros feels his eyes well up. “I don’t want to do this, Hades.”
Hades laughs bitterly. “Me neither, Cue.”
Eros understands then. This is an act of love. Eros nods, glancing at the sun. “Persephone’s going to hate me.”
Hades shakes her head. “Nah, don’t underestimate my flower girl. She’s capable of so much more than any of us know.”
Eros tilts his head at that, but Hades glances at Helios who moves to support her so Eros can get ready.
Hades and Helios avoid skin to skin contact.
Eros hesitantly takes the arrow from Helios.
He steps a few paces back, bow in one hand and arrow in another.
He watches Hades.
Hades’s resolve is weak. Eros can practically hear Hades about to change her mind, but he knows what Hades is asking of him. She’s trying to save Persephone.
Eros doesn’t know what the right answer is, but if this is what Hades wants, he has to trust her. He’s acted without Hades’s permission so many times. He at least owes her this.
He notches the arrow.
“Hades!”
Hades’s face goes white as she spots Persephone in the distance.
Hades hyperventilates. “Cue, do it.”
Eros hesitates.
Hades panics as Persephone runs towards them. “Cue!”
Persephone’s yelling. “Hades, don’t you dare!”
Eros draws the arrow, tightening the string.
Persephone calls out again. “Don’t fucking do this! If you love me, don’t do this!”
Hades keeps her attention on Eros, begging Eros not to cave to her words. Hades yells out. “I’m doing this because I love you.”
Persephone’s nearly there. “Bullshit!”
Hades laughs as tears fall from her eyes.
She looks Eros in the eye and nods.
Eros releases the arrow.
Persephone yells as the arrow strikes Hades in the chest.
Hades’s knees go weak and Helios lowers her to the ground.
Persephone finally gets there, panting and crying as she grabs Hades’s hand.
“You fucking moron. You said you’d wait.”
Hades shrugs. “I didn’t really say anything.”
Persephone frowns. “Now’s not the time to be cute.”
Hades laughs. “Now’s all the time I have.”
Persephone runs her hands through Hades’s hair.
They can’t tell where the fear or love comes from because it flows so strongly between both of them.
Persephone focuses on it. “It’s not gone. It’s still here. You’re not gone.”
As soon as she says it, Persephone starts to feel it slip away.
She shakes her head, tears blurring her vision. “No. Hades, no.” Her voice breaks.
Hades swallows, holding onto this as long as she can. “If—If I…” She can’t finish her sentence. “Try to stop me. If—You’re the only one.”
Persephone can feel the soul she’s grown so used to loving fade more every second. “I’ll fix this.”
Hades breathes heavily as the emotions fade from her. “Persephone.”
Persephone presses their lips together, unsure what else she can do to stop this or at least slow it down.
Hades kisses her back fervently and then the pace slows.
Persephone knows she’s still in contact with Hades, but she doesn’t feel the connection.
Persephone pulls back and looks down at Hades only to see a blank, curious expression.
Her heart shatters as Hades’s hand traces her face.
Persephone lets her because what else can she do?
Hades says her name again, but it’s empty. “Persephone.”
Persephone presses her lips together. “Hades, take me with you. Let me help you.”
Hades’s brow furrows. “What could you help me with? All you’ve done this past month is distract me. You know how behind I am on work, don’t you?”
Persephone stares at the sun as it sets.
She looks back down and memorizes Hades’s face. It’s all that’s left of the person she loves right now.
Hades notices Persephone’s hand in hers and takes a moment to study Persephone’s soul. “Hm, I never…” She trails off and Persephone’s not sure what she’s talking about until she feels it.
Hades nudges her soul, just barely, and it leaves Persephone reeling. She struggles to hold onto consciousness.
Hades smiles at her emptily. “You’re welcome.”
The sun sets and Hades vanishes.
Persephone gives into the overwhelming sensation and falls limply onto her side.




Lilacs
Demeter and Hebe finally catch up to Persephone to see her passed out, a circle of dead grass and scorch marks around her.
Demeter looks at Eros wordlessly.
Eros doesn’t try to apologize any more than he already has. He knows Demeter only wants to hear the facts. “The scorch marks are from Hades leaving. The grass didn’t die until after.”
Demeter and Hebe look at each other, hoping for some sort of recognition from either of them. “What are you talking about? Why would the grass have died after?”
Eros shrugs.
✽✽✽
 
Persephone wakes up slowly. She’s in her bed. It’s not as comfortable as she remembers it being and she’s about to yell at Hades to fix it when she remembers.
Her eyes fly open and her mind reels as she takes in her surroundings and the sunlight pouring through the window. She remembers the first day she woke up in the Underworld. She remembers how empty it was to not be connected to her flowers. It’s nothing compared to how she feels being in a world without Hades. As the realization hits her it’s as though her heart has turned to ash.
Demeter’s sleeping in a chair on the other side of the room. Persephone glances around before waking him. Her room looks the same, but there’s one striking difference. All the flowers she laid around are brown and dead.
She knows she was gone for a month, but she also knows just her being around these flowers gives them life. That’s why she had plucked them and left them in her room in the first place.
As she glances around, something falls in front of her. She sees a flower in her lap, the only one alive.
She wonders briefly why before she recognizes that ghostly glow. It’s a blue hyacinth. It’s from Hades.
“She stuck it in your hair while you guys were making out.”
Persephone startles as she finds Demeter watching her.
Demeter stares at the flower. “Am I rusty, or does that mean what I think it means?”
Persephone mumbles, half to Demeter, half to herself. “Blue hyacinth, constancy of love.”
Demeter sighs. “Kind of an ironic choice.”
Persephone shakes her head. “No, it was the perfect choice.” She thinks back to the purple hyacinth that Hades had first used to express her regret to Persephone. She holds the flower carefully. It’s her only proof of what Hades felt for her.
Persephone takes a breath, looking back at Demeter. “Why are all the others dead?”
Demeter frowns and Persephone worries at his expression. “We were kind of hoping you could tell us that.”
Persephone opens her mouth to retort that she doesn’t know, but then she remembers. “Oh.”
Demeter pushes her. “Oh?”
Persephone stares at the dead flowers around the room. “Autumn.”
✽✽✽
 
“The fact that she can feel love doesn’t mean she deserves it.”
Hebe pinches the bridge of her nose as she tries to discuss the situation with her wife. “Who are you to say she doesn’t deserve it?”
Hercules scoffs. “What kind of question is that?! I’m exactly the person who should say if she deserves it.”
“She was empty, Herc. The lead arrow left her empty.”
Hercules is massaging her temples. “Why are we even talking about this? Of all things to disagree on, I thought everyone could agree to hate Hades.”
Hebe throws her arms out. “That’s exactly my point! How could it even be possible for everyone in all of existence to hate her? How could one entity be so terrible?”
Hercules shrugs. “She’s a higher god. It’s not really up to us to question—”
“She’s in love. Higher god or human, she’s in love.” Hebe hesitates before adding. “In love with my best friend. And if they make each other happy, I’m on board.”
Hercules chews her lip. “She’s really that different?”
Hebe nods. She disagrees with her wife a lot, but at her core, Hercules isn’t a terrible person. She’s spent most of her short lifetime saving humans from the wrath of gods. Hebe admires her, but she just can’t get her to listen sometimes. “I know you didn’t see her, but you wouldn’t have recognized her. I found her rolling around in a field of flowers with the sappiest grin on her face while she looked at Persephone like she is everything she could ever need in the world. And…I think she is. I think Persephone is the key to saving the world from this curse Hades seems to be under.”
Hercules watches Hebe carefully, but Hebe can already see the wheels in her mind turning.
Hebe smirks as she walks toward her playfully. “I said ‘save the world’, didn’t you hear me? Isn’t that your favorite thing to do?”
Hercules can’t help but smile for a moment as Hebe teases her. “Fine.” She stands up, raking her hand through her short hair. “One chance. If this doesn’t work on the first try, I’m out.”
Hebe smiles victoriously. “That’s all I ask.”
Hebe wraps her arms around Hercules’ neck and Hercules rolls her eyes, pecking her wife’s lips briefly. “I’m gonna get Megara. We have to talk to some people about this but…I have an idea.” Hebe raises her eyebrows. Hercules shrugs. “You said they’re fated right? There are three people who are kind of in charge of that fate thing.”
✽✽✽
 
Demeter tries to stop Persephone from walking outside, but she pushes past him.
Persephone can already feel it, but she has to know. She steps out onto the grass and it immediately dies around her. She glances over and sees a path of dead grass.
Demeter stands beside her, a hand on her shoulder.
Persephone swallows. “Is…that’s where you carried me?”
“Yeah.”
“It didn’t grow back?”
“Not yet.”
Persephone’s breaths come in fast. “But this should be just like the flowers, right? Autumn did this. I should be able to turn it off.”
Demeter’s quiet and Persephone turns to him suspicious. Demeter’s eyes are looking away from her. “Persephone, Autumn couldn’t turn it off.”
Persephone scoffs. “You didn’t know her.”
Demeter glares. “She got in my way a lot. I heard of her.” Persephone’s quiet. Demeter never talked about this before. “You revived everything she touched. She never had to turn it off.”
Persephone’s shaking her head in denial. She falls to her knees on the floor, muttering to herself. “Hades said I have both. I have to have both.”
Persephone tries to look inside herself for her connection to the flowers, but she can’t find it.
Demeter brushes his fingers through Persephone’s hair. “Persephone.”
Persephone takes a deep breath. “I can fix this.”
“Persephone.” His voice is more assertive the second time.
“Just let me try for a second!”
Demeter turns and walks back inside. He starts making tea for both of them while Persephone kneels in the grass. She stays like that for hours, but the brown, dead grass never brightens.
✽✽✽
 
Hades returns to the Underworld and immediately deconstructs Persephone’s room. It’s a waste of space.
She walks into her old bedroom and hesitates. It’s like when you walk into a room but forget what you were doing. There’s something important about this room, but she can’t quite put her finger on it.
She lies on the bed in case it will help her remember whatever task she’s forgotten, but she doesn’t plan to sleep. Sleep is a waste of time. When her head lands on the pillow, she hears a paper crinkle. She frowns as she tugs it out. She doesn’t remember putting it there.
To the asshole who didn’t fucking listen to me,
Hades raises her eyebrows and keeps reading.
I’m not going to bother yelling at you ‘cause I know that won’t mean shit to you after the arrow. So I’m just going to list some facts.
Two heads are better than one. Make up excuses all you want, but I know I could help you if I were down there with you.
You love the earth. So when you come back,
Hades crumples up the paper without reading the rest and tosses it into the corner. She leaves the room without a second glance and moves along the riverbanks to attend to her responsibilities.
✽✽✽
 
It’s two weeks later when Hebe and Hercules show up at Persephone and Demeter’s door. Demeter opens the door and he’s disheveled from stress and worry but it’s nothing compared to Persephone.
Persephone’s so pale her skin looks translucent. Hebe nearly trips she’s so shocked. She looks to Demeter, “How long has she been like this?”
Demeter swallows. “Few days. She hasn’t been eating.”
Persephone mumbles. “I can fucking hear you.”
Demeter tsks. “Am I fucking lying?”
Persephone’s quiet and Demeter huffs.
Hebe puts a hand on Demeter’s shoulder. Hercules is standing right beside them, so that’s as far as they go but it’s a steadying touch and Demeter feels a little restored just from the subtle show of affection.
Hercules frowns at Persephone. “You’re still in love with her?”
Persephone turns to look at Hercules curiously. She knows a little more about her now from when she shared thoughts with Hades and…it’s a little difficult to see her through Hades’s eyes. Persephone doesn’t hesitate with her answer though. “I am.”
“Even after the arrow?”
“Arrows never hit me.”
Hercules snorts and Hebe glares at her. “So what, you think you just fell for her because of free will?” The sarcasm is obvious.
Persephone closes her eyes with a sigh. “We all know free will is bullshit.”
Hebe butts in. “You seem pretty willing to starve yourself.”
Persephone opens her eyes to pout. “It’s really not my choice.”
Hebe glances at Demeter curiously. This seems to be Demeter’s key point of anxiety. “She can’t stomach anything. As soon as food hits her tongue, she spits it out.”
Persephone wrinkles her nose. “Tastes like ash.”
Hebe kicks Persephone’s bed lightly. “Don’t care what it tastes like. Eat it anyway.”
Persephone pouts up at her. “Easier said than done. It’s repulsive.”
Hebe sits on the bed beside Persephone and grabs her hand. For once, Hercules isn’t jealous. She doesn’t even blink. She understands. They’ve spent the last two weeks together talking to people for information and they seemed to find some more common ground. “Seph, what’s wrong?”
It’s a dumb question. They all know it. It’s a question they all know the answer to, but it’s exactly the question Persephone needed someone to ask her. Hebe can see it in the way her expression crumples. “I really fucking miss her. I can’t breathe. I can’t sleep. I wasn’t even this bad after Autumn—”
“Yes, you were.” Demeter butts in. Everyone stares at him and he shrugs. “Not with the food, but with the sleep.”
Hebe mumbles. “Seph can never get to sleep.”
Persephone tugs her eyes away, feeling oddly exposed at how well her friends know her even though she always tried to contain her emotions. That’s what she did before she met Hades at least. “I could when she held me.” Persephone pinches the bridge of her nose. “I don’t get like this, Hebe. Never. I don’t—I don’t pine over people and cry. This isn’t normal. This isn’t me.”
“It’s fate.” Hercules seems serious, so they listen to her. “Your fated path was destroyed. We need to rebuild it.”
The room goes quiet. Persephone takes a deep breath. “Yeah, okay. Let me get on that. You got some yellow bricks I can lay on the floor and walk on top of?”
Hebe flicks Persephone in the side. “She’s serious. Don’t be an ass.”
Persephone pouts, trying to reestablish her calm, carefree persona after almost crying in front of all of them.
Hercules waits a moment to make sure they’re okay with her continuing. “You have to petition the Fates.”
The room is quiet again before Persephone snorts. “Funny.”
No one laughs.
Persephone would go pale if she could be any paler than she already is. “What the fuck, I can’t just waltz up and petition the Fates. I’m a lesser god. I’ll fucking die.”
No one says it but the thought hangs in the air: You’re already dying.
Hebe grips Persephone’s hand tighter. “Cue was like this, wasn’t he? In the Underworld? He was pulled off his path. The lead arrow put him back on it, but…”
“Well can’t we just use the golden arrow again?” Persephone feels her breathing start to quicken.
Hercules shrugs. “I mean, if Hades were here we could try, but she can’t be for another two weeks and even if she was, I don’t like our chances of keeping her attention long enough for Eros to get a shot off, even if it was you looking at her. You knew her while she was in love. I knew her after the emotions were torn out of her. There’s no winning with her.” No one points out that Hercules was a baby and really has no beneficial opinions to offer, but her point is valid enough to let it go.
Demeter gauges the way Persephone frowns slowly at hearing about Hades from Hercules’ perspective and quickly changes the topic. “Correct me if I’m wrong, but…aren’t the Fates kind of hard to reach?”
Hebe smiles but it’s facetious. “Yup! They’re in the Underworld.”
Persephone blinks at her and Hebe pats her hand. “So this is fucking useless information.”
Hercules shrugs. “We thought so too. That’s why it took so long to actually get any answers.”
Hebe smiles smugly. “She’s lucky I went with her. I’m a people person.”
Hercules glares at her. “You spent the whole time playing with people’s dogs and giving kids lollipops.”
Hebe tsks without even turning around. “And were the parents cooperative?”
Hercules doesn’t answer her. “There are entrances to the Underworld. From what I’ve heard, Hades doesn’t use them often. She usually puffs out with her smoke. I mean, who would walk if you could teleport?”
“Hades would.” Persephone cuts in and everyone turns to her as her voice goes quiet. “Hades rarely uses her power. She only uses it if she needs to.”
Hercules frowns slowly. “Think that’s true without her emotions?”
Persephone hesitates but nods. “Yeah. It wasn’t an emotional thing. It had to do with fairness and energy conservation. If anything, she’d be even less likely to use her power now unless she needs to.”
Hercules sighs as she and Hebe lock eyes. “Which seems to confirm something we were hoping wasn’t true.”
Demeter cuts in again. “What do you mean?”
Hebe won’t look Persephone in the eye. “The entrances must have some sort of complication to them because Eros said Hades always teleports. We’ve heard lots of stories about earning passage. Mostly having to do with tests of character—”
“I can do it.”
Hebe frowns at Persephone’s impatience. “But others are trials similar to what Hercules went through. So unless you want to defeat a Hydra, it’s not really worth the risk.”
Persephone waits as that settles before she sighs loudly. “Fucking fine, I’ll be the one to say it. I’m dying anyway, aren’t I?” Demeter flinches at the bluntness of it. “What the fuck do I have to lose?”
✽✽✽
 
They head out the next day. They can’t go with Persephone, but they will surely go to see her off.
Finding the location of one of the entrances proved to be one of the most difficult tasks Hebe and Hercules had for the past two weeks. They were able to track down a general location, but no specifics. It was the only lead they had, so off they went.
Persephone refused to let Demeter carry her, so she was currently riding piggyback on Hebe who was frowning. “Doesn’t it make more sense for the warrior goddess to be carrying your heavy ass?”
Persephone answered bluntly. “I’m not heavy and I don’t trust her.”
Hercules shrugs. “Fair enough. Don’t trust you either, Devil’s Wife.”
Persephone frowns at the nickname. Hebe sighs and asks, “Are you guys never going to get along?”
Persephone shrugs. “We don’t get along, but we have a mutual respect for each other.”
Hercules grunts and Hebe supposes that’s the most she’s going to get from them.
Persephone turns her attention to the ground after a while. “Demeter, what was my radius before?”
Demeter blinks at her. “What?”
Persephone points at the dead grass that follows them every step Hebe takes.
Demeter follows her gaze to the dead grass and shrugs.
She knows the path she’d originally seen was about a yard radius of dead grass. This looks more like 10 yards.
No one answers her question. They don’t really have to. They know she knows. It’s been getting more and more out of her control.
They walk for a while, not really getting tired since they’re, you know, gods. But suddenly Hebe stops. “Okay, we’re here.”
They’re in the middle of a forest. Skepticism fills Persephone’s voice, “There’s an entrance here?”
Hebe and Hercules both shrug and Persephone reminds herself how well they get along on good days. Demeter frowns at it. Hebe spins to give Persephone a view of it. “If you can find it, yeah.”
Persephone stares out at the wildlife around them that slowly dies as she gets near it. “Put me down while you look.”
Hebe turns her head. “Huh?”
Persephone kicks her lightly with the back of her heel. “Just do it, I might have an idea what you’re looking for and I would quite literally kill your chances of finding it.” They turn toward her as Hebe lowers her to the ground carefully. Persephone leans back against a tree to support herself weakly and it breaks her heart to feel the tree rot as she touches it. “Look for lilacs.”
Demeter, Hebe, and Hercules all blink at her.
Demeter repeats him. “Lilacs?”
Persephone closes her eyes, falling asleep from the exhaustion of holding onto Hebe’s neck. “Just do it. Lilacs.”
They hesitate before fanning out to look. She hears Hercules mutter to Hebe. “What do lilacs look like?”
She listens to Hebe ramble off a too-long explanation.
She feels herself drift slowly—“WE FOUND IT. WE FOUND LILACS.”
Persephone’s not sure how long she was asleep, but she jerks awake at Hebe’s loud screech.
Hebe runs over to her, youthful energy never exhausted.
Demeter and Hercules meet Persephone back at the tree as well.
Hercules asks, “Lilacs?”
Persephone nods as she gets on Hebe’s back again. “They’re her favorite.”
Demeter eyes Persephone. “Joy of youth?”
Persephone shrugs with a smirk on her lips. “She’s a softie.”
Hebe snorts. “I like her more every day.”
Hercules frowns. “Speak for yourself.”
Hebe nods. “Trust me, I will.”
Demeter laughs loudly. “We know you will.”
Persephone holds tight to Hebe’s neck. Not necessarily because she needs to, but because she missed them. And if things go badly, these might be her last memories with them.
She briefly wonders how Hades will judge her regrets as she floats through the River Styx and if she’ll ever be reunited with Autumn in Elysium.
Her eye catches on the lilacs just before her new ability wipes them out. She feels her heart clench at the sight of it, but their death folds them down like a drawbridge to a tunnel big enough to walk through, but curving downward into darkness.
They all stare down it as Hebe lowers Persephone to the ground.
Demeter hums. “It’s a bit on the nose, isn’t it?”
Hebe shivers at the creepy, dark tunnel in front of them. “If they’re really trying to deter entrance, they’re doing a great job.”
“She.” Persephone corrects her. “She’s doing a great job.”
They all stare at her.
Persephone leans in towards the tunnel. “She’s through there, right?”
It’s the most energetic she’s felt in days.
Hercules nods. “That’s the idea.”
Persephone crawls towards it. “And we have no idea what happens if I walk into it.”
Hebe hums. “Absolutely zero.”
Persephone turns to Demeter. They lock eyes and there are no words.
Demeter kneels down and wraps his arms around Persephone tightly. “I love you. Fate or no fate. I loved you from day one and I’ll never stop.”
Persephone tsks even though her eyes are tearing up. “Don’t be so dramatic, I’ll be back.”
Hebe kneels to join in the group hug, kind of using it as an excuse to hold Demeter more intimately. “You fucking better be back or we’ll kill you.”
Persephone laughs bitterly. “Hopefully my girlfriend will know how to deal with that.”
Demeter looks at her. “Girlfriend, huh?”
Persephone shrugs. “What else do I call her? My soulmate? My fated one? My mate?”
Demeter’s nose scrunches. “Yeah, okay. Girlfriend is fine.”
Persephone meets Hercules’ eyes. There are a lot of disagreements between them, but she’s well aware of all of the time and effort Hercules spent helping her. “Thank you.” Her words are as sincere as she can make them.
Hercules nods.
Persephone turns to the tunnel, one hand gripping each of her two best friends’ hands. “Just jump in right? Don’t test the water just…”
Persephone finds the energy to stand. Demeter and Hebe help her.
She stares into the tunnel.
She doesn’t gather her courage. She doesn’t hype herself up. She only needs one thought: Hades is on the other side.
She steps through without a moment of hesitation.




The Trials
Persephone braces herself for an attack as she steps through the tunnel’s entrance…
Nothing happens. It’s just a tunnel.
She glances over her shoulder at her friends one more time before she starts walking and doesn’t look back again.
The cavern is dark and cold, but after her month spent with Hades, it oddly feels like coming home. She lingers on that feeling, a little worried about it. As the goddess of Spring, she really should be repulsed by this place. She remembers being repulsed.
What she doesn’t remember is when that all changed.
It happened slowly, yet all at once. She doesn’t remember falling in love either, but she supposes that happened at the same time.
Maybe it’s part of the arrow, but just thinking about being in love and knowing Hades’s heart is empty leaves her hollow and pained.
Caught up in her thoughts, she almost doesn’t realize when she reaches a fork.
She halts suddenly, staring at the two paths that lie ahead of her.
As she stares at them, a voice reverberates through the caves that she recognizes all too easily: Styx.
“Two paths, a choice to make 
One will give and one will take 
To the left, a sister’s soul 
The right, your love, but steep the toll”

Persephone feels a chill through her body as the voice fades. She knew Styx had been waiting to test her and she’s a little bitter it has to be now.
She’s used to riddles and she’s pretty damn sure she knows what her choices are. The left is a pathway to Elysium with Autumn, but the right will bring her to Hades. Well, after the Fates.
What she doesn’t know, is what happens to the option she doesn’t choose. She’s not an idiot. She knows there are consequences for choices in this world.
Styx controls passage to Elysium. Even if Hades snuck her in last time, she’s sure a choice like this wouldn’t be so easily circumvented.
So yeah. That’s what it comes down to. An eternity with her sister who she’s already lost once or a chance at fixing things with Hades. And from what it sounds like, it’s not a very likely chance.
She stares at the two paths.
Part of her wants to be optimistic. If she chooses the right, it shouldn’t keep her from seeing Autumn again. And if she chooses the left, she could still see Hades…but not Demeter or Hebe…
She swallows. Yeah, it’s a pretty shit choice throughout. But that’s the whole point of this, isn’t it?
A test of character. She’d just confidently told her friends she could do this, yet here she is hesitating when the choice is, unfortunately, obvious.
She’s a goddess. She’s never supposed to even see Elysium. And Autumn is happy. Whether she sees her or not, she exists in a place that caters to her happiness. She shouldn’t worry about Autumn. She could always have Hades bring her letters. She’d hate listening to the screams, but she knows Hades would do it for her…if Hades comes back from this.
It’s a big ‘if.’
But they’re fated.
She can’t give up so soon. Going to Elysium is the easy path and when has Persephone ever done something easy?
She has to assume it’s not the last time she’ll see Autumn. She forces her feet forward and walks through the tunnel on the right.
As soon as she’s through, the passageway seals off behind her.
No going back now.
She keeps walking.
Without seeing a choice of paths, Styx speaks up again and Persephone internally groans. She can already tell it’s going to be a harder riddle.
“From seed to bloom, only a few will treasure 
From bloom to decay, a feeble measure 
One is celebrated, one is cursed 
Both call to you, for which do you thirst?”

Persephone frowns. She mumbles to herself. “Fucking great. Half riddle, half choice.”
She trudges on down the dark tunnel. After spending the day in the sun, she wraps her arms around herself in the cold.
She’s a little upset that the riddle referred directly to her. It was so on the nose that it made her worried she might misunderstand it.
From seed to bloom, only a few will treasure. Her first thought is her flowers, sure. But with the direct mention of how 'both call to her', she thinks she knows what the riddle is getting at.
With Autumn’s power within her, she represents both Spring and Fall.
But it’s more than that, isn’t it?
She thinks back to how Autumn and Hades understood each other because of the assumption that they both brought death. The choices weren’t Fall and Spring, they were Life and Death.
Both of those lived within her right now and she was supposed to pick between her flowers and…and destruction? It didn’t seem like much of a choice, but then…maybe it wasn’t that either.
It hits her suddenly.
She had just been thinking about how being in the Underworld again made her nostalgic. Surely she didn’t have to decide already whether she’d stay down here or not?
She runs over it in her head again. 
From seed to bloom, only a few will treasure 
From bloom to decay, a feeble measure 
One is celebrated, one is cursed 
Both call to you, for which do you thirst?

She focuses on taking it personally. It was clearly meant for her and her alone, so she can’t get too general with it.
Life or death. What does she thirst for?
The answer should be obvious, but…she wonders how Styx knows what she was always too scared to say out loud.
Ever since she lost Autumn, she always wondered if death would reunite them. Then she met the god of death herself and fell in love with her.
Somehow Styx knew, and she wanted to see if she could admit it not only to her, but to herself.
She keeps pushing forward, but answers with a soft mumble. “Death. I thirst for death.”
She takes the silence and lack of destruction as confirmation that she chose what Styx wanted her to.
Her footsteps echo.
It’s too quiet and it’s been quiet for too long.
She worries now that the punishment for wrong answers is wandering these caves for eternity.
After what feels like hours of walking, she sees what she least expects: an opening.
She hears it before she sees it. The rushing water of the River Styx beckons her forward. She runs out of the cave into the large expanse of the river’s banks, expecting to see Hades. Instead, Styx hovers over the river just like she did last time Persephone saw her.
She speaks and Persephone is surprised that the rhyme pattern is abandoned. “Persephone.”
She swallows nervously. “Styx. Ma’am.” She bows her head, unsure what the proper way to greet her is.
Shockingly enough, she laughs. “No need for such formalities. We know each other now, do we not?”
Persephone blinks at her. “I—I can’t say I feel as though I know you. But it does feel as though you know me.”
This makes her laugh again. “And why do you think that is, hm?”
Persephone shrugs. “Maybe you have a similar power to Had—”
“Guess again.”
“Is this another test?”
“It certainly is.”
Persephone stares at her. It’s bizarre to see a relaxed grin on her face and her previously blank eyes, now have pupils that watch her with amusement.
She thinks about the choices offered to her. If Styx didn’t know anything about her, beyond the specifics, how would she know to ask that last question?
The answer settles within her almost unprovoked. “You’ve had to make the same choice.”
She hums. “I did.”
“Not to be rude, but it seems as though whoever you made the choice for either isn’t around or well, she's taken.”
Styx laughs again. “Haven’t you wondered why Hades, a higher god, is scared of me? Why Zeus never comes to visit?”
Persephone blinks, unsure why Zeus was mentioned. Persephone’s eyes go wide. “You’re— you’re his mothe—”
“Of course I’m not his mother. You’re so fun to toy with though, aren’t you?” She laughs again.
Persephone goes quiet, unsure what to say since she’s clearly being messed with.
Styx lowers herself from the air and steps down on the banks of the river. She’s eye to eye with Persephone now. “I guard the river, but more than that. I am the river. I used to flow through mountains and valleys up above, but I reside here now. Much like you, a choice was forced upon me that made things quite complicated. You’ve met my sister. She guards the river you had been in before you first got here. I recognized her in the drops that followed you here.
“When Hades was first given domain here, she’d been alone. It wasn’t long before Zeus felt someone had to keep her in line, just in case. Though all in all, Hades has been remarkable. But Zeus wanted someone to guard the river and it was me or my sister. I chose me. It was an easy choice with a lot of terrible consequences, but I don’t regret it because I know she still smiles with the flower goddess on Earth.” Persephone understands that, just like how she had chosen to walk away from Autumn because she knew she was happy.
Styx isn’t done though. “You might be surprised to know Hades and I were once dear friends. There were simple rules set up so the two of us could coincide. She wouldn’t mistreat my river, and I would allow her painless entry to the waters to allow her to work easily.”
Persephone chews her lip. “Clearly that’s changed.”
She laughs softly, but her eyes seem sad. “Clearly. She tried to drown a child in my river. Even through the child’s helpless thrashing, even as the godly power drained from its body, she held it submerged.”
“Hercules.”
Styx nodded firmly. “I couldn’t stand idly by. Even though I knew she’d been misled she desecrated the powers of my waters. Hades had broken our contract, so I followed suit. The pain of her deed immediately took root in her own heart. I vindictively listened to her screams and took the child into my arms. Hercules had already lost her godly power, but she had survived. I passed Hercules to Hermes who found a family to care for her.”
It’s quiet between them as Styx smirks at Persephone who squirms after hearing about Hades’s attacks against Hercules. “Your loyalty to Hades is unchanged.”
Persephone sighs as she nods. “I should be revolted, shouldn’t I?”
Styx shakes her head. “Hades broke the one promise between us. Lead arrow or not, she knew better than to betray me. You weren’t the one who was betrayed. You believe in her. Regardless of all she’s done, you have faith. You have love. I myself may never be able to forgive Hades, but as an old friend, I can at least assist in bringing back her joy.”
Persephone startles at that. “You’ll help?”
Styx nods. “But unfortunately, these trials come in threes.”
Persephone scoffs. “I thought that was three. The paths, the riddle, and the question about your choice.”
Styx laughs again. “Oh, that last one wasn’t really a test. You truly are easy to confuse.”
Persephone frowns, not enjoying the teasing. “So what’s left?”
Styx’s pupils fade as she floats back above the river. “Confrontation.” She liquefies, becoming one with the river again.
Persephone stares at the water for a bit before her eye catches on a reflection. She quickly looks up to see Hades staring at her across the water. Persephone’s not sure if she should even move. Hades is motionless as well, just staring.
Persephone doesn’t know why, but her hand awkwardly flaps at her side in a wave. She feels like an idiot as soon as she does it, but she can’t think of what to say so that’s going to have to do.
Hades cocks her head. “I never dreamed last time.”
Persephone takes a shallow breath at the sound of Hades’s voice. She can’t exactly run to her with the river between them. “Last time?”
Hades’s lips quirk. “A curious hallucination?”
Persephone tries to follow. “What is?”
Hades snorts. “You are.”
Persephone points to herself. “You think I’m a hallucination?”
Hades shrugs and turns away to walk down the riverbank. Persephone does the same on the opposite side, walking beside her at a distance. “You were last night and the night before.”
Persephone can see how this is a test. She’s not sure whether to play along or not. “What makes you so sure those were hallucinations?”
Hades looks at her curiously. “Because I woke up sweating in my bed afterwards.”
Persephone raises her eyebrows. “You were scared?”
Hades shakes her head. “No, just sweaty.”
Persephone feels her lips quirk. “Turned on?”
Hades looks at her again with a small frown. “Just sweaty. I don’t know why.”
Even though she hoped, Persephone can feel that Hades is still hollow. “Are you sure it was sweat?”
“What else would it be?”
“Well, where was the sweat coming from?”
Hades is quiet.
Persephone hums. “The sweat wasn’t by any chance dripping from your eyes, was it?”
Hades keeps walking without looking over. “It may have been.”
“But, let me guess, you don’t cry?”
“Not after a lead arrow. Before all these arrows I didn’t even dream. The fact that I dream now after a lead arrow is just illogical. It defies all previous experience.”
Persephone snorts. “That’s not the only thing about me that defies all previous experience.”
Hades throws her a look, murmuring to herself. “Why is my hallucination hitting on me?”
Persephone shrugs playfully. “Wet dream?”
Hades kicks at the water beside her briefly. “It could become wet if you get annoying enough. I’ve done it before.”
“Jumped in the river?”
Hades nods.
“Why? Isn’t it illogical to waste energy?”
Hades shrugs, hesitating. “It does something to me. It…”
“It makes you feel.”
Hades glares at Persephone. “I don’t know if pain like that counts as a feeling.”
Persephone thinks back to the past month. Hades hadn’t been able to even stand after going into the water. There’s something eerie and dark about hearing Hades talk about jumping in willingly just to feel something. She shivers.
Persephone comes back to herself. As she puts one foot in front of the other, she suddenly realizes she’s been walking this whole time. Crossing into the Underworld seems to have healed her the same way returning to Earth had healed Eros…or maybe it’s her proximity to Hades. She refocuses on Hades’s words. “If this past month was anything to go by, it is. Trust me, it is.”
Hades doesn’t answer.
They walk in silence for a while.
Hades murmurs to herself. “I’m usually awake by now.” She glares over at Persephone. “You haven’t tried anything rash yet.”
Persephone tries to figure her out. “Do you want me to try something rash?”
Hades ignores her.
Persephone stops walking and Hades stops to watch her.
Persephone holds out her hand. “Walk to me.”
Hades snorts. “No way. Even in dreams, that water hurts.”
“You just kicked it.”
“Yeah, it’s a light sting. It’s not bothering me very much.”
“Hades.” Hades goes still at the sound of her name. Persephone wonders if it was somehow the wrong thing to say. She reevaluates. “Can we walk to the bridge?”
Hades shrugs and continues walking. “We never make it to the bridge.”
“What if we do this time?”
“Then we do.”
“Will you cross it?”
“Will you?”
It’s a fair question. The wrong choice of words and Hades could snap her in half and toss her in Styx. Goddess on her side or not, Styx can’t save her from that.
“Yes. I will.”
Hades hums. “Why?”
“Did you read my letter?”
At that, Hades does truly go still. Persephone glances down the river and spots the bridge only a little while off. Maybe she shouldn’t have said anything just yet.
Persephone keeps walking and eventually Hades follows, seemingly by habit.
They reach the bridge but neither cross. They stand on either side and watch each other.
Hades’s eyebrows are furrowed. “What makes tonight different?”
Persephone shrugs. “I’m not a hallucination tonight.”
This time she seems to take that seriously. “How could you have gotten here?”
“Same way anyone gets here.”
“You’re not dead.” She says it as a fact and Persephone pouts as her fun is ruined.
She shrugs. “Am I not?”
“You’re not. I think I’d know.”
Persephone rolls her eyes. “Fair enough. I just completed the trials. Or…I’m working on it.”
Hades snorts. “No one completes the trials.”
“I don’t know, I like my chances.”
Hades watches her and Persephone can see the exact moment Hades realizes Persephone is truly here.
She sees red hot rage burn as blue flames in Hades’s eyes. “Why are you here? What do you want? Hercules already took my dog. There’s nothing left.”
Persephone briefly remembers stories about Hercules’s trials. “Didn’t you give her the dog?”
It’s the wrong time for jokes. Blue smoke fans out behind Hades.
Persephone holds up her hands. “Hades, I’m here for you. I thought you’d understand that from the—”
“I didn’t read the letter. Waste of time.”
Persephone grits her teeth. “Waste of—Hades, it was eight lines long.”
Hades shrugs. “Well, the first two were boring.”
Persephone puts her hands on her hips. “Two heads are better than one. Make up excuses all you want, but I know I could help you if I were down there with you.”
Hades flinches as Persephone quotes the letter.
“You love Earth so when you come back, and you WILL come back, I’ll find you. I’ll find you every time for as long as it takes.”
Hades shakes her head, massaging her temples. “This is a hallucination.”
Persephone keeps going. “You’ve fought against fate all your life so being torn away from your fated one might be a thrill for you, but emotions or not you feel incomplete. You’re too much of a perfectionist to go the rest of existence feeling incomplete. So you’ll find me even if I fail at finding you. Better sooner than later, don’t you think?”
Hades’s eyes are wide and frantic. “You wrote that before the arrow. How would you know—”
“I hadn’t felt complete like that in a long time. I knew that feeling would go away if you used the arrow. And I knew you’d feel the same. You feel incomplete and you don’t know why. That’s why you wake up crying. You miss me and you don’t know how to feel that.”
“That’s bullshi—”
“Just take my hand, Hades.” Persephone reaches out and Hades stares at her hand. Persephone feels tears well in her eyes. “I don’t know how else to get through to you. Just take my hand.”
Hades shakes her head. “You can get in my head. I won’t consent to vulnerability.”
Persephone takes a step forward over the bridge and sees Hades tense. “You still remember everything, don’t you? You remember that you trusted me?”
“That was unwise.”
“But did I take advantage?” Persephone takes another step.
Hades doesn’t step back and she counts it as a victory.
She takes another step. “Did I toy with your brain at all?”
“Would I know if you did?”
Another step. “You’ve done the whole mind-reading thing longer than I have, so yeah. I think you would’ve noticed.” Another step.
Hades’s eyes flicker over Persephone. “Touching me won’t magically change anything.”
“You sure?” Persephone’s halfway across now.
“I won’t let you in.”
Persephone shrugs as she steps forward again. “Fine. You can see whatever you want in here.” She doesn’t tap her temple, she taps her chest. “It’s all yours anyway.”
Hades’s brow furrows. “Why would you say that?”
Persephone glares at her. “You know why.”
She’s only three steps away now. She takes one.
Hades is quiet.
She takes another.
A hesitation.
Then one last step.
If she reaches out her arm, she could hold Hades’s face in her hands. Staring into Hades’s eyes up close again makes her eyes well with tears, but she fights them back.
She holds her hand out, palm up, just like the first time in Elysium.
Hades doesn’t move. She doesn’t look at Persephone’s hand. Just looks her in the eye.
Persephone wiggles her fingers. “Just to prove if this is a dream or not.”
She sees Hades’s hand twitch. She can see the curiosity coursing behind Hades’s eyes.
Hades mutters and Persephone can’t keep her eyes away from Hades’s lips as she speaks. “I usually wake up by now.”
“You wake up after I try something rash right?” Persephone waves her hand. “I’ve got an alarm clock for you.”
No one moves for a moment.
Then Hades’s hand is raising—it’s slow, torturously slow—but Hades’s hand raises and hovers in front of Persephone’s.
Persephone nods, a small smile on her lips.
She holds her breath as Hades’s hand gets closer…closer…closer…
Then they’re touching.
It’s clinical, the way Hades looks into her mind.
But that changes quickly. Memories of their month fly to the foreground—how the arrow felt, Hades’s emotions that Persephone remembered because she shared them.
Hades gasps as it all hits her and then it’s an open channel. She can feel the wall collapse between them as Hades opens her mind to Persephone and then it’s all back.
It’s like Hades’s heart kick-starts and continues beating again. Her eyes well up as she stares at Persephone. The tears spill over as she hyperventilates. “It’s—you’re really—”
Persephone nods, hand cupping Hades’s face. “Yeah.” Persephone wants to laugh as Hades looks back at her.
Hades’s hand tangles in Persephone’s hair and pulls her in to press her lips against—
Persephone waits for the contact, but suddenly Hades is gone.
She opens her eyes and she's in a different room. She sees three women eyeing her with blank curiosity.
The one on the left starts and they speak one by one.
“You”
“Passed”
“The trials”
Persephone stands very still.
These three women control every speck of dust in the universe. She’s scared to even breathe wrong, but then again they control that too.
“You may”
“Now make”
“Your request”
Persephone’s terrified. Part of her is compelled to bow or kneel, but any kind of movement seems like a bad plan.
They loom above her.
But they told her to make a request. An hour ago, the request had been to get Hades back, but that was never the real problem. There was a problem before the lead arrow.
“I want a way to love Hades without abandoning the earth.” She worries immediately that she phrased something wrong or that they misunderstood.
“That choice”
“Is yours”
“Alone”
She swallows nervously.
The woman in the center steps forward and holds out her palm, a single pomegranate seed lies there.
“Once you”
“Eat in the”
“World below”
“You may”
“Never return”
“Above”
Persephone hesitates. “But my request is so that I don’t have to abandon—”
“That choice”
“Is yours”
“Alone”
Persephone stares at the seed. “So it’s not possible, then? I’m fated to be with her, but it’s either stuck here forever or seeing her once a month?” It’s almost as though she waits for the pomegranate seed to give her advice. “Family or love? What kind of choice is that?”
“You’ve ventured”
“Here have”
“You not?”
“A choice”
“Has already”
“Been made”
Persephone looks up at them, startling at their words.
They’re not wrong. She had chosen to face death to get back to Hades and had said her goodbyes to her friends already.
She’d never thought of herself as a romantic, but physically and emotionally, she couldn’t survive on Earth without Hades. It’s not like she’s been much help there lately either. Everything she touches dies. Staying down here…hopefully she’d protect her flowers from herself. Where else does a bringer of death belong anyway?
She reaches out and slowly picks up the seed.
She stares at it, already knowing Hades’s reaction. “If eating this doesn’t kill me, Hades will.”
She swallows the seed.
The Fates all smile.
“You”
“Are”
“Worthy”
Persephone blinks, but the Fates seem to fade before her eyes.
She calls out, panicked. “Worthy of what?!”
Everything goes black.




Fate
Persephone comes back to herself slowly.
She feels strong.
Sunlight warms her skin and she’s lying comfortably in a bed.
She can’t quite put her finger on what it is exactly, but the strength is the first thing she notices. She feels strong, and safe, and…and loved.
Her eyes snap open as she realizes Hades’s mind is twined with hers...
She’s in her room again and the flowers are all bright and blooming.
...but Hades isn’t here.
I am.
Persephone startles, looking around as Hades’s voice whispers in her ear. “You’re really not.”
Persephone—
“I’m dead. Oh my gods, I died.” She drops her head in her hands for a moment before she pushes herself off the bed. She doesn’t notice the blue hyacinth still tucked behind her ear. “I need to find Autumn.”
Persephone, you’re not dead.
Persephone shudders at the bizarre feeling of the voice coming from nowhere. “The god of death is whispering in my ear and everything looks perfect, but nobody's around. I’m 100% dea—”
She steps out of her room into the living room and spots Demeter, Hebe, and Hermes all waiting for her.
She blinks as Demeter stands up slowly. She mumbles to herself, “Not dead.”
Persephone’s not sure what to say.
She repeats herself to her very not dead friends. “Um, I’m not dead. I told you so.”
They all laugh and it seems to be almost frantic. Demeter runs forward and throws his arms around Persephone.
Persephone relaxes into it, even though she has…she has so many questions.
Hebe elbows Demeter aside to get her own hug in. “Agh, don’t do that ever again.”
Persephone pushes Hebe away, scrunching her nose. “Do what specifically?”
Demeter runs a hand through his hair, stress clear on his face. “Pass out for a week.”
Persephone blinks. “A week?!”
Persephone focuses on Hermes. She’s all too familiar with the fact that Hermes’s day happens once a week and he must’ve gone to see Hades. “Where’s Hades? Is she okay?”
I’m fine.
Persephone squeezes her eyes closed. She’s heard about humans who start hallucinating and hearing voices when they lose loved ones.
Hermes shrugs. “Ask her yourself.”
Persephone spins around. “Okay, stop fucking with me. What are you talking about?”
Hermes points at his temple. “I spoke to her two days ago. She said you two are connected.”
Persephone tries to comprehend that for a moment.
Her mind has gone quiet.
...we’re okay, Persephone.
Persephone flinches and points at her head. “I’m—I’m losing it.”
Hermes shakes his head. “No, she said she could hear you sleep talking.”
Persephone massages her temples. “What?!”
It’s me. I just…I can’t travel to you right now. And I don’t think you can travel to me.
Persephone slumps onto the couch. “But…we're not touching. How can she—”
We don't need to anymore. It's…a perk, I guess.
“A perk.” Persephone says it dryly. “A perk of what?”
The others watch her talking to herself. Demeter and Hebe look to Hermes who signals them to give her a moment.
The Fates found a loophole for all this but it's…a little complicated. And trust me if it were up to me I would've asked your permission—
“Hades, what the fuck? Asked my permission for what?”
You don't have to say it out loud. I bet you look ridiculous.
“Don't ignore the question.”
We're sort of married.
Persephone locks eyes with Hermes as the words settle within her. “Do you know?” She looks between her two friends. “Do they know?”
No, I told Hermes but I told him not to tell them.
Persephone whines. “I want to take a nap.”
Demeter huffs. “You napped for a week.”
Persephone groans. She switches to her thoughts for this one. I wasn't unconscious recovering from some kind of honeymoon or som—
No! Persephone, no. I'd never.
Persephone feels like she should have a headache communicating like this, but it feels so natural. I know you wouldn’t. I just don’t understand.
I didn’t either. We were about to kiss and then you were gone and then an hour later you were back, but I couldn’t find you. I just heard quiet mumbling and it was like you were right beside me, and nowhere to be found. I was running around the caves for hours until Styx told me you truly did complete the trials.
Persephone closes her eyes as she listens, slowly massaging her temples.
She hears Demeter, Hebe, and Hermes whispering about her, but she ignores them for now.
Hades continues, I spoke to the Fates. She feels Persephone’s trepidation at her words. Hades’s light laugh soothes Persephone’s nerves. It’s all right, they’re just coworkers to me. They explained what your ‘reward’ was.
Persephone doesn’t like the sound of that. Reward?
She can feel Hades hesitate. You’re sitting down, right?
Persephone snorts. You can tell?
I mean, kind of? Are you?
I am.
Okay.
She goes quiet and Persephone pushes her. Is it that bad?
It’s…It’s not that it’s bad, it’s just a lot to take in.
More than being married?!
Yeah, I’d say it’s more than being married.
Persephone waits for Hades to say it.
She can practically hear Hades sigh. Since we—I mean, it’s a union. So, kind of married, but higher gods don’t really get married, not like this. So it’s never been a problem. It’s usually just a pointless ceremony for the excuse of throwing a party, Zeus and Hera had a ceremony, but this extreme union…it was more of a ritual. A lesser god isn’t able to bond with a higher god.
Hades goes quiet as if she expects Persephone to get it. So? We’re not bonded then?
Hades wants to shake her. Come on, clearly we are.
I don’t know what you’re getting at.
Persephone, you’re not a lesser god anymore.
It’s as if the world goes silent and all she can hear is Hades’s voice.
She can see Demeter’s lips moving, but there’s a strange ringing in her ears.
Not a lesser…does that mean what I think it means? I mean. The only thing that makes sense with that is if I’m human, but I can feel my flowers, Hades. So I can’t be human.
You’re not human.
So I’m…
A higher god, yes. We’re married, Persephone. You’re royalty. You’re a ruler of the Underworld alongside me.
Persephone’s thoughts go quiet for a full minute before she can even find any words to respond with. This is some fucked up fairytale. She hears Hades laugh again and clings to it. Nothing else makes sense except her…her wife’s disembodied laughter echoing in her head.
Okay, so that doesn’t really make sense either.
Hades’s voice is gentle. Persephone, I love you. We’ll figure this out.
Persephone feels tears well in her eyes at the words. You’re better? You can feel?
You practically force-fed emotions into me. I’m still reeling.
Persephone frowns. You crumpled up my letter.
How did you know that?
I’m in your head.
Right…this is going to take some getting used to.
Does it ever turn off?
I don’t think so.
It should freak her out, but Persephone feels her shoulders relax knowing that she’ll always have Hades beside her. Wait…can I get to you? Why am I even up here? I thought I ate in the Underworld?
Yeah, you did, but you’re an asshole.
Persephone scoffs as she laughs. What do you mean?
You’re Fall and Spring. You couldn’t control them because they’re not meant to be controlled. As a higher god, your radius for bringing life to the world is just that now. Flowers are blooming all across Earth simply because you’re there. When it comes time for Fall, Autumn’s power will activate, and the flowers will die and you’ll return to the Underworld with me.
I’m going to assume the Fates told you all that and you’re not just a really good guesser.
Don’t you already know?
Yeah, she does. She can see the memories of Hades talking to the Fates as if they are her own. So six months.
Well kind of, there’s only a week until the next full moon.
Oh thank god.
That’s blasphemy.
Well, I’m kind of blaspheming myself then, aren’t I?
Go talk to your friends. I’ll be here.
Get out of bed, lazy ass.
She can feel Hades smirk as Persephone refocuses on the voices around her.
Hebe’s voice hits her first. “-n asshole who is just staring at me and not listening to a word I say. Flowers suck. Hades is the worst. Oh shit, she frowned. I think she heard me.”
“Fuck you.”
Hebe beams. “You wish.”
Persephone meets Hermes’s eye. “I don’t wish. I’m a married woman.”
Hebe snorts. “Yeah, sure.”
Persephone doesn’t laugh.
Demeter practically squeaks. “You’re what?!”
Persephone pats the couch on either side of her. “Sit down, it’s a long story.”
Hebe blinks as Persephone finishes explaining. Demeter stares at her blankly as if she didn’t hear her.
Hebe lets out a long breath. “Wow. So you didn’t invite us to your wedding and now you’re our supreme leader.”
Persephone whines. “It’s not like that.”
Demeter cuts in. “So it’s just six months at a time. And you’ll be back one day every month during that.”
He looks at Persephone for confirmation and Persephone nods. “Yeah, it seems like that’s what the Fates decided.”
Demeter’s lips twitch until they’re spread in a wide smile. He tackles Persephone in a hug. “That is the best news I’ve heard all year.”
Persephone relents and cuddles into him.
Persephone can tell Hades is trying to ignore them, but it’s as if Hades blushes when Demeter hugs her. Hades is trying to work and it’s distracting to both of them to be aware of what the other is doing. They’ll manage though.
Hebe pries Demeter’s arms off Persephone. “Okay, babe. Don’t kill her.”
Persephone makes a face. “Babe? You’re gross.”
Demeter hums happily. “Some of us elope to the Underworld, but the rest of us helpless, lesser gods have to have affairs with married women.”
Persephone looks between them, skeptical of that word choice and finally has time to ask the questions she’d been...well, dying to. “So it’s just sex?” She already knows it’s not.
Demeter and Hebe look at each other guiltily. Demeter speaks for them. “Honestly, Seph. We don’t know. We’ve been kind of distracted taking care of our daughter. We haven’t talked about it.”
Hebe makes a face. “Don’t call her our daughter. I fucked her.”
Persephone can feel Hades blush again and it only gets worse as she accidentally accesses the memories Hebe is referring to. Persephone closes her eyes and focuses on the last time she kissed Hades in the field surrounded by flowers. Hades follows suit.
Persephone lets out a breath. “This is going to be tricky.”
Hebe snorts. “I should think.”
Persephone refocuses on her. “What? I wasn’t talking to you.”
Hebe rolls her eyes. “I was talking about planning your wedding.”
Somewhere in the Underworld Hades trips and falls on her face.
It takes five minutes for Persephone to stop laughing long enough to explain what happened to Hebe.
A week later, Persephone sits outside the house and stares out at the meadow. Can you come yet?
Hades sighs. Stop asking. I already told you, you have to wait for sunrise.
Persephone falls back on the grass and stares at the sky. “Helios, HURRY UP!”
Hades tsks. You’re going to upset Selene.
Can you come yet?
I cannot wait to punch you. You’ve asked that a million times.
Demeter peeks his head outside. “You waiting for her?”
Persephone tilts her head up where she lies on the grass to look at Demeter. “She’s taking her sweet fucking time.”
Hades ignores her.
Demeter smiles. “You know she can’t control it.”
Hades chimes in. For someone who despises me, it almost seems like Demeter is taking my side right now.
Don’t push your luck, babe.
...babe?
I dunno, I heard Hebe say it to Demeter the other day.
I thought we already discussed how terrible you are at pet names.
Well you call me flower girl and it’s somehow cute, but I can’t really call you death girl.
I mean you can.
But I won’t. I know you don’t love gendered titles.
“Persephone.”
Persephone blinks as Demeter waves his hand in front of Persephone’s face. “Huh?”
Demeter pouts. “You can’t keep zoning out like that with her. It’s gonna get you in trouble.”
He’s right.
“I really don’t like that you guys team up against me so often.”
Demeter smiles. “Maybe I’ll like this spouse of yours after all.”
I know he’s not your dad, but Persephone…I really want to impress your dad.
Just get your ass up here.
Few more minutes.
“Demeter?”
“Yeah, Seph?”
“I really hope you like her.”
Demeter sits on the grass beside Persephone and pets her hair. “If you love her, I really don’t stand a chance.”
Persephone smiles and closes her eyes. Just a few more minutes.
✽✽✽
 
Eros frowns as color starts to filter into the sky.
He mutters to himself. “Fuck off, Sol. I’m not ready yet.”
He’s not the only one who had heard about a new higher god. There has been murmuring about it for a week now. His favorite rumor is about how jealous Hercules is and how she’s going to want to level up.
But the sun rises and as soon as it does Helios is wrapped around Eros, tugging Eros’s back to his chest and pressing his lips to Eros’s neck. “Give them some time, but you’ve gotta go to her. And leave your quiver at home this time.”
Eros sighs, it’s a shaky sound. “I don’t know if I forgive myse—”
“It had nothing to do with you. If there’s one thing we can all agree on now, it’s that this whole thing was just a mess of fate. Your arrow demanded to be fired, they fell in love, they fought for each other. We didn’t know it would come to this. It’s not your fault, Cue. This was meant to happen.”
“It feels like my fault.” He squeezes Helios’s hands in his.
They’ve had this conversation so many times. Helios doesn’t know what to say anymore. He knows Eros feels this overwhelming guilt for the pain he caused, but he also knows that pain was unavoidable, and it has nothing to do with Eros or his arrows.
Regardless, Eros had ‘pulled the trigger’ and he can’t erase the memory of watching Hades’s love fade before his eyes. Not only once now, but twice. It went against everything he stood for. He never wants to touch anything made from lead ever again.
Helios squeezes him tighter.
He listens as Eros’s heartbeat gradually slows down.
They’ve been beyond words for a while now. A touch is all they need.
✽✽✽
 
Persephone’s eyes are laser focused on the horizon as soon as she sees a hue of pink.
She blinks and there’s a cloud of smoke.
Hades is standing a few feet off with her back to them. She turns with a confused frown that quickly melts into a smile.
Persephone scrambles to her feet as Hades runs towards her.
As soon as they have their arms around each other Persephone presses her face into Hades’s neck and their connection surges. They both take a deep breath and release it. They’ve been to Elysium, but it never felt like this. They pull apart slightly just so they can bring their lips together. They kiss slowly, only as if to prove that they finally can.
Persephone threads her fingers through Hades’s hair and pulls back. “I swear to the gods if you don’t let me fuck you now—”
Hades laughs, light and innocent. “Baby, if you think you’re the one doing the fucking you’ve got another thing coming.”
Persephone pushes her back to look at her face.
Hades is blushing, but there’s lust in her eyes.
Persephone shakes her head. “You liar. Acting all naive.”
Hades shrugs innocently. “Hey, naive doesn’t mean I bott—”
“Ahem.” Demeter clears his throat and Hades turns white.
She immediately pushes away from Persephone and bows at the waist. “Sir.”
Demeter sighs and tries not to be affected by the respectful act, but everyone knows he’s weak for attention. “Oh please, I’m the one who should be bowing.”
Hades stands quickly. “Please don’t ever bow to me.” She makes a face.
Demeter’s lips quirk. “You don’t like being worshipped?”
Hades laughs nervously, eyes glancing over to Persephone to check her progress. “I don’t even like being looked at, sir.”
Demeter waves his hand. “Stop calling me sir. It truly is unnecessary. You’ve already married into the family, haven’t you?”
Hades’s face turns red and Persephone wraps an arm around her waist, glaring at Demeter. “You’re freaking her out.”
Demeter shrugs. “She married you. What’s scarier than that?”
Persephone pouts.
Demeter turns to walk inside. Persephone can’t stop smiling as she looks at Hades and they turn to follow him in, side by side. “You’re meeting my parents, this is so domestic.”
Hades smiles shyly. “This feels like a weird dream.” She pauses. “Actually, this feels like a nightmare.”
Persephone’s eyes go wide and she stops before they walk in the door. “A nightmare?”
Hades shrugs. “Some people are scared of snakes. I’m scared of being in a room with more than three people. Well, alive people.”
Persephone sits down on the spot, right in front of the door and Hades sits with her.
Persephone’s quiet and Hades is confused. “What are we doing?”
“Preparing.”
Hades tilts her head. “How?”
Persephone shrugs. “However you need to.”
Hades blinks but slowly understands. She takes a breath and lets her eyes close. She focuses on her breathing and thinks about when she was with Persephone and Autumn, or when she was with Persephone, Demeter, and Hebe last month. She’s done this before. Maybe not…very successfully, but she’s done it. She opens her eyes again to find Persephone staring at her. “What are you looking at?” It’s a dumb question, but Hades can’t help herself.
“You.”
Hades smiles and her nose crinkles a little as she does.
Persephone’s grin grows wider at Hades’s expression. “You’re so cute.”
Hades ducks her head. “Stop.”
“No.”
“No one calls me cute.”
“I do.”
Hades whines.
Persephone tsks. “You’ve never done that before. You stole that from me.”
Hades looks up at her, exhausted. “We share a mind, Seph. I’m not really keeping score.”
Persephone blinks, eyes going wide with shock. “Wait, I can’t hear your thoughts right now.”
Hades’s eyes widen too. “Oh. You’re right. I guess…”
“When we’re in the same world it’s just through touch.”
Hades nods.
She stands up and offers Persephone her hand.
She tugs her up and they lace their fingers together as they walk in, connection surging once again.
Hebe ruins the moment. “Please tell me you guys didn’t bang on the porch.”
Hades takes the risk. “Not yet.”
Demeter drops the spoon he was holding and Hebe falls out of her chair she’s laughing so hard. “Oh my gods! I didn’t expect that!”
Hades looks at Persephone like a puppy who’s not sure if she did good or bad.
Persephone grabs her chin and presses a kiss to her cheek.
Hades relaxes. Hebe is loud. 
Persephone snorts quietly. She glances over and sees Demeter watching them. It’s not that hostile glare he had last time. It’s a soft curiosity. He smiles as Persephone meets his eye. Persephone shares the moment with Hades and they quietly celebrate through their connection.
Demeter meets Hades’s eye. “I made breakfast.”
Hades looks at Persephone and Persephone looks at her. They understand each other in a moment.
Hebe sighs. “You guys can’t do that with the rest of us here.”
Hades blushes and bows on instinct. “Ah, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to. It’s just that…I don’t know if I’ve ever had breakfast.”
Demeter tenses.
Hades tenses in response and is confused as to why Persephone’s emoting amusement.
Demeter points at a chair at the counter in the kitchen. He looks into Hades’s eyes. “Sit.”
Persephone squeezes Hades’s hand. “I’m gonna let go, okay?”
Hades squeezes back, keeping Persephone from letting go. Persephone hesitates, worried Hades needs her, but then Hades releases her hand.
Hades sits at the counter and Persephone moves across the room to sit on the couch with Hebe.
Hebe opens her mouth to talk but Persephone presses her hand over Hebe’s mouth. “Give me a minute to make sure she’s okay.”
Hebe rolls her eyes as Persephone watches Demeter and Hades.
Demeter slowly explains his connection to the harvest and his love for cooking. He explains some eating rituals, like the three meals a day and how they each have certain expectations.
Hades finds herself responding easily because she has so many questions.
Hebe licks Persephone’s hand, but she doesn’t move.
Hades glances over at Persephone and they share a soft smile. Hades nods toward Hebe and mouths ‘I’m okay.’
Persephone nods and slowly turns to angle her body towards Hebe and lowers her hand.
Hebe pouts. “You’re rude.”
Persephone snorts. “What else is new?”
Hebe grabs Persephone’s hand and Persephone lets her trace patterns on her hand, arm hanging limply in Hebe’s grasp.
She only does this when she’s really anxious. She thinks it’s subtle. Persephone’s never corrected her.
Persephone keeps her voice low. “What’s up, Hebe?” Over the last week, all three of them have been talking with each other but now that Demeter is finally distracted, Hebe takes the chance to talk to Persephone on her own.
Hebe doesn’t look up. “I don’t love my wife.” She hesitates, frowning. “I mean I do, I just…”
She glances over at Demeter who’s dropping some scrambled eggs on a plate in front of Hades. Hades stares at them with an expression of disgust but Demeter encourages her to try it. Persephone’s got a lovesick grin plastered on her face, staring at Hades when Hebe looks back at her. Hebe snaps in her line of sight.
Persephone coughs. “Sorry. Yeah, you’ve been in love with Demeter forever though.”
Hebe blinks. “I—What? No, I haven’t. This is new.”
Persephone deadpans. “Oh really?”
Hebe hesitates. “...yes?”
Persephone shakes her head. “No. You guys have been eye fucking for at least the last forty years.”
Hebe drops her head in her hands. “I’m a terrible wife.”
Persephone tsks. “Hebe, you’re straight and married to a woman. I think you’re being the best wife you can be.”
Hebe pouts. “I can actually take advice from you on that ‘cause you’re married too now.”
Persephone glances at Hades briefly to see her finally put the scrambled eggs in her mouth, expression going from trepidation to joy. “I’m not really married.”
Hebe looks between them as Hades points at the eggs and smiles at Persephone. “You’re more married than me and Herc ever were.”
Persephone tears her eyes away from Hades. “She’s so young though. At least you knew her when you married her. There’s so much I don’t know about Hades.”
Hebe stares at Persephone. “You’re fucking kidding, right?”
“No?”
“Persephone, you share a mind with her.”
Persephone shrugs. “Yeah, but I mean, do you go around recounting all your traumatic moments constantly? It’s not like I dug through her past. It hasn’t totally come up yet.”
They both stare at Hades. Hebe hums. “It’s weird. I’m actually drawn to her as if she’s a child under my care.” Persephone raises her eyebrows, wondering why Hebe’s ability would include Hades. “There’s so much about life she’s never experienced. I mean, look at her. This is her first time eating breakfast. Youth is all about firsts. She’s older than all of us, but she’s the youngest one here.”
Persephone knows Hebe doesn’t say that as a metaphor. Hebe has an instinct to care for children. She knows what they want or need so she can shepherd them to adulthood. It’s not common for her to have that sense for a god, especially not one as old as Hades.
Persephone can’t help but ask. “What does she need?”
Hebe laughs lightly. “You.”
Persephone blushes and watches Hades choke back a moan as she tries a piece of bacon. Persephone tries to subtly press her legs together at the sound, but it’s not subtle at all. “Well, she’s got me. For better or for worse.”
Eventually Demeter calls for them to gather at the table. They dig into their meals and Hades wants to cry.
Persephone throws her a look. “What’s up with you today?”
Hades whines. “You don’t understand how lucky you are, do you?”
The three of them look at each other, all confused.
Hades pokes at the food with her fork excitedly. “It’s not like I’ve never eaten before. I have. But not—do you not understand just how good this food is? You can’t possibly be used to it.”
Persephone shrugs. “It’s part of Demeter’s ability. He knows how to combine flavors. It’s not that we’re used to it. We just got really tired of feeding his ego.”
Demeter huffs around a mouthful of bacon. “You’re all disinherited and I’m adopting Hades.”
Hebe sighs. “How the tables have turned.”
Hades grins happily, cheeks stuffed with food.
Hebe laughs at the awkward grin while Hades looks like a chipmunk with all that food in her mouth. She rolls her eyes. “No wonder Cue likes you so much.”
Hades’s mood sobers as she slowly swallows her food. “You guys…haven’t heard from him, have you?”
Hebe shrugs. “Aside from him ruining the innocence of some of the kids I watch over, no.”
Hades tilts her head.
Hebe explains reluctantly. “Some teens shouldn’t be having sex. But Cue loves playing matchmaker, even without his arrows. He coaxes them into beds with each other and says it’ll teach them about the world.” Hebe stuffs food in her mouth, upset. “I need to talk with him.”
Hades stares at her with wonder. “I…It’s hard—well, impossible, really. I never really understood how all your jobs overlap. Persephone’s ability overlaps with Cue’s a lot too, doesn’t it?”
Demeter hums. “But cooking is becoming more and more seductive every day.”
Hebe nods exaggeratedly. “I can confirm that.”
Persephone scrunches her nose. “Disgusting.”
But Hades laughs, loud and free.
It’s the laugh that Persephone fell in love with and the table goes quiet as the others hear her laugh for the first time.
Hades chokes off the laugh as she finds everyone staring at her. She worries and starts to panic but Persephone covers Hades’s hand with her own and she understands in a moment.
Persephone picks up Hades’s hand and presses a quick kiss to her knuckles before she turns back to her food, a blush on her cheeks in embarrassment at the show of affection. She ducks her head and eats her food.
Hades looks around the table confidently. “Thank you.” There are a lot of thoughts behind it that she could voice and she’s not sure which one to focus on. “Thank you for giving me a chance and for inviting me into your home and your lives.” She pushes some crumbs around on her plate. “And for teaching me about food. This is truly an unforgettable day out of the millions of days I’ve seen.”
Demeter reaches over and grabs Hebe’s hand. “It’s unforgettable for us too.” Demeter locks eyes with Persephone as he says it. It’s a final acceptance.
Persephone doesn’t mean to cry but she ends up leaving the table as she starts sobbing. Hades quickly follows her and rubs her hand up and down her back, comforting her. They cuddle on the couch while Persephone tries to stop crying. Every time their skin touches, Hades sheds a tear as their emotions blend.
Demeter and Hebe clean up, subtly (not subtly) glancing over at the couple. Demeter elbows Hebe. “She just seems really innocent, doesn’t she?” Hebe nods. “I keep having to remind myself she tried to murder your wife.”
Hebe frowns. “Don’t say it like that.”
Demeter shrugs. “That’s what happened.”
Hebe sighs. “She was tricked. And she’s better now.”
Demeter pauses what he’s doing to watch Hades frantically try to calm Persephone down, producing every kind of ghostly flower she can think of and Persephone laughs behind her tears. Demeter nods. “Yeah, it looks like she did.” He clears his throat. “I am cooking a feast every time that kid visits.”
Hebe snorts. “I expect no less from you. She’s gonna get fat.”
Demeter snorts right back. “Ah, the curse of the gods. We can’t get fat. How is anyone gonna know how much delicious food we eat?”
Hebe shakes her head in mock despair. “We’ll just have to tell them.”
Demeter sighs. “Travesty."
There’s a knock on the door and they all blink at it.
Persephone thinks to wipe her tears away and finds Hades’s hand brushing across her cheek in reaction to the same thought. They both recognize the overlap and stare at each other with wide eyes. Hades smiles, a little embarrassed. “Sorry.”
Persephone shakes her head. “No, it’s just…”
Hades nods, neither of them able to find a word for the bizarre moment.
Hades intentionally feeds Persephone a thought about kissing her on the cheek. Persephone rolls her eyes and pecks Hades on the cheek as Demeter opens the door. Hades smiles smugly until the door opens to reveal Helios.
Hades isn’t an idiot. She knows what this is about.
Persephone feels Hades’s emotions shift for a moment before Hades stands up, breaking contact with Persephone.
Persephone wipes at her eyes again as she watches Hades stare at Helios.
Helios looks past Demeter’s shoulder at Hades.
The entire room is silent.
Hades folds her arms across her chest. “Where’s Cue?”
Helios takes a breath. “Hades, can we talk?”
Hades stares at him for a moment. Demeter, Hebe, and Persephone watch Hades shift from the youthful god who never had breakfast to the god of death; face empty and emotionless.
Persephone wants to reach for her hand, but she gives Hades a moment of privacy.
Eventually Hades sighs and turns to Persephone, leaning down to press a kiss to her forehead. In a moment, she explains everything she needs to. I’m okay, but I haven’t really spoken with them for a century. We need to hash this out, but I really don’t want to leave you. I’m sorry I’m closed off, it’s just a work instinct. I love you. “I’ll be back as soon as I can.”
She slides past Demeter to follow Helios out the door.
Hebe blinks as Demeter shuts the door behind them. “Everyone saw her go from a puppy to a wolf in like half a second, right?”
Demeter nods at Hebe with wide eyes. They both turn to Persephone who’s still looking at the door, jaw dropped.
Hebe clears her throat and Persephone blinks, turning to them as she runs her tongue over dry lips.
Hebe barks out a laugh and Demeter throws her a curious glance.
Persephone turns red.
Hebe snorts, giggling loudly. “You’re so hot for her!”
Persephone stutters, “S—So? So what if I am?”
Demeter sits in shock for a moment before sputtering and joining Hebe in laughter. “Wow. Hades is really your type, huh? I knew you liked people with strong dualities so this must be like overkill for you.”
Persephone lies on the couch, curled up in a ball with her back to them. She speaks under her breath. “She’s very hot, body and soul.”
Demeter smiles softly. “I’m happy you finally found her, Seph. I truly am.”
Persephone smiles to herself and hugs a couch cushion as she waits impatiently for her spouse to come back inside. Yeah, that’s still going to take some getting used to.
✽✽✽
 
Hades stands in the meadow with Helios and glances around. “Cue’s not here, is he?”
Helios shakes his head. “No, and I already told him to leave his quiver at home next time he sees you.”
Hades laughs without humor. “Is he scared to see me?”
Helios looks at Hades accusingly. “Didn’t you used to share thoughts with him? Can’t you figure out why he wouldn’t want to see you?”
It’s been a while, so Hades has to think for a moment to understand what Helios is getting at. Then it hits her in a rush.
The lead arrows.
Hades drops her head into her hand with a sigh. “He feels guilty.”
Helios snorts, frowning at Hades. “No shit.”
Hades looks up at Helios with a small pout. “I never really talked with him after the last arrow, so excuse me for not catching on more quickly.”
Helios’s accusatory expression doesn’t fade. “We’re all aware of how much you haven’t spoken to Eros after the last arrow. That’s kind of one of the main problems here.”
Hades’s eyes flicker as she listens to Helios. She knows that. She’d thought about that a lot since Eros had shot her with the gold arrow and trapped Persephone in the Underworld with her. She hadn’t been able to think about it until then.
Hades takes a deep breath. “Can…this is selfish. I know it is. But can you tell him to wait one more month? A lot has happened with Persephone and I really need to give her as much time as I can today.”
Helios’s frown is more pronounced. That is not the answer he wanted.
Hades runs a hand through her hair, stressed. “Helios, I know, okay? I know how that sounds. But…I woke up one day and I was ritualistically married and unable to see my wife. I have a lot to take care of.”
Helios’s expression melts into surprise. “You guys got married? And you didn’t tell Cue?”
Hades sighs shakily. “It’s so complicated, Helios.”
Helios hesitates. “If you’re short on time, then explain it as quickly as possible.” He holds out his hand.
Hades stares at it, expression going cold again. “I only do that with Persephone.”
Helios rolls his eyes. “That’s not true.”
Hades’s eyes darken. “I don’t open my mind to anyone but Persephone.”
Helios hesitates before dropping his hand. “Fine. I’m just—”
Hades shakes her head, relaxing. “No, I know. I’m sorry. This—” She gestures to herself and her heart, indicating her emotions. “This is all just really new. I’ve never been…here with…this.”
Helios doesn’t follow for a moment until he realizes that Hades means she’s never been on Earth with the capability for emotion like this. His eyes go wide. “Oh.”
Hades ducks her head, embarrassed. “To be honest, Helios, I’ve really only met you once before. I can’t say you haven’t proven yourself a loyal friend.” He refers to the fact that Helios stole her the lead arrow. “But you’re still new to me…if that makes sense.”
Helios nods slowly. “Um. Should I tell Cue about the marriage thing?”
Hades hesitates. “What do you think?”
Helios shrugs. “It could go either way.”
Hades laughs as she thinks. “Tell him. But tell him it…wasn’t really my choice.” Helios looks at her with concern. “It’s all fine, it’s just…” She tries to think of the quickest way to explain. “Fate.”
Helios snorts and Hades smiles a little exhaustedly, glancing back toward the house.
Helios nods toward it. “Go back to her. I’ll talk to Cue.”
Hades bows her head slightly and Helios is shocked to see a higher god lower herself like that. “Thank you.”
Helios smiles and vanishes in a glimmer of sunlight.
Hades glances up at the sun, closing her eyes under its warmth before she turns to go back inside.
She opens the door hesitantly, hoping she’s not intruding.
As soon as she looks in, she sees Hebe and Demeter staring at her from the kitchen and glances to find Persephone curled on the couch.
Hebe and Demeter immediately start cracking up laughing so loudly they fall against each other.
Persephone sits up and looks at Hades with a pout.
Hades looks between Persephone and the others with curiosity. Persephone rolls her eyes and Hades smirks at it as she closes the door and joins Persephone on the couch.
Hades holds out her hand and Persephone frowns at it a moment before sighing and lacing their fingers together, relaying the events to Hades.
Hades barks out a laugh as she blushes. The echo of Persephone’s arousal lingers between them. They watch each other, ignoring the laughs from the kitchen.
Hades keeps her voice low. “Do you wanna go somewhere?”
Persephone holds Hades’s gaze. Their connection is there, but there’s this haze of emotion between them that neither of them can really begin to describe.
Demeter and Hebe go quiet as they sense the shift in mood.
Persephone nods once and it’s all Hades needs to whisk them away in a puff of smoke.
Persephone blinks as her eyes are suddenly assaulted by bright sunlight.
As her eyes adjust, she looks around a small, secluded clearing in a forest.
She hears a river running close by and sees a variety of flowers sprouting brightly around them.
Persephone knows this place. She knows it well.
This was where she would run away to when missing Autumn became too much, or when she and Demeter got into an argument, or when she felt useless.
But now that she’s here with Hades’s hand in hers, she realizes this spot is important to Hades too.
Hades blushes and ducks her head. “It’s creepy.”
Persephone tilts her head. “I… I want to say it’s kind of romantic, but you’re right it’s kind of creepy.”
Hades laughs, but there’s guilt in her eyes.
Persephone tsks. “It’s not your fault. You didn’t understand it.”
Hades’s memories swirl between them.
Hades knew of Persephone for a long time. She’s always been the girl with the beautiful soul and even without a wide range of emotions, Hades has been able to recognize that Persephone was unique.
She knew now that her soul was the result of her tragedy with Autumn, but it also came from the strength she gained as she overcame that loss.
Persephone had been a mystery to Hades and Hades would occasionally find Persephone in this very spot on her days she could be on Earth.
They linger in both sides of the same memories.
Persephone’s voice is low when she speaks up. “You think you somehow knew?”
Hades snorts softly. “How could I have known?”
“Isn’t that how fate works?”
Hades shrugs. “I just thought you were weird. I wasn’t in love with you.”
Persephone looks at her skeptically. “You tried to draw me a hundred times and never finished because it didn’t come out right. It seems, in retrospect, like you were in love with me.”
Hades doesn’t fight back immediately. She considers that. But she shakes her head. “Persephone, I didn’t really know anything about you. I mean, it’s romantic to consider, sure. But…” She makes a face. “You were an exception. I don’t know how else to explain it.”
Persephone lays her free hand over Hades’s heart. “You don’t have to explain anything. I know.”
She slides her hand up to tangle in Hades’s hair and pulls her in to kiss her slowly.
They kiss languidly and eventually Persephone hums, pulling away as she feels the sunlight on her skin. “Wait, can’t Helios—”
Hades interrupts. “Let him watch. I want to feel the sunlight I’ve been deprived of.”
Persephone snorts and stares up at the sky a moment with a wide, carefree grin. “Look away, Helios.” Hades’s lips press soft kisses down Persephone’s neck.
For a moment, a cloud drifts in front of the sun and Hades lifts her head with a frown. “I swear to the gods, if he really—” The cloud drifts away and Hades sighs, relaxing into Persephone’s touch.
Persephone raises an eyebrow. “You swear to the gods? That’s usually in reference to the higher gods, ya know, you.”
Hades’s eyes soften. “And you now, don’t forget. Of course I swear to you, Seph. I’d swear anything to you.”
Persephone brings their lips together again as they undress each other, love imbued in every tender touch.
As time runs out, Hades sits up. “Get dressed, petal. I don’t want to leave my wife and queen naked and alone in the forest. I’ll take you back home.”
Persephone sighs as she tugs her clothes on. “There were too many pet names in that sentence.”
Hades tugs her own clothes on as well and singsongs, “Wife, queen, petal.”
Persephone glares at her, but there’s a smile on her lips. Persephone mumbles, “Really like petal.”
Hades stands up. “I know you do.” She stares at the darkening sky. “Half an hour.”
Persephone reaches for Hades’s hand to help her stand. As soon as they’re standing, Hades transports them to the house.
Persephone tugs Hades toward the door. “Come say goodbye.”
Hades pulls her back.
Persephone gets it. “They’re going to tease us about having sex for the rest of our eternal existences. Time to get used to it.”
Hades pouts and lets Persephone tug her inside.
As soon as they walk in the door, Demeter and Hebe burst into a round of applause and whistles.
Persephone smiles fondly and pretends to hate them. “Shut up, she’s only got like twenty minutes left.”
Hebe speaks up. “Are you guys going to pass love letters through Hermes?”
Hades throws her a look. “Why would we?”
Demeter huffs. “Mental connection or not, I thought you guys were the most iconic fated couple around. You’re not going to write romantic letters?”
Hades and Persephone look at each other. Persephone answers for both of them. “Nope.”
Hades stares back at her. “I’ll send you flowers.”
Persephone feels her heart skip a beat.
The motley crew of a family sits together and they chat idly, just happy to be sharing the same space again. Persephone feels it at the same time as Hades that they only have about a minute left. Hades shoots Persephone an encouraging smile. “It won’t be long.”
Persephone argues back. “It’ll feel like it.”
Demeter clutches his chest wordlessly, enamored with the couple in front of him.
Hades turns to Demeter and Hebe and bows. “It was so nice to meet you both, official—”
Persephone tugs Hades towards her as she feels the seconds running out and presses their lips together for a few brief moments before Hades is gone.
There are a couple of quiet seconds where Persephone panics.
She stares at the space Hades was in, connection suddenly and violently broken.
She swallows at the shock of it and waits but feels nothing. It’s almost a full minute until—
Persephone?
Persephone lets out a breath. “That took forever, what took so long?”
Hades scoffs. You think it’s a short journey?
Hebe and Demeter look at Persephone concerned. “She’s okay.”
Hades pushes her thoughts at Persephone, a comforting flow of affection. It doesn’t reach her as strongly now that they’re in different worlds, but it helps to feel the words resonate with meaning. I love you.
Persephone doesn’t know it, but suddenly the house is surrounded by blue hyacinths and lilacs.
I love you too.




Epilogue
To say the month is tense for Eros would be an understatement.
He has to constantly keep himself from going to see Persephone once he learns that Persephone is connected to Hades. It’s everything Eros has wanted for the past century—a way to contact Hades in the Underworld—but he can’t exploit it. He has to wait, and he does. It takes a lot of distractions from work and Helios, but he makes it through the month.
The sun rises and Eros stays patient. He knows Hades is going to go to Persephone fir—
The thought halts in his mind as Hades appears and looks right at him. Eros stares for longer than he should, making sure he’s really seeing clearly. “Shouldn’t you be wi—”
“I told her I had to talk with you first.”
“Oh.”
Hades hesitantly speaks up. “It’s…not your fault.”
Eros lets out a shaky laugh. “That sounded like it hurt you to say.”
Hades sighs, anxiously running a hand through her hair. “It’s an old wound and it’s not healed, but I know it’s not your fault.”
Eros doesn’t know what to say. “I heard you got married.”
Hades laughs, tension falling away with it. “My best man wasn’t there, so it doesn’t really count.”
Eros relents and crosses the distance between them to throw his arms around Hades. “I’m so happy for you. I can’t even begin to explain how happy I am. Like, Helios has literally duct taped my mouth shut three times in the last month to get me to shut up about how happy I am that you finally, finally found her.”
Hades looks into Eros’s eyes happily. It’s nice to have her best friend back. Most of her intimate memories with Eros had been during the previous golden arrow and those were all a little… rose-colored.
Eros smiles guiltily, “While I’m apologizing for things, I’m sorry I slept with your wife once.”
Hades snorts. “It’s okay. I don’t blame you.”
Eros smiles widely, cupping Hades’s face in his hands. “Ah, happy, funny Hades. I missed you.”
Hades lays her hands over Eros’s. “I missed you too.” Eros glances at Hades’s lips and Hades narrows her eyes.
Eros smiles innocently. “Force of habit.”
Hades sighs, pretending to be tired of Eros’s antics. “Speaking of which, where’s your boyfriend?”
Eros glances up at the sun. “Eavesdropping but giving us space.”
Hades follows Eros’s gaze to the sun. “Nice of him.” There’s sarcasm laced into it. She drops her gaze to look at Eros who continues to look up at the sun. “So…not denying the boyfriend thing?”
Eros blushes. “You know I don’t like to be tied down.”
Hades raises her eyebrows. She’s seen Eros’s memories.
Eros laughs loud and free. “Well, literally sure, but not figuratively.”
Hades hums, a smirk on her lips. “You think he would tie you down?”
Eros hears the double entendre. “I certainly hope so.” He jokes, but then answers seriously. “He understands, though.”
It’s all he needs to say for Hades to nod. The only reason she and Eros had managed to be exclusive was because they were trapped in the Underworld and under the influence of what was basically a love potion. She knew it was a complicated situation and she knew Eros normally wasn’t so monogamous.
Eros hesitates before continuing. “I want to be different for him.”
Hades eyes him worriedly.
Eros doesn’t need Hades to voice it. “I know. I’m not gonna change myself for him. But the thing is, he already loves me how I am. I just want to be better for him…for myself…”
Hades nods, accepting that explanation. “Well…I’m here for you. You’re my best friend.”
Eros’s eyes water.
Hades looks away, unsure how to react to that properly.
Eros wipes his hand across his eyes. “You’re so mushy now that you’re in love.”
Hades huffs. “I was mushy with you when we were in love.”
Eros hums, remembering all the sweet nothings Hades would whisper into his ears. “It was so surprising at the time.”
“And now?”
“Now we all know you’re a marshmallow.”
Hades licks her lips, worried. “I hope not everyone thinks that. I still have a job to do.”
Eros tsks. “Don’t worry, everyone’s still scared shitless of you.”
Hades nods, pleased. “That’s the only way I can get anything done.”
Eros looks at her curiously. “Maybe not anymore.”
Hades meets his gaze. “What do you mean?”
“I talked to Hebe about the whole situation. Persephone is a co-ruler with you now, right?” Hades nods slowly. Eros shrugs, trying to be blasé. “Maybe things will change.”
Hades looks at him, hope filtering into her. “Maybe.” They walk along the river in silence. Eros takes Hades’s hand and Hades doesn’t flinch at it the way she used to. Eros is surprised, and Hades smirks to herself as the emotion hits her softly.
Hades keeps her thoughts blocked, still reserving that open connection for Persephone. She squeezes his hand. “Can I ask you a favor?” Eros nods. “You know when we started um…hanging out?”
“You mean when I started stalking you against your will?”
Hades smiles fondly and hums. “And everyone started getting suspicious and asking you about me?”
Eros catches on. “You want me to make sure no one’s harassing Persephone?”
Hades nods. “I know no one’s approached her yet, but that doesn’t mean there’s no one spying.”
“Say no more. Sol and I are on it.”
Hades smiles. “When are you going to put that boy out of his misery and shoot him?”
Eros frowns. “I forgot how much I hate your death jokes. They’re not funny.” Hades smiles, proud of herself. Eros rolls his eyes and answers the question. “Soon. Now that I’ve talked with you, soon.”
Hades squeezes Eros’s hand tightly. “Good. You deserve this too.”
Eros’s eyes water again and he can’t hold it back this time. “It means so much to hear you say that.”
Hades pulls Eros into a hug and holds him. Over Eros’s shoulder, she sees Helios appear, a look of concern in his eyes.
Hades offers Helios a small smile and Helios nods, letting Hades take care of Eros this time. It’s been Helios’s job for so long. Hades is happy that it’s no longer a job for them, but just part of their relationship.
Hades makes a joke to try to cut through Eros’s sobs. “I wouldn’t be against a double wedding.”
Eros thumps his fist against Hades’s back. “Don’t even joke about that, you know how much I love double weddings.”
Hades hums. “Then plan it, Cue. As your apology for me. Plan the perfect wedding.”
Eros blinks as he pushes away from Hades to look her in the eye. “Hades…”
Hades shrugs, a little embarrassed. “You know I’m not one for big ceremonies, but I trust you.”
Eros gives into his sobs again. “You can’t just say stuff like that. I’m never going to stop crying.”
Hades lets Eros wrap around her again, his voice soft. “As long as they’re tears of joy, I hope you never do.”
Eros startles, head whipping around and staring off into the distance.
Hades recognizes his expression. “Prayer that needs answering?”
Eros nods slowly, eyes wide. “Yes, well, no. Someone needs an arrow.” He turns and smirks at Hades. “I’ll give you one guess who.” Eros winks before disappearing.
Hades laughs to herself as Eros vanishes to answer the call. She tries to think where he might have gone and why Hades would know. Then it hits her.
✽✽✽
 
Eros knocks on the door with a smirk.
The door opens and Hercules stands there. “Can we help you?”
Eros pales. “Oh. Wow. So, this is awkward.”
“Eros?” Hebe calls out from the kitchen. Demeter is desperately trying to keep the meal intact. Megara is holding a glass of red wine, lounging on the couch as she laughs at them.
Hercules pushes the door all the way open and lets Eros in.
The four of them pause as they spot the quiver on his shoulder.
Hercules closes the door behind him. “What’s the arrow for?”
Eros, never one for subtlety, glances over at Demeter and Hebe.
The silence is deafening.
Demeter and Hebe look at Hercules with wide eyes.
Hercules takes a deep breath in, face expressionless as she says, “Okay.”
Hebe blinks. “What? Okay? What do you mean okay?”
Hercules shrugs, her youth suddenly shining through in her uncertainty. “I mean okay. We’re complicated, everything about this is complicated. But we’ve pretty much all had our asses handed to us by fate by now. Why should we fight it? It’ll make you happy.” She turns to Eros. “Right, it’ll make her happy?”
Eros looks to Demeter. “It’ll bring her comfort, but it doesn’t guarantee happiness.”
Demeter’s smile is small and proud. Maybe there’s even some forgiveness there.
Hercules nods. “Then it’s settled. We’re, um, a team.” She clears her throat, making awkward eye contact with Demeter.
Megara coos and stands to kiss Hercules on the cheek. “My strong baby girl being emotionally mature.”
Eros pulls the golden arrow out of his quiver. “I’ll let you choose who gets shot.”
Hebe snorts. “Oh, definitely me. I call dibs.”
Eros notches his arrow. “Okay, keep your eyes on each other.”
They hold hands, covered in batter and whatever else they managed to get on their clothes while Demeter tried to teach Hebe to cook. Cooking lessons were their attempt to get Hercules and Demeter comfortable in the same room together.
Hercules smiles to herself with Megara clinging to her arm as she looks at them, their gazes locked on each other. Hebe smiles more brightly than Hercules has ever seen before. She quietly promises to work hard to make Demeter feel more and more at home with them.
Eros lets the arrow fly.
✽✽✽
 
When the first day of fall finally arrives, it’s still dark out as Persephone waits for Hades to be able to visit. They’re not totally sure about the logistics, but they know Persephone’s six months are up.
Persephone’s felt it for the past week and she’s sure that as soon as the sun rises, her abilities will switch.
Hades hopes she can be there to help with the transition, and it seems like she will be.
The sun rises and Hades is there as quickly as she can manage.
Hades barely has time to wrap her arms around Persephone when her head starts to ache and her vision blacks out. Hades holds her, whispering in her ear. “I’ve got you.”
The sun starts to illuminate the meadow, but almost as soon as it does, dead grass starts to spread around them.
The grass only dies a few feet out, but Hades can see tree leaves start to turn brown in the distance.
Hades mumbles, describing it all to Persephone in a soft, soothing tone as the change washes through her.
Persephone shakes, but Hades holds her tightly. After a few minutes, Persephone seems able to breathe and stand and Hades relaxes her grip, looking Persephone in the eye.
Persephone turns away to look out at the meadow.
Hades steps behind her, wrapping her arms around Persephone’s waist.
Persephone tugs Hades with her as her takes a few steps forward and watches the circle of dead grass follow her.
She frowns. “Grass doesn’t deserve to die.”
Hades rolls her eyes. “You’re so soft.”
Persephone tsks. “Just ‘cause it’s Fall, doesn’t mean everything has to die.”
Hades laughs in Persephone’s ear. “Petal, everything does have to die. There’s no point to life if there’s no death. Grass dies all the time, with or without you. Children rip it up, roads get paved. And then it grows back.”
“I know.” She stares at the grass. “I don’t want to kill any more of it this first time…can we just go home?”
Hades swallows as Persephone calls it home. “Yeah. We can go home.”
Persephone lets out a breath she didn’t know she was holding as she finds the familiar caves surrounding her. She feels something stir in her.
She grasps at her heart and Hades can feel it too.
Hades smiles. “You’re the goddess of death now. You can feel the beauty in it, can’t you?”
Persephone stares at the river, the souls that pass through.
As she stares at it, ghostly lily pads bloom and patches of ghostly lilacs sprout on the banks.
Hades goes quiet as the lilies[8] float all along the river. Her voice comes out soft. “Beautiful.”
Persephone hums. “That’s on the nose.”
Hades shrugs. “They are.” Persephone turns in Hades’s arms and loops her arms around Hades’s neck. “Can you—”
Blue hyacinths spout among the lilacs. Hades smirks as Persephone smiles at her happily. “Who said a kingdom of death can’t be beautiful?”
Hades hums. “Everyone who’s never met you.”
Their lips meet calmly. The guardians of death stand on the bridge over the River Styx, embracing each other and glowing with power and love.
“You know, this bridge is really symbolic.” Persephone stares out at the water, but then runs her hand over the railing of the bridge.
Hades suppresses a laugh. “What do you mean?”
Persephone turns around and leans back against the railing and pulls Hades by her hips to stand close to her. “We were very different people the first time we stood right here and when we finally bridged our difference, there weren’t really that many.”
Hades sighs. “That’s really on the nose. You’re cheesy, baby.”
Persephone pouts. “It’s not cheesy. It’s true. And we still do have a lot of differences, but we talk and we balance and it’s good and I love you.”
“I love you too.” Hades snorts and laughs. “You’re so weird.”
“No, you.”
They bicker between kisses as their shared joy warms the dark world. The souls are still miserable, but they have two compassionate listeners watching over them now.
“I bet you’d look really good in the clouds.” Persephone raises an eyebrow.
Hades’s eyes narrow. “Don’t start.”
Persephone shrugs. “I’m just saying it would be kind of cool to see you with a ground level, elaborately designed golden throne on Olympus.”
“You’re an ambitious one, aren’t you?” Hades puts her hands on the railing on either side of Persephone.
Persephone smiles innocently. “There’s maybe a little bit of vengeance in me. Besides, there are four higher gods now. It just seems like we need to draw straws again.”
Hades bites her lip. “You know, I thought this was a joke but you’re making a lot of sense and it’s really sexy.”
Persephone giggles as Hades kisses up her neck. “If that’s what you want, I’ll stand beside you. You deserve happiness, Hades.”
Hades kisses her wife, still in disbelief that their lives twisted and tangled and ended up here. “You know, I’m finally starting to believe I do.”
THE END
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[1] Cheerfulness
[2] Inspiration
[3] Thoughts of an absent friend
[4] Joy of youth
[5] Loyalty, devotion, faithfulness
[6] Faithfulness in adversity
[7] Sadness
[8] Beauty
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