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Chapter 1

A/N



Decided to give this its own thread since it’s gotten so many chapters. Don’t expect a bunch of updates, I’ve generally been doing one a week, but it’s all depending on my mood.



For a Synopsis: A Cyclops decides he’s going to be a Cultivator in the world of Percy Jackson. That’s it, that’s the plot.



@***@



He sat there in the sands, watching the ocean’s tides.



It was hypnotizing for him, to watch the water push and pull at the world, gradually, it would move closer and closer to him until the first splash of sea water touched his toes.



It was warm, inviting, despite the coolness of the water.



The sun shined down from the sky, and ever so slightly, if he squint his eye, he could see the outline of a chariot, and the silhouette of a person pulling the sun across the sky.



As fantastical as that was, his mind remained numb. Instead, he seemed to focus back on the water, as the sky seemed somewhat…..hostile to him for some strange reason.



Well, that wasn’t entirely true, he knew the reason.



He was ‘born’ but minutes ago, maybe hours? It was hard to tell because his mind wasn’t fully formed until but a few moments prior. But with it, came memories, inherited memories.



On one side, it was the memories of his parents. His very inhuman and not mortal parents. There was a reason the Sea felt so inviting to him, being a child of Poseidon.



Unfortunately, he didn’t land on the correct side of the half-blood wall.



His singular eye blinked.



He was a Monster.



A Cyclops.



He barely remembered the face of his mother from the inherited memories. Was it simply something that all Monsters were born with? An innate understanding of who, what, where and why?



It would be weird if a Monster didn’t know they were a Monster.



Or maybe it was the tiniest amount of pity his supposed mother had left for him after abandoning him on this small island after giving birth?



He basically knew everything involved in being a monster. How to be the best monster he could be. His memories basically told him to go out and nom on some delicious Demi-Gods in particular. Frankly,  his core practically salivated at the thought.



It was an odd feeling accompanied by the many other oddities.



And on the other side, he had other memories he inherited. Of a time when he was human, in a time before this life.



They were more…..mute in comparison. Like a faint echo, but one that resonated with his very soul and he refused to let go of.



He knew where he was, and what he was.



This world had so many rules. Fate, Destiny, Providence, the names for the driving forces of creation, they all conspired in a very specific way. And he was an outlier amongst outliers, a piece on the board that shouldn’t be here.



He hesitated on what he should do.



In a world of Gods, Monsters, Titans and more, what was a small – relatively speaking – Cyclops to do?



He was no true Demi-God that inherited his Father’s domains to the extent of a certain boy he will probably hear about in the coming years. He was also no legendary creature that had Myths and Legends to back up their existence beyond the simple racial ties.



He had no legendary arms, no magical might…..he had nothing currently.



He had many paths he could take. Try to develop his bloodline perhaps? Maybe see if he inherited any racial abilities towards forging? Explore the myriad possibilities that came with the magical side of this world?



However, he seemed to settle on one conclusion, a resolute look overtaking him.



“Fuck it, I’m going to be a Cultivator.”



 



@***@



 



Now, what would a Cultivator do in this situation?



He pondered that question and came to a conclusion. A true Cultivator would make a name for themselves.



…..literally, not figuratively.



He didn’t have a name.



He needed something elegant, somewhat imposing, but nothing cringy. Something that points back to his origins, with a subtle overtone of arrogance.



“Ὠκεανὸς ᾆσμα” The Ancient Greek words left his mouth, his innate ability to both speak and understand the dead language.



It meant Ocean Song.



He would now be known as Daoist Ocean Song.



It was the first thing he woke up to in this new world and life. The Song of the Ocean all around him and its majesty that he aspired to.



Now…..he had to figure out how to be a Cultivator in every other very important aspect.



Did Qi exist? Did other Pantheons Exist? If so, then the Chinese Pantheon Exists, therefor Qi is a thing.



Maybe it was just what they called Magic here?



Wasn’t he a Magical Creature? Shouldn’t he be able to absorb Qi just by breathing then?



He plopped down, sitting cross legged and closed his eyes, trying his best to feel the world around him.



Trying to sense the minute Qi in the air was…..an effort in futility for him because it was completely and utterly overshadowed by the Qi the Ocean was exuding that he seemed so synchronized with.



It was then that realization dawned on him.



Of course, he was a son of the Sea, obviously his Spiritual Root (Alignment) was water and he should focus on drawing the Ocean’s Qi to properly cultivate.



He pulled the Water Qi to himself, the refreshing feeling, the embrace of the Ocean…..it washed over him and refused to remain within his body, circling within himself before leaving.



He briefly pondered if that was how Demi-Gods utilized their Godly Powers?



Regardless, he wasn’t one to give up!



He tried his hardest to grab hold of the Water Qi and store it in his body, to plunder it and ascend the heavens in a single step! Or whatever a true Cultivator would say in this situation.



But as the sun slowly moved across the sky, he hadn’t once been able to store the supposed Qi in his body.



Thankfully, with his vast experience reading many different ancient texts in his past life– of the animated and fictional variety – he knew quite a few things about being a Cultivator that he could try.



First off, maybe he should try storing the Qi in his Meridians?



That was a term often used in the sacred texts.



He even knew where they were located….approximately. He marveled at his past life’s insight in spending many hours looking into the Sacred Texts of Wikipedia.



There were 12 major Meridians in the human body…..



He wasn’t human, but he assumed it was the same.



Probably.



Was he supposed to start with the Heart Meridian? Or was that supposed to be last?



Oh well, Heart it was for the Monster Cyclops.



…..somewhere in the heart, maybe



He didn’t know the exact spot. Was there an exact spot? Or was it something like it being different for everyone?



He pulled on the Water Qi and pushed it into his Heart. He could sense the Water Qi due to his innate connection to it as it ran through his body, through the connection, he could see every point it circulated inside of him.



Slowly, his Heart began to fill and he felt a pressure in response.



That must be it!



He fought against it, pushing more Qi into it, he must forcibly open his Meridian!



He pulled on as much Water Qi as he possibly could, pushing it into his heart, circulating it as best as he could so it didn’t immediately escape.



Eventually, he felt something give.



He was ecstatic!



It was as if something broke.



A dam had been opened!



Blood was pouring out of his mouth!



Why did his chest hurt!?



He fell over, face first into the sand.



 



@***@



 



Slowly, gradually, the Cyclops’s singular eye flickered open as the Ocean’s waters tickled against him.



The Sun was still out, that was good.



Wait, he noticed that the Sun was…..on the wrong side of the sky.



Oh, it was a new day.



His chest felt a lot better.



Conveniently, he recalled how the children of Poseidon healed at tremendous speeds when submerged in the water, specifically Ocean water for the best effects.



Oddly, he felt brimming with energy.



He could feel something inside of himself, in his Heart, the Qi was circulating and not escaping from his body.



“Holy shit it actually worked!” He jumped to his feet, pumping his fist into the air, before quickly clearing his throat. “I mean, It seems I broke through the first level of Qi Condensation.” That which he was tentatively naming what he had done.



Twelve Major Meridians, Twelve realms of Qi Condensation.



Though truly, he felt powerful.



The Water Qi he absorbed, he felt it answer his call and he could call upon it. He ushered it out, around his fist, and threw a punch.



The air whipped at the force. However, just that much was a bit tiring.



Of course he knew that he had barely stepped upon the path of Immortality, thus he only had a tiny amount of Qi to utilize.



Now that he officially stepped on the path of Cultivation, he needed to choose how to proceed. There were many Daos to consider here for a budding Cultivator.



The Dao of Alchemy was a popular one, but he didn’t think he had the patience for it. The Dao of Forging was another, but that was the same trouble as the first.



Actually…..there was a Dao for everything, he could just pick what he liked best.



And a true Cultivator should use a sword!



He looked around at the island he lived on….for all two days of his existence.



There wasn’t much to work with, perhaps enough trees to make a raft if he wanted to drift away somewhere, but he wondered if there were any actual animals living on the island.



Oddly enough, he hadn’t felt hungry yet.



Maybe it was because he almost died – Broke through.



Well, there was always one sure fire method to acquire a proper Magical Artifact.



Nepotism!



“Daaaaaaaaaaaad!” He called out, touching on the surface of the water. “I want a weapon!”



Surprisingly, he felt a vague response.



Not talking….more like a relay of emotions that he could decipher upon the waves.



From his memories, he knew that Gods weren’t technically allowed to interact with their non-godly children in any meaningful capacity for some stupid and probably made up reasons.



But right at this moment, he felt like he had the attention of the Sea.



He felt……a mild amount of amusement as the eyes of a God looked at me.



Over his head, he felt the Ocean’s power solidify into the shape of a Trident. A miniscule show of divine might from the Sea God as it condensed and truly transformed into a real weapon, landing upon the sands at his feet.



The Cyclops hesitantly poked at it to make sure it was real before picking it up.



“Dad…..” The Cyclops whispered, caressing the Trident. He felt the gaze of his Father, warm and loving in this moment. He caressed it a few more times then threw it into the water with a huff. “I want a sword!”



 The Sea God was…bewildered. He had never encountered one of his children react this way.



Far away, from the deepest depths of the Ocean, Poseidon, God of the Seas pursed his lips and raised a finger.



The Trident shot back out of the water smacking the Cyclops in the head as if to chastise him.



With that, he turned his gaze away, feeling he directly interfered enough.



“Dad, a sword, I want a sword!” The Cyclops continued to whine, but it fell on deaf ears as the God intentionally ignored him. “What kind of Cultivator uses a Trident!”



The Sea God heard the words, furrowing his brow as to why one of his children wanted to be a farmer……in which case, why would he want a sword?



He chalked it up to a quirk of his Monster child compared to his normal children and truly turned away, ignoring him completely rather than just his whining.



Ocean Song realized rather quickly that his whining wasn’t going to accomplish much anymore. It seems that Nepotism had indeed failed him. Unless he can find somewhere to hawk – trade his Trident for a proper sword. But that seemed unlikely due to the fact that he was a Monster which would probably be killed on sight.



Thus, he changed his methods.



If whining didn’t work, then the next method was Audacity.



He walked to the forest, using his newfound weapon to chop down some trees, making enough firewood for a decent bonfire.



Thankfully, he also found a decent stone that he could probably make some sparks with his Trident.



It took some effort – hours, to make a fire, but he was able to use his newfound Qi to somehow exuberate the process.



In the sand, he drew the symbols of Poseidon, the Sea God.



“You are called Earth-Shaker, Father of Horses, and Lord of the Sea. You are Storm Bringer and Atlantis King. You are the protector of sailors, and their bane. You are the summoner of Hurricanes, the commander of floods, and the bringer of droughts.” He shamelessly began to rip off other source material, making things up as he went along. However, he felt his Father’s attention snap to him, a strange sense of….pride? He felt his Father’s self pride among a hint of arrogance. “You have as many names as there are winds, and as many titles as there are ways to die. You are Poseidon!” He threw his hands up with a flourish, and the flames of the bonfire intensified as he felt the gaze of his father much more than earlier.



If before he was spared a glance, now, it felt like he had the full and undivided attention of the Sea God.



Poseidon himself was pleasantly surprised at the ceremonial offering. He wasn’t unfamiliar with the ritual, barely paying it any heed as mortals paid their proper respects to him. But rarely had someone been so…. verbally grandiose in their rites before.



The Cyclops in question, slowly picked up the trident he had received not a few hours earlier, and unceremoniously threw it onto the fire in offering.



With a wisp of flames, it disappeared.



Maybe it was the audacity of his newest son, but he seemed to have accepted it without a second thought as the Trident he had given him earlier now clanged to the floor right infront of his throne.



The Sea God moved a hand up to the bridge of his nose, and let out an uncharacteristic sigh, thankful that he was alone in this moment.



“I ask for one boon, or great Poseidon!” Poseidon’s newest son declared. “Dad I want a sword!”



Ocean Song felt a wave of odd feelings amidst the….waves of the ocean. Exasperation was among the forefront, along with a hint of, well, not quite anger, but he felt like it was more along the lines of wanting to smack him upside the head for some reason.



“You are a son of mine, just use a Trident!” Poseidon, both impressed and annoyed in equal measure with his newest son, answered him directly, verbally, to his own detriment.



The Ancient Rules forbid interaction, but there was a bit of …..leeway.



“I want a sword!” He shot back.



“It’s a good trident!”



Ocean Song blew a loud raspberry.



“Are you a child!?” Poseidon grumbled in irritation, still verbally connected with his son across the distance.



“Yes!” He answered back without hesitation. “I’m literally two days old, give me a damn sword!”



At this point, it was a matter of pride for Poseidon. He didn’t truly care if his son preferred another weapon, but his newest son needed to be taught a lesson. Sure, he wouldn’t harm his son, but at the very least, he would make him suffer just a tiny bit in this way.



“You’re using a Trident, and that’s final. If you dare throw it away again, I’ll make it so that any other weapon rusts in your hands.”



Ocean Song furrowed his brow, realizing that his second method of attack didn’t work. Nepotism failed. Audacity didn’t quite hit the mark.



He was left with his final weapon.



He took a deep breath, reached deep inside himself, and began wailing like the infant he technically was.



Poseidon was taken off guard once more.



He admired his new son’s shamelessness in a way. Though in equal parts, he felt like his son was in need of a very thorough spanking.



Poseidon looked afar from his Throne in Atlantis, as his newest son, sitting on the beach, crying.



It wasn’t fake tears, well, it was fake, but he was fully crying with everything he had. The Sea God wasn’t fooled, but simultaneous, he felt a small twinge in his heart seeing his newborn son actually crying.



Though he hardened himself. He would not be….extorted by a newborn son of his!



Instead, he just chuckled. “Son, do you think this is the first time I’ve had to deal with a crying baby?”



Rather quickly, the Cyclops’ tears abruptly stopped. Poseidon felt good, seemingly as he won. He would never mention to anyone that he felt prideful at getting a win over his literally two-day old son, but the fact of the matter stood.



He narrowed his eyes, however, noticing his son going very…still.



He watched as his son stood up, moving to the fire, the method of offering amateurish and primitive, but he didn’t blame his son for that aspect. Intent, he felt, was important when mortals gave offerings. He didn’t have much to work with, but his son started to do something around it.



Of course it’s not like him destroying the small alter would cut off any ‘connection’, he was a powerful God, keeping it connected was literally effortless.



He looked at what his son was doing. His son had originally drew a few vague images of his symbols in the sands, smart if nothing else. But he started to…change them.



“…..son.” He whispered almost unconsciously as the first symbol appeared, a dolphin. The second one, a seal. The third one, a Trident.



Poseidon’s son looked out onto the ocean, a rather mischievous smile appeared on his face. “Hey dad, these are the symbols of your wife, right?”



He asked, knowing the answer to that question already.



“…..Son, what are you doing?”



“I’m just….paying respects to the wife of my father, that’s not wrong, is it?” He said with faux innocence. “If I just start crying, well…..I can’t be faulted for that, can I? I’m only two days old and my dad won’t give me a sword like I want.”



Poseidon didn’t know what was more impressive. The fact that his Son had the gall to blackmail him – a God, a being that could smite him with but a gesture.



….or the fact that he succeeded in doing so.



“What do you want?”





Chapter 2

Ocean Song had been in secluded Cultivation for an uncountable number of years.



That was mostly true because he didn’t know how long the handful of days he forced himself to try and mediate equated when factored into the percentage of a year.



Math wasn’t his strong suit.



Nor was secluded meditation it seemed because he was having a hard time sitting still.



Technically, it wasn’t really secluded either because he often got up and walked around the island when he was bored.



…..and also he didn’t mediate the entire time, so was it actually cultivation?



Truly, for the young Cyclops, the Dao was fleeting and impossible to understand at his current Cultivation.



However, he was about to make a large leap forward!



His second Meridian was about to be unlocked as he made all the preparations to break through to this vast new realm.



He knew he succeeded when he started throwing up mouthfuls of blood.



And he didn’t even pass out this time, that means he was getting stronger. It just proved his path to be the orthodox one.



So what if he had to quickly run to the ocean, crying out in pain as blood exited all the wrong places so suddenly.



His Father’s bloodline assured his success.



Second Realm of Qi Condensation.



He was ecstatic, his power doubled. Though, each new Meridian unlocked only gave him about the same amount of Qi as the others, so there were diminishing returns in flexing his ‘power’.



While he celebrating, he sensed something among the Ocean’s currents.



He would call it his Divine Sense, but he was fairly sure he hadn’t reached high enough in his Cultivation to have that yet.



So probably, it was his bloodline as his connection to the Sea.



Something strong was coming, and it was coming fast.



He may have been worried otherwise, but he was expecting a delivery.



His sword was here!



Funny enough, he still had his Trident.



His Father had been kind enough to let him keep it……after it magically smacked him on the bottom for several hours after their…..negotiation.



Yes, he was taking good care of the Trident, making sure to creating ropes and tying it down nice and tight……so it couldn’t get stolen of course, and for no other reason.



However, he became a bit more concerned as he could better feel the presence approaching. Initially, it felt powerful to his senses from the distance it was…now, he was very sure a God was coming at him.



Not his Father though, but it had a very similar feeling.



Something shot out of the water, like a torpedo, landing gracefully onto the sands of the beach.



When he got out of the water, the Cyclops could just vaguely get a glimpse of a Mermaid-like body, but it quickly changed upon landing as to human-like legs pushed into the sand.



Ocean Song would admit, he was….a bit frightened, meeting such a senior in this situation when he was but a second stage Qi Condensation Cultivation.



“So….you’re the one that Father had been complaining about to the smiths for the past few days.” He looked at Ocean Song.



Ocean Song realized his identity immediate and with his quickest speed he jumped down to a kneel, and clasped his hands in a proper greeting. “Greetings, Senior Brother.”



Triton, the Godly Son of Poseidon looked upon his youngest brother. “…..Senior….Brother?” He repeated the words as they sounded odd.



“You are my brother, and my Senior, I pay respects to my Senior Brother.” Ocean Song repeated, doing his best to appear polite and deferential to a God that could smite him by accidently sneezing.



Triton rubbed his chin, originally he carried a rather cocky grin when he appeared, but it morphed into something a bit more…..warm. “Senior Brother. Senior Brother. I like that. It comes off as polite, but also carries a hint of familiarity due to our shared blood.” He walked up and put a hand on Ocean Song. “It seems like you got a good head on your shoulders, Little Brother.”



“Thank you for the compliment, Senior Brother.”



Triton snorted, waving dismissively. “Alright, enough of that. I don’t usually meet with the Monsters that Father sires, but maybe I should pay more attention if they’re like you. But that’s besides the point, Father had been ranting for the past few days to his smiths as he demanded a weapon be made. What exactly did you do to get pops like that, little bro?” He started acting more familiar with the Cyclops.



Ocean Song looked at his brother straight in the eyes. “I extorted him.”



Triton paused, blinking in disbelief before breaking out in a laugh that caused the ocean’s tides to climb and fall to an extreme. “You extorted Father?”



“Yes, Senior Brother.” Ocean Song confirmed.



“How did you do that, Little Brother?”



“I threatened to cry to his wife.”



Triton snorted again, doing his best to hold back another monstrous bellow. “You got balls, little bro. Just so you know, if you were the son of anyone else, that wouldn’t have worked.”



“I know Senior Brother. Despite being a Monster, Father showed care and concern for me, I am forever grateful to him.” Oddly, Ocean Song felt a strange sensation in the waves as if someone were peeking and pulled back quickly.



Triton as well jerked his head to the side then looked back at the Cyclops. “You’re not a normal one, are you? It’s like you said little bro, dad does care about all his kids, maybe to his own detriment. But that has its limits too, one thing that would have him cut you off is if you kill any of his other kids.”



“Senior Brother, are you warning me because I’m a Monster?” Ocean Song asked.



Triton shrugged. “Pops isn’t an idiot, if another of his tries to kill you, he isn’t going to make a big mess of things if you defend yourself. Especially if they’re another Monster and reform in Tartarus. But if you want to go eating some demi-gods….”



“I don’t plan on eating any Demi-Gods, Senior Brother. I just want to Cultivate in peace.” Ocean Song replied.



“You want to farm?” Triton furrowed his brow before shrugging again, not really caring about the plans of his monstrous younger brother. “Well, it’s whatever. I was just coming because I was bored. Heard pops ranting about his ‘Shameless Bastard of a newborn son’ and I wanted to check it out. Wasn’t even supposed to be the one to pop over, but it’s nice to stretch my land legs every  now and then.”



“You honored me with your visit, Senior Brother.” Ocean Song quickly flattered him once more.



Triton seemed to enjoy it, so Ocean Song noted to do so more in the future.



“Alright, I can see the anxiousness in your eyes…..eye.” The Lesser God waved his hand through the air and summoned a sword in a black and blue sheath. But that wasn’t all, a few hundred feet of rope landed on the ground, along with what appeared to be a few basic tools. “Pops also was going to send this stuff over. It’s just some basic crap, but since you’re stranded on this island, it’ll help you to build a basic ship.”



Ocean Song, well, there were the beginnings of tears forming in his eye. “…..thanks dad.” He whispered.



Triton seemed to smile genuinely at that, his cocky smirk disappearing for just a moment.



Ocean Song wiped away the tears, regaining his composure. “And thank you, Senior brother!” He clasped his hands, bowing his head. “I have nothing worthwhile, but when I hunt something good, I’ll make sure to sacrifice something to you!”



Triton looked at his youngest brother, his smile growing. He looked around and found a conch shell on the seashore, waving his hand and pulled it to him and imbued it with a smidgen of his power before tossing it to the strange Cyclops. “This is a little gift from me. Blow that and It’ll give you a gentle current back to the mainland when you finally decide to leave this place.”



Ocean Song smiled brightly towards his eldest brother. “Thank you again, Senior Brother!”



“Yeah yeah.” Triton rolled his eyes, looking casual about it, but deep down, he was starting to like his youngest brother.



Generally, he was either neutral or he disliked the kids his pops had when cheating on his mom. He’d be the first to admit that he wasn’t particular thrilled with every bastard that popped up. But his heart wasn’t made of stone, he was willing to accept them if they proved themselves and knew their places.



Of course, Ocean Song knew how to handle this sort of character.



As the saying went, you don’t slap a smiling face.



Being able to properly lick boots was important for every Cultivator!



The God unceremoniously turned around and jumped back into the water, having simply dumped the things into the sand before leaving.



Giving it a moment out of politeness, Ocean Song then quickly ran over and grabbed at his sword.



He may or may not have hummed a certain tune under his breath as if he were opening a treasure chest.



Was it his bloodline? He didn’t quite know, but as soon as he put his hands on the sword, he knew it perfectly matched his specifications that he told his Father.



It was made of Celestial Bronze, as was tradition. But it had other things in it, the Celestial Bronze was actually the minority here.



The Sword itself, it could change shape. It would ‘grow’ according to his own size, but he could change it to a different type of Sword.



It was a Xiphos at its base, but as soon as Ocean Song willed it, it changed into a proper Jian, a Cultivators sword!



From this moment forth, he was a Sword Cultivator!



Though, the true power of this sword was yet to be revealed. The materials it was made of meant it would take in his Qi more easily. He wasn’t sure what the Material was called, only that his Father confirmed that there was a type of metal that ‘could absorb magic’ or some other nonsense.



He bent over and grabbed the flayed end of the rope and pulled off quite a few strands, gently binding them together until he made a new, smaller rope and made sure to resheath his sword, then tie it up so it couldn’t be easily unsheathed.



Obviously to be a proper Sword Cultivator, he had to seal his own sword, never using it unless he met a worthy opponent.



For some reason, a storm suddenly sprang up around the island.



 



@***@



 



Ocean Soul cultivated diligently.



He forced himself to meditate and constantly exert his Cultivation Base to feel out the next Meridian.



He chose a different method this time, considering other possibilities. He recalled the ancient tales – at least the random stories he read before in his last life – and Cultivation was supposed to be a slow and gradual process.



Perhaps forcing open his Meridians until he nearly killed himself every time was not the right method?



Instead, this time, he just gradually rotated his budding Cultivation Base and pushed against the next Meridian, like a stream of water eroding away at a blockage within its path.



Despite taking a….slower approach, he realized something. Even if he used the method he did before and nearly killed himself to unlock it, he felt like it would take more effort.



After giving it consideration, it made sense. Each step upon the path of Cultivation was harder than the previous. Obviously the first, and even the second Meridians would be rather easy to open, and the speed of his Cultivation would slow down.



Still, he felt like he was making good progress. At this current speed, he felt like he could unlock his next Meridian with diligent meditation and Cultivation in about a week.



Though, he had other things he had to do just as well, so perhaps two weeks.



First off…..he needed clothes.



His Senior Brother was kind enough not to point out that he had been stark naked with his other sword swinging in the breeze the entire time.



Though his Senior Brother was a God, especially a Greek God, so he probably was used to such sights.



He also needed to practice with his sword!



It was sealed of course, but that didn’t mean he couldn’t swing it around with its Sheath still on.



He needed to learn proper swordsmanship and sword techniques!



He quickly jumped to his feet, and grabbed his sheathed sword. It felt perfect in his large, monstrous hands.



This would be his new routine. Every day, he would swing his sword thousands of times, he would utilize all of his Qi and pour it into each movement, feeding into his sword.



He didn’t simply do this for a lark. Truthfully, he was worried about the future, the fragmented memories hie had told him a scary story of the enemies that would appear.



It would be his final trump card.



When his sword was drawn, Immortals and Gods would be forced to retreat.



Time passed on the nameless island, unknown the rest of the world. The Young Cyclops passed his second month with ease.



Every day, he would swing his sword thousands of times until his hands bled, with single-minded dedication.



The strokes of an amateur gradually smoothened, and then they sharpened.



When he wasn’t practicing, either his Cultivation or his Swordsmanship, he was busying himself with other matters.



He had crafted himself a makeshift ‘grass skirt’ that was oddly capable considering the materials. He marveled at the almost mystical nature of his bloodline when it came to crafting.



Oddly enough as well, he didn’t actually need to eat very much.



With his large body, he had assumed he required equally large portions of food to fuel himself, but maybe that was his Qi offsetting such a basic need?



Regardless, he would every so often make time to go swimming, enjoying the soothing nature of the sea around his island, and of course, bring back plenty of fish to treat himself.



He made sure to offer a portion to his Father out of respect in the proper rituals. Every time, he felt the vague gaze of his father, accepting it with what he felt like was a small smile even if no words were returned.



Maybe it was his Monster heritage, or the strangeness of his new existence, but he didn’t begrudge his Father for staying away and never visiting.



There were a few times that he felt like someone was glancing at him through the Ocean’s tides, but every time he tried to reach back, the feeling disappeared. Strangely, those times were when the young Cyclops felt the loneliest, appearing just when he needed them most.



Maybe if he were human, his mentality would be different. But just the small acknowledgements from his father brought about a certain pride within the young Cyclops.



Gods were not human, they did not behave like humans. And he slowly stopped thinking of himself as human as well.



Yet, he still felt the fatherly love, and that was enough for him.



On this particular day, his sword slowly lowered despite only finishing a thousand swings.



After months of practice, his arms weren’t tired from this level of exertion. Even when he put everything he had into a single swing, his heart his Qi. Every swing of his sword was a true swing that taxed even his Monster Physiology.



But after so long practicing he had grown accustomed to it and continued to increase the intensity.



Just this enough was merely enough to work up a small sweat.



Yet, he stopped, letting out a breath.



His Cultivation was at the Fourth Qi Condensation Stage.



Previously, he used a more gentle method to unlock his Third Meridian and he felt it was…..better? The power increase was about the same, but it felt more appropriate than what he was doing before.



He felt the threshold of the Fifth Stage approaching, but he didn’t push it, instead he set his sword down.



He had been thinking recently, and it might be good to expand his repertoire as it were. Even Sword Immortals knew a few Daoist Spells.



Unfortunately, he had no idea how to use them.



Maybe there was an easier method? There’s always the Dao of Talisman making he could give a shot.



However…..he didn’t have paper….or a brush……or have any general idea on how to achieve this.



Technically, he could perform a few tricks utilizing his Qi.



Like snapping his fingers, and making a small fireballs. But he felt like anyone could do something like that, especially with his heritage.



It’s not like he was without options in how to pursue the Dao of Talismans though.



He vaguely recalled a documentary about shaving away very thin pieces of wood and soaking them and….other things he couldn’t quite recall to make some primitive paper.



But he suddenly had another idea.



Without a second though, he jumped into the water, his larger body causing a big splash as he sunk down and used his Qi to propel himself forward.



The Ocean welcomed him as if another of its children.



He dove down deep, deep enough that he found his prize.



Seaweed.



He grabbed enough to fill his arms before returning to the sands of his island and tossing them on the ground.



His Qi was water aligned, that meant Seaweed should have a synergistic effect even if he lacked proper materials.



He created a small fire, fastening some sticks to hover of it and then setting some Seaweed over top to dry it out.



Then he went into the small forest on the island, rummaging around until he found a berry bush. He grabbed enough to fill a wooden bowl he carved some weeks ago. Finding a few good plants, he extracted some sticky residue, adding it into the bowl before returning to the fire and using a stone he found to mash it all together.



And crafting a primitive brush was…not as hard as he initially though. He had some strings from the rope his dad gave him. Tying it around a stick, he had something resembling a brush, if you looked at it a certain way. If scaled up to fit into two hands, it would look like an old fashion broom.



But it would do.



He took a piece of Seaweed off the wooden rack, it was dried to a good degree and rather crisp.



He cut it into a rectangular shape before gently placing it on a flat stone and he dipped his brush into the ‘ink’.



Though, before he could write his first Talisman, he realized, he didn’t know what to do.



The Talismans he was ‘familiar’ with were written in Chinese script or ancient characters. Well, technically, he also had an ‘Ancient Language’ to utilize, right?



Ancient Greek was very old.



The idea forming in his head, he wrote something simple on the Seaweed, utilizing his Qi to imbue it with his power.



As he began to write, his Qi drained at an alarming rate. He began to sweat profusely, it felt like he had been training for days all compressed in the span of minutes as the final stroke of his brush finished.



His breathing was ragged, and he felt a little lightheaded even.



However, upon completion, he could feel it.



His Qi was nearly empty. Almost at the Fifth Stage of Qi Condensation, and he had been sucked dry.



He smiled, looking down at his work regardless.



βροχὴ πτῶσις



Rain Fall.



A basic Talisman to summon rain. Though he wondered if he truly had any talent in this area since such a basic and pedestrian type of Talisman nearly made him kneel over in defeat.



He had been reaching around blindly in the dark this entire time since he was born.



Maybe…..he should seek out a teacher.



All great Cultivators had good Masters, right?



He just needed to find one.



“Daaaaaaaaad!” He shouted out to the ocean.



“No.” An immediate rebuke as the waters unnaturally deformed and splashed him in the face.



His first plan failed, type for his backup plan.



He would pray to someone and ask for their tutelage!



Of course, this had its own set of dangers. But if a being he could pray to simple wished to ignore him, they would do so. Many pray to Gods and Immortals on a daily  basis, he doubt his would anger anyone.



Oh, should he include his Talisman?



Maybe it would show his sincerity, his first ‘work’ from being completely self taught.



It was a good idea.



And he had the best thought on who to ask. Why not the Goddess of Magic? Wouldn’t she be the best to teach him the ways of the Magical Dao?



He quickly got to work, making a small ritual altar with a fire to give sacrifices to.



Her symbols were drawn in the sand as he did previously with his Father.



“I pray to you, Goddess of Magic. The Goddess of the Mist and Crossroads. The Queen of Ghosts! The Night and the Moon!.” The Alter sort of ‘activated’, though that was simply part of the ritual, it wasn’t as if the Goddess was looking his way. “I seek tutelage from your prestigious self. I am but a humble Cyclops trying his hand at the Magical Dao for the first time, and this is my first attempt. I offer you my first creation in hopes of earning your grace.” He tossed the first Talisman onto the fire.



Ocean Song stood there for minutes, yet nothing happened.



Maybe it was an effort in futility. Now that he thought about it, the Goddess Hecate only taught Women in legends, didn’t she? Or maybe he was remembering incorrectly, that happened sometimes.



Though the fires flicked oddly, turning black.



I felt it, the same as my Senior Brother, but…..more powerful.



Despite the Black Fire snapping and crackling like normal, it produced no light, and the natural daytime seemed to slowly dissipate around his island.



Rather quickly, a Godly presence descended.



Ocean Song was prepared.



He knew how to shamelessly flatter a divine being to protect his own behind, as he did with his Senior Brother.



He had run many lines through his head, but his thoughts came to a screeching halt upon seeing the descended Goddess.



She had black eyes, black hair and pale skin. Her divine clothing matched with its dark color. Even her makeup matched her aesthetics, purple lipstick, purple eyeliner. And a glance at her fingers he noticed a black fingernail polish.



He was confused for several reasons.



He expected a Jade Fairy, yet he got a Big titty Goth Goddess with a dump truck.



She was holding his Talisman in her hand as she looked at him sternly. “Are you the one who made, this?” She held it up.



Ocean Song stared at her unblinkingly.



She narrowed her eyes at him, a hint of annoyance as he didn’t answer. “Is there something wrong with you, creature? I asked you a question.”



“Yes? Sorry.” Ocean Song nodded absentmindedly. “I think I just now went through puberty.”





Chapter 3

Ocean Song had a keen social sense.



That is to say, he realized immediately that he said something he shouldn’t have and made things rather awkward.



It was like highschool all over again.



“In my defense, I’m like two months old.” He quickly tried to defer any misgivings. However, for some reason, he felt like that just made things worse.



Hecate, Goddess of Magic, on the other hand, had a brief by rather philosophical question arise within herself. Could a child of Poseidon be drowned?



It was a question she found herself desiring an answer to with each new word that left the Cyclops’ mouth.



“Are you the one who made this?” The Goddess once more held up the piece of seaweed, opting to just ignore what he said moments prior.



“Yes, Goddess.” The Cyclops responded, bowing his head. “I hope that my attempt at gaining your favor was not insulting. This was my first work; I had hoped I had a modicum of talent to catch your eye for tutelage.”



The Goddess was….confused. She expected something else when she received this…..this thing. She very rarely answered calls personally when prayed to. Every now and then she happened upon an up-and-coming witch that caught her fancy, but that hadn’t happened in a while.



Now, there was a self-proclaimed two month old Cyclops having admitted to creating this…..thing in her hand.



It was then that she realized even something more amiss with the Cyclops now that she regained her composure.



“What did you do to yourself!?” She let out a surprised shout, eyes widened as she stared at the Cyclops.



“I….don’t know?” Ocean Song seemed confused just as well by her accusation.



“Y-you…..did you replace your heart with Magic?”



“I don’t think so?”



Her mouth hung open, utterly befuddled by the monster that stood infront of her. “What did you do?”



“I just Cultivated!” He responded quickly.



“How does farming do this?!” She pointed at him again.



“I opened my Meridians and took in the Spiritual Qi of Heaven and Earth!”



She only understood some of those words because they made no sense in that order. However, she didn’t immediately get…angry, it was obvious the Cyclops was a little…..dull. Perhaps, he didn’t even truly understand what he did either.



“Show me.” She calmed down, her tone becoming much more even.



“Show you…?” He tilted his head. “You want to see me Cultivate?”



“…..yes” She just nodded, not understanding what farming had to do with anything.



Instead, he plopped down on the ground, legs crossed and taking an…..odd position. But she knew meditation when she saw it.



But then she saw it.



He was drawing in the ambient Magic, specifically, the Magic associated with the Ocean and his Father’s domain and taking it into himself. Normally, she wouldn’t have given this a second glance because that’s how all Demi-Gods utilize the gifts of their Godly Parents…for the most part.



But instead, he subsumed it.



She was wrong, he didn’t turn his Heart into pure magic, rather he stuffed his heart full of magic until it nearly burst….among other places in his body. He took it in, beat it down until he commanded it, then stored it inside himself like…..like a strange imitation of a God and their Domain, but to a far lesser extent.



“How are you not dead?” She blurted out, for one of the rare times in her life, she was utterly without a real explanation of what was going on.



“I heal good in the water.” He said as if it were obvious.



Hecate resisted the urge to let out a sigh and rub the bridge of her nose. Though maybe there was a nugget of truth in his words, she pondered. The children of Poseidon do heal extraordinarily well in the water. And she couldn’t dismiss the chance that his Father lent a hand despite it being against the ‘rules’.



Those rules in general were more adopted for Demi-God children rather than Monstrous Children even if it affected the latter just as much.



Regardless, she was now…. curious. In all her years, she had never seen someone do something so stupid and somehow succeed.



“What is your goal?”



“To learn from you, Great Goddess.” He replied immediately with obviously practiced flattery.



Hecate nearly rolled her eyes. “No, what is your goal for….that.” She pointed at him. “Your…farming.”



“My Cultivation? It’s to become immortal.” He said casually.



“….you’re already immortal.” She deadpanned.



“…..what?”



“You’re a Monster. You will reform in Tartarus if you die. Unless someone destroys your essence, you are effectively Immortal.” She explained.



She was now confused because shouldn’t that be something known even by newborn monsters?



It was his turn to sit there with his mouth open. “I forgot about that.”



Once more, she questioned if a son of the Sea could be drowned.



“But that’s not what I meant.” He furrowed his brow. “Immortality is a state of existence, not being undying.”



He was right, she acknowledged. Gods and Monsters both reformed when ‘killed’ yet one was more certainly higher than the other. She realized that he meant he wanted to become a God.



It was a lofty goal, one that many had. For Monsters….it was especially difficult, nearly impossible.



“What you’re doing won’t turn you into a God. You would die before stuffing enough Magic into your body to be even considered close to a Minor God.” She pointed out. “But more logically, there is a limit of how much Magic you can take into your body through that method.”



The Cyclops tilted his head again. “Of course, once I reach the limit of Qi Condensation, I’ll break through to the next realm.”



“…..next realm?” he was saying strange things again. Did he….have some sort of plan and wasn’t just blindly doing stupid things? The thought intrigued her deep down. “What is this…..realm?”



“Foundation Establishment!” He said cheerfully.



“And what’s that?’



“I don’t know.”



Perhaps she was giving him too much credit.



Still, she was curious to see what would happen to him and perhaps note it down for her own experiments in the future.



“May I ask you, Great Goddess, about your personal appearance. Does it mean you’re willing to accept me as your student?” He looked hopeful.



Admittedly, the prospect wasn’t…..offensive to her despite him being a Monster. But there was one major caveat that stopped such a thought dead in its tracks. “I don’t take men as my students.” she said rather dismissively. “However, I may make an exception and….teach you a few things, in an unofficial way. But I will not formalize any student relationship. However, that’s dependent on what you did with this.” She held up the piece of Seaweed once more, the original reason she appeared.



“I drew a Talisman.” He said as if that answered everything. “It’s supposed to summon a light rain. I’m sorry if it’s not very good, it was my first attempt.”



….he didn’t even know what he did, she realized. She had a suspicion that he was playing the fool for some reason, but after simply interacting with him for a few minutes, she realized it wasn’t an act.



He was in fact, a fool.



“What do you know about magic?”



“Uh….chant some words, make things happen? But realistically, it’s about altering the natural world, isn’t it?”



A…. decent answer, she admitted. A better one than most new practitioners. “That’s the barest definition of correct. The…vast majority of Magical practitioners utilize the Mist as a catalyst to cast magic. You completely bypassed it.”



The Mist was….it was the dividing force between supernatural forces and the mortals. It was an extension of her domain, an aspect of the fundamental force of Magic. Just like how Magic is everywhere in the world, so too does the Mist pervade nearly every crack of the world.



It is Magic solidified even if it isn’t magic itself. It’s the medium by which the vast majority of magic users utilize their spells and magical abilities. Sure, the best of the best can bypass the mist completely and alter reality by their own methods and skills. But for nearly everyone else, they use the Mist as a crutch.



This….Talisman, that Hecate held from the young Cyclops, it skipped several steps in the process and called upon the Rain. This along was enough to draw her attention even from a skilled practitioner.



“Does that mean I’m a genius!?” He exclaimed. “Thank you, Teacher!”



She was….somewhat regretting her words.



“I said I will not be your teacher beyond a few lessons. Do not refer to me as such.” She said pointedly, drawing a line. “Every man I’ve taken as a student had become mad in their quest for power, so I promised a long time ago to no longer take men.”



“And the women don’t?” He asked.



“….it’s less often.” She nearly huffed. “I’m still the patron of Witches, I can’t stop teaching Witches.”



“I accept!” He immediately bowed his head. “Even if you don’t want me to take you as my master, please let me offer these three bows to you.”



She had….no idea what he was doing as he bowed to her, so she just silently stood there and let it happen. At the very least…..he was showing the proper respect to her status, which could be said as something.



“However, I require a…test.” She wouldn’t allow it so easily. She had never taught a Monster so blatantly before and she was remiss to willingly do so without assurances. If one day this Cyclops became the bane of her own children, she would only have herself to blame. And the last thing she needs is any other Gods breathing down her neck because a Monster she taught magic to was killing other Demi-Gods.



“I will walk through fire and ice for you, Goddess Hecate. If you tell me to go East, I won’t dare to go West!” He exclaimed with a serious look.



The Goddess Hecate just blinked at him unsure of how to respond to that. “Very well, I will test your heart and hidden desires.” She held her hands up. “Your innermost desire will be laid bare to me.”



“Uh…..that’s probably not a good idea.”



She quirked an eyebrow. “Do you have something to hide, little cyclops?” She would see his character.



The measure of his heart and his desires for power and knowledge, where would it lead him. Especially as a Monster, if she saw something repulsive, she would simply reject him and move on.



“All I’m saying is…..I’m a healthy young man….”



She ignored his foolishness and cast a spell. “Reveal your innermost desires to me.”



His face went blank as he spoke openly, prompted by the spell. “I would very much like for you to sit on my face.”



“……”



“…..”



Ocean Song flinched under her narrowed eyes and stern gaze.



“I warned you.” He said in his defense.



Silently, she threw a book on the ground, scowling and disappearing from the island.



He picked up the book, dusting off the sand and realized it was an introduction to Magic written specifically by the goddess herself, something utterly priceless.



However, he didn’t immediately delve into the mysteries of their magic to further his own cultivation goals.



He set the book down and walked over to the edge of the beach, plopping down as the tides brushed up against his feet.



“Dad.” He reached out, knowing that while his dad would hear him he wouldn’t necessarily answer. “Am I ugly?”



“Yes.” An immediate reply came from across the waves.



“You’re supposed to deny it!” I threw a handful of sand into the water.



“Gods don’t lie son.” He said, his gaze from me fading.



Ocean Song furrowed his brow, pouting. “Senior Brother!” He called out, praying to his elder Brother Triton. “May this lowly Cyclops have a moment of your time for a question?”



Surprisingly, he felt Triton’s gaze turn to him. “I got a minute, little Bro. What’s up?” The Lesser God’s voice carried upon the waves.



“Dad said that Gods don’t lie, is that true?”



“Nah, that’s bullshit.” He responded with a snort.



Ocean Song pondered that then asked another question. “Am I ugly, Senior Brother?”



“You’re ugly as sin, little bro.”



“…..thank you, Senior Brother.”



“Any time, little bro!” He cheerfully pulled his gaze away.



Ocean song realized that he was right before.



It really was like Highschool all over again.





Chapter 4

Ocean Song had studied the book on Magic night and day since receiving it. Likewise, he had not heard anything from the Goddess of Magic since her….departure.



He didn’t know if to count that as a blessing or not, only a strange longing in his heart when he thought about her.



However, he tried his best not to have those thoughts.



Having a woman in his heart would slow his sword drawing speed!



The Book though was rather convenient for studying. He was a proper Cultivator, thus he didn’t pursue their ‘Magic’ but it did give insights into…..things. He would admit freely that he was making a lot of shit up as he went along. The Book though seemed to touch on many key points that made sense to him for him to properly advance.



The Mist, it’s like a gas, formless and existing everywhere. The Goddess stated that it’s like a Medium for Casting Magic rather than the means to do so.



Qi Condensation Realm – Qi derived from Heaven and Earth was also like a gaseous substance.



It made sense, similarly that Qi was merely the bridge to true Cultivation.



He knew the basics of the next Realm – Foundation Establishment, but now he had a idea of how to proceed. It was to turn the gaseous Qi into Liquid form inside of himself.



But that was still a bit away, he was merely at the Sixth Level of Qi Condensation at this point and still hadn’t touched the threshold of the Seventh Level.



Just as well, his ability in Drawing Talismans had progressed as well. Now, he could draw the same Talisman with a tenth of the effort and no longer exhaust all of his Spiritual Qi in doing so.



As the book said, the Mist was a Medium. Therefore, he used the Talisman to pull on the Mist to handle part of the burden.



It seems silly that he made such an amateurish mistake as to ignore the Mist completely.



Already, the effort into gaining the favor of the Goddess of Magic had paid off in spades.



Ocean Song finished up his cultivation of the day and looked out upon the setting sun across the sea.



He longed for the human world, the yearning for it was born not just from loneliness, but the memories he retained from his first life.



But he refused to leave his island.



He was scared, he didn’t care if others knew.



Particularly, he was scared of the Fates. Technically he was Immortal, but it was the wrong kind of Immortal and didn’t count. However, it wasn’t something go ignore unless you were a Fate.



They could simple decide you were an annoyance and poof, you have an accident and no more respawn in Tartarus.



He didn’t know if he actually showed as a outlier to them, an outsider that shouldn’t belong. At the very least, even if he did, by secluding himself so far away from everything, he would fly below the proverbial radar.



That was until he reached Golden Core Realm.



There was a saying he recalled.



As long as I have a Golden Core within me, my Fate exists in my hands, not the Heavens.



Once he formed his Golden Care, he would step out of the Fates’ whims.



He knew that the Fates could not cut divine strings so simply, he concluded that it was similar for those in the Golden Core realm because that was also considered the realm at which one was no longer ‘Mortal’ by fellow Cultivators.



Qi Condensation, Foundation Establishment, Then Golden Core.



He was still far away and there were even Realms beyond those.



Nascent Soul Realm felt like a fleeting dream. Next would be Dao Seeking. Then lastly, that would be Immortal.



He wasn’t going to dwell on the horizons he couldn’t even peek at thus yet, but it was good to have a goal to strive towards.



But….how long would that take?



Cultivation was a slow and arduous process, even for a one in a million year genius like him, it would probably take them atleast a decade to make significant progress. He had no idea about the state of the world right now and the Fates weren’t the only thing to be wary about, simply the most immediate concern.



There was a true reason he sealed his sword in preparation.



There was still so much for him to do. With a sigh, he got up and realized before anything else, he needed to make better ‘clothes’ because he didn’t lie about what he told the Goddess.



Monster Growth spurs were apparently very abrupt and quick…….especially in certain areas.



 



@***@



Goddess Hecate watched the strange Cyclops behind a veil of Magic.



She had been watching him nearly nonstop for days, even while he slept, while he ate and….well, she looked away when he was doing certain things.



Though fortunately, he was finally tending to his….clothing problem. She was by no means a prude, she had seen more naked bodies than there were grains of sand on the beach by happenstance of her status as a Goddess of Magic and owner of the Mist.



However, that didn’t mean she wanted to constantly see the Cyclops dangling out of his obviously-too-small grass skirt.



….no matter how impressive it was.



Day in and day out, he did the same activities, barely deviating. He would do his…..‘cultivating’ as he called it. He would take the Magic of the world into himself, crushing its fluidness and asserting his dominion over it.



I watched in horror, awe, and bewilderment as I saw the true process in action, not even knowing a thing was possible.



Godly Domains were just a higher form of Magic if you got down to it, and he was mimicking it with his bastardized and idiotic actions to a very lessened degree.



That by itself was worthy of acknowledgement.



And when he wasn’t doing that, he was practicing with his sword which was wrapped up for some reason. He never once took it out of its sheath even when he swung it thousands of times, straining himself every day to finish those repetitions.



She had honestly never seen such a hard working person before. She thought him a simple idiot that stumbled on something far beyond him but…..no there was something in his gaze that let her know that he somewhat had an idea of what he was doing.



It became clear, even ignoring her first interaction, that this Cyclops was no ordinary monster. The fact that it reached out to her was one such indication as the amount of Monsters who utilize Magic beyond instinctive applications could be counted on two hands.



But also because he didn’t show that same….ruthlessness and animalistic undertone that nearly all Monsters possessed.



Even the Monsters that many of her fellow Deities like to parade around, the ‘Tamed’ ones, they’re merely chained, their natures unchanging, only coerced under threat.



Rare was it for a Monster to be so…..genuine and sincere.



He had a certain refinement that was nearly nonexistent among their kind. She noticed the peculiarities even when he dined on a simple meal of fish and berries. Even preparing the fish, he acted like some sort of chef.



Where his brethren would simply scarf them down, perhaps biting them into piece or entirely whole, he would carefully prepare them, even finding basic herbs on the island to add to the preparations.



Not to mention he also sacrificed a portion to both his Father and apparently the eldest spawn of the Earthshaker.



It was…miniscule, but perhaps the gesture was the most important.



And maybe, the Goddess of Magic had the faintest hint of a smile as the Cyclops created a small alter to her with intent to give her an offering, then bashfully destroy it in a huff.



Though her annoyance overshadowed everything right now.



She was thoroughly annoyed at the Cyclops. And her annoyance was usually accompanied by abrupt displays of her Magical prowess, usually to the detriment of those that earned her current ire.



But it was difficult in this position because he hadn’t technically…..done anything wrong.



Other than harm her pride, that is.



This…..Talisman of his, the Goddess decided to acknowledge the term. She sent out feelers around and it returned an interesting bit of information that it’s a type of Magic far into the East out of her part of the world.



A different Pantheon, different Gods. Something she usually didn’t concern herself about because often times Magic from other Pantheons wasn’t accessible to outside Gods.



She would have paid a hefty price if it were possible to utilize the Runes of the Norse, but unfortunately, it went against her Nature as a Greek Goddess.



That was of course ignoring the Ancient Rules around such things.



But it seems the Cyclops somehow stumbled upon concepts from the country of Japan and their ideology.



Was his mother a Japanese Nymph? It would explain a lot if that were the case. It’s not as if Nymphs only live within Greek waters.



But all of that was besides the point.



Hecate was annoyed because she owed a debt to the Cyclops. Technically, she was teaching him, thus the acquirement of his ‘Talisman’ wasn’t something she should care about, but the value seemingly increased after testing.



As the Goddess of the Crossroad, she has a certain claim over deals made and a particular annoying need to make sure each deal is ‘fair’. More than often, that usually falls into her favor because she is Hecate, and not many can get one over on her.



But in this case, it’s simply a matter of evening the scales due to unforeseen consequences.



She had some newly established Witches in a coven she watches over create a few of these Talismans with her ‘help’. The results were, well, they were abysmal in comparison to a Magical Item or a true cast spell. But that wasn’t where they shined, no it was in their ease of use and production.



Using Magic for Demi-Gods was draining, both spiritually and physical as they existed in both the spiritual domain and the physical as being Half-Gods. The act of preparing the spell beforehand is nothing new, but in such an accessible and basic way….



It was already annoying giving as much support to her own children in the past without running afoul the ‘Laws’. Giving one of her children a basic book on Magic, maybe a Magical Item, that was pushing the extent of her allowed interference. Learning Magic wasn’t easy for many, even her children had to overcome many hurdles to become competent. But an easy and accessible means to reproduce spells and able to keep them stored for ready use in an emergency?



She could see how valuable that was.



She wanted to observe him for several day to make sure her initial assumptions about him proved correct. And since then, he simply continued to train and practice without pause. Even his sleep time was…miniscule, and that was taking into consideration his nature as a Monster.



It was captivating in a way, to watch someone so single mindedly dedicated.



It was hard to find a moment to appear amongst this. And she found herself not wanting to interfere as the sight was pleasant.



She always favored those who genuinely worked hard even if they were not as talent as their peers. If any of the Witches she taught were half as devoted as he was….she would not be without her own champion or blessed.



She was also rather curious as to the reason he was putting so much effort into his actions. That expression he made, the continuous stressing of his mind and body, that was not something one did without a goal.



Yet when she sought his deepest desires to test him…..



The thought nearly made her huff in annoyance and throw a random spell at the cyclops from behind the veil she obscured herself with.



Perhaps it was easy to verify that he had no hidden agenda or ulterior motives. Being able to observe him for so long, she had long taken his measure to that degree atleast. No, it was clear he was simply an idiot.



Finally have the days – weeks of his constant devotion to his training, he seemed to set his sword down, and no longer utilized his ‘farming’. Nor did he prepare himself a meal or seek the solace of Hypnos’s domain.



He went to the edge of the island into the sands that touched upon the waves and sat down, silently staring out at the sea.



She allowed her presence to be felt as she ‘appeared’ within his vicinity.



The Cyclops was startled, quickly going to his feet then down on his knees as he respectfully bowed to her.



The Goddess did find the gesture pleasing at the very least. Despite the…..oddities of his, he did show her the proper respect every time.



“This lowly Cyclops greets the Great Goddess of Magic.”



Hecate pursed her lips, the way he said it was sincere, but for some reason, it made her want to sigh in annoyance. “Have you memorized and understood the book I bestowed upon you?” She cut right to the chase.



“This lowly Cyclops did his best to understand the profound texts you bestowed, Great Goddess. However, I can only claim mediocrity infront of your wisdom.”



Hecate could feel like he wasn’t lying in that he had some measure of understanding even if he used his strange vernacular.



“Very well, keep studying. I will appear before you some time in the future and I will allow you to ask me questions about things you don’t understand.” The Goddess replied. At this point, she was becoming invested in him, nothing else if not for her interest in how he’s eventually going to make himself explode through his strange actions. “Your…Talisman. It held an unforeseen value, so I will grant you a boon. Ask of me a reward and I shall grant it.”



The Cyclops looked at her and Hecate’s nose scrunched, barely holding back a scowl.



“I suggest you choose something I won’t smite you for.” She quickly added realizing that he was visibly controlling himself.



The Cyclops noticeably blushed ever so slightly, and Hecate caught his gaze lower to her behind for the briefest of moments.



Oddly, she didn’t find it in herself to chide him after watching him for so many days. His earnestness perhaps moved her to some small degree that she favored him slightly despite being a monster.



She even felt like the threat to smite him was….without fang. No, she would simply try to answer the question previous if a son of Poseidon could be drowned if he dared to ask something of her that she deemed inappropriate.



“This lowly one has a request, but I dare not assume it is something I am allowed.” He finally spoke looking unsure.



Hecate knew he wasn’t talking about something that would earn him a drowning, so she was a tad more understanding. “I will not fault you for asking for something. If it’s too much or beyond my purview, I will simply tell you.”



He was intelligent enough to seek leeway when asking for a boon due to his own lack of experience.



There had been many Mortals that had received a God’s grace, receiving rewards in similar regard, and instead suffering punishment for their hubris and overreach.



“Please allow me to collect my thoughts for a moment Great Goddess so I can request this properly.” The Cyclops stood up, turning around, as if inspecting something invisible. After several moments his single eyes returned back to Hecate. “Great Goddess, would it be improper to request that you alter the flow of time around the island to make it move faster inside than outside?”



The Goddess Hecate was taken aback.



Out of all the things she expect, that was most certainly not one of them, nor something she had ever had someone ask her for.



“You wish for me to….alter the flow of time around the island to make it flow faster for you?” She repeated as if she needed to hear it said again.



“That is correct, Great Goddess.” The Cyclops bowed his head. “If that is unattainable, I apologize, I am but a young cyclops who doesn’t know much of the world and I do not know what is proper or not.”



“Your request is not….impossible.” Once more, Hecate was intrigued by this Monster. “If you want a permanent fixture, that would be….unattainable by you. If it’s a matter of a temporary one……it’s within the realm of possibility.”



“This young Cyclops is not very intelligent, Great Goddess. Please correct me if I’m wrong, I repeat this for my own understanding. It’s beyond the allowance I’m receiving to permanently remove my island from the normal flow of time. However, a temporary, perhaps suspended moment is permissible?”



“That is correct.” The Goddess nodded, pleased with his understanding. In fact, she decided to turn it into a lesson. “Tell me, you have read the book, do you know the most basic Magic Applications.”



“Does that involve Demi-Gods utilizing their Divine Domain, Lady Goddess?”



Hecate once more had a faint smile as he asked that question as it was a somewhat two sided answer. “Ignore Divine Domains, Little Monster.” As technically, any Demi-God would have a nearly perfect affinity for the Domain of their Godly Parent.



“Elemental Manipulation is the suggested beginner application of Magic, Lady Goddess.” The Cyclops answered.



Hecate nodded. “Do you know why?”



It wasn’t explicitly said in the book, she was curious to see his understanding.



The Cyclops seemed to ponder for several moments. “Because it aligns with the natural world.”



Hecate raised an eyebrow. “Is Life not a natural phenomenon? Why is resurrecting the Dead not treated the same.”



The Cyclops considered that, quickly answering again. “Because it’s backed by the collective unconscious of Humanity, the dominant species of the world. Gods are altered by the perception of Humanity, faith and belief. Humanity looks at Elemental phenomena as ‘natural’, thus they require less Magical understanding and power to facilitate. They are also perceivable, recognized as something mimicable through time and effort by non-magical means. I can make a fire with some sticks just as a Witch can throw a ball of fire. Therefore, to alter the ‘reality’ of the recognized world – as is the definition of Magic – it requires less effort.”



Hecate stood there, motionless as she heard every word he spoke.



She didn’t know what to say because he touched on much higher level concepts than anything he could have come into contact with. None of what he said was wrong, perhaps touching on a more philosophical explanation, but it was still exception to someone who was….only a few months old….



Of course, Ocean Song was oblivious to this, only happy with himself that he recalled random media from his previous life that he could say to make himself sound smarter.



“Time is a much harder concept to utilize, but not impossible.” The Goddess of Magic started. “It’s something that will earn the ire of many if used without caution. Altering time in a limited area for a short duration is….permissible, however there would be limitations.”



“Can you make it so that one day outside is 100 years inside?” The Cyclops asked.



Hecate furrowed her brow, considering his request. “Too much, lower it. Twenty years at a maximum.”



She studied the Cyclops to see his response, but he still seemed elated.



“Thank you, Great Goddess!” He bowed once more.



Hecate found herself smiling faintly this time. “This will only be a one time gesture. Even if you perform a service or render your aid to me that qualifies for a reward, I will not be doing something like this again.”



Time is something she doesn’t touch lightly, nor do most other Deities as they can quite easily run afoul things they very much don’t wish to draw the ire of.



Though, a small location that will have no adverse effects on the world and with a random monster only a few months old? Well, she didn’t perceive any significant backlash for doing such a thing.



“During this twenty year period, you will be alone. Your prayers will not go answered, nor will they be able to hear you.” Hecate gave him a small warning. “You will be cut off from the world until the time period is up. And in order to not to run afoul anyone else….you will be unable to leave until the time variable returns to normalcy.”



“I understand, Great Goddess. I never intended to leave my island until I was sufficiently prepared anyways.” The Cyclops answered.



Hecate was confused as to why he was going so far but opted not to ask. He seemed resolute in his desire and she was curious to see his growth after these twenty years and to see what he was planning.



It was rare for her to be….entertained in such a way.



Ocean Song was undaunted by her warnings.



He waited until he was alone again before throwing a fist up into the air.



It was time for his training arc!





Chapter 5

Ocean Song was tired.



In his past life, reading all those stories, they made it sound so easy.



‘Oh, I went into secluded cultivation for ten thousand years – yawn!’



It has barely been a year and he was already fraying at the edges. Atleast, he thought it was a year, it was hard to keep track of time…..something he probably should have thought about before.



Really, the only thing keeping him going was the steady pace at which his Cultivation progressed. He could have sworn that even the early level of Qi Condensation realm would have become much harder as he went further, but….well, while it took longer for him, he still considered it rather easy.



There was also something he hadn’t thought of that he felt lucky didn’t come back to bite him in the rear.



He never considered if the Qi in this time altered area would thin due to being cut off from the world.



Thankfully, Goddess Hecate had the foresight to prevent stagnation in his cultivation. He realized that she must have done something other than ‘merely’ freezing time in this spot as there were still winds blowing from across the sea.



He didn’t know what the mechanism behind this was, but he could only feel awe for the Goddess to know how meticulous her work was.



He was truly thankful.



Likewise, and in a strange contradiction to his own feeling, he somewhat enjoyed the solitary lifestyle while he cultivated in peace.



Perhaps it was some hold over from his previous life that seeped in that made him nostalgic and yearn for what he once had.



He could recall the stories where certain Monsters lived solitary lives on islands and vacant regions far away from civilization for centuries until a random hero of whatever story appeared.



The intoxicating feeling of his Cultivation base progressing was enough to satiate him though.



Just reaching this point, he could understand why those seniors in those stories were so willing to throw away everything for even the miniscule chance to progress their cultivation base.



The days passed by without any indication.



The passing of the Sun and Moon halted, a proverbial eternal sun hung overhead.



Sometimes, he would open his eyes, not even realizing that months had passed in what felt like an instant for him as he grew increasingly accustomed to this type of lifestyle.



However, he also knew that doing nothing but Cultivation would be an error.



A healthy mind requires other forms of satisfaction.



That was why, after slowly opening up his Eleventh Meridian after months – perhaps years of effort, he didn’t immediately start on his twelfth.



The elation was there, so was the impulse to ride this fortune and keep going, but instead, he sat on the beach, letting the Ocean’s cool and salty air brush against his face.



The eleventh level of Qi Condensation.



One more Meridian, and he would reach completion of the Qi Condensation Realm and begin assaulting the Foundation Establishment Realm.



However, he felt….lacking.



A strange feeling, instinctual, that he would fail to break through as he was now even if he progressed to the Twelfth layer without issues.



Like a square that needed to be rounded.



He was too rigid, lacking experience.



So he made a rash, albeit it firm decision.



He decided to no longer progress with his cultivation base and simply picked up his sword and began to swing it.



Hundreds, thousands, tens of thousands, Millions.



Months passed, years maybe, he lost track of time.



When his hands no longer had the strength to grip his blade, he finally took a small break, only to use the Ocean’s miraculous healing ability to regain his strength and continue.



With every motion of his sword, the water Qi in the area moved.



It was as if his blade fused with the Ocean itself, the waves rising and falling with each swing.



On one particular evening, Ocean Song held his sword up over his head with a single hand. He held it there for an uncountable number of hours, his body not moving even a centimeter from the position.



Months passed as he stayed in that same spot, in that same position, never faltering. His eyes closed as he became one with his sword and relished in the feeling of his sword being absorbed into the world.



Without warning, after a period of time passed, he swung his down swiftly.



A simple motion, but it carried no hesitation back by the millions of previous swings he had performed in his life.



From the spot he stood on the beach, to the edges of the time-stopped bubble, the ocean split down to the seabed.



Ocean Song saw the scene, simply smiling lightly.



It was as if divine inspiration was bestowed upon him.



Was this the legendary enlightenment? Ocean Song didn’t know, but his mind worked quickly and through his mental efforts, he theorized a series of sword skills.



Time continued to pass quickly.



Eight Years passed in the blink of an eye, and he approached the half-way point of his training period.



There was a strange melancholic feeling in Ocean Song’s heart.



One would think he would be thankful that his solitude was becoming more bearable, but gradually, he realized it was because he was starting to forget things from ‘before’.



There were times when he had strange thoughts.



‘Wouldn’t it be easier just to eat a few Demi-Gods and absorb their power?’







 



The thought scared him because he knew it originated from within him.



A Heart Demon?



He squashed those thoughts down as quickly as they came, but the frequency of them only seemed to increase as the years did.



A Monster.



He didn’t like being a Monster.



He continued to swing his sword, finding peace in the familiar feeling.



 



@***@



 



The Ten year mark passed as Ocean Song realized something, causing his sword cultivation to pause.



He had broken through the Twelfth layer of Qi Condensation without even realizing it.



His sword Cultivation naturally made use of Qi and required constant use, he didn’t even realize it had a beneficial effect on his Cultivation Base.



He reached Qi Condensation Realm Completion and began making preparations for Foundation Establishment.



Of course, he felt more confident now. The sword became a part of him, an extension of himself.



The Sword existed in his heart as his partner.



He began to mediate, but not Cultivate.



He didn’t want to rush his assault on the next realm, rather, he needed to consolidate his current Cultivation and plan an avenue for attack.



Previously, he came to some understandings and how to proceed.



Qi was like a gas, he took in the Spiritual Qi of the world – specifically the Water Qi that permeated the Ocean in such large quantities due to his connection as the Son of the Sea.



The next task would be to turn the Qi into a liquid.



All twelve of his Meridians opened, his Qi surged within them all vibrantly.



A discovery of his was that after opening all Twelve, there was a quantitative change far beyond simply only the twelfth Meridian of his. It was as if a river no longer had any blockages and the rapids surged without obstruction.



The him with all twelve Meridians open could fight five of him with only eleven open and still win handedly. That was how much of an increase of power he felt when advancing to this stage.



It was at that moment that he had realization.



All rivers lead to the ocean.



He simply needed to form an Ocean inside himself.



He closed his eyes, and focused on all his Meridian and how the Qi of his surged around. He took hold and began to rotated the Qi inside his body, slowly at first until he found the correct rhythm.



He now understood properly why all Twelve Meridians needed to be open beyond it simply being the way of things.



They all linked together in a sequence and directed the Body’s Qi. With the connection, the Qi in his body rotated faster and faster.



He didn’t expect to begin assaulting the next realm so quickly, but he couldn’t stop due to the momentum he discovered.



His Qi was like a whirlpool, rotating at increasing speeds until it began to change form, becoming heavier, denser.



A proverbial Center emerged, filling up with this denser Qi.



Was this the legendary Dantian?



It must be!



Sweat poured down his forehead as he felt himself straining, trying to continue the rotation speeds of his Qi to fully form this new ‘pool’ or rather this Ocean inside of him, coalescing in his Dantian.



He could feel himself reaching the limits as his Qi began to deplete at increasing speeds.



Like a proper Cultivator, he spat out a mouthful of blood and pushed forward.



The Hurricane-like tempest that occurred in his body began to settle down, going from a raging storm to something resembling a fierce wind.



Gradually, Ocean Song opened his eyes as a small Ocean appeared inside of him.



About a tenth of his full capacity when considering how much Qi he could hold, but he had a small Ocean of Qi inside undoubtedly.



He had officially entered the early stages of the Foundation Establishment Realm.



His Meridians still continued to churn with the same rotational speed, and every so slowly, like a trickle into a lake, it converted his Qi.



Ocean Soul only took a moment to understand what was happening and how to proceed from here.



He realized that to reach the ends of Foundation Establishment, he had to convert all of the Qi in his body into liquid and form his great Ocean.



The next realm was Core Formation, the naming there made it rather obvious he felt in what to do next.



Gas to Liquid, then into Solid.



Though, going at the rate, it was right now without his own dedicated cultivation, it would probably take well over a thousand years.



Of course, once he sat down and cultivated in earnest, that would be drastically reduced. He was just surprised that he even had a ‘passive’ cultivation in any form.



Was it because of his Bloodline?



Perhaps due to being the son of the sea, he had certain benefits when it came to converting is Qi into a more ‘liquid’ form.



Or something like that, he wasn’t really sure.



Maybe it was just due to the miniscule amount of Divine Blood in his veins?



Regardless, he felt happy for reaching such a milestone.



He felt strong.



Ten times stronger than when he’d been in the Qi Condensation Realm.



He closed his eyes and realized something too, taking a step forward, his feet left the ground and found that he could briefly take to the ‘sky’ so to speak.



It drained his new Qi awfully quickly, but he could sustain flight for a duration if he put effort into it.



For the first time since waking up in this world, he felt free and unfettered.



However, he didn’t let this divert his attention from his true goal. He was still bound by powers beyond his control.



He needed to consolidate his new Cultivation Base and digest all the new insights he acquired from reaching a new realm before doing anything else.



The work of a true cultivator is never done!



 



@***@



 



Many more years passed in the blink of an eye.



Atleast that is what he would say if someone asked him. Truthfully, they all had been excruciatingly slow. He could practically feel the minutes ticking away even if he tried not to think about it.



He came to the realization that even if Goddess Hecate didn’t forbid this method of training again, he would never do it willingly.



He was quickly reaching his wits end even with the progress in his cultivation.



There was no use lying to himself, he didn’t have the mentality to seclude himself for decades on in without side effects.



Maybe, and that’s a big maybe, he could do it again in the future if he prepared thoroughly beforehand.



Despite the passage of time becoming grating on the back of his mind, he didn’t actually know precisely how long he had been here.



There were points where he cultivated and he got lost in the sensation, losing himself and unsure of how much time passed.



The Cultivation of the Foundation Establishment Realm was more…..straightforward than Qi Condensation even if the difficultly increased proportionately to his strength increase.



For Qi Condensation, he had to find his Meridians, and gradually open them – or forcibly like he had done initially. It felt like each stage of Qi Condensation was a trial in of itself.



However, for Foundation Establishment, it was a straight, albeit very gradual, line of progression without any true barriers.



The closest he came to was when he felt he broke through to the Mid-level of the Foundation Establishment Realm and converted half of the Qi in his body to the liquid state, and his Ocean inside his Dantian increased substantially.



At this point, he understood the difficulties the realm posed, however.



The less of the gaseous QI he had, the harder it was to overall convert into the liquid state. Like a hurricane that gradually became smaller, it was harder to maintain the rapid rotation of his Cultivation Base to properly convert it.



He didn’t merely cultivate during this period.



Of course he made sure to keep up with his Sword Skills, and to make sure they continued to stay on par with his Cultivation Base.



After reaching Foundation Establishment Realm, his Sword skills seemed to become even more profound as he was able to reach deeper into the world to form them and give meaning to each movement of his blade.



His Sword Cultivation seemed to continue influencing his normal Cultivation as well. It felt as if he was able to absorb the Qi of Heaven and Earth at a steady speed from continuing his sword training as his cultivation Base rotated non-stop, slowly pushing forward towards the next realm.



The flow of time never stopped, and neither did Ocean Song.



Perhaps it was inevitable.



Ocean Song could only sigh at his own Genius as he let out panted breaths, sweat dripping down his brow as the last bit of Qi in his body was converted and he could be finally considered to having reached the Peak of Foundation Establishment Realm.



His power had increased many fold after his Qi became completely liquid-like and the Ocean inside of his Dantian surged with immense power.



He wasn’t actually sure how strong he was compared to the things that existed outside. Admittedly a part of him was cautious to find out, but equally, a part of him wanted to test himself on the other Monsters of the world.



He noticed the smidge of arrogance in his thoughts and let it dissipate naturally. He was no longer that young Cyclops barely a few months old. Now, he was almost an adult Cyclops that is…..technically a few months old still…..



The realization made him sit down.



Did the time he spend in here count towards his ‘age’?



It was a profound question that he spent many days meditating on.



He came to a single conclusion that he would simply avoid the question altogether. He felt like it would be harder to get his Father to accept his ‘requests’ if he were an ‘adult’.



Truly, he became wiser with age.



He must cling to the thigh of his Father as much as possible if the situation called for it, as a proper Cultivator would.



He practiced many times in his isolation.



‘Do you know who my Father is!?’



It was practically second nature to him at this point.



It was a path he contemplated during his isolated training and cultivation. The Dao of the Young Master was not one to be tread lightly.



He even had great Ancestors in seclusion!



He thinks that his Grandmother secluded herself somewhere since he never recalled her being mentioned in any stories.



Thinking about all of that….it just made his heart twinge in pain, the remembrance that he was rather lonely here.



He began to cultivate again to take his mind off it.



 



@***@



 



Maybe it was instinct, but Ocean Song felt like he was approaching the end of his secluding training.



His hair had long ground out, and he even had a bit of a beard ever since he reached what he thought was his twentieth year of life.



All these years since reaching the end of Foundation Establishment Realm, he had yet to take the next leap forward.



He worked tirelessly to continue perfecting his foundation. The Ocean within his Dantian continued to grow, continued to accumulate power until it reached a point where it couldn’t be expanded any longer.



He felt it, he was only a hairs breath away from the next stage and he couldn’t hold it back for much longer.



Core Formation, it was…..it was what truly separated Mortals and Immortals in a sense.



Qi Condensation and Foundation Establishment, if a human cultivated these paths, they would still be considered a ‘Mortal’ in the eyes of powerful entities. It was only when they had a Golden Core would they have taken the step beyond the limits of mortality and stepped onto the path towards the Heavens.



To break free from Fate and Destiny, to blaze one’s own path for good or ill.



The next step……he started to condense his Ocean.



He pulled at the fringes, pulling it on, condensing it, molding it into shape. It felt….oddly easy as everything seemed to align to his expectations.



Condense!



He put more effort into it, more speed as the Ocean became smaller, but no less dense.



Slowly, gradually, it took shape forming a core.



He was about to smile in satisfaction, feeling his heart accelerate as he nearly succeeded. But before he could celebrate the ‘core’ he created abruptly shattered, the Ocean spilling back out into his Dantian and he fell over, throwing up mouthful after mouthful of blood.



He heaved, sweating profusely, the blood didn’t stop spilling from his lips and he barely managed to throw himself into the Ocean, letting the bloodline of his begin healing him.



The pain finally subsided after what felt like hours, his body feeling weak, but otherwise he returned to normalcy.



Realization dawned on him; he failed in his advancement.



He nearly died because of the rebound of failing to condense his Golden Core and reverting back to an ‘Ocean’.



If it weren’t for the healing properties he inherited from his bloodline, he would have surely died here.



Where did he go wrong? What did he miss?



He thought everything was perfect….?



It was the first time he felt a true setback in his Cultivation, and he didn’t know what to do.



It was as if his Core was missing something to solidify it. Like he forced it into shape, but it couldn’t hold and unraveled by itself.



What was he missing?



The answer stumped him and he took up his normal spot on the beach, letting the soothing salty air of the ocean hit his face while he contemplated it.



The tides always helped assuage his worries, letting him enter a peaceful state. It was always rather hypnotizing to the Cyclops, watching the waves push and pull, never stopping.



Ocean Song reached out, picking up a handful of watery sand, letting it fall between his fingers.



“I’m a monster…” The words left his lips as he had a sudden jolt of enlightenment.



Monsters died physically, their essence going to Tartarus and reforming.



He tried to form a Core while ignoring his bloodline.



Not just his Monster self either, he had Divine Blood.



He wasn’t technically a ‘Demi-God’ as recognized by the world, but his Father was a God, making him a half-God just like his half-human siblings.



Of course his Core would disperse if his bloodline was ignored, it was so obvious in hindsight!



He closed his eyes and look inward, ignoring his Qi, ignoring his Dantian, and instead he found what made him…him.



His essence.



The source of his ‘Immortality’, his physical body merely a ‘container’.



The source of his healing capabilities and his connection with the Ocean.



He felt silly for forgetting something so important.



Ocean Song smiled and began to Cultivate once more.



He pulled on his Essence, and the world around him sang.



@***@



 



Far away, in the depths of the Ocean Poseidon perked up because he noticed something peculiar. A sudden surge of power, the feeling of his youngest son became significantly more predominant even at this distance.



His gaze turned to the island, and he felt something around it seemingly shatter, a complex array of spells that covered the island beyond his notice fell apart and the ocean became turbulent.



From the Underworld, someone else took notice.



Goddess Hecate was busy in her private space, doing an experiment that came to an abrupt halt as she looked to the side, as if peering across space and time.



She noticed it immediately; her spell was broken.



It was nearly time for it to end on its own without her input, but on the last vestiges of its existence, it was shattered.



In another part of the world, three crones huddled around a series of strings. To normal people, it looked like three elderly women knitting together the threads of some article clothing or another. But with each snip of their scissors, the fates and destiny of many were decided.



At the same time, all three of them froze and their eyes locked onto the same thread.



Silently, as all of them frowned in unison, one reached forward with a pair of scissors, intent on snipping it, only for a golden hue to prevent the thread from being severed.



Simultaneously, the three stood up with scowls, nostrils flaring, and they abruptly disappeared.



 



@***@



 



Ocean Song was oblivious to those who took notice and focused only on his Cultivation.



He pulled on his Essence, fusing it with his Ocean and he felt things slot into place, but something still felt off.



His essence intertwined with his Ocean and he began to solidify it again into his Golden Core.



Though, his instinct told him that something was still wrong.



“Yin and Yang, God and Monster…..” He muttered, eyes closed. “They are both of me, but they represent different parts of me. Should I just focus on my Divine Aspects and squash the Monster Parts?”



Abruptly, he noticed something, his physical body began to break down, slowly turning to dust.



His essence was becoming detached from his ‘physical form’ and it was as if he was dying. He felt the pull of Tartarus, the commanding chain trying to yank him to the Primordial Hell.



With a cold snort, Ocean Soul shattered those initial chains, but they reformed immediately, refusing to let him go.



He knew that he had to complete his breakthrough otherwise he would be paying a visit to literal hell.



His essence mixed with his Ocean, forming a Core, a single thought and he could solidify it properly, but he hesitated.



Within his mind, it felt like time came to a halt, and he heard the untellable roars of a beast. He seemed to be somewhere else, in a space that wasn’t the world, and looking back at him was a monster.



A large creature with a single eye, sharp teeth and utterly hideous and deformed.



“I see…..are you my Heart Demon?” Ocean Soul muttered, staring at the representation of his own dislike of himself.



It didn’t take a genius to know that he didn’t like himself very much based on his looks. However, he didn’t think it was enough to manifest an actual Heart Demon.



Another instant, and it disappeared, rather he looked down at his hands and they were now overly deformed, more like claws, and he gazed at a pool of water as his face reflected that of the monstrous creature from a moment before.



Ocean Song scoffed and swung his hand at the water. “Is this supposed to drown my heart? I know I’m ugly, I know I’m a Monster, so what? I choose who I am, and not even the Heavens can stand in my way!” He held his hand out and he felt his sword appear in this mental landscape and he swung it upwards, shattering the false mental world around him.



It would be easy to say he conquered his inner demon, but it all came about due to his own perceptions of himself.



“I’m a Monster, but that doesn’t mean I have to be a Monster.” Slowly, the corners of his lips curled up. “I am who I choose to be.”



Maybe, it wasn’t even a Heart Demon, but a self-realization that he shouldn’t ignore his monster half?



He would not do so.



“Sever!” He roared, and his nascent Golden Core split.



On one side was his Divine heritage, on the other, it was his Monster parts.



Two Cores.



He didn’t know if this was the proper path, but it felt….it felt correct.



His Divine Blood would form his Golden Core!



Even as his body disintegrated, he continued, a Golden hue glowing brightly as it was born into the world.



Normally, one remakes their body during Nascent Soul Realm, but he supposed he could be a step ahead of the curve and remake himself during the Core Formation realm!



His Second Core was welcomed into the world.



The Chains that tried to bound him continuously, the urging of his return to Tartarus, they were shattered and this time, they didn’t return.



Ocean Song shouted within his mind, ‘My Fate is in my hands!’



His Monster Core roared to life and his body began to reform.



Long black hair cascaded down his back. His features became soft, but with a hint of sharpness to them. His clenched his fist, his muscles tensing as he got used to his new size and shape.



Two eyes opened, greeting the world.



Then, a third one opened above the other two on his forehead, the power of his Monster blood condensed into it. His Monster Core, taking the form of an Eye was perhaps inevitable in hindsight.



Ocean Song looked up, a storm brewed above, a side effect of his power running rampant during his breakthrough.



He reached for his sword, and gently swung it upwards.



With a shockwave, the storm dispersed, and the sun shined down from the sky, the seas calming.



Ocean Song smiled as he gazed out to the horizon.



“My name is Ocean Song, and I am a Golden Core realm Cultivator.”



And it was finally time for him to leave this island.
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Chapter 6

It was hard to describe the feeling that Ocean Song was experiencing right now.



He had to take a few hours to consolidate his Cultivation Base and digest his new state even though his first instinct was to immediately make a boat and sail away.



He felt powerful.



It was difficult to put into words just how much stronger he was compared to his Foundation Establishment self.



He also discovered a few interesting new things about himself as well.



When he split his Divine and Monster Nature, they solidified themselves in opposites as well, creating an equilibrium.



His Divine blood integrated with his Cultivation Base, becoming his Golden Core.



His Monstrous Bloodline became his third eye, his Monster Core, and integrated with his physical body.



When his Third Eye opened, he gained what he now called Monstrous Strength.



The power of his physical body soured several levels. However, that was not without drawbacks either. He felt his monstrous side become more predominant, that very faint whispering beforehand was more like shouting when he pulled on his Monster side. He feared that he may lose himself to his monstrous instincts if he used it for too long.



There were other benefits to his Monster Core as well, as it having solidified into his Third Eye. With it open, he could peer through falsehoods, illusions would be nothing to him, and he had a faint idea that he couldn’t be charmed or mentally controlled very easily.



Regardless, it was not something he would use often.



Thus, he kept his Evil Eye sealed away from the world, less a calamity befalls it.



He now could now tell his enemies that they forced him to open his Evil Eye upon the world when fighting.



Truly, he was well versed in how to be a Cultivator.



It was important to practice these sorts of things beforehand as it would be rather embarrassing if he messed up his lines in the middle of a fight.



Ocean Song looked up at the sky, particularly at the Sun God pulling the Sun on his flaming chariot.



He could see it so clearly now, making out every detail.



Was this the legendary Divine Sense?



Yes, he could even see the Sun God wearing a pair of sunglasses, one foot up on the edge of his chariot, while he aggressively ripped on what Ocean Song presumed was a Godly Guitar if it could withstand such actions.



Oddly, it seemed as if the Sun God noticed his gaze, his actions pausing as his sunglasses tilting down and the fiery gaze seemingly point back in Ocean Song’s direction.



Ocean Song, startled initially, regained his composure rather quickly, hands behind his back as he did his best to project elegance and refinement.



The Sun God blinked, seemingly smiled, and shot him a thumbs up before turning back to his own matters.



“Ah….” Ocean Song let out a soft hum. “I forgot I haven’t been wearing clothes for years now.”



His other sword swayed between his legs clearly in view.



Ocean Song felt fortunate that it wasn’t the Moon in the sky at this particular moment, less an arrow flew between his legs.



He made a note to be careful for now on, he didn’t realize his gaze was so predominant that a God such as him would notice it from that distance.



Truly, being a powerful and handsome cultivator was hard.



The light of the sun began to fade as a familiar darkness seemed to creep up around the island, something Ocean Song recognized but hadn’t seen in over twenty years.



The Goddess Hecate appeared in all her glory, not a few feet away from the Cyclops.



She opened her mouth, looked at him, and stilled completely.



“What did you do to yourself!?” She paused. “Again!?!”



“Greetings, Goddess Hecate!” He clasped my hands and bowed, this time, remaining on his feet as he was  different than he was in the past.



He was now a refined and competent Cultivator, a prestigious Golden Core Realm Elder. His status was elevated far beyond the normal –



“And why are you naked?” She scowled.



Oh right, he still had no clothes.



The Goddess’s eyes did linger for a second longer than they probably should have, however.



“I forgot.” The Cyclops admitted with a bit of embarrassment.



An awkward silence ensued as he stood there, still completely naked.



“….why are you not putting any on?” Her deadpanned.



“I have no clothes.” He once more said with full honesty. “I’ve never left this island.” He added.



The Goddess resisted the urge to face palm, she opted to snap her fingers, a basic toga wrapping around the strange creature before her.



“Now, Explain.” She demanded.



“I broke through to the Core Formation Realm!” He said proudly as if that explained anything to the Goddess.



Oddly, she had that sensation appear again, the one where she really wanted to push his head under water and see what happened.



“And what does that mean?” She let out a breath, calming herself.



“This lowly Cyclops formed his Golden Core, took his fate into his own hands and ascended the Heavens in a single step!”



The Goddess brought her hand up to her face and rubbed the bridge of her nose. “Explain it from the beginning, step by step.”



“I don’t understand.” Ocean Song tilted his head.



“Explain the step by step process by how you became….this!” She pointed at him, the creature who very clearly was no longer a Cyclops.



In fact, he had three eyes!



And she knew for a fact he wasn’t simply using the Mist to hide his form, she was the mist, she could tell!



He completely and utterly changed!



There were things about him that even she didn’t understand at first glance and for one of the first times in a very long time, she was utterly confused.



How did this idiotic cyclops manage to pull this off!?



“After opening all 12 of my Meridians—”



The stupid thing where he nearly exploded himself by taking in Magic by mimicking the existence of a God.



“I then broke through the Foundation Establishment Realm. I rotated my cultivation base until the Qi flowed through my body like a typhoon, changing shape to form an Ocean in my Dantian.”



She understood…..some of those words. The important bits, atleast. He….changed the nature of the Magic inside of him?



Magic through the world was…ethereal in a sense, something you couldn’t quite grasp, like smoke. The mist was a more…solidified? A more visual indication that one could point to.



Did he change the Magic he subsumed into a more concentrated form? That would make sense and not something wholly impossible. In fact, there are examples of that coming about naturally.



The whole ‘Fountain of Youth’ that ran rampant in the circles of mortals centuries ago was actually just a concentrated pool of Magic that gathered over the millennia that a mortal could simply return to their prime through drinking as a side effect.



But to forcibly convert it inside himself.



“How are you not dead?” She felt like she asked him this question before.



Of course, Ocean Song gave a perfect and well thought out answer.



“Iunno.” He shrugged.



What did she expect from this buffoon?



“Continue.” She urged him on, less she do something she regret in her annoyance.



“Once I converted all of my Qi – “



Converted all of his internal Magic? That was even more ridiculous, no wonder his outer shape changed so drastically he…..Hecate was at a loss for words.



It was like a cat deciding they wanted to be a horse and somehow it happened.



This makes absolutely no sense and shouldn’t be possible, yet the evidence is right before her.



“I realized the next stage was to solidify my Qi into a Core. Thus I formed my Golden core, but since I’m half-God Half-Monster, I split it and formed a Golden Core from my Divine Parts and a Monster Core from my monster parts.” He pointed at the third eye on his forehead.



That makes even less sense than the nonsense he spouted right before.



A core?



That…..she realized something and uncontrollably, her eyes widened, because there was one thing that flashed in her mind when considering what a ‘Core’ formed from Magic was.



In the world of Gods, they called that a Domain.



He….Hecate was having trouble finding the words. This Cyclops somehow, forced himself to begin apotheosis and somehow created a Domain that….lacked any Domain qualities?



She was baffled.



He most certainly wasn’t’ a God, she could tell that much, but likewise, he wasn’t a normal ‘Mortal’ any longer.



Despite Monsters resurrecting in Tartarus and essentially being undying, Gods still thought of them as ‘Mortal Creatures’.



“….and how did you end up looking like…this?” She begrudgingly admitted that he looked….sort of decently handsome.



“I kind of….almost, probably killed myself and my body started to turn to dust, so I remade it during my breakthrough.” He coughed awkwardly.



That…actually made some small smidgen of sense to the Goddess. If taking a step through Apotheosis while his Monstrous body was breaking down, his essence would reform it without needing to go to Tartarus.



Though for everything else, she resisted the urge to throw her hands up in annoyance at the impossibility of it.



“Did this lowly Cyclops answer your question to satisfaction, Goddess Hecate?”



She twitched slightly.



If she didn’t know at this point that he was an idiot, and thus he wasn’t being a sarcastic little shit, she would have taken his comment differently.



“Do you still call yourself a Cyclops?” She snorted, deciding to not think about his ridiculousness at the moment until she gets back to her home and can rage about it in private.



“Of course, no matter how many eyes I have, I will always be a Cyclops.” He said proudly.



“The literal meaning of the name indicates one eye.” She said dryly.



“….oh.” He seemed to forget that, going deep in thoughts about the nature of being a Cyclops now that he had three eyes. “Is it racist if someone calls me out on being a Cyclops even though I have three eyes?” He asked the Goddess.



The Goddess twitched slightly again, and Ocean Song found himself hovering a few feet up in the air, and with a flick of the Goddess’s hand, he went skipping across the water, a few hundred yards out into the ocean.



The Goddess wouldn’t admit it out loud, but that was very therapeutic.



She left before he floated back to the Island. She feared what she would do if he spouted even more nonsense before she made heads or tails of what words he spoke randomly.



The Goddess would figure out what he was doing, one way or another.



Ocean Song swam back to the Island, a little bit disappointed that the Goddess disappeared.



She was certainly as beautiful as he remembered after his twenty years of isolation.



It seems he will need to up his proverbial game.



Just being handsome wasn’t enough.



Since she was a ‘Dark Goddess’, then he would have to become the Jade Beauty.



The first step was proper clothing that accentuated his newfound handsomeness.



Thus, he did the only thing he knew. “Daaaaaaaaad!”



Strangely, there was no answer, he took that was a sign that his Father wasn’t in the mood.



He would have to do things by his own hand then.



There was only one thing left to do.



He went inwards of the island and started cutting down trees, stacking them up neatly and tying them together with the rope he kept from his Father. The prodigious strength of his making his efforts bear fruit much easier than he anticipated when he thought about it all those years ago.



Within the hour, he had a raft that could easily float on the waves, and he hopped onto it without a second thought, grasping the conch his Senior Brother gave to him in their first meeting, and he blew it, summoning a current that swept his vessel up and took him away.



He looked back at his Island one last time as it slowly disappeared upon the horizon and bowed to it.



It was the start of the next page in his life.



Cultivator Ocean Song was going to America!
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He could have flown, but He felt like it wouldn’t be appropriate considering that his Senior Brother went through the effort of gifting him this treasure.



And the few Hours of riding the waves wouldn’t kill him, if anything, it was relaxing.



He knew he was close when he passed a large Cargo ship.



Thankfully, he had a bit of magical know-how due to the efforts of Goddess Hecate, and he concealed himself with the Mist, so he didn’t raise any concerns from any humans that saw him.



He saluted the Statue of Liberty as he floated into the bay of New York.



With a smidgen of control, he forced his raft to make landfall, officially arriving in the human world.



He took a deep breath, smelling the air of freedom!



He proceeded to nearly choke and throw up from the smog and other impurities in the air, having been much more accustomed to the pure Qi of his Island.



But it didn’t matter, he was happy to finally be here, among civilization.



With Sword in hand, he had a mission.



One thing he promised himself he would do after leaving his Island, something that kept him going even during his years of solitude.



His feet carried him through somewhat familiar streets of New York, like a faint memory in the back of his mind, until he caught a waft that made his senses tingle.



There was a Demi-God nearby!



His Monster instincts tickled at him, but completely overshadowing that, he smelled something much better, smiling as he walked into a Pizza parlor.



There was a line!



A dreaded line, the anticipation killed him, he had the urge to use the mist to clear out the place so he could claim his prize faster, but he was a proper and elderly Cultivator now, he needed to have propriety and respect for the nature of the mortal world.



The agonizing eternity lasted for roughly two minutes before he got to the front of the line.



“Whad’ya want?” The thick New York Accent was one he vaguely recognized.



“Can I get…” Ocean Song pondered the question as he realized his folly, he didn’t know what he wanted, because it sounded all good. This was, so far, the most difficult dilemma of his Cultivation career. “Eh, I’ll get a whole pie with everything, please.”



“$12.50.”  The Human at the counter replied.



Ocean Song then came to a sudden realization.



He had no money.



His years of Cultivation didn’t prepare him for this situation!



Ocean Song blinked when someone nudged him, slapping money on the counter and he recognized the person, but never expected to see them in person like this.



“Why don’t we grab a table, son.” Poseidon, God of the Seas was there with him.
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Ocean Song, despite being in a restraint, diligently set up a small alter, lighting a small fire and offered a slice of pizza to his revered father.



“Son….I’m right here.” Poseidon Deadpanned as the sacrificed offering fell down onto his plate, by his own hand.



“I didn’t want to be rude.”



Poseidon let out a small sigh, accepting it for the value it was meant. “How do you like your sword?”



“It’s very good.” Ocean Song nodded.



Poseidon noticed it was tied up and despite wanting to know why, he forced himself to not ask, fearing the question would make him want to give his son another spanking. “Where’s your Trident?”



“…..I forgot it back on the Island.”



Poseidon’s eye twitched slightly. He held out his hand, and the Trident in question appeared and he leaned it against the table silently.



“Are you allowed to be here with me, Father? I thought you weren’t allowed to visit your children?” Ocean Song asked.



“I’m not, I’m simply visiting a random mortal restaurant and happened to see you here.” he said casually, biting into his pizza. “Besides, my brother only really cares about that rule when it comes to Demi-Gods.”



“Not that I’m unhappy to mee you in person, Father, but…may I ask what spurned your sudden visitation?”



Poseidon put down his food, looking at Ocean Song. “Son, are you really questioning me on why I’m here after you somehow turned into…this.” He gestured to his son.



“Handsome?”



Poseidon let out a sigh. “What did you do to yourself, son?”



“I wanted to change, so I did.”



Poseidon, however, didn’t have the same depth of vision that Hecate did in this circumstance. He only saw the surface level changes, and the subtle power that Ocean Song emitted.



His thoughts on the matter were much less probing and deep in comparison. He simply believed his youngest son to inherit a smidgen more of his Divine Blood over his Monster Side and thus could change his shape accordingly. It wouldn’t be the first time one of his monster Children inherited an aspect of his Godly might, even if that’s usually in other aspects.



“I’m aware you contacted the Goddess of Magic.”



“I asked for a boon, and she set up an area that was cut off from the world. I was there for twenty years while a day passed on the outside.” Ocean Song explained.



His words answered quite a few questions that Poseidon had about his youngest son, and the abrupt changes that occurred.



Ocean Song realized this was a good opportunity to ask him Father as well. “Father….hypothetically speaking, if someone wanted to court the Goddess of Magic….would you have any advice?”



Poseidon found himself blinking in surprise.



“Son, the Goddess of Magic….you should tread carefully around her. She is a three faced goddess of the Underworld. She deals not only with the dead, but offers deals to those desperate enough to take them. And she never loses out on a deal she makes. She will wring out everything from you that she desires. Her nature is that of Dark and Mystery. As the Goddess of Magic, she represents her Domain fully, as Magic can harm you just as it can benefit you from a single mistake. If you ever find yourself in her debt, you will never escape her grasp. She can be just as cold and ruthless as the underworld she inhabits.”



“Father –”



Poseidon sighed, knowing he had to squash his son’s first crush so thoroughly, but it was for his own benefit. “I’m sorry son, I know it’s not what you wanted to hear. But you’re young, I’m sure you can find a nice woman that’s right for you. I know a few Nymphs that would be happy to meet you.”



“No, I was going to say that you’re just making her more appealing.” Ocean Song said rather pointedly.



Poseidon looked at his son, opening his mouth to respond, but found the right words nowhere to be found. “….Well, good luck son.”



“Thank you, Father!” Ocean Song smiled brightly.



Poseidon reaffirmed that this was perhaps his strangest son. But oddly, he found himself smiling after seeing his son smile.



“Father, can you have some clothes made for me.”



“No.” Poseidon answered without even thinking, mostly out of habit whenever this son of his asks for something. He contemplated what his Son asked and provided a better response. “Son, I already provided a substantial amount of help, an amount of intervention that straddles the line of what is ‘allowed’. If you ask for something in the future, you’re going to have to offer something as a price.”



“What do you mean?” Ocean Song asked.



“Perform deeds, give offerings in my name.” Poseidon gave him a vague answer.



Truthfully, Poseidon would use any excuse to dote on his children. But he did need an excuse to do so.



Poseidon’s expression shifted, his eyebrow twitching slightly as another slice of pizza was ‘offered’ to him and fell onto his plate through the sacrificial methods. He looked at his son, giving the driest expression he could muster, a feat considering he was the God of the Sea.



Though, he accepted it because he truly did like the food here. In actuality, this was one of his favorite pizza places in New York and comes here somewhat often when he’s around.



Like Father like Son, it seemed.



“If you prove yourself, I’ll give you some assignments for which you can ask for rewards.” Poseidon finally relented.



That should alteast keep his most troublesome son out of trouble.



Hopefully.



“Thank you, Father.”



Poseidon smiled towards his son again. “You should be careful though, son. Things have been stirring recently…my Brother…..we’re in a conflict right now and he wouldn’t hesitate to strike at you to get to me.”



“A conflict? Is there anything I can do to help?”



Poseidon was about to immediately deny him, but rather, he had a strange thought. “You will probably run into the other Monsters living in the city. My brother’s Lightning Bolt was stolen, his symbol of Power. He believes it to be my fault, but I had nothing to do with it. If you hear anything…well, I would reward you for the information.”



“I’ll keep my ears open, Father.”



“Good son.” Poseidon didn’t expect anything, but his earnestness was enough for the Sea God as a Father.



Ocean Song on the other hand….well, he did know some things, but it was rather hard to provide an answer as to how and why he knew them.



He had his own plans on what to do.



“I will be heading out, son.” Poseidon spoke, setting a large and neat stack of mortal currency on the table along with some ancient Greek looking coins. “I’m leaving these here, if something happens to them, well, I’m simply being forgetful of where I left them.”



Ocean Song could read between the lines.



“Father….can I….ask for something nonmaterial?”



Poseidon frowned. “Son, I already told you.” He said a bit more sternly this time. While he was gentle with his children, the Sea personified can also be rough and temperamental.



“No, um….can I have a hug?” He whispered.



Poseidon’s smidge of a rising temper immediately dissipated. Ocean Song barely blinked before he was wrapped up in a hug by his father, the moment lasting a few breaths before the God vanished from the vicinity.
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Ocean Song finished his meal, very satisfied.



He also got to meet his father – briefly, but still.



It was a little awkward in person, but he was still grateful that it happened.



However, he considered his Father’s words, he needed to make offerings and perform feats. Well, he also had his own plans in mind, and he could do both!



It wasn’t just Demi-Gods that Monsters could smell. Monsters could smell other monsters even if it was different…more mute. Actually, he believed it to be the stains of Tartarus left on them after they reformed.



His Divine Sense could pick up the similar ‘taste’ overlapped in one place. A gathering of many monsters all together, it would be perfect.



Though, he was a little cautious. His Father slipped through his Divine Sense – perhaps he was just untrained on it. Something he would have to figure out moving forward as it only appeared after he broke through into Core Formation.



The ‘smell’ led him to a bar of all places.



He didn’t care so much as he pushed the door open.



Many eyes turned to him, evaluating him, but otherwise being uncaring.



Dozens of monsters sat in the bar. He could peer past the mist to see their true forms. And many of them, well, it was ‘regular’ drinks they were consuming, nor ‘regular’ food.



Contrary to what he believed beforehand; Monster didn’t only consume Demi-Gods.



Mortals were apparently an important part of their diet.



Some Dog-headed monsters were loudly and messily chewing on the remains of a child. There was a snake-like woman – not the famous one, slurping a concoction that most assuredly contained real blood based on the color and smell. And there was another Cyclops here! Though, this one didn’t seem to be of my own blood as they come in many different varieties. But he was munching on the bones of a person if the human-like skull on the table was any indication.



There were of course more monsters present, all about the same, they all reeked of blood that they’ve taken over the years along with the distinct smell of Tartarus.



Ocean Song moved towards the bar, sitting on one of the stools, putting his sword on the countertop.



“What do you want?” There was a silent hiss from the bartender, a woman, but through the mists, he could see that she was a Harpy.



“Give me your special.” Ocean Song waived flippantly, setting one of his Greek Coins a Drachma, onto the counter that he received from his father.



She took it and turned to make his drink.



She unceremoniously set it on the counter infront of him, looking at him strangely.



Ocean Song looked at the glass, He could taste the essence of a Demi-God from it, diluted as it was.



“I don’t recognize you; what monster are you?” The Harpy asked.



Ocean Song looked at his glass, a slight frown forming on his face. “I just arrived in town. This should be one of the popular gathering places for the local monsters, right? Well, I would like to make an announcement if that’s alright with you.”



The Harpy narrowed her eyes. “What’re you talkin about?”



“There are going to be a few new rules for operating in this city.” As he spoke the words rather casually, the room went silently, as all the monsters inside looked directly at him with varying expressions. “No more hunting Demi-Gods. No more preying on innocent Humans.”



A moment of silence ensued before the room erupted in laughter.



Ocean Song smiled good-naturedly, giving a chuckle himself before grabbing his sword and swiping it horizontally across the room.



Silence once more returned, all except a few dozen ‘thumps’ as heads hit the ground and started rolling before turning to dust.



He set the sword back up on the counter, never once being unsheathed and looked back at the Harpy.



“Would you like me to repeat the rules?”
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Chapter 7

Ocean Song was in a good mood.



Despite an almost instinctual disgust towards the environmental impact that society had in the area, he loved it here.



He made a mental note to find a good spot to set down some proverbial roots and perhaps cleanse the area so his Cultivation wouldn’t be impeded.



On that note, he didn’t quite know how to progress on his Cultivation, he would need to meditate on it and devise his next course of action.



Regardless, he found a nice and secluded spot away from prying eyes and the hustle and bustle of the mortal city.



He carefully constructed several altars. One to his Father, one to his Senior Brother One to the Goddess Hecate and lastly, he made to the Great Mother of the Ocean – His technical Stepmother, but he was careful not to call her that unless it was earned.



He figured it was probably a good idea to get into the good graces of his Father’s wife if he was going to be making a name for himself.



He knew that his Father’s Wife was nowhere near as malicious as his Uncle’s wife, but it was still best to err on the side of caution.



After his little reveal previously, and making a statement, he was left with quite a few trophies from the Monsters he killed.



Oddly, sometimes, a monster will leave behind a ‘trophy’ on their death. A famous example would be the Nemean Lion leaving behind its impenetrable pelt.



….a monster Gacha.



Ocean Song didn’t know the rhyme or reason behind this, but he figured it was just a quirk of the Heavenly Dao to encourage the continued status quo of Heroes slaying Monsters.



Regardless, he had a bit of a hoard now that he didn’t know what to do other than sacrifice them for maybe some future boons or to build towards them.



“Senior Brother, this lowly Cyclops has killed his first Monster. If you would be willing, I would like to bestow you this trophy in your honor.” He made sure to butter up his Senior Brother while simultaneously offering a sacrifice.



He tossed some kind of big spike from a lizard-like monster that was in the bar. The flames ate it up, indicating that the sacrifice was accepted.



It wasn’t just a matter of ‘giving’ something to a deity. When sacrificing a ‘trophy’ in such a way, it was an act of worship, but far beyond simply praying and acknowledging a god.



Monsters had weight behind their existences, and while it was a drop in an ocean in comparison to a god, they happily accepted those drops of water from such actions. It was these continued drops of water over the years that solidified their existence.



Ocean Song could vaguely feel a nod of satisfaction from his Senior Brother, even if the Elder Brother didn’t respond.



Next, his Father was more…casual. Of course he would show the proper grandiose if others were around, but when it was just him, he didn’t need to be so grand in his offers.



Ocean Song dropped a few odds and ends onto his Father’s fire, sacrificing them to the Sea God.



For a moment, he grabbed his Father’s attention, and he felt….a small bit of pride.



It made Ocean Song smile.



Thirdly, well that was the Goddess of Magic.



“Great Goddess of Magic, please hear my prayer. I have slayed my first Monsters, I offer these trophies to you, please accept them.” He prayed towards the Altar he constructed to the Goddess Hecate.



Deep in the Underworld, Hecate blinked in surprise.



Having trophy’s offered to her was a rare enough occurrence that even if it wasn’t the stupid Cyclops doing it, she would have looked over.



Not many pray to her, rarely when they need assistance in some way that it involved the Mist. Or usually when it involved her children. However, her children weren’t….they weren’t Monster slayers.



Her children took after her, the uncommon occurrence they popped up. They were generally content to stay inside, performing experiments and exploring Magic.



Rather than let the fires consume the trophy she was offered, and taking in the Worship and wisp of existence behind them, she let the physical objects fall to the table she was standing at.



“Talons of the Caucasian Eagle. The fangs of one of my run away Empousa….scales of a Geminus.” She listed off, along with a few things that were just trash.



Not particularly rare materials….other than the fangs of one of her Empousa just because they knew better than to run away. But….it was never bad to have more materials around for her experiments.



A small smile crept up on the Goddess’s face as she sorted the items.



Lastly, Ocean Song politely knelt in front of the altar to his Father’s wife.



“Great Mother of the Ocean, Queen of the Tides. Goddess Amphitrite” He spoke, lighting the small brazier on her Altar. “I submit this humble offering to you. This lowly Cyclops is a child of the Sea, and I hope you accept this offering of this one’s first kill.”



Technically, he killed a bunch of monsters all at once, and it was his first time killing, thus they were all his first kill, which held a certain significance.



Far away in the depths of the Sea, in Atlantis, the Goddess Amphitrite blinked as she heard the prayer given to her, something that while not rare, was uncommon for land-dwelling inhabitants. But what grabbed her attention was the admittance of the one praying to be the bastard child of her husband.



“Husband.”



“Yes dear?” Posiedon answered back, as they sat at a table having their dinner in a small but intimate setting.



“Your son just prayed to me.” She spoke with a surprised tone. “Rather bold of him.”



“….Dare I ask which one?” Posiedon replied, but deep in his heart, he had the faintest idea of who.



“Ah, he didn’t give a name, so maybe he isn’t completely foolish. Only referring to himself as a ‘Lowly cyclops’” She said with clear humor in her voice. “Is this the son I’ve heard about from Triton that’s been causing you so much grief?”



In response, and due to the private setting, Poseidon let out the most exasperated sigh, slumping in his chair.



The corners of Amphitrite’s lips curled up. “This is the third one, yes husband?”



“That’s right.” Poseidon nodded.



“Remember what I told you, you get two more until the next period.” She held up a finger with one hand, and with the other, she made a scissor snipping gesture. “Otherwise, you know what happens.”



Poseidon swallowed audibly. “Of course.” He forced a smile, knowing she truly meant good on her threat.



He was just glad that his wife was much more accommodating to his….dalliances than his brother’s wife.



As long as he didn’t rub it in his wife’s face, she was willing to put up with his wandering beyond their marriage for intimacy….to an extent.



He recalled the last time he ‘went over’ his allotted dalliances.



It grew back, eventually.



Amphitrite held her hand to the side, summoning from across the world as the offering manifested and spilled onto the ground. “Now, did you tell your son that I was needing a new pillow, and I prefer Harpy Feathers?” She smiled at him warmly, glancing at the pile of feathers on the ground.



She preferred the combination of firmness to softness that Harpy Feathers gave.



Poseidon cleared his throat. “Of course.” He shamelessly took credit. “I remember you complaining about that not long ago.”



Amphitrite knew that her Husband was lying through his teeth. She had yet to meet this son of her husband in person, but at this point, she liked him.



Of course, Ocean Song had no idea about any of this, just happy that his offering was accepted.



He was about to stand up and leave until he heard a faint whisper through the Altar for his Father’s Wife.



“You can call me Stepmom.”



Ocean Song didn’t have the chance to respond as the presence receded immediately, but he decided it was a success!



Part of one’s Cultivation Journey was making sure that one had powerful backers! Or at the very least, had as few powerful enemies that could smite him with a glance.



For Ocean Song, he wanted as few of those as possible, unless he was the one who intentionally antagonized them.



As a Cultivator, he would face his own enemies, he just didn’t like the fact that certain entities would dislike him simply because of who he was born to.



A clear conscience was his desire.



If he had an enemy, he wanted it to be by his own hand.



Speaking of enemies, he cleaned up his altars and moved to rejoin the hustle and bustle of the mortal city.



He thought it was a good amount of time to check back up on things. He wasn’t naive, he was more than aware that he would have to perform…..multiple demonstrations to get his new rules across. But he also wanted to make sure that word spread, and he gave all the Monsters in the city enough time to make their choice.



While his declaration wasn’t made to everyone, he was sure his words were passed on by the ‘survivor’ of the incident in question considering that the bar he visited was a hot spot for monster activity in the city.



Oddly enough, most Monsters do have things they do in their free time….hobbies if you will. They can’t always be doing Monster things – for the Monsters that live in the Mortal cities that is.



And it wasn’t some misguided and blinded love merely for humans and Demi-gods that drove him. Truthfully, if the situation were reversed, he would have severed the heads of either of those two groups if they were hunting down peaceful and innocent monsters. Simply, he decided the city belonged to him and the monsters were the primary concern for now. But his pursuit is a city where such things don’t occur on either side.



Regardless, he was sure there were a few movers and shakers among the community that oversaw locations like the bar, and my words should have spread to them.



If not, well, there were plenty of Monsters in the city to continue making his point with.



Ocean Song frowned, because he sniffed the air, the familiar scent of a Demi-God was on the winds.



It was strong, too.



He knew somewhat the mechanism, if a Demi-God learned of their heritage, their ‘scent’ was amplified many fold. Also, the strength of the Demi-God played into it was well, but that usually was reserved for Demi-Gods after they received training.



The scent was moving rather quickly. This wouldn’t normally make Ocean Song frown, but he also smelled a handful of monsters chasing the scent.



His Divine Sense spread out and he tracked the source, a young boy, perhaps ten or eleven. Chasing after him were a bunch of dog-headed creatures, not dissimilar to some he slayed in the bar.



Considering there are enough Monsters to form literal armies from what he recalled, he wasn’t surprised that the bottom chaff subsided off numbers.



It seems he would need to further make examples.



 



@***@



Several blocks away, a young boy ran for his life.



Malcom let his curiosity get the best of him. His Father passed away a few months ago, and he was shipped off to an orphanage because he didn’t know who his mother was and he had no extended family.



A few days ago, some of his Father’s belongings were sent to the Orphanage when they should have been put in storage. By chance, he rummaged through them and found some letters that were meant to be opened when he was older.



He quickly found out who and what he was.



Of course he didn’t believe it, but he always knew he was a little bit different, he always felt a little smarter than other kids his age, so he tested the contents of the letter.



Suffice to say, Monsters started popping up all around him within hours.



No one else could see them, and in his panic, he ran away.



They were gaining on him too, their faces were twisting and changing like an illusion. They looked like people, then they looked like monsters with sharp teeth, like wolves or dogs.



No one else helped him, everyone around him pretended that he didn’t even exist while he was running for his life!



His little legs carried him as much as possible, but he was getting tired and he was scared. He didn’t know how much longer he could run for, but thankfully, he didn’t need to find out as a strange light soared through the air between him and the Monsters, making them come to a quick stop.



Malcom fell to the ground in a panic, not knowing what was going on, only for a new person to step between him and the Monsters.



“I believe I made my rules clear. Demi-Gods were off limits. Humans were off limits. I’ll give you a chance to explain yourselves, fellow Daoists.” The Strange man spoke, holding a sword in one hand.



Malcom couldn’t see his face, only his long black hair and weird white skirt dress thing.



For Ocean Song, courtesy was important, even if you were fighting to the death. He would give them a chance to explain themselves so they wouldn’t question their deaths at his hand.



“Since when do we have to listen to you!?”



“Yeah, I’ve been eating Demi-Gods for years! Why do we gotta stop?!”



“I heard about some bastard telling us we weren’t allowed to eat demi-gods anymore.” The last one spit on the ground. “We aint scared of you. You’re a Monster just like us and you just want all of the Demi-Gods for yourself!”



Ocean Song’s frown deepened.



“Very well, I’ve heard your responses.” Ocean Song’s blade flashed out, and the Monster’s bodies were split in half. “You were given the path to Heaven, but you decided to descend down to hell.” He sighed.



Malcom froze behind him in fear.



Ocean Song didn’t feel better because he could sense more Monsters coming his way.



The Demi-God behind him was practically a beacon in a city this big with such a large monster population.



So, Ocean Song did the most logical thing.



He closed his eyes and let his Cultivation Base burst out, amplifying his Divine Sense to a degree that it covered nearly the entire city.



“My name is Ocean Song, and this is my city. Humans are off limits. Demi-Gods are off limits. If you disagree with my new rules, then you are welcome to come and exchange pointers with this lowly cyclops!”



It reverberated through the Mists. Every Monster could feel it, it wasn’t true sound, it was intent lapsed with Qi that every Magical creature in the city could understand.



Hundreds, thousands, Tens of thousands of different Monsters all looked at the source despite the distance between them.



Ocean Song didn’t keep himself contained, he let his presence be felt.



While they all looked towards him, He looked back at them.



The many Monsters that were converging on the Demi-God’s location, the vast majority of them stilled, a handful, they slowed down as if considering their options.



Ocean Song thought he made his point clear as he had no challengers, but the ground rumbled and he felt something moving far beneath the ground.



Several blocks away, it was as if a sinkhole opened up, and two massive, scaled claws grasped at the edges, something pulling itself up out of the earth.



A Drakon.



Not to be mistaken with a Dragon, as Drakons are similar, but they predate the concept of Dragons in Greek culture by millennia.



It was like an odd mix between an Eastern and Western Dragon, but without wings.



Its elongated body made it larger than most buildings in the area.



And Ocean Song could feel it, it was old.



Monsters, well, many of them got stronger with age. Age made their legends and myths only spread across humanity, and added more weight to their existence.



The Drakon looked at Ocean song, a miasma leaking from its sharp teeth, corroding the concrete road.



Each of its steps caused the ground to rumble and its tail swiped to the side, a building a half dozen stories tall fell over without any resistance.



Thankfully, the Mortals had moved since its initial arrival, thinking that an Earthquake was occurring.



“I heard your declaration, little monster.” The Drakon spoke, though not in the normal sense. Its words were still clear as they shook the air with each syllable uttered. “How funny, this is the first time in my life that another Monster told me what I can and cannot do. I’m going to eat that little Demi-God behind you, and you’re going to watch me do it. Then, I’m going to send you to Tartarus. Spend a few millennia down there as punishment for thinking you could order me around.”



Ocean Song silently measured his opponent, the massive Serpent took a few steps forward.



“Do you have nothing to say now, little Monster?” The Drakon chuckled, causing windows in the surroundings to shatter.



“Fellow Daoist, you have eyes, but you fail to see Mt.Tai.” Ocean Song replied evenly, shaking his head.



The Drakon looked at him, unsure of what he said, but for some reason, he felt like he had been insulted.



The Drakon’s mouth pulled back in a snarl, revealing its many sharp teeth, each one about the size of a person.



The Drakon took a depth breath, the Miasma around it intensified and it blew it out, melting everything in its path.



Ocean Song gripped his sword, a small smile formed as he now had the chance to utilize his True Sword Skills since leaving the Island.



He had cultivated a handful of Sword Techniques. He even had a forbidden Sword Technique that he sealed away!



But for this Drakon, that wouldn’t be needed.



“Ocean Sword, First Form – Crashing Waves.” Like thousands of waves overlapped atop one another, they collided with the poisonous breath of the Drakon, slicing through it and tearing up its scales as the sword flashed across its back and down the street.



The Drakon let out a roar of pain and confusion. It didn’t know what just happened, only that the scales on its back had been cut apart, it was hurt, and its breath didn’t do anything.



The Drakon didn’t survive this long by being foolish. It knew when it was outmatched right away, and despite its grandiose words moments prior, it chose the wisest action and immediately turned to run away.



“You can only blame yourself for Courting Death.” Ocean Song spoke as the Drakon attempted to flee and he held his blade up to the side. “Ocean Sword, Second Form – Chaotic Tides”



Thousands of flashes of light descended on the Drakon, blood splashed everywhere, and its body pieces could be counted in the hundreds as they all fell to the ground.



Ocean Song landed gently on the ground a dozen feet away, letting out a breath, lowering his sheathed blade.



The Monster’s body swiftly turned to dust in the aftermath.



He turned back, the Demi-God was on the ground, his eyes rolled back and he was unconscious.



Right…he forgot about that.



He scratched his head because he realized something. He forgot where the Camp for Half-Blood children was…..\
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Chapter 8

Ocean Song Stood there, wind bellowing, making his clothing and hair flutter. The sun shined just perfectly through the tree canopy, illuminating him.



“You’ve awoken.” Ocean Song spoke with an elderly tone.



“What…where?” The Young Demi-god that Ocean Song saved previous finally awoke. His eyes widened, Ocean Song glanced back and saw them dilate as the signs of panic set in.



“Fear not, child. If I wished you to come to harm, would you have awoken after a period of unconsciousness in my presence?” He spoke a logical sequence of events, and he had a good idea who the child’s Godly parent was, thus the proper way to calm him down.



“….what….what happened to that big….dragon?”



“Drakon.” Ocean Song corrected. “In the Greek Cosmology, they predate dragons by millennia.” He spoke, holding a hand up, pointing to the side without turning around.



The Demi-God – Malcom – swallowed as he saw a pile of scales, claws and other things that very clearly came from the big monster he saw before. “Y-you killed it.”



“Mmm.”



“……are you a god?”



Ocean Song laughed. “I’m afraid I’m still far from the level of a God. You seem to have some knowledge of the world, which is surprising for one such as you considering you were being chased alone.”



“I…I read a letter my dad left me after…..and suddenly monsters started turning up around me. I didn’t mean to…..dad left it for me for when I turned 18.” He pulled up his legs, burying his head into his arms.



“Ah, I believe I know who your mother is then.” Ocean Song spoke with some manner of confidence. “Her children, while very intelligent, can often be blinded by arrogance and self-assurance in their own wisdom.”



“You know my mom?” His eyes went wide. “D-does that mean I’m really a….” He lowered his head and whispered. “A Demi-God?”



“Do you question it after what you experienced? But yes child, you are half Divine.” Ocean Song hummed.



“So, you’re like me then right? I remember my dad reading me a lot of stories and stuff about old heroes and monsters and gods I just didn’t realize…….but you’re a hero?” He sounded hopefully.



“Sorry child, but I’m far from a hero.” He turned around, smiling with his third eye, while shut, was still visible. “I’m a Monster.”



Malcom’s body when cold and stiff. “….are you going to eat me?”



“Are you tasty?” Ocean Song tilted his head.



“I-I don’t think so.”



“Hmm, how about you compare yourself those fish I have cooking over the fire.” Ocean Song pointed towards a small campsite he created; a handful of fish being roasted on sticks over it.



“I think the fish would taste better.” He gulped.



“Hmm, I think so too.” Ocean Song chuckled, walking over and picking up a couple, handing one over to the boy. “You were sleeping for several hours, and I’m sure you didn’t have time to eat while you were running.”



Malcom hesitantly took it, logically, he knew that he was hungry and didn’t want to reject it when his stomach was rumbling.



They silently ate for several minutes, the young boy, while starving, mentally didn’t have much of an appetite. He took several bites, settling the hunger pains before stopping. “Why did you save me. You’re a monster, right? All the stories dad told me…if they’re real, shouldn’t you be trying to eat me?”



“Do you want me to eat you?”



“What? No, why would I want that!” He squeaked out.



“You seem to be bringing it up a lot.” Ocean Song chuckled, teasing him a little bit, he could see the boy’s demeanor shift slightly, less guarded, relaxing. The children of his godly parent, they could embody the phrase ‘Curiosity killed the cat’. “Fear not child, I don’t eat humans or demi-gods. I find my kin who lose themselves to such things an eyesore.”



“So you’re like a good monster?”



“That’s a good question. What is good, what is bad? It’s okay if I eat cow meat, but if it’s the Cow, they would say I’m evil, right? My Dao Heart is firm and unwavering, I simply do things with a clear conscious and don’t worry about dividing into good and evil. If the world were different and it was humans or Demi-Gods hunting Monsters that wanted to live peacefully, my blade would be turned against them just as well.”



Ocean Song didn’t hate monsters, nor did he have some unconditional love for Demi-Gods and Humans even if he felt a slight bit of kinship towards the latter due to his previous life. Simply, Monsters hunting the latter two groups was the immediate issue he settled while making this city his own.



Just as he told the young boy, if the situation were reversed and peaceful monsters were being hunted down, his blade would turn on any humans or Demi-Gods responsible.



Peace in his domain extended to every group.



The Young boy was silent, seemingly contemplating Ocean Song’s profound wisdom.



“You must have a great deal of questions. Come, ask.” Ocean Song had a soft spot for children. Perhaps it was his true point in exerting his influence over the city. He despised the idea of children being hunted.



“Why did Monsters suddenly come after me after reading dad’s letters?” He finally asked.



“Long ago, a Monster that suffered at the hands of the Gods cast a curse on every child born from their union and a mortal. They release a ‘scent’ that is intoxicating to Monsters, making the less intelligent forgo everything in hunting them down and consuming them. The more a Demi-God knows about their heritage, the stronger the scent. The moment you found out who and what you are, your scent became amplified enough to be sensed within miles of your location.”



“That’s stupid.” The young boy huffed.



“Indeed.” Ocean Song was also awed by boy’s profound response.



“Are there more like me?”



“There are a great many.” Ocean Song nodded. “There is a camp….I believe it’s not far from here, somewhere reachable by foot, but I’m unsure of its exact location. However, it is protected magically and houses other Demi-gods, some of your half-siblings. You will be taught how to fight, how to defend yourself, and how to harness the latent power inside of you.”



“You….you killed that big thing so easily, right? Can I be strong like you?”



Ocean Song Smiled, seeing a younger version of himself in the young boy. Mostly the bad parts, the anxiety, the fear, and desire to get stronger.



“Mind, Body, Soul, Essence. Those are the four paths to power. They have many differing branches, but it comes down to those four. If you master any one of them, your potential is limitless.”



“What’s essence?”



“Essence…” Ocean Song hummed, thinking how best to explain it in terms the young boy would understand. “Essence, you can consider it your divine heritage. It’s to cultivate the gifts bestowed upon you by your Godly Parent from being of their blood.” Ocean Song paused, holding his hand up, and the nearby river some dozens of feet away had water rise up and flow to him. “I am a child of the Sea God. Thus, I have an affinity for the water.”



“But I thought you said you weren’t a Demi-God?”



Ocean Song smiled wryly. “Monsters don’t get the title. We are monsters, first and foremost.”



“Can I learn to do things like you did with a sword? I remember you swinging it around and cutting things far away, I could barely see it…”



Ocean Song raised an eyebrow. “It’s impressive that you could perceive it in any regard.” Truly he was a son of the Goddess of Wisdom, having sight beyond the regular. “Interesting, you may have a talent in Sword Cultivation. However, we walk different paths.”



“I can’t do what you did?”



Ocean Song considered the question, he actually didn’t know if the Demi-God before him could duplicate his Cultivation. He succeeded, he believes party, because he was a Monster. He didn’t know the differences that a human component would add.



“Come, sit before me cross legged.” Ocean Song took a similar position. The boy hesitantly, but silently complied, sitting cross-legged infront of him. “I’m going to use my Qi to peer into your body, don’t resist.”



“QI?” The boy repeated the foreign word.



“Many call it Magic here.” Ocean Song revealed, calling forth his Qi to inspect the boy’s body. He quickly found his Meridians and they weren’t dissimilar. “I will bestow on you an opportunity. Whether you can grasp it or not, I’ll leave it up to chance. I will do this once, memorize the locations and the feeling of my Qi.” Ocean Song, like a proper elder cultivator, wanted to bestow the chance of a fortunate encounter. He used his Qi to touch upon all of the boy’s Meridians, letting it linger there for the boy to feel. “Those are your Meridians, you must use your Qi to open them, gradually. If you are too aggressive, you will cause potentially fatal damage to yourself. Like water wearing down stone, you must wear away at them until they’re all open. If you can open all 12 meridians, you may find me again and I will take you as a student.”



The Boy, he seemed lost in the feeling of my Qi penetrating his body.



Ocean Song smiled; it was his first time acting as a proper master!



Success.



If he were alone, he’d be pumping his fist in the air.



Truly, he was a proper cultivator.



 



@***@



Ocean Song looked at the boy, who was passed out on the ground again.



He had been exhausted, both mentally and physically at this point, it was best to let him rest.



Now, Ocean Song had something he had to do.



He created an Altar to his Father, sacrificing a few pieces of the Drakon he killed to get his attention. “Father, I seek your wisdom. ” He spoke, his Father’s attention turning to him, albeit only a part of it. “I have rescued a child of Wisdom from the fate of Death at the hands of a Monster. What should I do?”



As he finished speaking, he felt his Father’s attention fully turn to him as if inspecting him intently, he could vaguely feel it turning to look at the boy too.



“You should have let him die.” His Father’s voice gently swaying towards him.



“Father!” Ocean Song frowned. “He is but a child.”



Ocean Song perhaps forgot until this moment that his Father and the Child’s mother had a long standing grudge and feud.



“He’s one of Athena’s.” Poseidon scoffed dismissively.



Ocean Song let out a sigh, reminded that his Father is literally the Sea. He can be warm and comforting, just as it can be treacherous and deadly.



“Father, I know it’s futile to tell you to give up any grudges you have against Wisdom. However, please respect my position in such matters for now on. I don’t mind running errands or answering your calls to arms, but I will not raise my blade – or turn a blind eye in this case – when children of others are involved. It goes against my Dao heart.”



Poseidon went silent for a moment.



He didn’t know what ‘Dao Heart’ meant, and chalked it up to one of the strange things his strangest son says. But opposite of that, he felt a tinge of pride for his son standing up to him.



It wasn’t as if his son was admonishing him, nor insulting him in doing so. Heck, his son even acknowledged his own unwavering stance in his grudge against Athena. He demanded loyalty from his children, but in return…..he allowed them leeway.



After giving it a moment of thought, Poseidon accepted his strangest son’s stance. He wouldn’t force him to observe his own grudges against the other Gods.



Poseidon likewise felt proud of his son even more.



“Very well.” Was his simple reply.



“Thank you, Father.” Ocean Song smiled brightly. “That being said…..do you know where that camp is so I can help him find it?”



Poseidon, from across the Ocean, raised an eyebrow. While he wouldn’t push his son to adhere to his own grudge, he didn’t find it in himself to assist his son’s efforts when it came to her children either.



The silence was palpable to Ocean Song, but he had a sudden idea. “You know, Father. Imagine how much it would annoy her when she finds out it was you who secured her child’s safety and ‘sent’ him to camp.”



Poseidon perked up at that.



The thought of Athena being annoyed did please him. And truthfully, he didn’t inherently hate her children outright, it was just an extension of his grudge with her. If the child found himself on the sea, it’s not that he would even spare the brat a look, much less intentionally move to harm him.



And he was a God! Doing a good deed, well, it was within his Godly principals to do so occasionally.



Truly, he was a great God.
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“Is there really a camp here, I don’t see anything.” Malcolm looked around.



“See not with your eyes, child. Open yourself up to the breath of the world.” Ocean Song sagely replied.



“….what does that mean?”



“It means it’s hidden.” He chuckled. “Obscurity is the first line of defense.” He spoke from his own experience.



Ocean Song, however, could see the massive waves of Qi that rolled off the barrier that blanketed the Camp.



If he wanted to, he could easily push through the barrier, but he came to a stop a few feet infront of it.



What a powerful formation!



He knew of the formation that covered the camp for the half godly children, but to see it in person, it was an enlightening experience.



Though, he barely had a moment to admire it as he swung out his sword, deflecting an arrow coming from the other side of the barrier.



Malcom nearly jumped out of his skin as a half-man half-horse came running up, bow drawn and a significant amount of Qi coiling over it.



Perhaps the first arrow was merely a warning or a probe.



This one, Ocean Song felt like it was comparing a pebble from before to the shot of a cannon.



“Greetings, Fellow Daoist. I am here to deliver one of your wayward children.” Ocean Song clasped his hands, politely acknowledging the righteous and famous figure before him. “Long have I heard the name of the Trainer of Heroes, Chiron. The legends do not give justice to your elegant figure.”



The Centaur hesitated, blinking, surprised. He didn’t know how to respond to that as it was far divorced from how he expected sensing a powerful Monster approaching the barrier from going.



He ran out here first because of the pressing concern, not even taking the time to gather the Demi-Gods in camp to prepare for battle.



“Go along, little one.” Ocean Song gently nudged Malcom forward until he passed through the barrier, the eyes of the Centaur narrowed, once more widened in confusion mixed with surprise. He didn’t expect the monster to ‘give up’ the Demi-God without any kind of price being paid.



Ocean Song looked at the mighty Centaur and clasped his hands again. “Fear not from this Lowley Cyclops, Great Teacher of Heroes. I shall take my leave as my goal has been achieved.”



Before Chiron could answer, the Monster threw out his sheathed sword, and it floated there, enlarging.



The Monster hopped onto it and flew away.



Chiron looked at the silhouette disappearing in the sky, then back down at the apparently newest camper, then back at the figure.



“What?”
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Chapter 9

Ocean Song let out a small sigh, flicking his wrist, a few dozen droplets of water shot out, piercing through the heads of some low-level monsters.



The kind of monsters that indulged in their instincts above higher thinking.



Thankfully, and noticeably, it seems that monster attacks had been reduced since his arrival in the city.



And not just because he’d been killing the ones disobeying his warnings.



It had been well over a week now since his proclamation of ownership over the city, and it seemed that the majority of the monster population was adhering to his new rules.



Despite reforming eventually, no monster wanted to die. It was painful, annoying and a dreadful experience all around.



Tartarus was not a nice place, even for Monsters.



And then they had to crawl back out of the pit, avoiding things in the realm of the Underworld in order to make it back to the human world. Who knows how many years that would take?



He was sure there was something else as well. He was highly unlikely that a Monster didn’t lose….something every time they died and came back. Be it part of themselves, their mind, or even their power as a price.



Giving it some thought, it seemed like Monsters in modern day – or most things compared to their older status – are….weaker? Comparaitively to their myths, he recalled their appearances from his previous life, and it certainly seemed like they degraded a degree or two over the years.



Perhaps it was a happenstance of their constant reformation in the depths of Tartarus.



Regardless, Ocean Song had a goal for today. Cleaning up the stray troublemakers was something he considered simply a chore at this point and not worth mentioning.



He collected a great deal of trophies and various odds and ends that he felt like the one receiving them would be happy!



He had been staying at the small campsite he made previously when he hosted that Demi-God, and he even started building a small house!



It was slow going.



Mostly because he had no idea how to build a house. Stacking trees on top of each other proved to be incorrect.



His Father didn’t respond when he questioned him why he didn’t have that kind of talent when he should be an expert crafted by default!



However, he put such thoughts to the side and lit up a proper brazier he had procured and created a proper altar to the Goddess of Magic.



With everything set up, and a literal pile of monster parts as tall as he was, he sat down and slowly started throwing the trophies into the fire.



Minutes, hours, he lost track of time as the massive pile slowly decreased, each of the trophies disappearing into the brazier, accepted as an offering from the other side.



He grabbed a horn of something or another – he didn’t remember where it came from – and he tossed it into the brazier nonchalantly, only for it to be set firing back out, bouncing off his head and knocking him back.



A familiar darkness descended as a Goddess appeared on the mortal plane once more.



“Do you have nothing better to do than to send all this trash in my workshop!?” She let out a huff, stepping out and kicking over the pile of materials.



Ocean Song sat back up, just happy that she appeared. He didn’t think she would, he was just hoping for acknowledgement! “Greetings Goddess Hecate!” He clasped his hands politely towards her. “To what do I owe your personal visit?”



Her lips thinned as she looked at the stupid cyclops infront of her. “Do you think it’s normal for monster parts to be sacrificed to me constantly over the course of hours?”



“Do you….not like my offering?” He asked with a strange look.



The Goddess Hecate glanced his way her projection of annoyance cracked ever so slightly. She waved her hand, and all the monster parts disappeared. “They are…. acceptable and……useful, even if nothing of extraordinary quality was among them.” She admitted, crossing her arms.



Ocean Song looked down. “If you desire, I will stop – “



She kicked him over – gently – with another annoyed huff, not even giving him a proper verbal response.



“What do you want as a reward?” She turned away.



“This lowly Cyclops requires no reward, Great Goddess. As long as they make you happy, I’m content.” Ocean Song smiled.



Hecate scowled and marched over, grabbing his mouth and pulling him up to eye level. “When a God asks you what you want for a reward, you answer. Do you understand?”



Ocean Song, unable to speak, nodded.



“Good.” She dropped him, her expression for a brief moment turned faintly gentle as her gaze swept past him before returning to normal. “It’s in our nature.” She decided to explain to him properly. “Mortals worship us, and we bestow blessings upon them. If you reject outright a God telling you to request a reward, it can be insulting to the God. Gods to not like owing Mortals. And if you refuse a reward, they may become paranoid about your intentions.”



Ocean Song didn’t consider that. “What if I wanted to postpone a reward and build up to a bigger reward?”



“Then speak openly about your intent and what you desire.” She said simply. “It is not wise to reject a God without a good reason to placate him.”



“Would stating that your presence is enough of a reward be an insult?” Ocean Song smiled.



“Stop speaking nonsense, you’re testing my patience.” She rolled her eyes. However, there was the briefest illusion of a smile from her before being quickly squashed. “Now, tell me what you want as a reward.”



“This one does admit he has a few things he wants, I intended to extor – request a reward from my father. If it is not too much trouble….I have a list.” Ocean Song offered, producing said piece of parchment.



A list.



She went through the effort of getting him to properly ask for a reward, and he had a list already prepared.



Hecate scowled, snatching it out of his hands. Once more, she had a similar thought regarding him.



If she didn’t know he was actually an idiot, it felt like he was intentionally being a little shit.



She looked it over.



A bag that is bigger on the inside. That’s rather common and easily producible. Hardly worth the number of offerings she received. Second was a gourd with the same properties, able to hold a larger amount of liquid than what should be possible. Slightly…..odder, but just as easy to produce as the first.



Lastly, the third thing on the list had her furrow her brow.



It was a very detailed description and even a scribble to go along with it for a visual regarding a set of clothing he wanted.



Three small things, well, she wouldn’t be stingy.



Despite calling the offering trash, it was rather convenient. She was a Goddess, she wasn’t going to go out and collect these kinds of low level materials herself. The best of which could be said to only be moderately valuable and impressive. That being from a Drakon of all things.



Which was impressive that he slew one so soon.



There were many branches of Magic and Witchcraft that utilized Monster Parts, especially for new practitioners. She had a few daughters that could use these materials to a greater extent than she would.



She put the list away. “Do you intend to do something absurd again with your body and nearly kill yourself? I believe this is the longest I’ve seen that you haven’t tried to kill yourself in new and fantastical ways.”



“Great Goddess, I admit that my Cultivation has stagnated to this point. I will need to meditate to understand the next path in my Cultivation.” Ocean Song quickly stated.



At this point, she was used to him throwing out nonsense and could interpret his words to some extent.



She understood that he hasn’t found a new way to kill himself or do something absurd.



Yet.



Deciding that she was done, she disappeared, going to work on the reward for him.



 



@***@



 



Ocean Song mediated.



It had been three days since Hecate had left and after admitting he didn’t know what to do next with his Cultivation, he resolved himself to figure it out.



After spending a lot of time on it, he came to a realization, his Golden Core could be improved!



His Golden Core was mixed with his inherited Divinity and the Qi he absorbed. However, what if it was purely Divinity as Divinity is a higher form of Qi!?



He would slowly convert all Qi of his Golden Core into Divinity, that seemed like the correct path.



As for his Monster Core, it was the same.



However, instead of Divinity, he would be refining his Monster Essence until it was made of purely such.



He recalled the tales of the Primordial Cyclops, a type of God in its own right that didn’t lose to the Titans of old.



Both paths reached towards the heavens, and they were combined in his singular body!



Truly, he was blessed with talent in Cultivation.



While engrossed in his Cultivation, his eyes suddenly shot open because a bunch of objects fell onto the ground infront of him.



He wasn’t even unhappy because he had been waiting for these!



Without hesitation, he quickly grabbed the new clothes, carefully and rather awkwardly, he attempted to put them on. After….several attempts, and about thirty minutes of nearly falling over, he tightened the strings on his boots, and pulled his hair back, tying it back properly.



He grabbed the storage pouch and tied it to his waist. He did a double take because there were things inside it as well.



A few books on magic, and some supplies to draw talismans!



He felt a happiness in his heart and smiled knowing that the Goddess bestowed on him a gift beyond a ‘reward’. He would need to make sure and give her a proper thanks later.



And on his opposite, he tied his gourd as well.



As a proper cultivator, he should have a gourd of alcohol to drink from….for reasons. He was actually never really much of a drinker in his past life, but it was something a cultivator would do!



With his sword in hand, he felt like a true and proper cultivator!
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It was true what they said, clothes really do make the man. And Ocean Song felt elegant and refined in his new clothing.



He summoned a cool breeze, letting the winds bellow through his hair and his new black and blue cultivator robes.



With a newfound – albeit already possessed – confidence, he threw his sword out and hopped onto it, shooting into the sky.



He held his hands behind his back, with a smile on his face.



It was then that he had a great thought.



He should go find his brother that lives in this city!



 



@***@



A/N



Smaller chapter, but Ocean Song is now dressed for success and going to find his brother.

If you want to read one chapter ahead of this snippet, or support me, go to my p.a.t.r.e.o.n.c.o.m / astoryforone





Chapter 10

Camp Half Blood was an interesting place.



Chiron knew that you could never call it normal despite him having been running it for so long at this point.



There was no normalcy when Gods and Demi-Gods were involved in any capacity.



Yet, he considered it a normal day when one of his campers didn’t try to eat the lava in the lava wall climbing obstacle.



Despite that almost happening….again, it could almost be called a normal day.



Almost.



“That’s what….the 6th​ one this month?” Mr. D, also known as the God Dionysus, shuffled a deck of cards between his hands, looking at our newest camper.



“Yes, Mr.D.” Chiron nodded politely. “Adam here makes the 6th​ this month.” So far….It’s not even half way through the month. They’re usually lucky if they get a new camper every few months. “Adam, meet our Camp Director, Mr. D”



“Hello.” He somewhat hid behind me.



Well, he’s only ten.



Mr. D hated the Demi-Gods here, but he was just a tad gentler when it came to children. If they accidentally did or said something he didn’t like, he would actually give them a warning and a lesson before immediately turning them into dolphins.



“Look at you, Chiron. Employee of the Month.” He snorted.



“I can’t claim credit, Mr. D. He found his way to Camp by himself, I happened upon him when he was already nearly here.” Chiron informed him.



“Oh?” He quirked an eyebrow. “That’s the fourth, this month with that same situation, isn’t it? Little Anthony here made it all the way to camp without any issues?”



“Yes, Adam was brave and courageous enough to come here all by himself.” Chiron pondered, probably a son of Ares by the look in his eyes when he saw some of the other children practicing with weapons.



The centaur didn’t bother correcting his naming sense.



He does it on purpose.



Eventually, he gets one of the kids to get annoyed and act out, it gives him an excuse to curse them for his own amusement. Though, to his credit, it’s usually temporary.



Mr. D continued to shuffle his deck of cards between his hands. “Know any card games, kid?”



“Um…no sir.” He shook his head.



“Hmm, polite.” He grunted. “Tell me about your oh so courage and bravery, brat. How’d you manage to make it here all by yourself.”



Chiron suppose it’s finally reached enough of a threshold that even Mr. D is curious as to what’s happening.



“I met a nice lady. I thought she was really scary at first because she was also a spider. But she told me that my dad is here, and she drove me here herself.” Adam smiled.



“Oh, a nice spider lady? Well, lucky you.” Mr. D’s sarcasm wasn’t picked up by the child. “Maybe she wasn’t hungry, what do you think, Chiron? A nice spider lady giving rides to her favorite meals.”



Adam looked up at Chiron in confusion.



….Chiron realized, they going to need to have a talk about monsters later and his view is going to be completely skewed.



“The important thing is that he made it here safely.” Chiron coughed, changing the subject.



“There was also a nice lizard. And a nice dog head person. But they looked really scared of spider lady.” Adam frowned. “Oh, spider lady wanted me to say something….um, she sounded really scared too. She asked me to tell someone that she followed the rules.”



“She followed the ‘rules’, did you hear that Chiron?” Mr. D snorted again. “What a kind and virtuous spider lady.”



“Thank you for telling us, Adam.” Chiron gestured for someone standing at the side to come over. “Adam, meet Luke. He’s the head of the Hermes Cabin. Until your parent claims you, you can set up a bunk in the Hermes Cabin for now.”



Before he could answer, Luke stepped in, having a lot of experience with this. “Hey, your name is Adam, right? I’m Luke Castellion. I’m the head of the Hermes Cabin, why don’t I show you around and help you get settled.” He quickly diverted the boy’s attention and got him to follow along silently.



“Tell me, Chiron. Did pops make a new set of rules for monsters that I wasn’t aware of?” Mr. D set his cards down. “Because I sense a hint of madness on the air and it’s a distinct flavor I don’t recognize.”



“I am unaware of any new ‘rules’, Lord Dionysus.” He bowed my head. “If Lord Zeus deemed such rules necessary, I believe he would atleast send down a messenger and not let us find out this way.”



A faint rumbling was heard above in the clouds, as if he were keeping an ear open and he agreed.



Mr. D looked up and frowned. “Strange, it seems like a lot of odd things are happening all at once. Your meeting with the three eyed Cyclops you reported. And now a bunch of monsters are playing nice with demi-gods.”



“A Cyclops can’t have three eyes, Lord Dionysus.” Chiron sighed.



“Don’t be racist Chiron. He called himself a Cyclops.”



“….as you say.”



The Centaur knew that there was no use arguing with him. He would play devil’s advocate just to annoy someone.



Chiron was mildly concerned because it was happening at a poor time. Could it really be coincidence that all of this was happening after Zeus had his Symbol of Power stolen and a war was potentially on the horizon?



Zeus and Poseidon had been at each other’s throats for a couple weeks now and someone seems to be moving behind the scenes.



Chiron came to the decision that they would have to investigate.



“We should have dear sister come investigate.” Lord Dionysus suggested.



It took significant self-control on the Centaur’s part not to react negatively. Artemis is the greatest huntress in the world, one of the ones who even taught him. However, her way of doing things is….



“I believe we shouldn’t bother Lady Artemis with such a trivial –”



“Too late, already contacted her.” He smiled cheerfully, looking off into the distance. “I made one of the deer her girl scouts were about to carve up explode and wrote the message in blood.”



“….”



“The deer’s blood.” He clarified after a moment.



“….”



“Hmm, I forgot to sign it with my name.” Lord Dionysus pursed his lips and he looked down at the can of coke in his hands and threw it. “There, I smacked one of them in the noggin, they should know it’s from me.”



Chiron didn’t see where it was thrown to, only that it disappeared far beyond his sight and trusted that Lord Dionysus truly did lob a can of Coke at one of Lady Artemis’s Huntresses from miles away.



He trusted this blindly, because it was exactly something Lord Dionysus would do because he was always onery when sober and alleviates this by causing problems – albeit small ones, just so he would be entertained.



“And people were saying that I wasn’t a good camp director behind my back. Can you believe it, Chiron? Look at me going above and beyond for all the little dolphins.”



“Demi-Gods, Lord Dionysus.”



“Ah.” He raised a finger. “What is a Demi-God, but someone who has yet to shit the bed and be turned into a Dolphin by me.” He spoke rather sagely, taking a sip from his diet coke. “Right, Father!” He held his can of soda up to the sky.



Surprisingly, or not, the sky rumbled as if to agree with him.



At the very least, it was one headache Chiron wouldn’t have to worry about himself. Lady Artemis – through methods he probably wouldn’t utilize himself – would certainly get to the bottom of things.



Regardless, he had schoolwork to grade, something he had been procrastinating on for hours now.



Thankfully, it was the weekend. He had time to unwind before having to pretend to be a teacher again as he watched over one young Percy Jackson, for whom he suspected very highly to be a child of someone in a precarious position.



It’s always something.







@***@







Ocean Song hummed a tune he vaguely recalled from his previous life.



He was in a good mood.



His robes bellowed in the wind as he walked, giving off a majestic aura. So what if he hid himself beyond the mists so that the normal people didn’t see the strange person in strange clothes.



He still felt majestic, and that’s all that mattered.



Of course, people still gave him looks.



He could only sigh reluctantly that manipulating the mists could do nothing to hide his own handsomeness.



Truly, it was a burden he would have to bear.



He only had a vague idea of where he was going.



He could only really recall that it was in Manhattan, he thinks the East Side, but he wasn’t positive.



And simply wandering around would do absolutely nothing. How many people lived within this part of the city? How many apartment buildings were there?



Though, he had a good idea!



He found a small little park and used the Mist to keep everyone away and set up a small altar.



“Great Goddess Hecate, this humble Cyclops has a magical request. I wish to find someone, I know their name, but I know not where they are. Is there a means by which I can locate them?”



While he didn’t want to be going to a God or Goddess for every small issue he encountered, this did fall under the purview of Goddess Hecate being his semi-teacher.



A few moments later the mists swirled and a couple books were deposited onto the ground along with a large piece of parchment.



Ocean Song looked over the books and they seemed to be extensions of the first one he received to further his Magical Knowledge.



The Parchment, however, he looked over it and he vaguely felt it was similar to his Talismans.



It even had written instructions on it!



The ink looked fresh too as if it were written just moments ago.



It was rather easy to use, there was a spot to write the name of an individual, and it would create a premade tracking spell for them!



How convenient!



He simply used a minute about of his Qi onto his index finger and was about to fill in the correct spot, writing his Junior Brother’s name, but he paused considering the implication.



He was aware that his Junior Brother was the target of a Prophecy, and he wasn’t sure what would happen if he used a magical method of tracking to make him proverbially light up.



Not to mention he should be unaware of his Godly heritage at this point in his life if he was correct about the current timeline.



Likewise, he did not wish to bring unwanted attention upon his Junior Brother’s mother.



Thankfully, he recalled the name of the step-father!



I happily wrote in Gabe Ugliano after putting the books away in his storage pouch.



The parchment burst into flame in his hand.



Ocean Song blinked, secretly worried that he messed it up until the ashes reformed into an arrow, hovering over his palm as it spun around before settling on a position.



“Thank you, Great Goddess, I am once more awed by your knowledge!” He quickly thanked the Goddess, and snuffed out the makeshift altar.



Funny enough, it wasn’t that far away!



A few blocks down the road and he found the apartment complex, the arrow pointing somewhat upwards.



Though, Ocean Song scrunched his nose when he looked at the state of the place. He knew they didn’t live in a particularly desirable place, but he didn’t realize it was this bad.



Technically, Ocean Song was homeless as he hadn’t finished building his home, yet he felt his living situation was better.



Ocean Song casually walked up several flights of stairs until the arrow leveled out and dissipated as I approached a door, indicating that he was at the right place.



He assumed the spell simply vanished once its purpose had been fulfilled.



Ocean Song hesitated to knock, now that he got this far…..he didn’t know what he should do.



Truthfully, he hadn’t put much thought into this behind simply doing it.



It might be rather awkward to appear and claim to be a brother…..



However, while he pondered this question, he heard shouting behind the door and the sounds of something breaking along with a scream that sounded distinctly female.



Without hesitation at this point, he gripped the doorknob and yanked it off, pushing the door open.



He was greeted with a sight that made his blood boil.



He had a vague idea about his Junior Brother’s mother, her description, as well as the description of her husband.



And now, the mother of his Junior Brother, the Lover of his Father was knelt on the ground, a red mark on her cheek in the shape of a hand and her husband standing over her.



“Who the hell are you!?” The man – if he could be called that, looked at Ocean Song in accusation.



Ocean Song’s nose scrunched up. He recalled some details from his previous life, a claim that the husband smelled so foul that his scent was able to hide his Junior Brother’s Demi-God scent from monsters.



He believed that to be an embellishment or simply false, but standing here, the man truly left a foul smell.



He walked up to Ocean Song, jabbing his finger into his chest. “Hey, are you listening, pal?! You can’t just walk into someone’s home like you – “



Ocean Song considered his options, threw them to the wayside and slapped the man.



To the Cyclops’ eyes, it was slow, as the mean was lifted up off the ground, his cheek indented, and quite a few of his teeth flew out of his mouth before he went head first into the kitchen table.



He was unmoving.



However, Ocean Song could still hear a faint heartbeat.



He glanced back at the mother of his Junior Brother who looked at him with obvious fear and trepidation.



She slowly stood up.



Ocean Song opened his mouth to politely introduce himself, but rather quickly she reached into her purse that was on the counter and retrieved a small revolver and fired a shit directly at his face.



Surprised, Ocean Song reached up to catch the bullet, followed by another pause of silence.



“….It was smart to aim for my eye. A monster’s body is usually durable enough to withstand bullets, but eyes are almost exclusively a weak spot.” He admired her bravery in her presumed face of danger.



“….It’s not my first time.” She said softly.



Ocean Song found himself admiring her more.



“No wonder my Father was so smitten with you.” He smiled.



“….father?” She breathed out, her brow furrowed until realization dawned on her. “You’re his son?”



Ocean Song nodded his head. “I apologize for my….abrupt entrance.” He glanced at the unconscious body of her ‘husband’. “However, I will not apologize for slapping him. Please allow me to introduce myself. My name is Ocean Song, son of the Sea God.” He clasped his hands, bowing politely to her. “And your son’s Senior Brother.”



Hesitantly, she put the gun down, not that it would do any good.



“You’re….not here for my son?”



“You assumed I was here for him immediately. Dare I guess that you can see through the mist and noticed my ‘eye’?”



She nodded, staring at it. “A little bit.” She admitted. “I noticed that Monsters, even when ‘hiding’ never quite fit in. Your….outfit, was….eye-catching.”



What did she mean by that? Ocean Song was confused.



“Once more, I apologize, Mistress, for barging in and showing you an unsightly scene. This lowly Cyclops simply wanted to visit his Junior Brother, I intended no harm to yourself or your son.”



“Mistress?” She whispered in confusion.



“You are Father’s Mistress, you hold seniority over someone like me, Mistress.” Ocean Song briefly explained.



Sally Jackson looked at him, rather confused by what he was saying, though able to gleam some things from it.



She started to relax slightly.



Realistically, she knew that if he wanted to hurt her, there was nothing she could do, but he seemed genuinely peaceful to her. “I guess you know me then, I’m Sally Jackson.” She awkwardly introduced herself as well.



Ocean Song, he raised her hand, and she flinched back. He felt another surge of anger in his heart and resisted the urge to kick her husband’s unconscious body. He extended a finger and used a wisp of his Qi towards her cheek.



He wasn’t studious towards the healing arts, but he could heal a mortal’s swollen cheek rather easily.



Sally took out a hand mirror from her purse and looked at herself. A lot more of her hesitation dissipated and she found herself smiling. “Thank you.”



“It’s no effort, Mistress.”



“….you don’t have to call me that.” She still found it rather…awkward.



“I must show proper respect to Father’s Mistress.” Ocean Song shook his head.



Sally let out a sigh. “I could hardly be called his Mistress, when I haven’t seen him since Percy was born. He probably forgot all about me.”



“Mistress, I can say for certainty, that not a day goes by that he doesn’t wish he could be at your side.” Ocean Song was nothing if not supportive of his Father.



Sally smiled despite herself. She picked up the gun, with a little bashful expression and stuffed it back into her purse. “I’m sorry for….shooting you.”



“No, no it’s my fault, please don’t worry about it.” He quickly soothed her. “You did the correct thing.” Though he had a thought, and he reached into his storage pouch and pulled out the Trident his Father gifted him. “As an apology, please take this as a gift. My Father bestowed it upon me when I was born, but I feel it would be useful for you and you can pass it onto my brother when the time is right.”



Sally didn’t know what to say, she took it, feeling it was heavier than it looked.



“The mists will make it look like a broom.” Ocean Song made sure to say. “Do you know about the Mists?”



“Uh….yeah, Pos – He told me about certain things.”



Ocean Song nodded, happy that she was aware of certain things. Especially not to speak the names of Gods so openly.



“Are…are you here to finally take Percy away?” She hesitated for a different reason. “He told me that eventually, Percy would have to go someplace. That Monsters would start showing up..”



“You mean Camp Halfblood. I apologize, Mistress, I am here for my own reasons. I am no member of Father’s Court, nor a participant in that camp. As you can see – ” He pointed to his Third Eye. “I am a Monster.” He chuckled lightly. “Monsters and the children of Gods don’t mix well.”



“Oh.” She relaxed but still looked at him. “Doesn’t that mean you being here would make things worse? He said that anything abnormal would make monsters more attracted to him!”



“Please allow me to alleviate your concerns, Mistress. While I am around, I can promise you, No harm shall befall you or your son in my presence.” He made a solemn oath, not one based on any God or thereof, but on his own pride and honor. “But I also have been…. pacifying the inhabitants of the city in recent weeks. The Monsters of the city know that it is unwise to target humans or Demi-Gods.”



Sally Jackson didn’t know what he meant by that, but she felt a shudder go down her spine and for some reason, she believed him.



Ocean Song looked down at her ‘Husband’. “You are a strong woman; your son is lucky to have you as a mother. Willing to submit yourself to this disgusting thing for his protection. If you desire, I can craft a few Talismans that can shield his innate scent just to assuage your worries, Mistress. You should not have to submit yourself to the torture of being married to this creature, you are worth far more than that.”



Sally Jackson blinked at the sudden information she received.



She was having trouble processing everything, because it had been all so sudden and rather emotionally whiplashing.



“Mom, why is the door broken?” We both heard the voice coming in. Sally looked the slightest bit concerned, glancing at him with an understandable suspicion. Even her hands around the Trident tightened, ready to stab at him if she needed to.



Ocean Song actually admired her quite a bit.



He could put several pieces together, filled in with what he recalled from his previous life.



She suffered torment and degradation at the hands of this disgusting person she called a husband, all to protect her son. And she was more than willing to fight Ocean Song to defend him without a single ounce of hesitation.



“Mom – ” Percy Jackson walked into the room. The Half-Brother of Ocean Song. They shared a few similar features, mostly their eyes and hair color. The two Brothers, meeting for the first time. ” – Why is there a pimp in here?”



“Percy!” His mom exclaimed in embarrassment.



Pimp!?



Ocean Song was confused.



He reached out, hidden from the view of his Half-Brother and snatched the hand mirror from Sally’s purse.



While the mists hid his form, they would still show the hidden state in a simple mirror.



His eyes widened because he was wearing a bright purple suit and did indeed look like a pimp.



….even his sword looked like a pimp cane.



He then realized why so many people were staring at him while he was walking down the street.



He made a silent promise to himself that he would better master the use of the mists in the future.







@***@
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Chapter 11

“What happened to Gabe?” Percy asked, looking at said smelly person on the ground, passed out. “Please tell me he got a pimp hand to the face.”



“Percy!” His mom squawked again.



“…..”



“Jesus, I was kidding, really?” He turned to his mom. “Is it actually my birthday today?”



Finally, she reached over and grabbed his cheek.



“I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” He quickly tried to apologize.



“Apologize to – ” His mom paused, looking at me blankly.



“Ocean Song.” The Cyclops filled in for her.



“…..Ocean Song.” She seemed to hesitate to say it.



“That name is made up.” Percy deadpanned.



“All names are made up.” Ocean Song countered.



Percy opened his mouth as if to retort with something, but his eyes went wide, and he just stood there, his mind seemingly blown.



The strange silence was interrupted by the sound of the smelly man groaning and slowly climbing to his feet.



Ocean Song looked at him, then at Sally Jackson as he slowly raised his sword, which oddly looked like a pimp cane in this moment to Percy’s eyes.



Sally Jackson met his eyes then looked away as if to say she didn’t see anything.



The silence returned with Gabe having a few more lumps on his head and his body unmoving once more.



“I like him.” Percy smiled happily. “If he’s going to be your pimp mom, then at least…”



“Alright, where’s the soap?” Sally grabbed his cheek, pulling him to the sink.



“It was a joke!”



“I don’t know where you learned that kind of language, but I think it’s time to clean your mouth out.”



Ocean Song just whistled to himself as his junior brother dug his hole deeper with each passing moment.



A few minutes passed before Percy’s head lay on the table, as if he were dead with his mom looking very pleased with herself.



Though the thing was, neither side knew where to go from here.



Ocean Song took this moment to manipulate the mists around Percy, to loop the surroundings around him, and to distort everything else in the room.



His mother frowned looking at him, like she was about to speak up but stopped herself once she realized it wasn’t anything harmful. “You made it so he can’t hear us?”



“More or less. I will iterate that it’s nothing harmful if it puts you at ease.” He wasn’t naive to assume she trusted him just because he and Percy were related. “I believed you would like a moment to collect your thoughts before deciding how to move forward.”



“Do I really have an option?” She dropped her head into her hands.



“If you don’t want him to know yet, I will respect your decision and leave.” Ocean Song said with a small smile.



“You…..really?” She looked at him in surprise.



“Is that strange?” He tilted his head. “The reason I came here was to simply meet my younger brother and check up on him.”



Sally Jackson pursed her lips because, well, it was hard to believe that’s all he came here for.



Percy’s father had warned her about a great many things, especially when it came to trusting basically anything or anyone when it came to Percy’s heritage.



“If I asked you to leave and never show up in front of me or my son again…”



“I would honor your wishes, Mistress.” Ocean Song bowed his head.



Sally Jackson was once more taken aback, mostly due to the sincerity she felt in his words. She knew her bluntness was rather rude, but she wanted to test him, despite how disarming he had been so far.



“Not Mistress.” Sally said softly. “If you’re going to… be around, don’t call me ‘Mistress’ anymore; it sounds weird and people will give me looks.”



“…Madam?” Ocean Song blinks.



“That’s….better.”



It was still a little awkward, everything in general for her, but Sally found herself smiling lightly.



Finally, she took a deep breath. “I’ll tell him that you’re his brother, and we’ll see where things go from there.”



Knowing that was a cue for Ocean Song, he manipulated the Mists again, so Percy’s head shot up.



“What the hell? I felt like I was listening to the barney song on repeat over and over. Seriously, I swear I saw the purple dinosaur doing the worm through the living room.” Percy looked around, shaking slightly.



Sally Jackson looked at Percy, then at Ocean Song.



“… Do you think it’s intentional that I look like this?” Ocean Song admitted awkwardly. “I’m not very good at manipulating the mists.”



Yet.



He would need practice.



“Percy, we need to have a talk.” Sally said.



“Mom.” Percy said it with full sincerity. “Even if he looks like a pimp and is like 10 years younger than you, I would happily take him as your boyfriend over smelly Gabe.”



Sally Jackson twitched slightly. “You’re just sprinting towards the finish line in the race for a spanking, aren’t you?”



“I’m being serious!”



“And that just makes me want to smack your behind even more, Percy.” His mom deadpanned. “I swear, where did this side of you even come from? Since when do you even know what a ‘pimp’ is?”



“Mom, I go to school for delinquents; do you really think I don’t know about things?”



“Don’t talk about your school like that.” She lightly smacked his shoulder. “It makes you sound like a delinquent.”



“Well, according to my parole officer, the judge, and my last six schools…”



“Percy, it was two schools.”



“Which proves I belong in delinquent school; I can’t even count!”



Sally let out an exasperated sigh. “Percy, serious time.”



“What’s wrong?” His expression changed; the young man was able to read the room. He looked at his mom, who was looking at Ocean Song, then he himself looked at the cyclops with eyes narrowed.



Ocean Song was surprised because the Trident on the other side of the room trembled slightly, and it wasn’t from him.



“I’m your brother.” Ocean Song realized it was a good moment to assist the madam. She looked thankful that he just ripped the band-aid off. “Half-Brother, mind you. But we are siblings.”



“Can you teach me how to pimp slap Smelly Gabe if we’re brothers?”



“Percy, one more comment.” Sally warned.



“Okay, okay, that was my last one. It was starting to feel like beating a dead horse anyway.” Percy held up his hands.



Ocean Song, however, found himself liking his younger brother.



“I’m guessing he’s not your long-lost son, mom.”



“We share a father.” Ocean Song smiled good-naturedly.



“Right.” Percy pursed his lips. “The Father I’ve never met, but I’ve been assured is amazing and awesome, but there’s a reason he can’t help us, and you married someone like Smelly Gabe for reasons. That Father?”



Sally Jackson opened her mouth, but Ocean Song was the one to respond first.



“Yes, that Father.” Ocean Song, despite his own feelings towards his father, wouldn’t deny Percy’s legitimate grievances.



“Alright.” Percy nodded, pushing up out of his seat as it scrapped against the tiled floor. “I’m out of here; I don’t want to hear whatever crap this is.”



“Percy, sit down.”



“Why do I have to care about someone who never bothered with us!?”



“That’s not the main point. It’s….complicated.”



“It’s always complicated; that’s all you’ve ever said. Whenever I asked you why he wasn’t here, why he never met me, why we had to put up with… that –” He pointed at Gabe on the floor. “It’s complicated.”



“Percy, sit down and I’ll explain it properly, alright?” His mom tried to calm him down.



“It’s the same song and dance every time, mom!” Percy’s emotions rose rather quickly, and with Ocean Song’s connection to water, he felt the water in the pipes of the house vibrate.



Ocean Song held up his hand as the mother-son duo began to argue, and the Trident, disguised as a broom, shot across the room right in front of their faces and fell between his fingers, abruptly stopping anymore shouting.



Slowly, Percy sat back down. “I think I’d like to listen now.”



“That’s probably for the best.” Sally said softly.



“My name is Ocean Song; I’m not human, and I’m your brother.”



“An Alien?”



“Yes.” Ocean Song replied without missing a beat.



“I knew it.” Percy nodded.



“You both!” Sally let out another exasperated sigh. “He’s not an alien, Percy! And You—” She pointed at Ocean Song. “Explain properly.”



Ocean Song cleared his throat. “I’m a Cyclops.”



“An Alien Cyclops?”



“No, just a regular one with Three Eyes.”



“Don’t they have one eye? I remember them from some games.



“Don’t worry about the details.” Ocean Song waved off. “The point is, I’m a Cyclops, and I’m your brother.”



“Oh Jesus, am I half Cyclops?” He looked at Sally.



“Percy, that makes no-”



“It’s why you have two eyes, like a weirdo.” Ocean Song informed him.



“I knew it; I was a freak all along!”



Sally began to rub the bridge of her nose as she counted down from ten. “Your father wasn’t human. But he wasn’t’ a…Cyclops. Your father is a god; you’re a half-god.”



“….neat”



“…not the reaction I expected.” His mom admitted.



“I’m still on the part where my half-brother over there pimp slapped Gabe into a coma while apparently being a Cyclops with three eyes.” Percy responded. “So, who’s my dad?”



“Greek God of the Sea. Don’t say his name. Names have power; don’t speak the names of any gods or monsters.” Ocean Song quickly delved into the important bits to avoid any unfortunate accidents. “The reason you never knew before is that Demi-Gods put out a certain smell that attracts monsters. The more you know, the stronger the scent. Gods can be far worse than monsters if you get their attention. If you call a god’s name, as well as a monster, it’s basically a big spotlight telling them to look over.”



“There’s a reason he couldn’t be around, Percy. He literally couldn’t.” His mom said.



“There are… rules that he’s forced to follow. Gods are not allowed to meddle in the affairs of mortals overtly. They stepped back from the world for a reason a millennium ago.” Ocean Song finished.



“That sounds stupid.” Percy settled on.



“It is.” Ocean Song didn’t disagree. “You’re taking this very well.”



“I want to punch something.” Percy replied.



Well, that was a normal reaction for a kid to be confused and angry, especially with these kinds of bombs dropped on him.



“Wait, you said that it’s bad for me to know, but you just told me everything.” Percy blinked in realization. “Isn’t this bad?”



“I’ll tell you what I told your mother. While I am around, you will come to no harm.” Ocean Song said firmly.



“The purple suit makes me skeptical.”



Ocean Song waved his hand, dismissing the mist around him, so he returned to his normal looks.



“Less cartoonish.” Percy blinked again. “Is that magic? Can I learn magic?”



“Yes to both counts.”



“Okay. Okay.” Percy nodded.



“Percy, are you alright?”



“I think it’s just finally hitting me. Am I crazy? I think I’m going crazy. Magic, haha.” Percy chuckled.



“Perhaps…you should take over this talk in privacy?” Ocean song offered, knowing his role came to an end here.



To him, it seemed like something intimate that they should speak about from mother to child, and he didn’t want to intrude.



“Thank you.” Sally spoke with clear gratitude in her tone. “But… if you’re gone…”



“Don’t worry, I anticipated this.” Ocean Song said with pride.



Truthfully, he didn’t anticipate this; he was playing everything by ear.



But he did have a solution, like a proper Cultivator!



He took out his Talisman writing supplies that he was gifted by the Goddess Hecate and rotated his cultivation base to begin drawing a Talisman.



It was his first attempt after breaking through to the Golden Core realm with knowledge of ‘how’ he was supposed to write it.



Frankly, it still took an obscene amount of Qi, but considering what he was doing, he didn’t find it strange.



The Talisman was complete, imbued with his Qi and power from his Golden Core cultivation base, yet it was only a temporary measure.



It was a talisman to hide his’scent’ so to speak. It also hid him on several other layers for extra protection, but the important thing was to hide Percy’s newfound scent.



Ocean Song noticed it throughout the time he had been here; despite shedding of his mortal coil, he could still smell Demi-Gods. And Percy’s scent had increased substantially over the course of his visit.



It just showed how powerful the ‘curse’ cast for all Greek Demi-gods truly was. To permanently hide such a thing was beyond even his Golden Core Realm, but a temporary measure was good enough.



“This will hide you from monsters for now.” He handed it to Percy. “It should last a few days.”



“A piece of paper, just what I wanted, Santa.”



“Percy, we’re going to have talk about your sarcasm after.” Sally snorted. “Thank you.” She looked at me.



“I’ll return in a few days to check up on you, Junior Brother.” Ocean Song smiled.



Percy didn’t have a witty thing to say at this point; it seemed like all this newfound information was weighing on him.



Ocean Song noted this and didn’t linger for goodbyes, opting to depart immediately after his role ended.



It was a good time to seek out another of his goals.



He was still at the beginning stages of the Golden Core realm, and while he knew the general path forward, there were many things missing.



Specifically, he was lacking in experience.



Cultivators fight against the Heavens.



He hadn’t done much fighting.



Sure, he had corralled most monsters in the city, but he had only swung his blade a handful of times and never been pushed.



He needed someone to fight.



Someone strong.



He considered his senior brother but pushed that thought away. He didn’t wish to ruin the budding relationship in case he overstepped.



And asking any of the gods of Olympus or minor gods around the area for sparring seemed… unwise, considering his familial connections.



Thus, he had to think outside of the proverbial Greek box.



He hopped on his sword and flew Northeast.



With his speed, it didn’t take long for him to arrive at his destination, several states away. Nor did it take long to find his specific target in this large city that he had entered for the first time.



The way the mists surged and rolled, gathering in one area, he found it rather easily.



The closest he’s felt this kind of usage of the Mists from so far was when he could view Mount Olympus from a distance in its hidden form.



He wanted to find someone to spar with, and what better place than those that claim a warrior culture?



He stopped and smiled as he looked at the sign out in front of him.



Hotel Valhalla.
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Chapter 12

Ocean Song smiled as he approached the door to Hotel Valhalla.



It was much more open and welcoming than Olympus that sat on top of the Empire State Building!



Funny enough, there were even mortals entering and leaving. Of course, the ‘entrance’ they took wasn’t the true entrance, which led to a mundane hotel. But it just made things easier as the little bit of traffic made Ocean Song not feel out of place.



Ocean Song didn’t dally, and he simply walked up, ignoring the ‘coercive’ effect to use the ‘wrong’ door, and pushed open the true door that led into Hotel Valhalla.



Immediately the world changed, both metaphorically and quite literally.



He had left ‘Midgard’ according to Norse beliefs and entered Valhalla proper.



The whole – and unnaturally large – room had quite an air to it. It held a rustic charm as spears were utilized as rafters and polished shields decorated the walls.



The many – many stuffed animal heads decorated all the free space, along with animal hides that laid out across the hardwood floor.



Eye-catchingly was a gigantic heart about the size of a car with a large wolf’s head stuffed and overlooking it.



Ocean Song’s eyes examined everything curiously before he found the main ‘desk.’ An overturned boat’s keel, if his bloodline of the Sea God was to be believed, with his instinctual recognition of nearly all things ‘boat.’.



Ocean Song then met the gaze of the person behind the desk, a woman – was it a Valkyrie? Her eyes widened upon seeing him, and she reached for a spear at her side hesitantly.



He put on his best and most disarming smile as he approached the help desk.



“Excuse me, I would like to schedule an appointment if possible. I beg your understanding, but I’m not quite sure how to do so otherwise.” Ocean Song made sure to keep his manners even when addressing this young lady.



Well, he was guessing she was young. Of course, he wouldn’t automatically assume in the world he lived in that gods could look like infants if they desired. But the look in her eyes made him feel like she was still inexperienced and young.



“…The manager is currently occupied with other matters.” She cautiously eyed him and the distance to her spear in case he made any more, clearly aware that he was a ‘monster.’ “You’re welcome to wait.”



She was ready to grab her spear and stab him through the heart. She waited for him to show his aggressive side, to attack, to do anything.



A bead of sweat falls down her forehead.



“Thank you, fellow Daoist!” Ocean Song cupped his hands and bowed politely before walking over to take a seat and began patiently waiting.



To Ocean Song, it made sense; he vaguely recalled that it was a man who ran the hotel who sat at the front desk. She probably didn’t have the authority to give him an answer, so he didn’t explain further and just decided to wait.



She was taken aback because she genuinely expected to be attacked.



She had been warned that every so often, a monster may stumble into the hotel, and they were always hostile from the stories. Of course, the manager usually handled them easily, but since he was gone, she was the one assigned to man the front desk until he returned.



While she had slain plenty of monsters in her life, for some reason, the one in front of her was giving a very foreboding feeling. Her carefully honed instincts told her that she would die if she wasn’t careful.



Her continued cautiousness didn’t abate as she nearly stared at him without blinking for an hour as he sat there, unmoving with eyes closed and seemingly… sleeping? No, he was just sitting there peacefully with his eyes closed.



Another hour passed, and she started to feel exhausted from the continued high-strung situation.



She almost wanted to ask him when he was going to attack her so her heart could calm down.



An hour passed as her eyes never left Ocean Song. He hadn’t moved a single inch since sitting down, making no aggressive moves, nor even looking her way.



It gave her enough time to truly inspect him. She didn’t know what kind of monster he was, only that he was in fact a monster. As a Valkyrie, she had a sort of sense towards those with humanity in them, as well as a certain sense towards gods. The one sitting down had neither, so it was obviously a monster.



…he was kind of handsome.



He wore weird clothing, but strangely, it only made him look more impressive.



And he had a sword at his side; he must be a great warrior, right?



She was about to open her mouth to talk to him, but someone else finally walked into the lobby.



Ocean Song also opened his eyes, noticing the person who joined the room.



A monster? He questioned in his heart but realized that Monster seemed to have been birthed from a human parent and carried a significant human appearance and temperament.



He also noted that it’s never died before as it lacked that same ‘smell’ that monsters died and went to Tartarus had.



Except… do monsters from this cosmology go to Tartarus when they die!?



It was a question he had no answer to.



“Mr. X” The Valkyrie politely greeted.



“Good morning, Kala.” The now-named Mr. X spoke. He had an oddly shaped body, a bit bigger, a bit ‘misshaped’ by normal standards. His nose was rather large too, with some bumps on his face.



But he spoke politely, if with a strange mannerism in his tone.



“Is Mr. Helgi not at the front desk today?” He asked.



“Mr. Helgi is preoccupied with the Thanes meeting and asked me to handle the front desk until he’s done.” The Valkyrie stated.



“Thank you.” He said politely once more, turning to Ocean Song with curiosity, walking towards him.



Ocean Song Smiled and stood up. “Greetings, fellow Daoist.”



Mr. X blinked at the greeting. “Hello, what are you doing?”



“I’m waiting.” Ocean Song said bluntly.



“What are you waiting for?”



“The Valkyrie said that the manager is busy; I’m waiting until he’s done.” Ocean Song replied.



“Maybe I can help you?” He offered. “What do you need the manager for? As an Einherjar here, I can do a lot of things that Valkyrie Kala can’t.”



Ocean Song pondered that and felt that there was no reason to hide it. “Greetings to you, great Einherjar. I hail from the Greek side of the world; this lowly Cyclops is a son of the Sea. I come here in hopes of exchanging pointers with a mighty god of Asgard. I have long heard the reputation of the warriors born from this Pantheon and wished to test my mettle to see where I stand.”



Mr. X scratched his head as he heard the words from the strange monster.



Did he say Cyclops? Why didn’t he only have one eye?



“You want to fight a god?”



“A good-natured spar, I have no ulterior motives.” Ocean Song nodded, hoping to make it clear he wasn’t here to cause problems, as he knew cross-pantheon politics might be a touchy subject.



“This is Hotel Valhalla, we don’t meet very many gods as Einherjar.” Mr. X spoke. “The Manager might be able to contact Asgard, but it’s unlikely any would answer even if he was willing.”



Ocean Song let out a small sigh. “I had no other means to contact the Norse gods, I’m afraid. I am but a lowly Cyclops; I do not have the ability to travel across the Nine Realms. If I am unable to achieve my goal, then I can only say my luck is poor and leave with regret.”



Mr. X rubbed his chin. “Kala, I’ll take him inside and keep him company until Mr. Helgi comes back.” He called out.



“Um… are you sure? I don’t know if… well, I don’t think it’s against the rules…?” She seemed hesitant.



“I’ll take responsibility.” Mr. X waved off being oddly persuasive as if something laced his voice, and the Valkyrie just nodded without saying anything in opposition again.



“A look at Valhalla?” Ocean Song’s eyes widened. “Even if my goal is not achieved, such a tour would allow me a lifetime of bragging to anyone outside.” The Cyclops was a daft hand at praising.



Mr. X looked at him strangely, just deciding to nod slowly rather than give a proper response to his words.



“I’ll show you around.” He gestured for Ocean Song to follow.



Ocean Song quickly caught up to him as he looked around curiously as they left the lobby.



“You saw the lobby already. This is the lounge.” He said as they walked to the next room over.



There was a large sign that read ‘No Impaling’ for everyone to see. Various comfortable-looking furniture sat around with games set out. Some card games, dice games, and even more modern arcade machines!



Actually, Ocean Song noticed a Monopoly box in the corner that looked to have been used quite a bit!



“How progressive.” Ocean Song praised.



“Here is one of the most important places in the hotel.” Mr. X led Ocean Song to a door that sat rather haphazardly at the side.



It read ‘Custodial Closet.’.



“…is it?” Ocean Song questioned.



Mr. X pressed his hand to the doorknob, and Ocean Song felt something happen as the door creaked open and a bright light shined from the threshold.



It was as if the sun shined through, a warm breeze met his face, and he was sure he heard the rustling of leaves.



Ocean Song peered over the edge of the Threshold and noticed that it was an entirely different world.



He looked back at Mr. X, and Mr. X met his gaze without any emotion revealed. There was a single beat that passed before Mr. X gave Ocean Song a swift kick, pushing him through the door.



Ocean Song’s eyes widened as Mr. X waved goodbye to him silently, and he began to fall through the air, and the door disappeared.



Ocean Song continued to fall through the air as the hotel had completely disappeared from view.



He didn’t know how long he had been falling, a few moments? But that was impressive enough, and he looked around to see a rather large tree that seemed almost like a mirage in the distance.



Was that the legendary Yggdrasil?



He must be somewhere in the Nine Realms, obviously. He was just confused as to why Mr. X had pushed him through without warning. But such thoughts came secondary to the fact that the ground was approaching into view.



He, of course, would have summoned his sword to fly, but for some reason, he felt himself unable to move!



How unfortunate.



Ocean Song utilized his special technique—breaking his fall with his face.



The ground, he found, was rather hard.



A discovery for the ages.



Thankfully, whatever restriction was imposed on him, he could move again, and he pushed himself up out of the newly established crater in the ground. He dusted himself off quickly and made his appearance tidy, noticing that someone else was there, staring at him.



A man was sitting down at a fire, roasting a large and very alive goat over it. For some reason the goat had a nonchalance about it despite this.



There was another Goat – or what remained of it – being eaten by the person. He had a head full of red hair and a red beard to accompany it as he bit into goat ribs without pausing even if his eyes landed on Ocean Song.



Ocean Song also noticed the hammer sitting at his side and realized the person’s identity immediately.



“Greetings, Great God!” Ocean Song clasped his hands and bowed towards the God of Thunder.



Thor, who was eating his lunch—specifically his regenerating goats who pulled his chariot—looked at the strange monster silently.



He merely raised an eyebrow as the monster greeted him so respectfully. Admittedly, his first instinct was to just throw his hammer at it and have a meal in peace, but he found himself curious as to why a monster fell from the sky.



Ocean Song remained bowing his head, not daring to move unless ushered. He was aware that he was far away from the same level as a God the likes of Thor, and he didn’t want to test his luck if the God was in a foul mood.



“Why did you fall from the sky, little monster?” Thor finally asked, swallowing the food in his mouth.



“An Einherjar kicked me through a closet.” Ocean Song said truthfully.



Thor blinked, scratching his head. He felt the Monster wasn’t lying, but his answer sounded like nonsense. “Why did he kick you through a closet?”



“I’m not sure, Great God. I arrived at Hotel Valhalla with the intent to exchange pointers, hopefully with a magnificent God of Asgard, to test myself. I heard the great legends of Asgard’s mighty warriors and wanted to know where I stand in the world. Unlikely my own Pantheon, the names of the Asgardian Warrior Gods reverberate throughout the entirety of Midgard, and I simply wanted to see such magnificence for myself.”



Ocean Song activated his other special technique—shameless bootlicking.



Thor rubbed his beard, ignoring his greasy hands. “You’re pretty strong for a monster.”



“Thank you, Great God. This lowly cyclops has dedicated his entire life to cultivation. My meager strength is nothing compared to one as magnificent as you, but I am happy with my progress.” Ocean Song continued to praise the god.



Thor smiled happily, not realizing the praise was rehearsed.



As a god, why wouldn’t he like to be praised and fawned over? It was basically in his nature.



“A cyclops?” Thor hummed. “Greeks don’t usually come over this way. If you wanted to fight, why not one of your own?”



“You jest, Great God. Who would care enough to acknowledge a lowly Cyclops like myself? Only the warrior gods of Asgard would be willing to look at my meager skill without dismissal. Everyone knows that the great warriors of Asgard are honorable and righteous; they don’t look down on those of lowly background like myself, only the strength of their will and measure of their deeds.” He laid it on thick, but the Norse God ate it all up.



“Alright,” Thor said, standing up.



“Pardon?” Ocean Song was confused.



“I don’t mind a little workout after eating lunch.” He began to stretch. “As a protector of humanity, I don’t smell any human blood on your hands either, so I don’t mind. I’m not foolish to believe all Monsters are… well, Monsters in how they act. Since you’re already here, let’s have a good fight!”



Ocean Song found himself blinking in realization that it was…rather easy to convince him.



He knew for a fact that every Greek god would turn their nose up and find his request insulting to them.



They held themselves to a much higher and loftier status; they wouldn’t lower themselves to ‘fight’ a monster like him.



Well, maybe the War God, but that wasn’t an ideal opponent to get the attention of for a simple spar.



Truly, Ocean Song felt he was wise for something to the Norse Pantheon!



“Then let’s fight, Great God! Please, teach me!” He bowed again, but he gripped his sword tightly with a big grin.



He could finally let loose!



Mr. X walked the fields of Asgard far from the city.



He could smell the scent of burnt goat from far away and knew where to go. With each step, he could taste the light crackle of lightning in the air.



Passing through the fields, gradually his form changed.



The half-troll Einherjar shifted forms.



In the blink of an eye, Mr. X disappeared, and an old man with one eye and two ravens on his shoulders continued onwards.



He came upon the scene that caused the commotion to reverberate through Asgard.



Thor noticed his arrival and awkwardly scratched his cheek.



“…father.” Thor greeted the arrival of Odin.



Odin looked at his son, specifically the cut across his chest and the swollen and bruised cheek of his.



His one eye then turned to look, not far away, at the prone body of the Cyclops from before in a massive crater that held the occasional crackle of lightning as it danced across the charred earth.



“Did you need to go so far, son?” Odin looked at him.



“…he startled me.” Thor responded with a hint of bashfulness.



“You allowed a boy to wound you.” Odin stated.



Thor blinked, looking at himself; the cut on his chest wasn’t very deep, but it was pronounced. He then looked at the cyclops in the crater. “Father…” Thor’s expression turned serious. “Please tell me I didn’t just beat up a child.” He was worried about his father’s wording there.



Thor was many things, but a child beater was… that would be an embarrassment for him.



Odin hummed. “He was born less than a year ago.”



Thor paled.



“But someone messed with his Time. He’s a man despite that.”



Thor let out a breath. “Thank the Norns.”



Odin gave one more look towards Ocean Song, then turned back to his son. “Tell me what happened.”



Thor let out a breath again. “We had a good fight!” He cleared his throat. “The monster was stronger than expected. His swordsmanship was odd, but impressive nonetheless. I underestimated him, and he got a good one on me.” He let out a laugh, not angry at being ‘wounded’ by a mere Cyclops.



“Your cheek is swollen.” Odin pointed out.



Though, that was saying it lightly.



Thor’s cheek was already turning purple and looked like he was hiding an apple on the inside of his mouth.



Thor rubbed his cheek. “I…..mayhaps became annoyed that he refused to unsheathe his blade and disarmed him and gave him a good-natured taunt. He then did… something; that third eye of his opened, and he then punched me with such speed and strength that it startled me! I…may have used a bit too much strength in my response.”



“How much strength did you use?”



“…almost all of it.” Thor looked away.



“You attacked him with your full strength?” Odin was surprised as he looked at the monster, who was very much still breathing, if only wounded and unconscious.



“Of course I didn’t assume my Divine Form! I’m not that petty, father.” Thor defended himself.



Though his final strike was one with his full strength below his Divine Form.



“…Is he truly only scantily a man, Father?” Thor asked seriously. “He is stronger than a great many Jotun I’ve faced in my life. He would be able to fight against some lesser gods and not lose. Is he truly a Cyclops as he claims?”



Odin was silent for a moment; his one eye looked at Ocean Song, as if it could unravel every secret in the universe. “He is a Cyclops, and he has the touch of Poseidon.” Odin spoke evenly. “I don’t know what he did to himself, but he was born a Cyclops.”



“How marvelous.” Thor said with a rare hint of respect. “I’ve killed some of those ugly things before, but never have I fought one so strong. It reminds me of those stories of the Primordial Cyclops of their ancient history.” Thor marveled as he rubbed his beard.



Odin walked into the big crater, easily hundreds of yards in diameter, as he slid down the side and found Ocean Song’s unconscious body.



The boy wasn’t overly hurt, so he wasn’t in a rush.



Rather, his one eye moved towards his blade that was impaled in the ground next to him, and he reached for it curiously but came to an abrupt halt as his eye widened.



His eye could see through the nature of its creation. It had all the distinct markings of a Greek forged blade right down to the normal imperfections in its craft. The Celestial Bronze they use, the other metals, and such that were added. He could see the magical enchantments that allow it to change size and shape.



All of that was unimportant compared to the malevolent feeling it held deep within.



Almost immediately, Odin wanted to rip apart its bindings and unsheathe the blade to discover the secrets within, but he hesitated for a moment and decided against it.



Odin had the premonition that the blade wasn’t meant to be unsheathed by him.



Whatever the cyclops had been doing, Odin realized that the moment the boy unsheathes his blade, his opponent will know regret.



It had been a long time since the Old God had been completely bewildered by something; the feeling actually caused the usually stoic and expressionless All-Father to smile.



He rummaged through his pockets until he found what he was looking for, a piece of fruit if one were to see it. It held a golden color, and Odin picked off a small piece and walked towards Ocean Song and pushed it into his mouth.



Ocean Song’s eyes immediately shot open as the piece of fruit was swallowed.



A huge burst of energy filled his body; he panicked, looking around as the energy surged through him, his eyes landing on Odin.



Of course, Ocean Song noticed the one eye and the two ravens, but before he could utter a word, the Old God held up a hand.



“Handle your own matters first.”



Ocean Song didn’t know what he meant by that, only that he felt the instinct to start cultivating.



He plopped to the ground, cross-legged, and began to rotate his cultivation base. He didn’t know what entered his body, only that it had something to do with the God before him.



The impossibly pure Qi rampaged, and it took all of his effort to force it under control.



His Gold Core vibrated, and his Dantian began to absorb the rampant power. Slowly, his Golden Core grew in both size and purity.



Eventually the rampant power settled down as he merged it all with his cultivation base.



Ocean Song let out a breath; a wisp of Qi escaped and dissipated into the world as he opened his eyes.



“Mid-Stage Golden Core realm?” He blurted out in disbelief.



He felt like he reached a new threshold of his realm as his Golden Core reached a new size and purity.



“Is that what you call it?” Odin looked at him curiously.



Ocean Song’s eyes widened as he remembered where he was. “This lowly Cyclops greets the All-Father!” He stood up and clasped his hands, bowing his head.



Odin just waved his hand dismissively. “You were able to absorb all the power of the Golden Apple piece.” He noted.



“Golden apple?” Ocean Song now realized what he had eaten.



“Hmm.” Odin ran a hand through his beard. “Here.” He tossed the remainder of the Apple Slice to Ocean Song. “I don’t suggest eating it all at once. I don’t know what you’ve done to yourself, but I can understand a thing or two. If you eat too much all at once, you will change in a way you probably don’t want. Secondly…” Odin pointed at the eye on his forehead. “Your existence seems to be balanced between the thing in your forehead and the one in your chest. If the one in your chest gets stronger, you might have an accident without the one on your head matching it.”



Ocean Song understood immediately what Odin was talking about. Despite Odin not knowing the context nor the proper names, he could clearly see some issues that might arise if he ate the remainder of the apple slice haphazardly.



“Thank you for your teachings, All-Father.” Ocean Song bowed again as was respectful.



Odin nodded, accepting his thanks as it was intended. “You are an interesting creature.”



“…thank you?” Ocean Song didn’t know what to say to that.



“You are a true warrior!” Thor laughed, walking over to join them. “Father, give him a pass to come back; I wouldn’t mind fighting again!”



Odin expressionlessly tossed another thing to Ocean Song, it looked like a piece of wood that had runes written on it.



He didn’t know what it said, but apparently it allowed him to come and go.



He accepted it happily and stored it away in his storage pouch.



Thor cleared his throat. “I apologize for being heavy-handed.”



“Oh, it’s alright.” Ocean Song cleaned himself off, standing up. “To be able to experience the Great Thor’s prestigious strength, I have nothing but contentment.”



“Good lad!” Thor smacked his shoulder, nearly knocking him over. “Come, after a battle, it’s tradition to share a drink!” Thor forced a bottle of mead into his hand.



Ocean Song, not wanting to be disrespectful, drank it and found himself chugging the entire thing as his head became hazy.



He had never been drunk before, but apparently the God Thor gave him something meant for Gods because he already found it difficult to keep standing straight.



“Father, why not make him an Einherjar? Those Greeks probably don’t even care about him.”



“We could probably find a good woman for him to marry.” Odin stroked his beard with a thoughtful look. “Those Olympians wouldn’t be able to say anything even if they learned what happened after he marries an Asgardian goddess.”



Ocean Song nearly stumbled over. “I thank you for your kind intentions, Great God, but…” Ocean Song blushed slightly. “I have someone in my heart already.” He was able to force it out.



“Oh?” Thor raised an eyebrow, laughing. “Come on, tell me about what woman moved such a warrior as yourself.”



Ocean Song cleared his throat. “This lowly cyclops is unworthy, but after knowing the Goddess of Magic, no other woman will ever enter my eyes.”



Thor paused for a moment and laughed. “The Goddess of Magic? I remember her. She lives in the underworld, right Father? A dreary place. And such a cold woman, you deserve someone better! A man’s wife should be warm and welcoming, an eternal hearth for a weary soul after days of battle! What makes you so enamored, my warrior friend?”



“Well….” Ocean Song found himself in an awkward position. “She’s been so kind to me. She’s beautiful beyond words, and her cold aloofness is…charming.” He said quietly. “And… and she always seems perpetually unhappy whenever I see her…” His body swayed lightly from side to side. “I just want to make it so she smiles more.” Ocean Song’s eyes glazed over, but he smiled brightly, speaking earnestly.



He barely finished before he fell face forward into the ground and passed out again.



Both Thor and Odin looked at Ocean Song.



“…I think I gave him too strong of a drink.” Thor said. “I thought that if he was a warrior of such a level, he should be able to handle his drink too.”



“He’s still a boy.” Odin replied.



“Ah… I forgot.” Thor said with a bit of embarrassment again.



“Take him back to the hotel and let him sleep it off. He should be fine with a little bit of a nap.” Odin waved his hand.



“Very well.” Thor lifted him up easily, giving his father a wave goodbye.



As Thor left with the strange monster, Odin took out a crystal orb.



Within the orb, the previous conversation replayed magically, having been recorded from the moment that the monster started drinking.



He held it up to his bird, who took it into its mouth.



“Go deliver that to the Greek’s Hecate.” He said softly as the bird needed no more ushering, and it flew off towards the horizon.



Odin smiled lightly.



He turned back into the form of the half-troll he had been masquerading as, humming to himself quietly as he went back home.
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Chapter 13

Ocean Song woke up, groggy and with a strange headache. Considering he was smacked by a hammer, that was probably understandable. But he vaguely recalled something else happened afterwards.



The memories slowly returned, meeting Thor and Odin both was surprising in hindsight. I felt like they talked about something, but he couldn’t quite recall properly.



Oh well.



Ocean Song wasn’t particularly perturbed, he remembered the important tidbits. Especially Odin’s advice on his cultivation.



As expected from such a Wise God, he didn’t even know the intricacies of Ocean Song’s profound cultivation, yet was able to point out a potential troublesome point that Ocean Song didn’t consider.



It made sense.



His body was currently in a harmonious state.



Divine and Demonic if one wished to be more elegant in descriptions.



Yin and Yang respectfully.



The two opposite forces existed together in a harmonious state and if that state was disturbed, the potential backlash could be catastrophic!



Despite his Golden Core being elevated to the Mid-stage and his Demonic Core – which he used to call his Monster Core – being still at the Early Stages, the balance had not yet broken, even if it were strained.



Still, he was excited, any increase in cultivation was cause for celebration.



It was a most fortuitous encounter to be able to consume such a legendary Spiritual Herb from the Great God Odin.



It made him feel even more like a proper Cultivator knowing that he luckily stumbled into a cultivation increase by doing almost nothing!



He rose from the couch he was laying on and quickly sat in a meditative position, letting himself feel his own body.



There were no hidden dangers inside and if anything his body was in perfect shape.



One thing did stand out to him though, his Demonic Core increased in size slightly!



That was odd, he didn’t think the Golden Apple piece would increase his Demonic Core, in fact, he recalled how his Golden Core absorbed all of it!



Was it a side effect, as a coexistence state, if one increased by a substantial margin, the other inevitably had some sort of increase?



No, that didn’t make sense because they had separate properties.



His Golden Core represented his Cultivation Base, while his Demonic Core represented –



At that moment Ocean Song wanted to chide himself for being so blind.



Of course, his Demonic Core represented his Physical Body! The fight with Thor, even the liquor that was enough to bring him to his knees, they affected him physically and thus his Demonic Core received a measure of ‘cultivation’.



The more he trains his Physical Body, the more his Demonic Core increases!



Though, after all of that, it was only a small increase…..



While he now had a vast mountain in his mind that he knew would be exceedingly difficult to climb, he was also happy to know how to progress.



One step at a time.



Regardless, with the newfound strength of his Mid-stage Golden Core, he felt stronger than ever!



The difference between the Early-Stages and the Mid-Stages was like the difference between Heaven and Earth!



Or something like that.



He remembered that every time a cultivator broke through, they must compare their previous cultivation to their current cultivation and use that same comparison.



Realistically, he was noticeably stronger. How much, he had no idea.



It’s not like he could look at himself and attribute some arbitrary percentage by which his strength increased with so many metaphysical concepts attached.



He had yet to reach that level of Cultivation insights, thus he must work harder.



Once Ocean Song realized he was in good condition, he hopped up off his seat to look at his surroundings. He was still at the Hotel Valhalla if the décor was anything to go by, but he was simply sleeping on a couch in a room he didn’t particularly recognize.



However, he eyed a letter on the table next to him, he assumed it was from Thor. Mostly because it smelled like goat.



‘Come back again whenever you want to fight! You’re welcomed as a friend of Asgard, just show anyone that piece of wood and no one will stop you.’



‘—Thor, God of Thunder.’



Ocean Song slapped his Storage Bag, and the block of wood mentioned in the letter popped out. He looked it over and it seemed rather ordinary, merely Runes carved into it. However, after staring at it for a few moments, he seemed to feel an archaic and primordial aura to it that left his mind a little shocked.



“Don’t probe any longer, boy. There are some secrets to the world that are more dangerous than beneficial at your level.”



Ocean Song’s mind snapped back to place as he blinked and looked around, eyes landing on Odin who was now sitting in the corner.



The Cyclops hadn’t noticed him before, or if he wasn’t there, hadn’t noticed him entering.



Either way, he could only bow to the Great God’s superior cultivation.



Wisely, Ocean Song heeded the words of the All-Father and put the block of wood away. “Thank you for your Wisdom.” He bowed politely.



Odin grunted. “Anyone here will recognize it. Only a God will know its worth. If need be, you can flash it to one of those Olympians and they might hesitate to kill you if you anger one of them. Otherwise, no one will bar your way if you want to come and go.” His tone was very dismissive as if it were a small thing.



“If I may ask, how long was I asleep?” Ocean Song asked curiously.



“Little over a day.” Odin hummed. “I expected you to only sleep for a few hours, but your body is strange and even I’m surprised by how it responds.”



A whole day?



Ocean Song’s face paled because he was supposed to have been back and checked up on Percy and Madam Jackson.



“Great God, I do not mean to be disrespectful, if you have any need for me, I will gladly walk through fire and ice for you. However, I do have a pressing matter. I beg your consideration.” Ocean Song said with some urgency.



Odin casually waived his hand. “Get going if you need to go. You don’t have to put up with all that nonsense around here. We aren’t those Olympians, speak what you what to speak. If someone doesn’t like what you say, they’ll simply punch your teeth in rather than curse you or whatever they get up to over on your side of the world.”



Ocean Song blinked and nodded, once more politely bowing his head in thanks.



Regardless, he would not stop being polite to any Gods he meets.



At least until he knows he can cut them down.



Odin Silently pointed at a door at the edge of the room which Ocean song happily went through, only realizing that he was now back onto the streets in the human world. The door behind him slammed shut and he read it as the Emergency Exit from the hotel.



He simply scratched his head and chalked it up to Godly shenanigans and threw his sword out, quickly jumping onto it and flying back to New York.











@***@







Ocean Song flew through the city and arrived at their apartment quickly. However, he only sensed one life within it when he swept it with his Divine Sense.



It was that smelly man from before.



He furrowed his brow and swept his Divine Sense outward across nearly the entire city. It felt a lot more effortless this time compared to beforehand now that he was Mid-Stange in the Golden Core realm.



He didn’t find Percy or Madam Jackson.



He wasted no time entering their apartment.



Madam Jackson’s husband was leaning against the kitchen counter with an ice pack on his head.



“Who the hell – “



He smacked the man again, knocking him out again.



Luckily, Ocean Song found a piece of paper on the ground and picked it up noticing there were words on it.



‘I took Percy out to Montauk Beach. I wanted to wait to tell you before we left, but you didn’t come back. If you need anything, you can find us there, but I wanted to give Percy a chance to relax before he has to go off to that camp of his.’



Ocean Song wasn’t obtuse, he caught the hidden subtext. She basically was asking him not to come ruin the trip unless there was something important.



Obviously, she wanted to spend some alone time with her son before he inevitably goes off and learns how to be a proper Demigod.



He felt a twinge of sadness that he missed the opportunity to assuage his younger brother’s worries due to his own mishap.



He wouldn’t be such a brute to ignore everything and rush over there. He would have the opportunity when they come back.



Well, he had more time to kill now, and with nothing better to do, he left the apartment and flew back to his almost-house.



That is to say, the house only had a vague outline as of now.



However, he easily began to chop down trees with a wave of his sword and cut them into proper dimensions before stacking them up.



He had the instinct to almost immediately start meditating and cultivating, but he had yet to digest the new breakthrough he experienced yesterday.



Rather than a forceful method, he believed that a simple and mundane method would be better. Carefully carving up wood beams for his house, and meticulously assorting them to build up the foundation of his soon to be house.



The actions carried no hint of obscene power or displays of shocking might beyond some minor superhuman means. However, it allowed Ocean Song to calm down, let his mind focus, and enter a relaxed state.



Yes, everything in Ocean Song’s world calmed down in this moment. The worries he currently had along with his own anxiousness that came with trying to increase his strength, they drifted away.



There was nothing to disrupt Ocean Song’s peace. The only thing that he noted was the passing of time due to the sun disappearing in the sky, and nighttime quickly approaching.



Yes, there was nothing that could disturb him in his tranquil work.



Except for the annoyed Goddess standing there suddenly with arms crossed, staring at him like she wanted to beat him up.



“Great Goddess!?” Ocean Song, nearly fell over and quickly bowed politely to her. “I apologize, I did not expect your arrival.”



Hecate stood there silently, glaring his way. “Do you know what this is?” She asked, holding up a glass orb.



Ocean Song blinked. “A Crystal Ball that you use to tell the future?”



“Do I look like some street performer!?” She huffed indignantly. “Do you really not recognize this?”



“I apologize, but should I?” Ocean Song questioned.



Hecate pursed her lips in deep thought. “You changed again. You’ve gotten noticeably stronger. What have you done since I last saw you?”



“I went to find a sparring partner.” Ocean Song smiled. “I was lucky enough to have the Great God Thor spar with me and the Great God Odin passed on a piece of Golden Apple to heal my injuries, and it also allowed me to achieve a breakthrough!”



Hecate twitched.



She expected him to hide it, but he just blurted it out so easily when she asked.



Honestly, it made her want to kick him even more.



Several questions she had now also made sense. Like, why the Chief God of another Pantheon used his familiar to drop off a magical recording right to her doorstep.



When was the last time she even interacted with the Norse Pantheon, let alone any other Pantheon!?



She mostly stays in the underworld!



Really, it only happens when she consults with other Magic Gods with regards to managing the Mists. While she may be the creator, there’s no plausible way to manage it across the world with every other region and Pantheon. All the major Magic Gods of each region help manage it even if they rarely interact.



Of course, the contents of the recording are what’s making her the most annoyed.



Particularly that she can’t beat up the stupid Cyclops because he seems completely oblivious to its existence!



She simply grumbled indignantly. “Why did you go seek out other Gods from another Pantheon? You are a Greek Monster.”



“….who would spar with me?”



She paused because he made a very good point. Who among the Gods of Olympus, or even Lesser Gods under Olympus would willingly lower themselves to spar with a Monster?



In hindsight, it was actually a smart decision.



She knew a bit about the Norse, she wasn’t one to particularly become enthused by other Pantheons, content to keep to herself. But she knew they were….more brutish.



They’d be more than willing to start a brawl at the drop of a hat, but likewise, they didn’t really carry grudges the same way her fellow Gods did.



If two Gods of Asgard found themselves at odds, they would simply fight until a winner was decided and most of the time, things were settled there.



Regardless, she put the magical recording away – carefully.



To preserve it……for reasons she hadn’t yet decided on. But she knew it was important and must be kept safe.



Then she kicked the stupid Cyclops to release some of her pent-up annoyance.



“What kind of idiot goes to challenge the God of Thunder to a fight!?” She began to chastise him.



“Thor was nice!” Ocean Song defended himself.



Hecate paused because she felt the gaze of a God look over after he called the name.



She scowled, throwing up her hand to obscure the area around her, and vaguely she felt the laughter from said God of Thunder as it pulled away.



“And what part of me looks unhappy?!” She kicked him again with a huff. “Don’t go around saying things like that!”



Ocean Song was confused but just nodded.



His profound cultivation allowed him to instinctively navigate some dangerous situations.



That is, he nodded along to anything she said to appease her.



Once her anger was vented, she finally relaxed a little. “Did you at least find what you were searching for when fighting with that man?”



“Yes, Great Goddess.” Ocean Song nodded enthusiastically. “I’m still far from where I need to be. I was only able to land a couple of good blows on the Great God before he smacked me with his hammer and knocked me out. I have a long road to walk still.”



Hecate raised an eyebrow.



Being able to land a few hits on the Thunder God was by no means an easy feat.



She too was somewhat curious how strong this strange Cyclops was considering his…..everything.



He was an anomaly of the highest order.



“Great Goddess, I have a question if you would honor me.” Ocean Song spoke.



“What Great Goddess?” She repeated with an eye roll. “Speak my name, you have my permission.”



“…..Hecate?”



“Hmph.” She let out a grunt in acceptance. “None of those empty platitudes, they only make me want to hit you. Just speak my name for now on.” There was very faintly a certain gentleness to her tone as she finished.



Ocean Song smiled happily. “I ran into a strange human. He smelled, not just a normal smell, but it was enough to mask the scent a Demi-God gave off. I’ve never heard of this before, and it left me confused.”



Truthfully, Ocean Song was confused by the existence of Gabe.



He recalled the original ‘text’ and it seems like the existence of Gabe being ‘smelly’ was never really answered.



“Oh, you met one of those.” Hecate drawled, but her demeanor shifted to that of a teacher. “You have heard of Clear-sighted mortals, yes?”



“Yes.” Ocean Song Nodded.



“You can consider those to be the exact opposite.”



“What do you mean?” Ocean Song found himself confused further.



Hecate let out a breath. “I keep forgetting how…. inexperienced you are.” She looked at him strangely. “Do you know how a Clear-sighted Mortal comes about?”



“Please enlighten me, Great Goddess!”



Hecate raised an eyebrow her gaze hardening.



“I mean, Hecate.” He corrected.



She snorted but continued. “There are three sources, primarily. Of course, any God can basically force a Mortal to be Clear-sighted if they want, so that doesn’t really count. But the first source is a type of legacy, a descendant of a God or Monster can develop the ability to peer through the mists at any point in their lives. The second are individuals who have great talents in magic. And I don’t believe I need to overly explain that one. Lastly, and the most random, are a certain type of rare Mortal that can peer through the mists due to their outlook on life. The type of person who is so willing to accept the nonsensical and open minded enough to not dismiss the supernatural that happens in front of their eyes. This last type of mortal can sometimes perceive the world openly, thus penetrating the mists. “



“Thank you for your insight. But how does this relate back to the smelly man I met?”



“It correlates to the last one I mentioned. Where one is so open minded that they can peer through the mists, the man you met is the type that is so horrendously narrowminded that they actively reject anything beyond their own ‘reality’. Commonly, they carry some of the more disgusting and vile traits among humans. Egotistical, Narcissistic, Self-absorbed, I could keep going, but you get the idea. Of course, there are many humans with these traits, but it’s rare for one of them to develop the ‘smell’ you experienced. Well, beyond actually just plain smelling awful.”



“I see, thank you.” Ocean Song was polite in his thanks



It made sense, he supposed. And she was probably dumbing it down for him to understand.



He wanted to ask another question, but a strange thundering above cut him off.



Both he and Hecate both looked up at the sky, and very quickly, a thunderstorm appeared overhead.



Hecate furrowed her brow. “Who angered him enough that he would make such a scene?”



“Is…that who I think it is?” Ocean Song hesitantly asked.



“I would suggest not doing anything to stand out at the moment.” She replied. “Zeus isn’t known for being reasonable when he gets in a mood.” There was a hint of disdain in her tone.



However, Ocean Song’s eyes widened.



He didn’t put it together beforehand, and it’s not like he knew the timetable he was thrust into.



Honestly, he only vaguely recalled the texts he read in his previous life, so he didn’t know exact dates or times!



“You – ” Hecate’s words died because Ocean Song was already stepping on his sword.



“My brother is in danger.” He said solemnly before shooting off into the sky.



He made a promise to his brother, no harm would befall him or his mother.



He intended to keep that promise.



@***@
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Chapter 14

Ocean Song’s Divine Sense spread out before him, pushed to its limit. He flew faster than he had ever before, becoming a shooting star in the air.



He followed the direction of the Lightning Storm, the proverbial Eye of it.



He was beyond worried, panicked even.



Was it his fault? The time line was completely wrong, did his actions cause deviations enough that calamity found his younger brother earlier than expected?



He wanted time to help his junior brother, to give him aid and direction so his early years would not be so painful.



Yet, everything had turned to chaos without warning.



It was his instincts as a Cultivator, he knew that Percy was the center of the Divine turmoil he perceived high up in the sky.



The Lord of Heaven was angry, and the world was feeling his wrath.



It wasn’t just the Skies, he could feel it as well, the source of his own Divine Bloodline. His Father’s power also manifested, as if to content with the sky, the two forces clashed, invisibly to most the world, revealed only in the form of a chaotic storm.



Madam Jackson and his Junior Brother should have been on the coast, enjoying a small reprieve from the world, yet the storm was centered more towards the camp.



It didn’t take a genius to know what was going on and where he should head.



His Cultivation base rotated at extreme speeds, and he covered the distance of miles in the blink of an eye, his Divine Sense finding his target.



As he got closer, he began to notice lightning dropping from the sky indiscriminately.



Ocean Song didn’t know the reason for this wonton display of power, but it was a move by the Lord of Heaven to sidestep some restrictions. His direct moves were limited if he wanted to strike down someone he wanted to. He had yet to make a direct strike against them yet, and the Ancient Laws and Rules prohibited too many direct moves even against a mortal, however a random Lightning Storm had nothing to do with him if it just so happened to turn his intended target to ash.



No, Ocean Song had no time to contemplate any deep meanings as he flew through the sky at his fastest speed.



His Divine Sense narrowed in and finally found them. He vaguely recognized the car, albeit the side of it was scorched from an assumingly recent lightning strike and it had come to a stop.



It wasn’t just the Lightning either.



His Divine Sense picked them out from far away, but getting closer, he could smell them too. There was a plethora of other monsters around, a handful were particularly powerful. Sweeping his Divine Sense over Percy who was awkwardly huddled in the car, he noticed that his protective Talisman was nowhere to be seen.



The sky above them rumbled and another bolt of Lightning dropped. Ocean Song’s eyes lit up with anger and from a distance away, he slashed through the air. Dozens of sword slashes tore through the air, monster body parts were severed from all over the place.



With grace, Ocean Song landed on the top of the car before the Lightning landed, and he gripped his sword with both hands and swung upwards. Despite it being a random Lightning bolt, it still carried with it a weight that was hard to describe.



It took Ocean Song releasing his Qi in earnest to deflect it away from the car.



Despite the sky still rumbling, and various lightning falling in other places, there seemed to be a strange silence that overcame the surroundings. The ministrations of the monsters ceased abruptly, atleast the ones still alive. The majority who had just been killed and turned to dust were but cannon fodder not worth mentioning.



“It seems that my words were taken for wind.” Ocean Song’s voice carried, reaching the ears of every Monster in the vicinity. “I will be sure to do a thorough cleaning once tonight’s matters are settled.”



The car doors were forced opened, ignoring any sense of delicateness to the vehicle as both mother and child nearly fell out.



“Pimp bro!?” Percy called out to him.



“Junior Brother, Madam.” Ocean song greeted them. Despite him feeling pleased at their safety, there was a strange forboding feeling that tingled down his spine. There were eyes on him, and Percy. Eyes that he couldn’t shake, thus he could only summarize that they were Divine in Nature. Other than the two forces colliding mid-air at the moment.



He wasn’t obtuse to not realize he wouldn’t enter the eyes of the Lord of Heaven the moment he made his arrival known.



He felt lucky that his presence previously – when he was flying through the Domain of the Sky – was treated as nothing more than an insect not worth noticing.



“What happened?” Ocean Song looked at them both, confused at how this sequence of events came to pass. It was earlier than he remembered Percy’s escape to Camp Half Blood should have occurred.



And realization dawned on him, that Satyr friend of his was nowhere to be seen either.



Things had changed drastically.



“Some biker dude saw me playing with the water and grabbed the paper you gave me!” Percy threw his hands up wildly, still clearly trembling and his adrenaline running high. “Then a little bit later, a bunch of monsters came after us!”



“….I grabbed him and quickly tried to drive to the Camp.” Madam Jackson finished, shivering herself, less ‘excitedly’ than Percy, like she was forcing herself not to freak out.



Ocean Song could fill in the blanks there.



He knew one ‘person’ who could be described as a ‘biker dude’ as Percy said. However, the coincidence was staggering, enough to make Ocean Song guess that it wasn’t merely Coincidence, perhaps certain forces moved to try and force events on a certain track.



If the God of War ran into Percy, an undisclosed Son of Poseidon, there’s no way he could just let him be. Finding the Talisman, he would certainly take that away to watch Percy scramble to ‘protect himself’. Maybe he found out that the Monsters in the area refused to make a move, and resorted to other means….



And undoubtedly, it seemed he informed the Lord of Heaven if the sky was anything to go by.



Suffice to say, it turned into a complete mess.



Ocean Song’s thoughts on the matter were disrupted as a roar shook the surroundings. Trees nearby trembled and were knocked down in the forestry. A big figure pushed through the foliage, two horns on its head and the body of a bipedal bull combined with a man.



“The Minotaur?” Ocean Song’s gaze landed on the creature.



“Let’s run!” Madam Jackson quickly blurted out, recognizing the creature of Myth and Legends as well.



“That’s a buff cow!” Percy helpfully added. “Come on, Pimp Bro. Don’t mess with a guy wearing Tidy Whities, they got nothing to lose.” Percy reached up to grab the corner of Ocean Song’s robes while his own mother grabbed at him to pull him in the opposite direction.



Ocean Song found the gesture warming.



And what Percy said was true, why was the Minotaur wearing a pair of white underpants and nothing else?



“Do you remember what I said, Madam Jackson?” Ocean Song Lifted his blade, casting a disdainful look towards the Minotaur who was kicking the ground like he wanted to charge. “As long as I’m here, no danger will befall you.” He accentuated it with a swing of his blade.



A single flash of light shot out, cleaving the ground and through the forest.



The Minotaur who commanded a certain presence, it halted in its movement, and slowly its two sides slid apart, each falling to opposite sides, hitting the ground briefly before turning to dust.



Ocean Song gracefully stepped off the top of the car to the gob smacked looks of his younger brother and his mother.



“Holy shit, you’re like an anime character.” Percy blinked.



Foolish younger brother, the only thing more powerful than Anime is Xianxia!



Truly, he had much to teach his younger brother.



Ocean Song’s smile faltered as his eyes widened, instincts screaming at him. Without even a second to speak a word, he grasped at the air around both of them and threw it to the side abruptly. It was rough, they hit the ground hard and rolled several times, scrapes and bruises inevitable, but Ocean Song couldn’t worry about that.



He grabbed his sword, and his Qi exploded, the sky above turned into pure white as a large bolt of Lightning came crashing down, carrying with it the weight of authority and the Sky.



Ocean Song’s Cultivation Base rotated at its fastest speeds, utilizing all the Qi he could muster in this brief moment, he swung his sword up.



“Ocean Sword, Third Form – Calm Waters!” The most aggressively gentle of his sword moves was released.



The First form – Crashing Waves, was a means to put as much power possible into a singular attack. The Second Form – Chaotic Tides, was a means of speed, attacking plentifully and quickly, but less ‘powerful’ in each strike.



The Third Move, it carried neither of those two principles, and it was the most difficult of the three grouped sword moves.



The Third move, its purpose was to render all attacks ineffectual. It wasn’t a means of attack, but of defense!



To forcibly turn the rampaging sea back to calmness!



To anyone watching, it looked like a single and casual horizontal slash by Ocean Song, but the world seemed to be split in two. An area around him turned to complete harmony and peace, and the desire for destruction coming from the sky crashed headlong into it.



The Sword collided with the Divine Lightning and a cataclysmic thunderclap resounded. Percy and Sally had to shield their eyes and brace themselves, not clearing seeing what occurred.



However, many more eyes had been attracted to the Lord of Heaven’s overt move. They had witnessed who he attempted to smite, and who stood in his path, and they witnessed the sword move as well.



Once the dust settled, all eyes fell on the Cyclops.



Ocean Song stood in a crater, breathing heavily, the edges of his robes were charred and burnt, with some of the same across his arms and skin. He threw up a mouthful of blood, and his legs trembled slightly, but he stood tall.



Ocean Song was gratefully to Thor for letting him experience the Divine might of a god’s Divine Lightning. He feared if he never went to Asgard, he would have been in much worse shape.



However, he avoided the vast majority of the attack through his Sword Move, proving its power to anyone who watched.



Thunder boomed overhead, and there seemed to be a hint of surprise and confusion coming from it.



Likewise, Poseidon who was watching, while utterly furious, also seemed to pause in surprise at the power of his son.



Oh, he was most certainly surprised at his sudden appearance, but he had no time to question it and simply felt grateful to his weirdest son for protecting his younger brother and his mother.



Despite what was happening, just as Zeus was limited in the aggression he could dish out, Poseidon was possibly more limited in the ‘help’ he was allowed to give.



“Pimp bro!” Percy tried to run at Ocean Song, but the Cyclops held a hand up, and Percy felt like he hit an invisible wall before his mom grabbed him.



She looked at him with clear worry and helplessness, but it was obvious where her priority laid at.



“Take him.” He gave her a good-natured smile despite the situation. “I have a plan, don’t worry. As long as I draw breath, you will come to no harm.” He took a deep breath and swung his sword again, a path through the forest was opened up, hundreds of trees felled and any monster still lurking nearby had been killed or scared off.



She couldn’t relay her thanks verbally, her concern was getting Percy to safety, and she basically dragged him away, the camp being nearby.



Though, realistically, the Lord of Heaven could just smite them at any time.



But Ocean Song was being truthful when he said he had a plan.



Only….it was a bad plan.



Ocean Song wasn’t the source of Zeus’s ire, simply an annoyance at the moment, and he would focus his attention on Percy. Therefore, the only course of action was to draw Zeus’s attention away from them.



How does one do that?



By challenging their pride.



Ocean Song’s face hardened. “Lord of Heaven, dare you strike at me again!?” His voice rang out, loud enough that everyone could hear.



It was a challenge towards Zeus’s authority.



The rumbling skies, and the gaze he had locked onto Percy was abruptly torn away and it landed back on Ocean Song.



Ocean Song could feel it.



The Intense Gaze of a powerful God was drilling into him. The hairs on the back of his neck stood up and he felt death approaching quickly.



Far from the fight with Thor, this was a genuine desire to destroy him.



Zeus couldn’t ignore the ‘challenge’. Everyone was watching, and his pride wouldn’t allow him to look weak to the other gods.



Poseidon knew what he was doing and said nothing, even letting up on his own release of power against Zeus’s.



“I have long heard the name of the Lord of Heaven. This lowly Cyclops has withstood your strike, has this one has earned the right to make a request?” Ocean Song spoke full of confidence despite speaking complete bullshit.



Half of his nonsense was just to keep Zeus’s attention and buy time, but to his surprise, he heard the voice of Zeus.



“And what do you want to say, monster?” Zeus’s voice boomed, yet it was restrained. Sure, the other deities could hear him, but he wasn’t projecting himself to every set of ears like Ocean Song did.



Despite Zeus’s anger and his own pride being ruffled, he contemplated Ocean Song’s words and found himself curious about the Cyclops.



“My brother is but a child, and his mother but a mortal. I know not what righteous anger they have earned from the Lord of Heaven, but I will take their punishment in their place. This lowly Cyclops is ignorant about the world, the Ancient Rules and Laws are fantastical concepts that I know little of. However, gods are limited in their actions. I openly invite the Lord of Heaven to strike me in their place.” He held up two fingers. “Two strikes, one for each, one has been used. Thus, I will take one more strike and let all karma be reaped and all debts settled, regardless of the outcome.”



There was a strange silence overhead.



Zeus was surprised by this Monster.



And Ocean Song chose his words carefully, making sure not to paint Zeus as a bully, but someone seeking righteous punishment, giving him face and an out despite challenging his pride.



The fact that so many eyes were now watching did make Zeus reluctant to literally strike down a child and mortal for petty reasons. Sure, his Masterbolt had been stolen, but genuinely, it was hard to prove that this young demigod was responsible. The situation escalated because Poseidon matched his anger and as the King of Gods, Zeus couldn’t back down.



And if Ocean Song so blatantly challenged Zeus, that means Poseidon couldn’t interfere at all.



And lastly, Zeus was wary of a Cyclops suddenly popping up that could withstand a casual ‘smiting’ of his.



If he could remove possibly one of Poseidon’s carefully trained and raised children, wouldn’t that still be beneficial if they ended up going to war over his stolen Masterbolt?



There was no reason to refuse as the younger demigod could be killed at his leisure when no one else was watching.



Zeus considered his proposal, but Ocean Song was wrong about one thing. “One strike for each of them, but you forgot your own strike, for your impudence.” It was the punishment for challenging him.



Three strikes in total would be allowed in accordance with the Ancient Laws, one had been delivered, so two more remained.



Ocean Song didn’t argue, this was already the best outcome he could hope for.



He made a promise, he intended to keep it.



“Then this lowly Cyclops requests pointers from the Lord of Heaven.” Ocean Song lifted his sword up, inviting him.



Zeus, despite having the desire to turn him into a pile of ash, did admire the monster. He could recognize the eloquence in which he spoke, and the courage to face his lightning head on even if it angered the god.



If the Cyclops had happened to be born a son of Zeus, the Sky God would have treated him very well and lovingly.



The sky above rumbled, and from one horizon to another, dark clouds gathered and condensed.



“You have strayed too far from the Sea.” Zeus’s voice boomed outwards.



Ocean Song smiled wryly, he spoke confidently before, but he didn’t have much confidence. Just the feeling along, he could tell it was about as strong as the blow that Thor used to utterly defeat him.



But he was stronger this time around. He had increased his Cultivation Base by a whole small realm.



And Ocean Song had his own tricks. The Three Ocean Swords weren’t his only Sword moves. He still had a handful of others that were created separately.



Ocean Song ran two fingers down the edge of his blade, his Qi swirling at his movements as he pointed the tip of his blade up at the accompanying thunderclaps high above. The swirling Qi took form, and a Dragon’s roar shook the world.



It started from his blade and coiled around him almost protectively, the faint image and outline of an Eastern Dragon, and it looked up to the sky in anticipation.



“Even the smallest carp can become a dragon and ascend to the Heavens.” Ocean Song looked up along with his manifestation.



Intertwining his Water Qi and Sword Intent, it created the phantom of a Dragon!



The sky illuminated with lightning and it encompassed Ocean Song’s entire vision, but he met it head on.



“Flood Dragon Soars to the Skies!” He swung his sword up to meet it head on and the Dragon let out a roar, meeting the Lightning Bolt in the sky.



The Flood Dragon created from his Water Qi and Sword Move collided with the Divine Lightning of Zeus, creating another cataclysmic impact in the sky.



Despite the grandeur and power of his Sword Move, Ocean Song could see right away that he had lost the exchange.



It only held on for a few breaths before the lightning tore through the attack and cascaded downwards onto him.



He didn’t panic though.



His Third Eye opened, and power filled his body. His Physical body’s strength increased by several degrees, and a baleful Demonic Qi enveloped him before he swung his sword again with a roar of his own. The Bolt of Lightning landed upon him and created a pillar that connected Heaven and Earth, consuming everything around it and Ocean Song did his best to protect himself.



His Flood Dragon Soars to the Skies, and even opening his Third Eye to make his Physical body stronger, it was merely enough to keep himself from dying.



Once the lightning cleared again, Ocean Song was forced to the ground.



More blood was thrown up, and his robes had been torn to tatters. His body was cracked and scared, charred and blackened in various places. Blood flowed down his body and his vision became blurry.



Despite this, Ocean Song pushed himself up to his feet, wobbling and nearly falling over, using his sword to support himself.



The ‘full’ attack from the Lord of Heaven, yet the Cyclops in the eyes of all the Gods remained alive and ‘standing’.



Not even Zeus’s fellow gods would want to be struck by that attack, let alone a mere monster.



Zeus had the intention to immediately throw another bolt of lightning, destroying this……monster and nipping a potential worry in the bud. However, a strange feeling rose up inside of him and stayed his hand.



Admiration?



He admired the courage of the monster before, but this was on another level.



“Your name.” Zeus’s voice reached out again.



Ocean Song was breathing heavily, but he forced himself to stand straight under the cries of his body. “Ocean Song, son of Poseidon.”



“I will remember it.” The skies crackled and boomed again.



Zeus decided not to give him another chance. He put in a significant amount of his power into this Lightning Bolt, going far beyond the last one, and the last one could be compared to the strike from Thor by his hammer that completely took out Ocean Song in their fight.



Ocean Song slapped his storage bag and produced the remaining bits of the Golden Apple Piece and swallowed them without hesitation. The Qi inside of him exploded again, the new surge did a bit to start mending his body, and his Golden Core began to refine everything it could, but it was far too much and extremely dangerous.



Unfortunately, he had no other choice.



The Qi inside him Rampaged and he couldn’t refine it properly, so all he could do was direct it.



He had a trump card still.



He could unseal his sword, but he rejected that notion for now. Rather, he had a Sword technique he had yet to utilize.



He created it during a moment of enlightenment and inspiration, and totally not something he stole from somewhere else. But he couldn’t practice it properly because it was a move far beyond what his current Cultivation could support.



Barely, he managed to get the basic outline of the Sword Skill solidified and kept it as a forbidden technique.



With the surge of Qi flowing through him, he looked up at the gathering Lightning that reached a precipice and fell down.



It was many times larger and more powerful than the previous one.



With the confrontation imminent, and all eyes locked on the Cyclops and Zeus, no one noticed the Mists around Ocean Song acting….oddly.



Ocean Song put every bit of Qi he had and pushed forward into his blade and ground beneath him trembled violently and quaked in response.



He swung his sword up and the world shattered.



“Breaking the Sky!”



@***@
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Chapter 15

Apollo, God of the Sun, hung around the throne room of Olympus.



He was waiting.



He was expecting something to happen. In particular, he was waiting for the big man to call a meeting of the gods. Meetings had definitely been called for lesser reasons. Heck, he remembered a year ago when his father called a meeting because some oblivious mortal created a cereal with his depiction on it.



They had to vote on whether to smite him or not.



He wasn’t usually one to care about that sort of thing. Mortals died all the time; he wasn’t going to lose sleep over it. However, even he felt a little bit of sympathy for the mortals who had a hand on it without knowing any better. So he just used his influence in the mortal world to smooth things over and calm his dad.



They went out of business before it could gain traction, and his dad was happy. Nobody died, so he’d call that a win-win for everyone.



That’s why he was here early without any prompt.



He knew his father, so he was expecting it any moment now. The thunderous roars of his, the demands for revenge or vengeance. The pointing of fingers towards everyone and the rampant paranoia.



However, the King of Gods was absent from his throne.



Even Poseidon was sitting there currently. Silent, without any decipherable look on his face.



In fact, all the gods currently sat on their thrones, and even Hestia was there tending to the hearth in the corner.



All except one.



Yet, no one blamed Zeus for not being there at this moment, because he was doing something rather important.



He was currently fixing the sky.



A simple glance from Apollo, and he could peer out from the realm of Olympus to look back onto the Earth.



Across the sky, the mists were gathered in such a dense amount that it was staggering. And it was all used to hide a particular facet that appeared not long ago.



It looked like someone had cut a chunk out of the sky.



“Hey Uncle, got a question.” Apollo raised his hand, the awkward silence disrupted at his words. Poseidon’s head turned to him, eyes narrowed. “So, uh… since when are your kids so strong?”



That earned a snort from Ares. “Are you sure he’s one of Barnacle Beard’s? I’ve never had a Cyclops as one of my brats before, but who knows?



“Watch your words, Ares.” Poseidon warned.



“It’s surprising that this is the first we’ve heard of such a child, Poseidon.” Even Athena looked at him, trying to get him to speak.



“Since when does Olympus care about Monster Children?” He countered with a beat of silence from everyone else.



It was true; they didn’t care about monster children. Even with the Great Prophecy, they never once believed it spoke about monster children of the gods.



“Actually, I already reported this or something.” Dionysus waved his hand rather flippantly through the air. “You can ask Artemis over there. We had a talk about something strange happening with the monsters near the camp, so I enlisted her help.”



All eyes turned to her.



“…you pelted one of my huntresses with a can of your stupid drink!” She hissed. “How is that at all a proper conversation!?”



Dionysus let out a sigh. “I guess I expected too much from you.”



Artemis’s eye twitched. “My Huntresses were on their way to the camp. They should be there in a couple of days since we were literally on the other side of the country at the time.”



Ares leaned forward, putting his head in his hands. “And what’s this about monsters?”



“Apparently, no monsters in the city were hunting demigods anymore. Not only that, but some spider monster—maybe one of Arachne’s children—literally delivered one of the brats to the camp. That’s when I realized that we needed to investigate and enlisted the help of Artemis due to her expertise. Unfortunately, I believe she didn’t view it with the same urgency as I did.”



“You just threw a can of soda at one of my huntresses! How was I supposed to interpret that!?”



Dionysus just ignored her.



“Are we sure he’s even a Cyclops? I don’t think I’ve ever seen a Cyclops that handsome before.” Aphrodite chimed in.



“He called himself a Cyclops.” Apollo shrugged.



“He had three eyes.” Hermes pointed out.



“Is this really the important question to ask?” Athena looked around. “Besides, Poseidon should be able to answer a lot of these questions.” She expertly navigated the talks back to Poseidon.



Poseidon looked at them and frowned. “He was born a Cyclops.” He just said cryptically.



Despite the humorous tone before, there was a certain tension in the room between everyone, and it seemed like everyone was dancing around the subject.



That was until one God decided to cut to the chase.



“Hey Uncle, how did you raise a brat that could survive pop’s lightning for so long?” Ares finally decided to be direct. “That isn’t something a normal monster could do. Heck, even your other son would have trouble surviving after that.”



He was, of course, talking about Triton, who was only considered a minor god.



“I didn’t raise him.” Poseidon said simply, not elaborating any further.



All the other gods present were a little annoyed, but it wasn’t like they could force him to speak. It was already a delicate situation all around. They were only speaking so openly because Zeus wasn’t there as well.



The truth of the matter was that all the gods here were taken aback. Let alone demigods, when were any of their kids that fierce?



It was no secret that the more ancient demigods were… cut from a different cloth. The old names that even the mortals knew were of a higher standard than the demigods of today.



And the same thought they all had was that the son of Poseidon they witnessed was almost certainly born in the wrong era.



Poseidon couldn’t help but feel regret. He knew his strange son was strong, but he didn’t realize to what extent. How did all of this happen beneath his notice?



And he even sacrificed himself to protect his youngest.



He made a promise in his heart to give more attention to his children in the future.



@****@



 



Percy sat on the steps of the Poseidon Cabin, staring up at the sky.



Or rather, he was staring at the big gash in the sky, like someone took scissors and cut out a piece of it. He hadn’t done much else the past couple of days than just this.



He wasn’t the only one either; every one of the kids at Camp Halfblood was aware of what happened at this point. Beyond just the residual effects, they could hear and see the action from a distance even if the details were missed.



Percy had been slapped with a lot of new things these past few days. From finding out about his father to meeting a brother he never knew he had, and now to learning that the brother he met is now dead.



It was a whirlwind of emotions he was experiencing.



And he wasn’t stupid enough to not realize that his brother died to protect him and his mom.



For the longest time it had just been him and his mom. He didn’t consider Gabe at all part of his family, more like a rash you couldn’t just get rid of. And after meeting his half-brother for the first time, he finally felt like he was adding someone else to his family.



And now, he was gone.



He was confused, angry, and more confused.



Frankly, he didn’t even know what was happening.



Things just… went to shit all of a sudden for him, and everything blew up.



And none of the other campers came near him.



They were terrified.



Rarely have they ever seen displays of powers from their parents. At most, it was something simple like teleporting or creating something out of thin air. For the majority of them, this was the first time they saw someone tear the world apart.



Percy looked up because a familiar face was approaching. Well, half familiar for the demigod, as it was the face of his teacher, only that he had a horse body as well.



“Percy.” Chiron greeted.



“Mr. Brunner.”



“Just call me Chiron.” He smiled good-naturedly despite everything that’s been going on. “How are you holding up, Percy? Have you been adjusting well?”



“Yeah, I mean. I just found out I had a brother, and he sorta just died. Is that normal around here? If so, I’m adjusting pretty well.” Percy shot off.



Chiron winced but didn’t really have a retort. Unironically, that was normal around here, but he refrained from saying something so idiotic to an obviously distraught boy.



It also answered some of his questions from when he first met the supposed ‘Ocean Song’ previously. He had been utterly confused about the strange monster, and now… well, he was still bewildered by everything that happened.



There was a hole in the sky.



He could sense Zeus using his power to slowly mend it, but the fact that it wasn’t already ‘healed’ for lack of a better word spoke volumes about what actually happened.



There was a hole in the sky, and it was caused by a Cyclops swinging his sword.



No one knew what to say to that.



Chiron knew plenty of gods that were not capable of such a feat. The number of ‘mortals’—and’the term was very loose in this situation—who could be capable of achieving that could be counted on one hand over the past several thousand years.



One of which was his most famous student—now a god himself. Though frankly, he didn’t know if Hercules could do that either. Similar feats of greatness, sure. But gouging out a literal hole in the sky… Chiron found himself shaking his head.



If Ouranos were still around, he was sure that the Primordial being would have woken up.



The whole camp was rife with the smell of magic due to the sheer amount of the mists that were being gathered to hide it from the mortals below. It threw off Chiron’s own senses just from this distance.



Chiron felt it was unfortunate that the young monster was dead. From what he understood, the child of Poseidon did not take after its kin in the slightest. A young monster who dreamed of heroism and had such frightening talent.



It was truly a waste for the old Trainer of Heroes.



“You’re supposed to train me, right?” Percy suddenly asked.



Chiron, grateful for the change of subject, happily answered. “That’s right. All demigods will be trained to the best of my ability here. Whatever you want to learn, I’ll do my best to teach.”



“Really?” Percy looked at him skeptically. “Then can you teach me how to use a sword?”



Chiron chuckled lightly. “Of course. Swords are a very popular weapon.” But he also knew the reason he specifically asked for swords.



“What about Magic?”



“Magic?” Chiron repeated. “While it’s rarer for one of the campers to want to learn… it’s not impossible.” He said it a little bit more awkwardly. “Most just focus on the gifts they received from their godly parent.”



“I want to learn magic.” Percy said firmly.



“…I’ll see to it then.” He said, mentally deciding on how to go about that. It’s not like he didn’t know magic, but it was far from his area of expertise. Maybe he could contact the Goddess of Magic and ask for a favor? She has plenty of students who don’t have a notorious reputation that could be swung as a teacher for the camp…and she had her own kids here, so it wouldn’t be strange.



Well, it wasn’t an absurd request, so he was more than willing to try his best to accommodate, maybe—



“Oh, can you also teach me how to do that?” Percy pointed upwards.



Chiron followed it with his eyes and looked back up at the big hole in the sky.



He felt himself twitch slightly.



Even he couldn’t do that; what was he expected to teach there?



Chiron did the sensible thing and pretended he didn’t hear him ask that. “By the way, there’s someone here who wanted to meet you.” He gestured to the side, and a boy walked out. “Percy, meet Malcom. One of our newer campers, beating you by a couple of weeks.”



“Hey.” Percy raised a lazy hand in greeting.



“Hi.” Malcolm awkwardly greeted back.



“I have some matters to take care of. Why don’t you have Malcom show you around the camp?” Chiron offered, giving no time for a response before hurriedly going off.



There was a beat of silence as the two looked at each other.



“He’s your brother?” Malcom asked, pointing up to the sky.



It didn’t take a genius to know who he was talking about.



“Yeah….I just met him for the first time a few days ago.” Percy said quietly, looking away.



Malcom, as a child of Athena, was adept at reading people. He could clearly see the melancholy that Percy practically radiated at answering the question.



“He saved me.” Malcolm said in an equally quiet tone. “Killed a Drakon, you know?” He glanced at Percy, whose attention sort of piqued. “They’re almost like dragons but kind of different too.”



“He killed a dragon?” Percy perked up even more.



Malcom wanted to correct him after literally just saying they were different but decided against it. “Yeah, it was awesome. He swung his sword and was all like, ‘You court Death!’ and cut it in half!” He excitedly explained.



Percy snorted with a growing smile. “I only knew him for a little bit, but he’s the biggest dork I’ve ever met in my life.”



Malcom smiled along with Percy. “He taught me something too. Did he teach you as well?”



“Teach me?” Percy shook his head. “I think he said he was going to teach me some things, but…” Again Percy seemed to fall back into a depressed state.



Malcom swallowed and knew what he had to do. “I’ll teach you.” He said firmly. “It’s the least I could do, right? I’ll teach you what he taught me!”



Malcom had been hiding it; he never told anyone, even at the camp, about what his savior taught him. And he hadn’t even showed it off either. To everyone else, he was a normal child of Athena.



He realized he was taught something significant after observing the camp for the first few days of his arrival.



Right at this moment, he was already one of the strongest in the camp despite only having been here for a couple of weeks at this point.



But he would teach Percy to pay back the debt he owed.



Besides, what’s the worst that could happen?



 



@***@



Deep in the underworld, something stirred.



In a far corner, away from all the other deities and monsters that inhabited the place, the workshop of the Goddess of Magic existed.



No one approached.



Even Hades himself would send word ahead of time and be polite when ‘intruding’ on her domain.



Besides her immense power, she had a particularly protected status in the underworld due to the role she played in Hades and Persephone getting together. However, rarely did she show up amongst the other gods; rarely did she participate in anything relating to the gods in general.



She was reclusive even for the ones who lived in the underworld.



So, no one would have guessed that at this moment, the talk of the Greek world was currently lying unconscious in her home.



Specifically, Ocean Song was lying on the ground in the middle of a ritual circle as Hecate desperately did her best to keep him from dying.



In fact, it was easier to count the ways he wasn’t dying at the moment.



His soul was breaking down. His physical body was shattering. And even his essence was starting to leak out.



What made it worse was the fact that his body seemed to be greedily devouring any magic she cast around him, as if to use it to nourish itself.



While it was beneficial, it was also impractical compared to actual spells.



It was already a miracle that he was alive. Not just from Hecate’s end, but the fact that she was able to sneak him away in the last second under everyone’s notice.



Just the sheer amount of the Mists that were forced to gather to hide what they were doing made it so she could pull a fast one under all those godly eyes.



With what felt like hours, Hecate finally relaxed as the stupid Cyclops she was healing finally stabilized.



If he wasn’t nearly dead, she would have started kicking him.



Against all logic, somehow, her stupid Cyclops was still breathing.



If she weren’t so angry right now, she would have been impressed. Not many can say they stood against Zeus and lived to tell the tale. Especially three times in a row, even if a couple of those were half-hearted at best.



That final Lightning Bolt, however, had surpassed what was normally permissible by the Ancient Laws. Hecate was perhaps the most knowledgeable about them. One had to know the rules thoroughly to be able to break them or to establish deals. Magic in general could be thought of as how many rules one could get away with breaking.



Hecate was aware. For Zeus to put forth that much power, he had to have released his divine form even for a brief moment.



And the stupid Cyclops under her care had survived.



She was more than aware that many gods would have perished under that might.



She peered out across the realms and looked at the results of their ‘battle.’ The remnants that were left behind, and she frowned.



Hecate watched briefly as Zeus did his best to mend it, slowly and methodically.



Space and Time had been torn asunder in a very specific part of the sky.



And it wasn’t merely a scar left behind on the face of the world. She knew without a shadow of a doubt that Zeus felt it just as much.



And she was utterly baffled at how the stupid Cyclops had accomplished such a feat.



The only reason that more waves weren’t being created was most likely due to the fact that everyone believed him dead and that currently Zeus was preoccupied with mending the remnants.



As for Ocean Song, slowly his eyes began to flicker open.



Pain was the first thing he registered.



The second was also pain.



The third was who was standing over him when his eyes were able to refocus.



“I thought Angels were a different pantheon?” He was barely able to utter a few words.



Hecate crossed her arms with an annoyed huff. “I was going to ask you how you were feeling, but now I stopped caring.”



“Am I dead?” He asked.



“Hmph.” She let out another annoyed noise. “After all the work I put into saving your stupid behind, you dare ask me that? If you weren’t so close to dying, I would have given you a thrashing already.”



Ocean Song just smiled brightly despite the fact that his body was still screaming in pain.



However, that just seemed to anger her even more, scowling deeply.



“My younger brother and his mother, are they safe?” He finally asked.



Hecate relaxed slightly, perhaps even adopting a more gentle expression. “They arrived safely at the camp and remain living.” She informed him.



“Good, that’s good.” He forced himself to lean upwards, the pain intensifying by quite a large margin.



“You’re lucky to be alive.” She pursed her lips. “Your soul is nearly shattered. Not to mention your body was breaking down to the point of collapse. And you started leaking your essence everywhere. And you— She paused, blankly looking at him because he silently looked down at himself.



Ocean Song let out a long sigh, seeing himself completely naked under her gaze. “I prepared myself for this the moment I decided to become the Jade Beauty.”



“…What in the world are you talking about?”



Ocean Song could only praise his earlier self for anticipating this very scenario. Yes, the dark and mysterious protagonist accidentally seeing the Jade Beauty naked.



It’s a tale as old as time.



Thus, he must follow the ancient texts.



“It’s okay; my heart is prepared.” He said again, turning to her, meeting her gaze. “Since you’ve seen my naked body, I’m now ruined forever; you must take responsibility.”



Hecate’s words died in her throat. Anything she wanted to say in this moment had completely disappeared as she stared at the Cyclops.



She looked at him; he looked back, completely serious, without an ounce of insincerity in his eyes.



It only took a moment before Ocean Song was sent flying out of her home.



He briefly admired the architecture as he went headfirst through her front door. Weirdly, he experienced absolutely no pain whatsoever, even as he hit the ground outside of her home and bounced a few times.



Yes, and despite eating a mouthful of dirt and the immense pain he was feeling, he was smiling brightly.



She didn’t reject him.
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Chapter 16

Despite how calm Ocean Song was on the surface, his mind was panicked. He was happy that Hecate had saved him and even nursed him back to health, somewhat.



But his insides were thoroughly messed up.



Physically, he wasn’t going to kneel over and die at this point, even if he still felt like he was going to pass out from the pain if he moved too vigorously.



His physical body felt like it was being held together by prayers and duct tape.



And his Golden Core…..it was more like a Golden shattered mirror.



His Qi was seeping out from the broken pieces of it, its original form barely retained in the vague shape of a Core.



If left like this, he felt like his Cultivation would regress and he’d fall back down to Foundation Establishment. His instincts told him that if this occurred, his path would forever be cut off.



He sat cross-legged and began to cultivate.



Slowly, he began to draw Qi into himself. He could feel it seeping into his Core and the pain that accompanied it.



He was broken in so many places, and now he had to put himself back together.



Ocean Song expected the Qi of the underworld to be…corrosive, turbulent even, yet it was oddly peaceful.



If anything, it was gentler than the Qi he normally used.



Frankly, it was exactly what he needed.



Slowly, like handling the most fragile piece of glass, he began to push the pieces of his core back into place before it shattered in its entirety.



He didn’t know how much time he spent meditating, not daring to even open his eyes and lose focus for even a moment.



Yet, all this time, he barely managed to push one tiny piece back into place and slowly mend it.



At this rate, it would probably take him years to fully recover.



He begrudgingly accepted the situation and merely decided to focus every ounce of his attention on getting better as soon as possible. If he put his full effort—



“Bwah!?” His eyes snapped open as someone was leaning down, looking at him, merely inches from his own face.



Ocean Song tumbled over in fright, not sensing the person in the slightest, his Divine Sense having been shattered along with his Core. But even still, the ‘person’ standing in front of him was still completely imperceptible to Ocean Song.



Ocean Song’s eyes widened because he recognized the entity from legends.



The Black Wings were a dead giveaway….



“Greetings, Senior—” He threw up a mouthful of blood and fell face first as he tried his best to give a proper bow.



Ocean Song’s body twitched in pain, and he let out a low groan as he found his body being lifted into the air by an invisible force.



However, it was rather gentle as well, almost like how Hecate had handled him before.



He hovered there, looking Death in the eyes.



Before him stood Thanatos, the Primordial God of Death.



Ocean Song would admit, if he had pants, they would have turned brown. Oddly, it was not the first time in his life that he felt less awkward from his nakedness.



Ocean Song felt like his soul was leaving his body.



Wait.



That was real.



He turned back and realized his body was behind him, hanging limp in the air as Thanatos grasped both his soul and physical body, both unable to move.



“You have died once.” The strange, garbled words entered Ocean Song’s mind.



Rather, he felt them reverberate through his soul; they weren’t words in the normal sense, but more like a magnificent celestial being had lowered itself to communicate in a way that the cyclops could understand.



“Yes, Senior.” Ocean Song knew he couldn’t hide it in front of him. “I hope this lowly Cyclops has not offended you.”



He knew that Thanatos wasn’t speaking about surviving Zeus or in a metaphorical sense.



He had died once. He had memories of a previous life that remained with him.



If anyone were able to see through his core, it would be the Primordial God of Death.



Thanatos slowly raised his hand, a single finger extended outwards as it touched Ocean Song. Like it was grabbing at a single thread among hundreds, a faint golden light wrapped around his finger, and he began to pull, unravelling the thread from his essence.



Ocean Song let out a scream of pain. Despite not being in his ‘body’ at the moment, he felt like every nerve of his was on fire.



With a jolt, Ocean Song’s soul was forced back into his body as if it had never been separated.



Ocean Song gasped, falling to the ground as the invisible force released him. He looked up to see a golden light shining from between the fingers of Thanatos’s clutched hand. And without warning, he shoved it into Ocean Song’s chest.



Ocean Song didn’t even have a chance to scream again; he felt something move inside of him.



Something entered his Dantian, and his Golden Core was forcibly pushed together.



Within the blink of an eye, the Primordial God withdrew his hand, leaving not a single wound on the Cyclops.



Ocean Song looked within himself, and his eyes widened. Inside his Dantian, it was a piece of the Golden Apple he had eaten when fighting Zeus.



He was astonished. Did the Primordial God grab the remnants of the Golden Apple Piece that remained within him and was going to waste and condense them back into form?



It was actually just a fraction of the original piece he swallowed before, indicating that the majority of it had been wasted. However, even this small amount… it began to mend him at increasing speeds.



Not only that, the Primordial God had forced all the pieces of his Golden Core back into place.



Granted, they were still cracked and disconnected, but it significantly lessened the time he would need to recover and saved him much hardship.



Another realization hit him.



Once he repairs his Golden Core, he will be at the peak of the Core Formation realm.



He had actually advanced through all of that. Did the lightning strikes he suffered somehow refine some of the Golden Apple Piece while he suffered catastrophic wounds? Before his Golden Core nearly shattered, did he almost advance?



His eyes snapped open, and he was about to thank the Primordial God, but he realized that Thanatos had vanished. He quickly stood up and looked around, but he couldn’t find him anywhere.



“Don’t bother looking. Death has a habit of sneaking up on you when you least expect it.” Another voice entered my ears, a feminine one. Another figure seemed to step out of the shadows.



Ocean Song recognized her as well and clasped his hands, bowing towards her. “This lowly Cyclops greets the Queen of the Underworld.”



The Goddess Persephone pursed her lips, looking over the monster before her.



Just because she was in the Underworld didn’t mean she wasn’t kept abreast of what was happening on the surface.



The talk of the proverbial town was standing right in front of her.



“So, you’re the reason that Hecate has been coming and going more frequently lately.” She looked him up and down, though her eyes trailed downwards and lingered for a moment as her lips curled up. “I can see at least one reason that would make her become less reclusive.”



Ocean Song may have blushed slightly.



“Don’t worry too much about Thanatos. He doesn’t speak much, but he does things for a reason.” She raised her hand and pointed at the ground. Ocean Song followed her gesture to see a black feather left on the ground before him. “It’s rare for him to favor someone. It makes me curious what he sees in you.”



Ocean Song hesitantly picked up the feather and felt an indiscernible feeling from it.



“You can consider it a token of approval from him. No one in the Underworld will give you a hard time unless you give them a reason.”



“Thank you for your teachings, Great Underworld Queen!” Ocean Song bowed again after hearing her explanation.



She looked at him oddly for a moment. Truthfully, she didn’t know what to make of this little monster cousin of hers.



The naked monster in front of her that withstood her father’s wrath.



At first glance, he didn’t seem impressive, but she could tell he was hiding some secrets beneath the surface. Especially so if even Thanatos took an interest in him. She didn’t know what Thanatos wanted, only catching the tail end of their exchange, but she didn’t’ lie when she said that he doesn’t do things without a reason.



For what could make Death itself interested, well, she couldn’t even begin to guess.



Though her attention was then pulled elsewhere.



“Hecate.” Persephone smiled.



“Persephone.” Hecate responded evenly. “To what do I owe the pleasure of your visit?”



“Can’t I just come to visit?” The Queen of the Underworld asked.



“You visited last year.”



“That was a whole year ago. I’d say we’re overdue for a catching up.” She chuckled. “Like your new… interest.” She glanced down at Ocean Song.



Hecate’s lips twitched, and with a huff, she crossed her arms. “What do you want?”



Though she showed a rather dismissive demeanor, Persephone wasn’t insulted whatsoever. If there was one person in the Underworld who was probably forever in the good graces of both Persephone and Hades, it was Hecate for the role she played in them getting together.



It helped that she was reclusive and rarely ever even went out; thus the number of ‘incidents’ to her name was practically nonexistent.



“Hades is aware of everything that happens in the Underworld.” Persephone said lightly. “He’s been very patient.”



“Hmph.”



“Hecate, don’t be like that. He won’t do anything bad.” Persephone reassured her.



Ocean Song sat there utterly confused at what was going on, but he wisely believed it best to keep his mouth shut.



“Fine, do what you want.” Hecate waved her hand dismissively.



Persephone gestured with her own hand, and the ground trembled.



From the horizon, a massive beast came running towards them; each of its steps could cause an earthquake. Just its presence alone would cause any lesser monsters to cower and hide.



Ocean Song felt the beast’s mighty aura even from this distance, and its speed was astonishing.



“Oh Cerberus~” Persephone called out as the three-headed dog hopped over at her call, playfully dropping to the ground as soon as it arrived, waiting for her commands. “Take that one to Hades.” She pointed at Ocean Song.



Ocean Song now realized what they were talking about.



Truly, nothing escapes the eyes of the Lord of the Underworld.



Ocean Song bowed to the mighty divine beast. “Please take good care of me, senior; it is my honor to ride upon your back.”



Cerberus got up and looked at him strangely. Its three heads loomed over the Cyclops for several moments before the middle head quickly snapped down and grabbed him with its mouth.



Ocean Song was hanging halfway out of the beast’s mouth as it turned around and began running towards the King of the Underworld.



Hecate watched, letting out a sigh before rubbing the bridge of her nose. Because she could see his ‘sword’ dangling the entire time as Cerberus rushed across the underworld.
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Ocean Song can say that it was his first time riding in the mouth of a divine beast.



Can others say they received this same treatment?



No, they can’t.



However, he was oblivious to everything going on around him as senior Cerberus whisked him away. He knew they traveled a great distance just from the number of steps combined with the speed at which they moved.



Abruptly, the mighty beast spat him out.



Ocean Song slid across a tiled floor, covered in spit, and still naked. He raised a hand up towards Cerberus. “Thank you for your efforts, senior.”



The mighty three-headed dog let out a powerful bark of happiness before trotting away.



It only took a moment for Ocean Song to realize it wasn’t him they were ‘responding’ to.



He looked up and found he was staring at a throne with the Lord of the Underworld looking down on him.



“I’m –”



“I greet the King of the Underworld!” Ocean Song quickly provided the most polite greetings. “It’s my honor to finally meet you, uncle!” And of course, he established the familial connection at the first opportunity.



“…yes.” Hades blinked then shook his head, not used to this kind of abrupt yet respectful behavior. After a moment of silence, Hades furrowed his brow, looking at Ocean Song. “Why are you naked?”



“I cultivate my heart and the world. For clothes are simply a boundary between myself and the Dao. I seek enlightenment free from the constraints of civilization, to be free and unfettered by any boundaries!”



“…..”



“…The Lord of heaven destroyed my only clothing.” Ocean Song looked away awkwardly.



“And you simply did not acquire more…?”



“Ah… I have no money.” Ocean Song’s head drooped.



Hades oddly felt a twinge of sympathy for him. As also the God of Wealth, he was more than familiar with those that did without.



Ocean Song, however, cared not for the matters of clothing or lack thereof!



At this moment, he realized it was an opportunity. “Esteemed Uncle, please evaluate this.” He presented the feather he received from Thanatos.



“Where exactly did you take that out from?”



“Please don’t ask me that question. If you do, I’ll answer it.”



Hades wisely chose not to pursue that line of questioning. “You have one of Thanatos’s feathers? And what exactly do you think that allows you?”



“I seek not any promise nor prize from you, esteemed Uncle. What I seek is wisdom that only you can provide.” Ocean Song quickly fell to the ground, head pressed against the tiles in a kowtow. “Please grant me answers to my doubts, esteemed uncle.”



Hades shifted on his throne. This was far from how he expected this meeting with his… nephew to go.



No, he was going to interrogate the Cyclops about his status, what he was, and the location of his missing Helmet of Darkness.



Frankly, he had been taken aback immediately since the strange monster’s arrival.



Hades then finally settled with a hand propping up his head, elbow pressed against the armrest of his throne. “And what do you want to ask?”



The way he was acting, Hades realized that this monster in front of him must have something important to say. He didn’t really care about the feather from Thanatos; at most, it would stop him from being heavy-handed.



But now his attention was fully focused on the Cyclops.



Did he have some knowledge about the situation going on between Zeus and Poseidon? Did Poseidon know he would end up down here and prepared beforehand?



Or did Zeus merely put on a show, and all of this was an elaborate ruse?



What if—



“How does one court a goddess of the underworld?” Ocean Song asked with full sincerity.



Hades blinked, looking at him for a moment before letting out a very tired sigh.



Or maybe he had been overthinking everything, and this nephew of his was an idiot.
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Chapter 17

“And don’t give her flowers too often. They lose their effect if she begins to anticipate them. And make sure that you handpick them.” Hades spoke thoughtfully. “She will know if you sent a servant to buy a bouquet of flowers.”



Ocean Song nodded along with his uncle’s words, doing his best to thoroughly absorb the wisdom being bestowed.



Ocean Song also understood that his uncle must have firsthand experience with these specific situations.



“And never lie to her.” Hades was quick to add. “She will know.”



“How?” Ocean Song asked.



“To this day, I have never discovered her secret.” Hades admitted. “But she will know. Maybe it will take some time, but she will find out; regardless of how well you hide it or how much effort you put into the lie, it will be discovered by her.”



Ocean Song saw the fear in Hades’ eyes and nodded silently.



“And whatever you do, no matter how deep the pit you think you’ve dug yourself, if you did indeed ignore my advice and lie to her and she finds out and asks you about it, don’t lie further.” Hades said very sternly. “If there is anything I know as the God of the Underworld, the hole you’ve dug yourself can go deeper.”



Ocean Song made a mental promise to heed his uncle’s advice.



He already had a long list of things he’d written down from his uncle.



He then slammed his balled fist on the throne. “And always, and I mean always, have a handful of thoughtful gifts stored away for an emergency. Forget a birthday, an anniversary, a holiday? No matter, you are long prepared.”



“Your wisdom knows no bounds, uncle.” Ocean Song praised.



Hades nodded as well, pleased with his nephew’s learning.



This wasn’t how he anticipated this day going. Quite the opposite, in fact. He expected much more threatening and possible torture and/or physical violence. His intention was to interrogate his monster nephew on the theft of his Helmet of Darkness, but he realized it was a pointless endeavor.



Why?



Well, it’s simple.



Hades realized his nephew was an idiot.



An idiot that cleaved a hole in the sky, but an idiot nonetheless. It wasn’t really a new revelation for his nephews. There seemed to be a correlation between the strength of his nephews and their idiocy, funnily enough.



Hercules?



One of the biggest idiots he’d ever met in his life, and look at him now.



Hades briefly wondered if that was the reason he hadn’t produced any children of such might. An unfortunate side effect is that all of his children were born with all their brain cells.



Though, Hades did at least acknowledge his monstrous nephew’s own wisdom in coming to him for love advice.



He could only imagine what nonsense his brothers would fill his head with.



“And then there’s how to deal with her when you take a mistress or a lover.” Hades began.



“Uncle.” Ocean Song interrupted him. “I do not ever plan on taking a mistress or a lover.” He was quick to correct.



“Bah.” Hades waved his hand flippantly. “They all say that. Immortality is a very long time. When you’re separated for long periods, when the eons pass, you may get bored or want something new and exciting. No matter how much you care for your wife, you may look for others to fill certain voids.”



Of course, Hades would never say this in front of his wife. And in fact, he rarely ever even ‘cheated’ on her in a normal sense. The majority of the time, he actually had his wife’s blessing for a little fling with a mortal every now and then while she was gone. 



“Uncle.” Ocean Song’s face turned serious. “You have bestowed on me wisdom I am most appreciative of. In return, please allow this lowly Cyclops to offer you some wisdom in return.”



Hades raised an eyebrow at his Cyclops nephew. “Advice, for me?” He scoffed but gestured for him to continue.



Ocean Song cleared his throat. “It’s impossible to look at other women if you have a fat ass sitting on your face.”



Hades was silent.



Ocean Song was proud of himself. As a Cultivator, he should also be able to bestow others with profound wisdom, and he was even able to render the God of the Underworld speechless with his profound insights.



Or was that because both the Goddess Persephone and the Goddess Hecate were standing right behind him?



It was honestly hard to say.



“Dear.” Hades greeted his wife.



“Husband.” She returned with the same direct and dry greeting.



“…I was just—”



“Husband.” She cut him off. “Do you really think I didn’t know about your ‘secret stash’ of gifts you keep in the third closet behind the wall?”



“…I had hoped.” He admitted.



Hecate had her arms crossed, and her glare threatened to set Ocean Song on fire.



Ocean Song did the most intelligent course of action he could think of in that moment. 



He attempted to jump into the air and fly away as his cultivation base healed to a certain degree. Only, he found that he could not fly and fell to the ground, smacking headfirst into the hard tiles below.



Hades looked at him and felt the smallest twinge of pity.



He didn’t actually allow outsiders to fly in his domain, and he didn’t have a chance to warn him.



He made a mental note to be a bit more generous when his nephew’s soul inevitably crosses the River Styx officially after the Goddess of Magic is done with him.



The Goddess of Magic kicked him once, and Hades noted that she held back quite a bit to the point where it was more of a love tap.



Hades held out his hand and floated some Ambrosia and Nectar down, letting it plop right in front of the Cyclops. 



“I – ” Before Ocean Song could speak, the Goddess of Magic grabbed the Ambrosia and Necatar and shoved them into his mouth, forcing him to swallow.



Rather quickly, he took on a panicked expression and sat down in a strange position as the Ambrosia and Nectar filled his body.



Hades watched him curiously.



As the God of the Underworld, he knew when someone was on death’s door, and his nephew was most certainly expecting to meet Thanatos before Hecate’s intervention. And despite Hecate’s best efforts, she couldn’t fully heal him from taking such a powerful lightning strike from Zeus.



It was already a testament to her prowess that she saved him in the first place. Of course, Hades was also aware of what Thanatos did as well. It surprised the God of the Underworld that Death itself willingly lent its aid.



Hades couldn’t even recall the last time that Thanatos showed a living being any favorability like that.



Other than an immortal being, of course.



Still, with the intervention of both Magic and Death, his body was utterly mangled even if it wasn’t so obvious on the outside.



Hades also wasn’t so stingy as not to provide a bit of Ambrosia and Nectar after forcing his nephew over at his behest. And he was feeling particularly generous after seeing Zeus eat a bit of humble pie.



Hades also made a mental note to supply Hecate with more Ambrosia and Nectar. The fact that she hadn’t given him any was pretty telling that she had apparently run out since the last time he gave her a bit.



Unlike the Olympian Gods, the Gods living in the underworld aren’t so lucky to have such a steady supply of the godly foodstuffs. Hades, as the God of the Underworld, of course, has his own supply as befitting his status. And he makes sure his subordinates receive their share at certain intervals.



He, of course, knew where all hers went. It was no secret to him how much she dotes on her own demigod children she periodically sires, often breaking the supposed ‘laws’ in doing so.



He turns a blind eye, though.



However, he had the faint impression that the amount of demigod children she produced was going to see a sharp decline.



In fact, if you looked at Hades in a certain light, he might have been smiling as he watched the Goddess of Magic give his nephew a thorough verbal lashing.



“You may take him away.” Hades casually gestured.



Hecate stopped her scolding, giving Hades a polite nod of acknowledgment, and grabbed Ocean Song by the leg and dragged him out of the room.



Persephone looked at the scene with a strange smile on her face. “They’re cute together, don’t you think?”



Hades grunted noncommittally.



“Do you still believe he stole your helmet?”



“No.” Hades said bluntly. “He’s far too stupid to do something like that.”



“Oh, sweetie.” Persephone smiled warmly. “We all could have told you that.”



“…How long have you known about my stash of gifts?”



“How long have you had that ‘secret stash’?” She shot back.



Hades grumbled in annoyance. 



“And don’t think I’m ignoring your other ‘advice.’.” She shot him a glare.



“…I can explain.” Hades shifted uncomfortably in his seat. Despite the fact that she gives him ‘permission’ to find some temporary lover while she’s forced away for the seasons, she also doesn’t like to hear about his dalliances or see them in person.



Persephone’s eyes shined dangerously. “Well, I suppose we should give it a try then. Hmm?”



“Give what a try, dear?” Hades felt a strange tingling down his spine.



“I think your nephew gave some meaningful advice. Let’s put it to the test.”



Suddenly, Hades felt like he had a favorite nephew.
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Ocean Song looked up at the sky of the Underworld as Hecate dragged him away.



He didn’t make a move to stop her and focused mostly on absorbing the power of the heavenly elixirs that the Lord of the Underworld bestowed on him.



Oddly, he felt like he couldn’t absorb the Qi from them into his Dantian like he did with the Golden Apple.



No, it felt like water falling through his fingers as the power of the elixirs went entirely to mending his broken body.



Almost at speeds visible to the naked eye, his complexion even returned somewhat normal, and a significant amount of the pain disappeared rather quickly.



“You’re lucky; not even I use Ambrosia and Nectar so wastefully like you did.” Hecate harrumphed.



“…you’re the one who shoved them in my mouth.” Ocean Song pointed out.



The Goddess of Magic shot him a dangerous glare.



“What are your plans next?” She asked, her tone much more…even.



“Preferably, I would like to heal and break through to the next realm.” Ocean Song answered without much thought.



Hecate furrowed her brow, trying to understand what he meant by ‘break through to the next realm.’.



“And what does that entail?”



“I need to form my Nascent Soul.” Ocean Song answered again rather easily.



“You’re what?”



“My Nascent Soul. Once I form my Nascent Soul, I’ll no longer be dependent on my mortal body. Even if my body is destroyed, my soul will persist. My soul will even be able to leave my body and travel a thousand miles!” He spoke excitedly.



Hecate came to an abrupt stop, dropping him. 



Her mind whirled with the information that she was provided, and she came to a rather quick conclusion.



This idiot was talking about taking the first true steps into godhood.



That’s how gods exist, their ‘bodys’ are merely external vessels, projections, temporary reflections of their nature. It’s why gods were immortal; they couldn’t be killed because their ‘souls’ were eternal and persisted through any ‘death.’. 



 But….she was confused because there was so much missing to make that even plausible. A god needed belief to sustain themselves. Even lesser gods subsisted off of belief and worship of their domains, even inadvertently. 



Her stupid Cyclops had no such thing.



So she was utterly confused at what nonsense he was so confidently spouting.



“Great Goddess— “



“What did you call me!?” She snapped her head towards him.



“— Hecate.” He quickly corrected.



She huffed, crossing her arms, giving him a look as if to say, Continue with what you were going to say.



“If it isn’t too much trouble, can I request that you drop me off at the River Styx?” 



Hecate processed his request and felt a surge of anger that almost made her want to start kicking him. “You covet that stupid curse? Do you even know what consequences come with it!?”



“Curse?” Ocean Song was confused at her sudden surge of anger. Despite her scowling and glares, they never felt truly hostile. But now, it felt like she was actually upset. “You mean the Curse of Achilles?” He vaguely recalled the information recalling that.



“What else would I be talking about?”



“I don’t covet that curse; I have other reasons for wanting to seek the River Styx.” Ocean Song explained truthfully.



Hecate looked him over skeptically. “You don’t want the curse?” Her eyebrow raised. “It will make you one of the strongest warriors the world has ever seen. Stronger, faster battle instinct that touches on the divine. You really don’t want that?”



“I can get that by my own hand.” Ocean Song responded with a genuine look on his face.



Hecate blinked and wanted to call him an arrogant fool, but she then recalled that there was quite literally a chunk of sky missing because of him.



“…if I find out that you lied to me, I will be upset.” She said softly with a rare tone of tenderness that quickly disappeared. “If you dare to almost die again because of whatever nonsense you’re thinking about doing, I’ll kill you myself, understand?”



“Yes, Ma’am!” Ocean Song nodded.



“Hmph.” Hecate snapped her fingers, and Ocean Song disappeared from the spot.
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Ocean Song fell into a soft bit of soil, realizing he had been teleported away.



A second realization dawned on him that she could have used that same method of transportation rather than quite literally dragging him across the ground for so long.



Instinctively, he could sense the nearby waters.



Despite them being from the underworld, his bloodline could still reach out and feel the soft waves of the river in front of him.



It was vast, far bigger than its actual appearance showed. 



Ocean Song was sure that the River was a world unto itself with how many souls it takes care of on a daily basis.



There was one particular reason he wanted to come here.



With the elixirs mending his body to such a degree, he was nearly back to full health. And he discovered something rather interesting.



Surviving Zeus’s strike had caused his demonic core to also grow in size. His Golden Core had reached the later stage from his estimates; he just needed to piece it back together. No, that was probably wrong. Beyond the later stage was perfected.



After having time to consider it, he knew that his Golden Core would be perfected once it was pieced back together.



And his Demonic Core, while having gotten a surge of strength due to surviving his tribulation, was trailing behind a bit. Mostly because his physical body couldn’t actually handle that kind of stress and had been in even a worse state than his Golden Core previously.



Still, he would say that his Demonic Core—once his physical body digested the Elixirs fully—would be about at the later stages, if barely. Which didn’t sound like much, but he went from the early stages right to the later stages.



His Golden Core was elevated through refinement and cultivation.



His demonic core had just been pumped up, and right now, it lacked any sort of… refinement. It was rather rampant and bloated now that he felt his body returning to normal. He needed to properly ‘digest’ everything.



Likewise, he could simultaneously elevate himself properly rather than taking bolts of lightning from the Lord of Heaven.



Thus, wouldn’t the perfect opportunity be to refine his body in the River Styx?



It was perfect logic with no flaws.



Truly, Ocean Song felt like he was a good cultivator to think about something like this.



Ocean Song sat cross-legged at the edge of the River Styx and began to reach out to it through the bloodline he inherited from his father.



The River Styx wasn’t merely a river.



It was a Titan.



It was a godly being.



With his bloodline of Poseidon, he reached out and touched it.



And the River responded… rather aggressively.



Ocean Song felt like he awakened something from its slumber. Waves began to surge on the once peaceful river.



Eventually, the waters distorted until they twisted and churned into the form of a humanoid, boring right down onto him.



“Son of Poseidon, for what reason have you awakened me?” The Titan’s presence weighed down on him.



“Greetings, Great Goddess, Styx!” Ocean Song quickly donned the demeanor of a proper Cultivator, in that he immediately started praising her. “I have long heard of the magnificent River that cares for the souls of the underworld. Your mighty name reverberates throughout all the waters of the world.”



Styx paused.



She was annoyed about being woken up from its nap, noticing one of Poseidon’s brats poking at it with its powers. However, it was hard to want to beat up someone who was praising her so shamelessly.



And if one of Poseidon’s kids was in the underworld like this, that meant Hades was letting him be as a guest, and she had no intention of angering Hades while she also lived here.



She gave him a closer examination, noticing he was a monster – a Cyclops even, as strange as that was considering what he looked like.



And he was also naked, for some strange reason, but she predated the concept of clothing, so she didn’t dwell on that too long.



There were other strangenesses about him, but it wasn’t any of her business.



“What do you want, child of Poseidon?” She finally decided to ask so he would go away.



“Great Goddess!” Ocean Song spoke reverently. “I wish to go inside of you!”



“……”



“……”



@****@
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Chapter 18

The great Styx stared at Ocean Song for a long time.



As a son of Poseidon, she briefly wondered if it were possible to drown him.



“Would you care to rephrase?” The goddess finally opened her mouth, determined not to get on the bad side of Hades considering the weird Cyclops’s status.



“I would like permission to enter into your river, please.” Ocean Song realized he may have been a bit overzealous.



Styx gave him another long stare. “Another fool after the same curse.” She spoke, shaking her head. “Do you not know the consequences of this curse? My river is meant for the dead to peacefully cross over.”



“I – “



“No, you don’t.” She huffed in annoyance. “Do you know how many mortals come wanting to bathe in my river to acquire the famous ‘Curse of Achilles’?” She said in exasperation. “They all think it’s some quick and easy path to become stronger. You will become something neither dead nor alive. That is the truth, the reason those who bathe in it become so ‘strong.’. Their body and soul half-pass on while still remaining alive. They become some pseudo-immortal spirits, but still with a physical anchor to the living world. It’s why they require so much sustenance to sustain themselves. It’s why certain emotions dull over time while others are enhanced. Your mind and psyche become disjointed from your half-living state. And you can’t be harmed because you’re already technically dead. The supposed ‘weak spot’ is the only remaining ‘point of life’ on your body.”



Normally, she would never waste her breath and let any idiots that wanted to curse let themselves die in her waters and pass on. 



However, she was giving Hades and Poseidon a bit of face and explaining it properly.



“Well?” She looked at him, crossing her arms.



“I never intended to acquire the curse.” Ocean Song said simply. “I was already warned about the detriments.”



“…is that so?” Styx’s lips twitched slightly in annoyance.



“Yes.” Ocean Song nodded earnestly.



“…Then what are you requesting of me?” She was slightly confused. 



“Please correct me if I’m wrong, but your river is the center point between life and death. Quite literally, one side is where the living walk, and when they pass the river, they are now dead.”



“In a manner of speaking, that is accurate.” It was obviously far more complicated than that, but Styx didn’t want to get into a long-winded explanation of her existence in the Underworld.



“Can you deny the curse to people?” He asked.



“Deny the curse?” She repeated, furrowing her brow. “Yes, I can.” It was actually quite easy to reject people trying to gain the ‘Curse.’. She just never bothered because 99% of the time, whoever attempted it would die and save her the trouble.



“What would happen if someone entered the River and you made it so they did not gain the ‘curse’?”



“….their body would begin to break down quite excruciatingly as my waters pushed them towards death as defined by the realm.” She answered rather plainly without going into much detail again.



Ocean Song’s eyes sparkled. “That’s what I want!”



“…what?”



“I want to go into the river and not get the curse!” He smiled brightly.



“There are easier ways to commit suicide.” She looked at him in confusion.



“I don’t plan on dying.”



“I am literally the river that leads to the realm of the dead.” She reiterated. “You are a mortal being; you will die.”



She looked at him like he was an idiot.



She just explained this to him, yet he was still looking excited to jump into the river of death. 



“I’m confident!”



Styx stared at him for a long time again. “…and why would I do this?”



It was Ocean Song’s turn to furrow his brow. “I’ll owe you a favor?” He realized he didn’t actually have anything to offer.



“A favor.” Styx said flatly. Though, honestly, she considered it. It was never a bad thing to have others owe her favors. And truthfully, there was very little effort on her end even needed. Besides him being noisy for a little bit, there was actually no downside.



“Would… would it be weird if I said I would swear on the River Styx?” Ocean Song asked.



The River Styx gave him another flat look.



With an exasperated sigh, she finally relented. “Very well, make your oath.”



“I, Ocean Song, so swear to the River Styx that if I am allowed to temper my body within her holy waters, I will owe her a favor that does not impede my morals and conscience and is reasonable.”



Styx noted his particular phrases. Rather than getting upset, she thought he had the good sense to not back himself into the corner in case she asked him to do something ridiculous like kill his own father.



Maybe she would have been a bit more strict if it were someone actually worth paying attention to in her eyes, but for now, she accepted it for what it was.



Ocean Song, however, felt something link to him.



Was this the legendary Karma he had heard about? The thought danced around his mind. 



He was now bound by an oath he made, and Karma would ensure that it was fulfilled or he would suffer the consequences. 



“If I may be so bold as to ask, how exactly is the oathbreaker punished?” Ocean Song looked at her.



Styx furrowed her brow; she was about to question if he had the audacity to break the oath to her face. But she stopped when she saw the genuine expression on his face. She could more or less understand the question came from purely a place of curiosity.



“It depends.” She said simply, because there was no specific answer.



“How come many of the gods swear oaths and then break them without any consequences?”



Styx wanted to let out another long sigh as soon as he asked that question. Frankly, no one had ever been so bold as to ask her to her face before.



“What exactly do you expect me to do when one of them breaks an oath made in my name? Do you expect me to punish the King of Gods? Maybe you expect me to punish Hades, for whose realm I live. Or perhaps your own father, the God that controls water.”



Ocean Song felt a little bad for asking now. “…you’ve had it difficult.” He said quietly.



Styx, oddly, felt the sympathy in his words and softened a little rather than get angry from being pitied by a monster.



“Hmph, I don’t even know why I was made the Goddess of Oaths when oaths made in my name mean nothing!” She threw her hands up in a rare display of anger. “Even their children, what am I supposed to do? Punish the children of the King of Gods or the others? They’re immortal; I have no power over them!”



Ocean Song stood there quietly and let her rant. He had a feeling that she had been keeping this bottled up for a very long time.



“No, my broken oaths are only punished when it’s convenient!” She finally finished, taking a deep breath. 



She looked at him and felt a little embarrassed for going off on a small rant in front of him.



She quickly reoriented herself. “Very well, you can enter my waters. Your life or death has nothing to do with me.” She said rather quickly again, changing the subject.



Ocean Song smiled happily.



He walked over to the edge of the river while Styx watched him curiously.



Steadying himself, Ocean Song prepared himself mentally before just jumping straight in.



The first thing he realized was that the water was heavy.



And as soon as he went below the surface, all light disappeared. If not for his instincts as a Son of Poseidon, he wouldn’t have been able to tell up from down in this pitch-dark abyss.



Immediately as well, he felt the effects of the River Styx. His body started throbbing, and it quickly escalated. It was as if someone was grinding away at his physical body on a metaphysical level.



However, the Goddess Styx overlooked one important thing.



Ocean Song was in fact a son of Poseidon; that means that the Waters of the World welcome him. 



Just as his body was starting to tear apart, his bloodline kicked in, and he began to heal rapidly in the waters.



It was less than if he was in the Sea, and of course it was by no means offsetting the damage his body was taking completely, but it was enough that he could well and truly consider this a proper body tempering session.



Floating in the darkness, he sat cross-legged and began to meditate.



The pain was intense, but at this point in his life, pain was becoming an old friend. Sure, he had just healed from nearly dying, but he also felt like this would be the most optimal time to do this.



It was about intentionally breaking down his body and building it up again.



Like continuously hammering a piece of metal to forge it, he was forging his body.



He could feel his Demonic core pulsing with each passing moment.



Not only his cultivation, but he felt like he was gaining something else. Was it a moment of insight or enlightenment?



His Golden Core began to shimmer to life as well, despite focusing only on his Demonic Core.



His Third Eye opened, and both of his Cores thrummed with their full power.



The River Styx began to churn; the normally calm waters started to develop waves that hit both sides of the shores.



Styx herself furrowed her brow as she watched the Cyclops from her spot, able to perceive everything within her own waters.



She had no idea what he was doing, only that he exuded a not insignificant amount of power that was causing a bit of chaos amidst the river’s currents.



As for Ocean Song, he realized something at that moment.



He had touched on the concept before; never had he been so immersed in it previously.



Yin and Yang.



When Pangu split the primordial Chaos, it gave birth to Yin and Yang, which in turn gave birth to 3,000 Great Dao.



In this specific spot, he was at the intersection of Yin and Yang.



On one side, there was life, and by crossing to the other side, there was death.



Inside of him, he possessed a Demonic Core – Yin. He also had a Golden core composed of his Godly heritage – Yang.



His physical body broke down from the deathly currents, but the breath of life continued to fill him and keep him alive despite this.



His Demonic core was quickly catching up to his golden core. Before he knew it, his Demonic Core had reached the threshold of the later stages.



And not just that, his Golden Core seemed to be forced into equilibrium, and as if prompted by his Demonic Core, it began to mend at astonishing speeds.



For the first time in his life, Ocean Song was in perfect harmony.



In one hand, his Demonic Qi gathered, and in the other, his Godly Qi. They both distorted and turned into two small fish, one completely black with a white spot, and the other completely white with a black spot.



The two small fish attracted one another as if they were magnets, unable to escape the pull of the other. They swam in a circle, their colors merging, like ink spilling into a body of water. 



Ocean Song kept his eyes closed as he released it upwards.



Above the River, Styx watched in confusion, then something happened that made her eyes widen. 



A gigantic circle in a weird shape emerged from the sky, pressing down towards her River. One side of it was black, the other white, and it had a lot of strange symbols in it she didn’t recognize.



But what left her utterly stunned and without words was that it forcibly quelled her river. 



The rampant waves and turbulent thrashing were immediately forced back into…into a harmonious state.



Ocean Song shot out of the river, gently stepping onto the gigantic Tai Chi symbol that was manifested into the air.



How had he done all this?



To be perfectly honest, he didn’t have a single clue. Things just… happened, and like a good Cultivator, he would take credit for them regardless.



Unfortunately, he had reached his limit; any more and he would have died.



But the gains he received, they were immense. He had actualized a concept he had barely even touched on before.



Yin-Yang, Balance, and Harmony.



And through his enlightenment, he understood the path forwards to Nascent Soul.



Ocean Song clasped his hand behind his back, and if he were wearing clothes, they would have been bellowing profusely and heroically.



Truly, he was an excellent cultivator.



And like a proper Cultivator, he jumped off, touching the ground before throwing up a mouthful of blood and face-planting in the dirt as his vision went dark.



 



@***@



A/N



Ocean Song approaches his nascent soul and gains enlightenment… or something; he isn’t quite sure. He mentions some vague and ethereal terms and suddenly gains enlightenment and new abilities.



Truly, he is a proper cultivator.



 If you want to read 1 chapters ahead or support me, visit my p.a.t.r.e.o.n.c.o.m / astoryforone



I also have a boosty if you can’t read the above under the same name





Chapter 19

Ocean Song’s eyes fluttered open after an indescribable amount of time. 



That is to say, he had no idea how long he was sleeping. Only that a weird jabbing feeling in his cheek seemed to have aroused him from his wake.



He awoke to find Death quite literally poking him.



He didn’t know what to make of that.



Surely it must be a good omen that Death was so close to him, right?!



However, seeing Ocean Song wake up, the Primordial of Death seemed to have lost interest and wandered off, disappearing from view.



Ocean Song watched for several moments to make sure he was truly gone, then got up, brushing himself off. 



He realized he was still next to the River Styx, quickly catching his bearings.



“I have never seen Death treat someone like that before.” The Goddess reappeared from her waters. “It’s almost as if he’s fond of you.”



Ocean Song was silent. Technically, he had met Death more than any other mortal, right? And not in the benign way. 



Death was interested in the living person who had experienced true death once.



Of course, Ocean Song didn’t voice this out loud.



“Thank you for your assistance, Great Goddess.” Ocean Song clasped his hands and bowed towards her. Despite it being a transaction, he was genuinely grateful for the opportunity he received.



“Just don’t forget your promise. You won’t like the consequences if you go back on your oath.” She warned, seeking back into the waters.



Truthfully, she had a great many questions to demand from him. Like how in Hades did he forcibly calm her waters without her consent?!



However, she feared hearing the answer.



She decided it was best to distance herself and keep that promise in her back pocket for an emergency.



She originally didn’t think anything of it, but now, seeing what he did and the fact that he somehow became more powerful at an alarming rate, she valued the oath quite a bit more.



Ocean Song was just happy that everything settled down without any incidents.



He put some distance between him and the River Styx so as not to disturb her as he found a secluded spot to meditate.



First, he needed to figure out if there was any hidden damage inside of himself. He passed out almost immediately, and after a quick cursory glance, he realized that it was just the rebound. Suddenly healing fully, then pushing his cultivation of both his Demonic Core and his Golden Core to perfection had sent a shockwave through him, both physically and spiritually.



Not to mention the fact that the Styx was bombarding his body during the entire time.



Essentially, he overexerted himself, and his body collapsed.



Now that he made sure he was okay, he focused on his gains.



First, His Golden Core and Demonic Core reached perfection. He could feel it; they were straining, as if they wanted to break free and push towards the next realm.



With a thought, he knew he could do it, to attempt to break through, but he pushed those thoughts down.



Patience is important to a proper cultivator.



As pleased as he was to reach this point in his cultivation, the most important gain was not in fact the increases in his cultivation base.



He touched on the Dao.



No, it was more correct to say he found his own Dao.



That is what he discovered during his time in the River Styx.



Yin and Yang.



The two opposing forces that are the basis of creation.



When Pangu split the Chaos, it gave birth to both Yin and Yang before all else.



Ocean Song had a sudden thought when he was meditating about his attainments in Yin and Yang.



Pangu, the Great Giant God, who used his mighty axe to split Chaos… …Was that the same Chaos from the Greek side?



Was Chaos just sleeping, then someone came over and poked him with their sharp axe and he bled out Yin and Yang?



Perhaps such thoughts are still too unfathomable for his lowly cultivation.



Regardless, he had found his own Dao much earlier than expected. He wasn’t even in the Dao Seeking Realm yet he touched on it. Of course, it was the most minimalistic understanding.



He felt that it was such a vast concept that he barely even managed to grasp a few grains of an entire desert.



However, he still did not feel downcast.



He had new Daoist Magic because of this.



He needed to think of a name for it. He unconsciously used it to settle the rampaging River Styx, and he couldn’t even call out a sufficiently profound and heroic name for it.



That wouldn’t do, as a proper cultivator; he needed to be able to shout out the names of his attacks.



Frankly, it wasn’t really Daoist Magic it was…something more intrinsic. He felt like he could alter things around him based on his Dao.



He remembered certain sacred texts from his past.



And, well, he already stole various things already; what was one more?



And it sounded cool.



A proper Cultivator must not only be strong, but they must also look dashing while doing so.



As he felt it stir, he understood a great many more things. The way he used it unconsciously last time was not correct. It was like…a bastardized activation of the true ability. 



Equalization.



Balance.



Harmony



In one hand, Yang formed. On the other hand, Yin formed.



Together, they merged. And this time, the full breadth of his Dao was released.



“Domain Expansion: All things in the Universe are Equal.” He declared, a massive Tai Chi formation emerged from underneath him, and the world shifted.



And once more, like a proper Cultivator who used an ability far above his level, he threw up a mouthful of blood and fell face-first into the ground again.



 



@***@



 



Hades was currently sitting on his throne, performing his duties as normal. Perhaps if someone were to see him, he might have a slight smile on his face.



He was reading various documents, and he sensed something…strange.



Then his eyes widened, and he shot to his feet.



His godly might surged out furiously.



“WHO DARES!?” His voice carried throughout the entirety of the Underworld.



Monsters that were trying to sneak out of Tartarus and back to the surface stilled and slithered back into their holes temporarily.



The workers under his command all immediately found a good place to hide.



Even the other gods that existed within the Underworld could feel his anger and wisely decided to hide away like turtles in their shells.



Rare was it for the God of the Underworld to be this angry.



It only took a brief moment before Persephone was already there, trying to calm him down. “Husband, what is it?”



“Someone…someone just tried to usurp a part of my domain!” He grit his teeth, his eyes shined outwards, overturning every stock and grain of sand within the realm. He searched over everything; every god felt his gaze and dared not to resist it. Every worker, every dead spirit. Even Hecate didn’t stop his probing into her workshop, even if it was a bit more…gentle with her.



Likewise, his gaze landed on Ocean Song, hunched over, eyes rolled back and blood dripping from his mouth, and he pulled away.



Hades sat back down on his throne due to his wife’s ushering, but his anger didn’t abate.



Continuously, his gaze swept out across the Underworld, and yet, he couldn’t find the source.



He was certain that someone—even temporarily—usurped a piece of the Underworld. Was someone probing him? Was it an intentional attack? A distraction? An…accident?



He shook his head at the last one. What kind of idiot would accidentally usurp a part of the Underworld?



No, he wouldn’t even be pissed off if that were the case. But that was a ridiculous notion, and he pushed it away.



It was too convenient; he just had his Helmet stolen, and now this. 



Someone was scheming against him.



His brother’s, as well, Zeus’s Masterbolt was stolen.



The most obvious suspect would be Poseidon, but now, the obviousness of it makes it highly suspect as well.



Whoever, or whatever, had just caused a disturbance was clearly long gone, so Hades calmed down and sunk into silence.



“Dear.” He spoke.



“Yes, my husband?” Persephone asked.



“I want to bring my children home.” Hades said solemnly. “I no longer trust their safety to be outside my grasp.” He would decide if he wanted to send them to that camp after he secured their release and brought them home.



Persephone let out a sigh, happy that no one was around at the moment. “I know how much it hurt you when your mortal lover passed, so I won’t keep holding onto this grudge. I won’t promise that I’ll treat them as my own, but I won’t make it difficult for them.”



Hades clenched his jaw as she spoke of it. It was her that his newfound anger was directed at. He could still remember as Zeus struck down on his children and their mother all those years ago. Luckily, his children survived, but he has yet to forgive Zeus.



“Will you go yourself?” She asked.



Hades tapped his finger against his throne. “No.” He finally settled on. “I’ll send someone in my stead.” The fact that he’s been ‘probed’ just now…he felt like he was being watched.



Undoubtedly, there was someone maneuvering the board, and he didn’t know who. Clearly, they were someone he couldn’t take lightly, so he couldn’t risk going himself.



He would have to send someone he trusted, but also someone that no one would expect.



It was then that he had the idea.



Oddly enough, there was someone who currently matched that description.



His gaze landed on his twitching… and still naked nephew.



He had known his nephew for all of a few hours, and against all logic, he strangely felt a certain amount of trust with him.



Maybe it was because his nephew had no hidden depths? The fact that he was an idiot helped significantly in that department.



With a gesture, he summoned his nephew in front of him.



“…..What’s wrong with him?” Persephone asked.



“He’s Poseidon’s brat.”



“I meant what’s wrong with him in this particular circumstance.” She clarified.



“I still think that’s a valid answer.” But with a sigh, Hades pointed his finger at Ocean Song and gave him a little jolt on the tushy.



Ocean Song snapped awake, realizing where he was, and adjusted himself properly. “Honored Uncle!”



Another strange feeling Hades was experiencing was that he felt his nephew was also being genuine when referring to him like that.



He didn’t say it out loud, but he appreciated the sentiment.



Usually, his extended family is polite out of necessity or proper etiquette.



“I have need of your—”



“Okay.” Ocean Song agreed immediately.



“…..” Persephone was silent.



Likewise, Hades blinked in confusion. “You didn’t hear what I was going to ask.”



“Well, I already owe you a debt, and I don’t think you would ask me to do something I wasn’t comfortable with. Even if it’s dangerous, I will do my best!” Ocean Song explained. “Besides, we’re family. This lowly cyclops is happy to help, Uncle!”



Hades once more was silent because he couldn’t sense any falsehoods in his words.



He wasn’t used to this kind of attitude.



“We need your help with something important.” Persephone took over, noticing her husband’s odd reaction. “Are you familiar with the Lotus Eaters from the stories?”



“Uh…something about a story moral about not doing drugs?” Ocean Song scratched his head.



“…that isn’t wrong.” Persephone squeezed out, as technically, that was sort of the moral of the story that mortals refer to. “But I speak of the true Lotus Eaters. They lured people to their island, trapping them through means of addictive pleasure.”



“I see.” Ocean Song listened.



“There is a casino in Las Vegas called the Lotus Casino.”



“I will go burn it to the ground.” Ocean Song, said heroically.



“……no.” Persephone looked at Hades. “You take over.”



Hades was now questioning if this was the correct choice. But he would acknowledge his nephews initiative at least, even if it were wrong. “I have two children in the casino.” Hades let out a sigh. “Not even Zeus or Poseidon know about them. And I expect them not to find out.”



“Your secret is safe with me, uncle. Even if my father demands answers, I will swear on my Dao Heart that I will not divulge this secret against your wishes.” Ocean Song promised. “If you want, I can also swear an oath on the Styx.”



Hades waved his hand as it wasn’t necessary, as he was recruiting the Cyclops, and the secrecy only mattered until they were safe. “Inside the casino, time moves differently. For them, days have passed; for us, it has been decades.”



“…How long have they been inside?” Ocean Song realized the implications.



“Are you familiar with the Second World War that was fought by the mortals?”



Right, Ocean Song vaguely recalled that from the stories before. It was only a vague memory at this point, so he couldn’t quite remember all the details.



“Technically, they’re safe within the casino.” Hades continued onwards. “The casino is a…neutral location. Due to some matters I won’t go into from the past, they received a promise of neutrality from all gods of Olympus and the Underworld. Not even my brothers would break this promise lightly. However, I wish to bring them home. I believe that I’m being watched, so I cannot dispatch my normal servants.”



Ocean Song nodded. “Alright, I’ll head out immediately.”



Hades frowned. “I have reason to believe they’re watching the exits to the Underworld as well.” Well, he had suspicion. If the roles were reversed, he would certainly have people watching the exits. And whoever his enemy is, they already showed they can sneak into his underworld and cause chaos at a whim, so he needed to be careful.



“How will I leave then?”



Hades…hadn’t gotten that far yet. “That is the question.”



“I could hide and take him with me when I leave in a couple of months at the changing of the seasons?” Persephone offered.



“That’s too long.” Hades frowned, wanting this settled as soon as possible.



“What about Hecate?” Persephone asked. “She could sneak him out.”



Perhaps Hades was acting upon his paranoia, but Hecate seemed like an obvious choice to keep an eye on.



A simple grunt from Hades dismissed that idea.



“Uncle, I have an idea, but I don’t know if it’s feasible.” Ocean Song raised his hand.



“You?” Hades’s eyebrow quirked. “Speak.”



“Though, it is based on the answer to a question. This lowly cyclops knows not how the Underworld operates; thus, I beg your forgiveness if I make a rude assumption. However, is the Underworld connected to other afterlives?”



“…other afterlives?” Hades repeated. “What do you mean by that?”



“From other pantheons.”



Both Hades and Persephone were silent.



“How do you know about that?” The God’s eyes narrowed.



“I went to Valhalla and met the Norse gods! I met the All-Father and even sparred with Thor!” Ocean Song, she explained excitedly. “I even have a token that lets me come and go to Asgard if I want!”



Hades just looked at him with his mouth slightly ajar. “It’s expressively forbidden to mingle with other Pantheons.” He said sternly, glaring at his nephew. 



Despite it being one of Zeus’s commands, it was one he vehemently agreed with. Nothing good came about intermingling among various Pantheons.



“Uncle.” Ocean Song said rather expressionlessly. “I’m a monster.”



“…..right.” Hades almost forgot. 



His nephew was a monster; since when do the ‘rules’ of Olympus apply to them? Monsters come and go as they please; heck, they’ve even had ‘foreign’ monsters pop up every now and then over here too.



“In a manner of speaking, you’re not wrong in your assumption.” Hades finally answered him. “I understand your thought now. If you are familiar enough with them, you want to be sent over to Hel and then leave from there.” 



Just because he didn’t interact with them unless necessary didn’t mean he was unfamiliar with the other ‘underworlds’ of the world.



Funnily enough, the various death-based deities were actually rather cordial with each other when matters had them crossing paths.



Hades silently admitted to himself that it wasn’t a bad plan.



“And where is this token now?” Hades asked.



“….I don’t know.”



Hades resisted the urge to kick his nephew out of his throne room.



In a more literal sense.



“It was in my storage pouch before Lord Zeus smote…..smitten…smited? Before he threw lightning at me.” Ocean Song replied. “Actually….I don’t know where any of my stuff is. Hecate might have it.”



Hades grumbled and looked to the side; he grabbed at the space, and as if pulling a curtain open, the Goddess of Magic was revealed.



Hecate, for all her stoicism, had a surprisingly embarrassed look adorning her cheeks at this moment.



Persephone couldn’t help but stifle a giggle as she looked at the Goddess of Magic.



Truthfully, both Hades and she noticed she was there the moment Hades had brought Ocean Song back over.



“Care to elaborate, Hecate?” Hades asked with a rather bored tone.



The Goddess of Magic huffed a little and held out her had as several objects flew out, landing next to Ocean Song. “I was planning on doing this later.”



In front of him, Ocean Song smiled.



He picked up the clothes that looked exactly like the ones that were eviscerated before, swiftly dressing back up.



He grabbed the gourd, tying it to his waist.



He grabbed the storage pouch, patting it to see that the token was inside, and also tied it to his waist.



Lastly, he grabbed his sword, giving it a little swing, before smiling happily.



Ocean Song was back!



“Fear not, Uncle. I will bring back your children no matter what!”



“Good.” He nods, pleased. 



“Meet Buddha, slay Buddha. Meet god, slay god! Nothing will stand in my way from completing my objective!



“…..Okay.”



“If you tell me to go west, I dare not go east!”



“……” Hades was starting to question his decision even more. “I advise you to remain stealthy. I have reason to believe I am being schemed against. Move with caution.”



“The mantis stalks the cicada, unaware of the oriole behind!”



A moment of silence passed, and Hades flicked his hand; Ocean Song went flying out of the room while Hecate raised a hand to her face, letting out a sigh.



“Dear.”



“Yes, husband?” Persephone asked.



“Please contact Hel.”



“Right away.”
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Chapter 20

Ocean Song clasped his hands behind his back as he walked back into Hades’ palace.



He had a feeling that his Underworld adventure was soon coming to a close. He spent quite a while down here, and his gains were immeasurable, and his Cultivation had soared to unbelievable heights. But for the Cyclops, it was time to return to the mortal world.



He had many tasks left unfinished and many more adventures to be had.



Like a proper cultivator, he even had a time where everyone thought he was dead so he could return, alive and triumphant! 



Unfortunately, he had no immediate foe to defeat in an epic and heroic duel to show off his newfound strength to the awe of everyone around him.



He would have to be stupid to go challenge Zeus again.



And if there was one thing Ocean Song wasn’t, it was stupid.



He also needed to make sure that his junior brother and Madam Jackson were still doing well.



And woe be to anyone who had harmed them.



Likewise, he needed to remind all the monsters in and around the city that his words don’t disappear just because he does. And the fact that quite a few got riled up and attacked both of the ones under his protection just meant that there needed to be another purge.



So much to do for a simple Cyclops, so little time.



“You’re here.” Hades’ voice resounded.



“I’m here, Uncle!” Ocean Song exclaimed.



“….right.” Hades’ tone took on one of resignation. “I have already sent a message to Hel of Helheim and received a response back allowing your entry. But only your entry; no one is to follow.” He shot a glare at Hecate.



“Question.” Ocean Song raised his hand.



“What?” Hades tapped his throne impatiently.



“Why is it called Helheim and Hades when those are the names of both of you?” Ocean Song asked curiously.



“…..” Hades stared at him for a moment or two before continuing. “Hel was gracious enough to allow your trespass. You will be polite to her as someone acting under my orders.” Though, oddly enough, he didn’t think his nephew would have a problem with that.



If anything, his nephew was…aggressively polite sometimes.



“You may be required to…entertain her for a period of time. It is not often that she has visitors, so I do not know what to expect. She is aware that you are acting as my agent on a time-sensitive matter, so there should not be any true worry.” Hades continued to explain to his rather dull nephew.



Hades had some semblance of trust towards other deities with the same domain as himself. Only they truly knew how much work it took to keep the world running.



It was an understanding between colleagues.



“I won’t let you down, uncle!” Ocean Song quickly replied. “I will rescue your children and bring them back here, safe and sound.”



“…..And I will give you a picture of my children so you have some idea of what you’re doing.” Hades added.



Ocean Song just nodded and smiled enthusiastically.



However, Hades was really bemoaning his lack of agents that aren’t members of the Underworld. It was an odd situation he didn’t foresee, that being part of the Underworld would be an actual detriment.



Though, it did allow him to gain some perspective and perhaps make inroads to train or hire some agents on the surface for when he needs things like this done with subterfuge.



Already, he had plans being thought of, a whole network he could create through his immense wealth that would be able to track or keep an eye on anything behind the mists.



But that was for the future.



“Oh, Uncle.” Ocean Song remembered something important. “If I come across the person who stole Zeus’s Lightningbolt, do you want me to retrieve your helmet as well?”



Hades just unthinkingly waved his hand as if to dismiss the question.



He had no thoughts on his nephew knowing and tracking down the actual thief of his helmet. No, it would take all of his own cunning and scheming to find the one responsible.



“Do what you want.” He finally just grunted it out. At the very least, if his nephew was bumbling around with the commotion he caused with Zeus, it would allow him to lurk in the shadows better. “Now, Hecate. Help me establish a pathway.” He stated.



The two gods worked together, and between two stone pillars, a tear in space-time was torn open, creating a powerful gust of wind that nearly swept Ocean Song off his feet.



It took a moment for the immense power needed to create such a thing to stabilize. But once it was done, it was like a swirling inky nebula.



Ocean Song was about to step through before a hand grabbed his collar.



The goddess Hecate stopped him, giving him a rather intense stare.



Silently, she fixed his collar and his messy hair with a scowl. Before Ocean Song could utter a word, she pushed him through.
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Ocean Song hit the ground awkwardly.



There seemed to be some space between the portal he just came through and the ground.



But it was no matter; he quickly brushed himself off and took in his surroundings, and… it was kind of hard to tell that he wasn’t in the Underworld anymore.



If anything, it just felt more…green.



There was a strange aurora in the sky that carried a green hue throughout the realm.



However, Ocean Song didn’t have time to contemplate it as the ground began to shake. It only took him a moment to realize what was going on as a big figure approached in the distance.



Standing before him was a mighty wolf no smaller than Cerberus, and now less powerful, loomed.



Its mouth opened, and rows of sharp teeth became visible.



“Greetings, Senior Garmr.” Ocean Song clasped his hands as the wolf’s maw threatened to swallow him whole. “The Great Goddess Hel is expecting me.”



The guardian of Helheim, the wolf who feasts on the dishonorable souls of Hel, stopped its slow actions, staring at him.



It sniffed him a few times and recognized a few familiar scents.



As if receiving a message, its head jerked to the side, its ears twitching and its expression changed as it looked at Ocean Song again.



Ocean Song looked up and knew what was coming. “Please be gentle.”



Garmr grabbed Ocean Song with its mouth exactly how Cerberus did and began to trot off across Helheim.



Ocean Song had no idea where he was or where they were going, but he knew that if Garmr wanted to hurt him, he would only have to press down with his teeth, which he was taking a great deal of effort not to.



Thus, Ocean Song just ‘enjoyed’ the ride as he did with Cerberus.



With what felt like an eternity—or maybe about ten minutes—Ocean Song was unceremoniously spat out onto the ground.



The great wolf sat there, tail wagging, looking much closer to Cerberus at this point than Ocean Song saw previously.



He shifted, looking around until he found the reason one.



“This lowly Cyclops greets the Great Goddess of Death.” Ocean Song immediately used his secret technique—bootlicking.



One must never be too careful when meeting a deity for the first time. At least until he was strong enough that he could reasonably call them fellow Daoists.



Hel sat upon a stone throne. Unlike Hades, she had no kind of palace or great structure. Simply a large and decadent throne, if a bit more rustic, as it sat under the green sky.



Ocean Song took this moment to peek at her.



Half her body was dark, the other extremely pale. One of her eyes was pink, almost looking red. The other was a bright yellow. Both eyes, the sclera was completely black, making her eyes glow even brighter.



She had horns sprouted from the sides of her head, and her hair was a pale white that matched half of her body. Ocean Song also noted that her ears were pointed, barely peeking out from her long hair.



The goddess slightly opened her mouth into a small smile. “Are you the one that helped Thor cause a bit of a fuss not that long ago?”



“Responding to the Great Goddess, Thor was gracious enough to spar with this lowly one.” Ocean Song replied.



She held her head up with her palm as she looked over him. “What a strange monster you are.”



The news that Thor caused a commotion ‘sparring’ with a monster was well known amongst the Norse gods at this point. It was particularly noteworthy because the monster forced Thor to utilize quite a bit of his strength to defeat.



However, Odin had covered up the particular details. It wasn’t until Hades reached out that Hel was able to put two and two together to know who Ocean Song was.



And seeing him in person, the goddess could only acknowledge that he was like no monster she had ever seen before.



In fact, it almost felt like she were standing in front of a budding deity. 



And specifically, she could tell there was something strange about his soul.



However, he wasn’t any of her concern. She was doing Hades a favor that would potentially pay off in the future without any real investment on her part.



Not to mention, she liked Hades.



She had no issue helping him with a small matter like this. It’s not like they were overly involved in their respective cosmologies; it was simply a matter of helping one of his agents move locations.



“What do you think of my realm?” She asked him curiously. She couldn’t recall the last time she had a ‘mortal’ in her realm that wasn’t about to become a part of it. “How does it compare with Hades?”



“….It’s about the same.” Ocean Song scratched his head.



Hel blinked and then frowned. “How is my realm the same?” She was slightly annoyed at his comparison.



“Well, other than the green sky, I thought it was the same place when I first came over.” Ocean Song answered honestly, believing it unwise to lie to the Goddess.



“Helheim is not the same as Hades.” She crossed her arms.



Ocean Song pointed at Garmr. “Cerberus.”



Hel looked at Garmr, who was wagging his tail happily; her eye twitched slightly. “He is a wolf.”



“Both realms are named after the owners.” Ocean Song pointed out.



Hel’s eye twitched again.



Ocean Song looked around and then looked at her. “Outside looked exactly like this. Lots of hard ground, stones…lots of nothing in view.” He said honestly.



“All underworlds look like this!” She defended, only realizing a moment later what she said. There was a beat of silence that passed. “Regardless, it’s not the same.” She huffed.



“Well, the sky is green.” Ocean Song realized that she wanted to hear specific things.



He guessed that perhaps it was a bit of a competition between death realm deities. Perhaps it was rude to say the two were the same.



“Yes, exactly.” She nodded along, happily latching onto the small difference.



Ocean Song marveled at his own intelligence. Advanced bootlicking wasn’t just about flattering someone; it was about knowing how to flatter someone in particular.



The Dao of bootlicking was truly impressive.



“Oh, Hades also has a lot more people living there too, while Helheim has no one else but Senior Garmr and Goddess Hel.” Ocean Song clapped his hands.



“Kuh – ” The goddess let out a strangled noise.



“There’s the River Styx, there’s the Goddess of Magic, there’s the Primordial of Death, and there are Hades’ children.”



“That’s not what—”



“Oh, and his wife, of course.” Ocean Song nodded to himself. “So there are a lot of differences between your realm and Hades, Great Goddess.” Ocean Song smiled.



Ocean Song’s pride surged, seeing that he flattered her successfully into silence.



Hel, on the other hand, was suffering from an emotional attack the likes of which she had never experienced before.



As if it couldn’t get any worse, there was a flash of magic, a hole was torn into her realm, and a note fell through, landing right in front of Ocean Song.



Hel recognized it, of course; it was the letter she sent to Baldr after a lot of effort.



It was a confession letter.



To be specific, it was about the tenth confession letter she had sent to him.



Hel held her hand up as if to stop Ocean Song, but he already had it in his hand and was reading it.



She briefly wondered if a Goddess of Death could die of embarrassment.



“….I think this is for you, Great Goddess.” Ocean Song looked away, holding the letter up.



Hel covered her face, silently holding her hand out and forcing the letter to fly into her fingers. She glanced over it, her heartfelt letter had a big ‘No’ written across it.



She wanted to die of embarrassment for real now.



Ocean Song had read the letter, and even he felt bad. He recalled some memories from his past life; getting rejected was never a good feeling.



Truly, high school really did reflect real life, regardless of what the teachers back then always said.



Funny enough, this exact situation almost mirrored the same one he once had.



And now he has become depressed as well.



“Great Goddess, I know exactly how you feel—”



“Stop talking.”



“Okay.” Ocean Song wisely shut up.



Hel let out a sigh. “I’ll send you on your way if you promise never to speak of this again.”



“…..can I speak openly?”



“Will it make me want to die of embarrassment any less?” She rubbed her closed eyes.



“….maybe?” He offered.



Hel opened an eye, staring at him. “Fine, just say it.”



“The God Baldr is the target of your affections, yes?”



“…..yes.” She admitted, knowing it wasn’t exactly a secret at this point.



“Is he not married?”



“He…is.” Hel frowned, not knowing where he was going with this, as he was just stating the obvious.



“Well, wouldn’t it be unwise to try and go after a married man?” He asked. “Isn’t he faithful to his wife?”



Hel scoffed. “Are you saying I can’t compete with Nanna? The perfect goddess, one of the publicly acknowledged most beautiful goddesses in all of Asgard?” She rolled her eyes, having heard all of that before.



Though it was the first time a monster was twisting that particular knife. She had the urge to let Garmr have a new chew toy, but she did make a promise to Hades.



The only reason she was humoring at this point…was sadly because she rarely had people to talk to these days.



“You misunderstand, Great Goddess. I mean to say, would you want a man who abandons his loving wife when another beautiful goddess comes along?” Ocean Song? asked.



Hel raised an eyebrow at that; particularly, she wasn’t unaware that he just called her beautiful. And secondly, she could admit he made a point.



“So you’re telling me to give up.” She grumbled.



“You misunderstand again, goddess.” Ocean Song corrected. “What I mean to say is that you are going about it the wrong way.”



“Oh?” She looked at him curiously now. “And what makes you such an expert on these kinds of affairs, little monster?”



“I was given advice by Hades in the matters of love and romance.” Ocean Song said proudly.



Hel was forced to blink again as she stared at him.



She honestly had no idea how to respond to that.



Was that even something to boast about? Well, Hades and his wife were together for a very long time, and they haven’t had any real problems between them….



“What wisdom does the Greek god of the underworld have, hmm?” She said rather sarcastically.



“What are your thoughts on the wife of Baldr, Goddess?”



“My thoughts on Nanna?” Hel considered that question. She waved her hand, bringing up a magical image of the goddess in question. Her long golden locks draped down her back, and her smile was warm and welcoming. “I suppose I have nothing bad to say about her.”



“You’ve gone about things wrongly the entire time, Great Goddess. You have been trying to win over Baldr; you should have been trying to win over his wife.”



“…..Excuse me?”



“Harem,” Ocean Song said with the advice of a true cultivator. 



Hel opened her mouth once and then closed it.



“You want me to…seduce his wife.”



Ocean Song shot her a thumbs up.



Hel realized that this monster wasn’t intentionally being a bore; he was just an idiot.



She let out another sigh and gestured with her hand; a gateway opened up to the surface. “Just…go.” She pointed.



“Thank you, Great Goddess!” Ocean Song clasped his hands and bowed before quickly departing.



Hel ran a hand down her face as he disappeared.



Her lips twitched slightly, and she magically summoned a few more images of Nanna, the wife of Baldr.



The words of the idiotic Cyclops still whispered in the back of her mind.



She looked intently at the pictures, and gradually, one of her fingers began to twirl with strands of her hair as she bit her lip.



Admittedly, she did find Nanna rather beautiful as well.



And at this point…did she have anything to lose?
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Chapter 21

Ocean Song was expelled from Helheim.



Yes, he went flying out of the realm of death, and of course, while flailing through the air, he retained his heroic and elegant demeanor.



Ocean Song knew one of the most important rules for any Cultivator was that regardless of how absurd the situation or how dire, you must always look good.



And Ocean Song wasn’t a Jade Beauty for nothing.



That being said, he knew that he had not mastered such a deep and unfathomable Dao as he did not stick the landing.



However, he recovered quickly after hitting the ground rather hard. He pushed up, brushed himself off, and greeted the trio of eyes that were staring at him.



“Greetings, fellow Daoists. I apologize for disturbing your meal.” Ocean Song said politely to what appeared to be a small group of Jotun.



The three Jotun sat around a large fire, with some manner of creatures being cooked atop it.



“Wha kind o’ monster are ya?” One of them pointed at Ocean Song with a rather thick accent.



“This lowly one is a Cyclops, fellow Daost.” Ocean Song answered good-naturedly. “If I may impose upon you, could I perhaps ask for directions? I know not exactly where I am.” In fact, Hel didn’t tell him where he was being shot out to.



Perhaps he should have asked.



“Ya talk funny.” He squinted. “Wha kind o’ Cyclops has—” He stopped to begin mouthing numbers, counting specifically. “— Three eyes?”



“Why can’t a Cyclops have three eyes?” Ocean Song, he asked in return.



That seemed to stump not only the Jotun talking, but the others too.



Ocean Song, sensing that a form of camaraderie had been developed, approached them openly. 



As fellow Monsters, he knew that they would get along well, and he could simply ask them for directions without any incident.



“I ain’t never eaten a cyclops with bunch o’ eyes before.”



Ocean Song was just glad he didn’t voice his thoughts out loud. “Fellow Daoist, I just request directions, please. There’s no need to resort to violence. How do I get to Midgard?” Because he was fairly sure he wasn’t on Earth at the moment, but his instincts told him that it wasn’t far off. At the very least, he didn’t think Hel would just expunge him in the middle of nowhere when she knew he was on a mission from Hades.



“He aint got a lot o’ meat, but it looks tender.” Another of the Jotun said.



“A want a leg.” The third was added in, as if ignoring Ocean Song’s presence.



Ocean Song let out a sigh.



“Fellow Daoists, you truly don’t know how to write the word ‘death,’ do you?” He shook his head, clutching his sword.



All three Jotuns paused, and their expressions twisted back.



“Oh, ya think yer better than us cause we can’t read o write, huh?” 



“That’s not—”



“My mum was killed before she could teach me and I had to fend for myself.” Another added.



“I wasn’t— “



“Ya think ya so much better than us? Because your fancy clothes and ya can write them squibbles and read them like the smart ones!?”



“This is a misunder— “



“I don’t want to eat him anymore.” One scoffed, standing up. He grabbed a big club that was behind him, and rather than attack, he hefted it over his shoulder and began to walk away, looking genuinely upset.



Another spat out, glaring at Ocean Song, grabbing his proverbial shit and joining.



“Hmph.” The last got up and walked to join his friends, leaving Ocean Song completely alone.



“…Why aren’t you courting death…?” He reached out, saying softly, utterly confused at what happened.



He was forced to stand there and watch as they disappeared from view.



Slowly, gradually, he set his sword down and laid down on the grass, looking up at the sky, unblinking.



Why was it, that this felt like the first time he’d ever been ‘defeated’?



…by a trio of illiterate Jotun.



“Am I a bad person?” Ocean Song asked himself.



He wondered if the healing abilities of water would heal emotional damage.
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It didn’t take long for Ocean Song to continue his quest.



It was normal for all cultivators to suffer setbacks. The last encounter would not cause him to falter in his goals!



He flew around for a while, not straying too far from where he had been expelled to. Eventually, he did find a strange cave that had a weird sort of energy to it.



In fact, it seemed to exude a lot of magical power. 



At first glance, there seemed to be some sort of effect that his unconscious mind didn’t want to focus on.



As he got closer, he noticed quite a few Norse letters decorating the outside. Those ‘Runes’ that he heard about.



Assuming he was at the right place, he just walked right on through. And to his surprise, with one step after another, it was like he was walking into another world.



Because he was.



The cloudy sky from before was now replaced by a glaring sun.



Faintly, he could see the Great Sun God’s dashing figure as his chariot raced across the sky.



He took a deep breath and smiled happily; he was finally back!



He had no idea where he was again, but he was just happy to be back.



Every proper Cultivator has a returning from presumed death arc. And Ocean Song literally returned from the underworld!



Unfortunately, he had no real grudges to settle in a way to wow his peers. In fact, he realized he didn’t really even have peers….



Sure, he had a few family members, and there were demigods and other monsters…



But peers…Well, he couldn’t even say if he had any real friends….



He decided not to think about it, as that’s how he handles most things.



First things first, he found a secluded spot and slapped his storage pouch, taking out a few items to set up a makeshift shrine.



“Honored Uncle, I have made it to the human world!” He called out as he made the proper ‘offerings.’.



That is, it was a shrine to Hades.



Ocean Song felt a godly presence light up, subtle but noticeable.



“Good.” The God of the Underworld’s voice reached Ocean Song’s ears. “Did you have any trouble with anything when leaving their part of the world?”



“My Dao Heart suffered some damage, but I’m fine.”



“……?” Hades didn’t know what to say to that.



“….Jotun are more daunting than I anticipated.” Ocean Song relayed. “Uncle, I’m not a bad person, am I?”



If Ocean Song could see him right now, he would see Hades rub the bridge of his nose in exasperation.



“Where are you right now?” He ignored everything else.



“I don’t know.”



Ocean Song heard a long sigh from the other end. “Give me a moment.” There was a pause from his side. “You should be in Texas at the moment.”



Ocean Song perked up. “I heard they have good food.” He recalled some memories of his past life and the amazing food that could be found here.



“Focus.” Hades’ voice snapped his attention back to the matter at hand. “Find my children first.” There was another pause. “I’ll make sure you have a proper meal when you bring them back.” He said with a certain lack of annoyance.



In fact, Hades was a bit of an epicurean. He wouldn’t fault his nephew for seeking out the best foods the world can produce.



“I will walk through fire and ice for you, Uncle!” Ocean Song saluted despite Hades not being within view. 



“Head west; it should be easy to find if you follow the signs along the mortal’s roads.” Hades told him. “I won’t say time is of the essence, but I would prefer you handle this matter as soon as possible.”



“This lowly Cyclops will complete your quest, Uncle!” Ocean Song said once more before he felt the presence of Hades fading. Carefully, Ocean Song retrieved the stuff used to make the rather flimsy shrine and stored it away.



Regardless of everything else, Ocean Song was curious about something. 



He tossed his sword out and hopped onto it, soaring into the air. Then, he focused; he flared his Qi and his Cultivation base roared to life.



How fast could he actually go?



The answer was accompanied by many sonic booms that erupted in his wake.



Suffice it to say, really fast.
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He was significantly stronger than the last time he was on earth, and it showed by way of just his speed.



The signs across the highways became a blur; he counted over a dozen of them in the time it took to blink.



What would have taken a mortal hours to drive took Ocean Song perhaps half an hour, maybe less, to travel multiple states.



From high up in the sky, Ocean Song could see the jewel of the desert…or whatever the city was called. He actually didn’t have much of an impression of Las Vegas from his past life, never having visited in person.



He could admire all the different buildings that blanketed the long strip.



Otherwise, he could only assume it looked more impressive at night when all the lights were shining brightly.



Ocean Song took to the street, gawking around like a tourist. He didn’t know where the place was exactly, but with his intelligence and wisdom, he had no doubts he would find it soon.



He barely took a few steps before a human came up to him and stuffed a card into his hands and walked away.



Bewildered, Ocean Song looked at the card; it was advertising a gentleman’s club with a picture of a woman’s large rear on it.



Ocean Song looked around in confusion as to why he was given this without so much as a warning.



And frankly, he didn’t know what to do with it now. Does he…toss it on the ground? There were no trash cans around, but after the previous debacle, would it be mean if he threw it away after being given it?



After what happened before, he was trying to be careful.



Before he had the chance to even consider, a different person came over and pushed another into his hands.



In fact, many people seemed to hone in on him, and before long, his arms were literally full of various advertisements, all basically for certain establishments that housed scantily clad women.



Awkwardly, he shuffled past more people, his arms full, and quickly pushed them into his storage pouch.



So far, he wasn’t particularly liking his time in the city.



He would deal with all that nonsense later.



He just didn’t know why he was suddenly targeted out of all the crowds and people walking by!



Thankfully, after meandering for a bit, he found one of those big boards, a sign with a map that showed where he currently was and where everything else was!



And easily enough, he found the Lotus Hotel and Casino only a block away.



Though, the mists were starting to get a bit more as he got closer. He probably could have just found it this way if he had wandered around aimlessly a little longer.



It was a very high concentration of mists around the building, enough that it sort of reminded him of Olympus, if to a much lesser extent.



Oddly, there were a lot fewer people going in. Compared to the other casinos and whatnot, Ocean Song noted that only a handful went in after several minutes.



And particularly, he noted that no one came out.



Ocean Song sniffed the air; he smelled the faint aroma of demigods, but also something else.



An intoxicating aroma that almost unconsciously pulled him towards the casino. If not for his infallible and firm Dao Heart—ignoring any previous incidents—he would have easily been led astray and his mind overwhelmed.



Truthfully, just smelling the scent made him wary of even going in, but he pressed on.



Cautiously, but with the fervor of a proper cultivator, he threw the doors open and walked inside without hesitation.



The smell intensified.



He circulated his Qi to dispel any attempts of it to snare him. Like a subtle aroma that lingered in the air, it wanted to invoke a sense of calmness and happiness.



Ocean Song was on guard because this was not the right kind of drugs a proper cultivator should indulge in.



Otherwise, the entrance was…rather mundane.



He walked up to the counter right at the entrance, and the woman looked up, eyed him, then tapped a sign.



The mist shifted around the sign slightly, and the wording changed.



The sign indicated that this establishment was not a strip club.



Ocean Song blinked, then looked at a nearby mirror.



He realized that he was still appearing the same way as when he met Percy and Madam Jackson for the first time.



And like that, many things began to make more sense.



Ocean Song removed his own mist obscuring, noting that the woman was by no means normal. She didn’t even react to his new appearance, treating it as something entirely mundane. Wordlessly, he took out a particular letter that Hades had given him and placed it on the counter with his seal and emblem.



The rather dismissive woman stiffened at the small lingering presence the emblem gave off and immediately picked up a phone and dialed something that Ocean Song didn’t care to pay attention to.



No, Ocean Song was eyeing other things.



There were waitresses in the main area past this entrance point carrying trays of lotus flowers that carried a much stronger scent of the same aroma that permeated this place.



He, of course, knew about the Lotus Eaters, if vaguely, and given a bit of an explanation from before.



To eat one of the Lotuses was to enter a state of bliss and happiness that became addicting and made someone never want to leave.



However, something else quickly caught his eye and his nose.



There was a demigod walking by, and it was explicitly not one of Hades’ children. And that child wasn’t the only one. The smell of the lotuses filling the room did a good job of masking the majority of it, but if he focused, he picked out at least twenty different demigod scents.



“Welcome, welcome!” Someone in a well-tailored suit and a lot of expensive accessories came rushing over, greeting Ocean Song. “Welcome to the Lotus Hotel and Casino.”



“Greetings.” Ocean Song’s face remained impassive but performed the proper greetings regardless.



The man walked up, took the letter and emblem after the woman whispered something into his ear. He nodded, then looked back at Ocean Song. “It’s rare for us to receive such an…esteemed client; please follow me to my office; we can discuss things there.”



Ocean Song scrunched his nose and followed along as the mean led him through the main floor. 



He saw the various games and festivities that ran along the walk. The continuous supply of lotuses that the guests ate without hesitation, and he made a mental note of every demigod that he passed.



Actually, he was fairly sure that not all of them were Greek…maybe some Roman or other pantheons.



And specifically, many of them were children.



The man led Ocean Song to a more secluded area; his office, while extravagant, was also rather distant from the main floor.



Ocean Song inspected the man thoroughly, for he was no human. Even his outer ‘shell, so to speak, felt fake. He didn’t know what kind of monster was in front of him, but it was far from human.



“So you’re here to pick up those two kids on behalf of Hades?” The man looked at Ocean Song, humming happily.



Ocean Song raised an eyebrow at the casual way he invoked the name of the God of the Underworld. But like his uncle said, it appears they had certain…well, not privileges, but certain things they could get away with. He didn’t know the specifics that let them operate so openly and casually with the gods, but he didn’t quite care.



“Yes, fellow Daost. I am here on behalf of the Lord of the Underworld to retrieve the two children noted.” Ocean Song said pointedly.



“Hmm.” He tapped his desk, and Ocean Song’s eyes were drawn to the nameplate on the desk that read Manager Verbena. “There’s a price to pay, you know that, right?”



Ocean Song frowned. “The Lord of the Underworld said that the price had already been paid in full.”



Manager Verbena’s smile widened a little as he chuckled. “Just a little joke.”



Ocean Song didn’t think he was joking, and it was an attempt to exhort from him.



“Okay, everything is settled. Why don’t I go get the kids and have them meet you at the exit?” He said rather coolly.



“Is that easy?” Ocean Song was surprised; he was expecting a bit more of a challenge.



“We prefer to do business openly and in good conscience. Lord Hades had paid the price, and we are happy to assist.” He smiled good-naturedly, but it felt rather hollow and false to Ocean Song.



Right, for Ocean Song, it would have been a very simple matter of taking the kids and leaving.



However, he sighed internally, knowing his uncle was going to be upset.



“What about the other demigods?” Ocean Song asked.



“The others? What about him?” The manager seemed confused.



“What do you even do with them?” 



“What does anyone do with valuable merchandise? Show it off, use it, sell it, trade it.” The manager waved his hand through the air as if it were an obvious thing. “You know how it is; maybe offer a meal to an esteemed guest that visits.” He finished with a wink.



“If I wanted to…redeem someone, what’s the price?”



The manager stood up, and he seemed to come to a realization. “You want to redeem someone else? Well, we don’t usually do this. It’s mostly out of respect for the God of the Underworld.” He rubbed his chin. “But if you’re here on his behalf, I suppose we could make an exception. A life for a life, as they say.”



“A life for a life?”



“It’s business.” The manager leaned back with a strange smile that looked unnatural. “And Demigods really do enhance the ambience.”



Ocean Song furrowed his brow, believing that having many demigods trapped here served more of a purpose than the rather boorish things he spoke previously.



“This is Las Vegas; how about a gamble?” The manager offered, seeing Ocean Song wasn’t taking the bait. 



“A wager?” Ocean Song repeated. “What are the terms?”



“I’ll let you pick out two demigods you want, and if you lose, you’ll be staying here and working for me personally.” The manager stated, eyes full of greed.



“All of them.” Ocean Song said bluntly.



The manager’s expression changed again, slowly forming a frown. “That’s not fair on my end, friend. There’s only one of you, and we have 27 demigods.”



Ocean Song’s Qi seeped out, and the room began to shake—not just the room, but the building began to shake slightly. “Am I not worth a few children?”



The manager’s grin widened to a large degree, believing that Ocean Song took the bait handily. 



He couldn’t do anything about Hades demanding a couple of brats from him, but this Cyclops in front of him…he kept up with the news.



If he could bind him to the casino, well, expanding was an easy matter!



“But I want to choose the game.” The Cyclops said.



The manager’s expression twitched slightly, but otherwise, he didn’t get upset. “Alright, fine. But it has to be a proper game. A proper game meant for gambling.” He made sure to say. “What’s your poison, my friend? Blackjack, craps, roulette, poker? If you want, we can even set up a slot machine for you.” He chuckled at the last bit.



“I want a neutral third party to oversee our deal.” Ocean Song quickly cut him off. “To make things fair.”



The manager pursed his lips, hesitant to allow this. The odds were greatly in his favor; within the hotel, he could… tweak certain percentages and such. But if he brought in someone like Hades, well….



Despite the risks, the manager reluctantly agreed, being blinded by his greed. “Go ahead, invite someone. But they have to be impartial, and I have to agree that they’re impartial.” He set the terms, closing any annoying loophole like using the God of the Underworld to pull a fast one.



“Very well, I call upon the Great Goddess Styx to oversee this oath being taken.” Ocean Song called out, and the manager’s eyes widened.



“Hey, this isn’t—”



The Building shook once more as a godly presence descended upon it.



It wasn’t her true body, a pale facsimile that she projected this way. It was extremely rare for someone to call upon the Goddess Styx for anything other than an oath on her river specifically. Not to mention, she recognized the one calling out to her, so she answered.



“Greetings, Great Goddess.” Ocean Song clasped his hands and bowed to her. “I invite you to witness our wager—an oath in all but name—and be our impartial judge.”



She was not just good for giving the sacred oath upon her name. She was the Goddess of Oaths in a more general sense; that should even apply to ‘smaller’ variants. Agreements, promises, and such should fall under her domain.



The Goddess Styx knew where she was; she was not clueless about the world. And she recognized the stench of the Lotuses around her.



Particularly, she eyed Ocean Song strangely. 



“I believe there should be no argument against the Goddess of Oaths to act as our impartial judge, don’t you think?” Ocean Song asked the manager.



In fact, he had absolutely no argument against it. He could not call her out without insulting her so heavily that he would have to worry about retaliation.



“…..fine.” He agreed, feeling grateful that the games in his casino were already heavily rigged in the house’s favor. “If the Goddess Agrees.” He looked to her.



Styx scrunched her nose, seeing past the monster’s facade on the surface and not liking what she saw, but didn’t speak against him.



“What are the terms?” She said plainly to know what was going on.



“We play a game. If I win, I get to take all the demigod children out of here. If he wins, I join the casino. And I get to choose the game.” Ocean Song summarized.



Styx looked at the Cyclops strangely again. There was…a newfound respect in her eyes for him. She was surprised that he was willing to bet his eternal servitude in order to free a bunch of children he never even met.



“I acknowledge the terms, and by my name, I will act as the judge.” Styx declared.



The manager clicked his tongue, realizing that he underestimated the Cyclops in front of him. He had thought that the monster would be a bit dull and easy to fool. No, he knew now that he was dealing with a shrewd and cunning individual. It was a masterful move to bring the Goddess of the Styx here to act as a judge. It would be extremely difficult to cheat under her watchful gaze.



He was prepared; he didn’t know what game the Cyclops was going to choose, but it had to be one that would take all of his own cunning to navigate and win.



“We’re going to play the game where we each take turns hitting each other until the other gives up.” Ocean Song declared. “I’ll go first.”



“…What?” The manager’s mind went blank. “That’s not a proper game! You agreed to a proper game that was meant for gambling.”



“It is.” Ocean Song, she said with a serious look. “I swear on the River Styx that this is a true and proper game.”



Styx’s eyes flashed as thunder boomed overhead, and she looked at him and then looked at the manager of the casino. “He words speak true.”



Of course, it was a proper game that those stupid kids mostly play. The game of hitting each other in the balls until they give up. The game of slapping each other until they give up. The game of hitting each other with hard objects until they give up….



Ocean Song realized he had a very dangerous childhood in his past life.



Regardless, it was a game.



The manager’s mouth gaped before he could muster up more words. “It has to be a proper gambling game!” He defended again.



“It is.” Ocean Song said, grabbing his sword, and his Qi released like a torrential tide. “We’re gambling with our lives.”



“I’ll allow it.” Styx declared.



Ocean Song swung his sword, and the casino was split in half. 
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Chapter 22

Ocean Song stood there heroically.



The building creaked and groaned as half of it had been severed from its foundation. Of course, before he made a move, Ocean Song swept his Divine Sense out to make sure that he wasn’t just accidentally killing a bunch of random people.



Sure, many cultivators wouldn’t care about collateral damage or bystanders.



But Ocean Song was many things; most of all, he was not an asshole.



However, to Ocean Song’s surprise, the manager wasn’t dead. He put a good deal of strength in that slash in hopes of settling things easily.



The manager’s body twitched and shifted; half of it had been cut off, but with a jerk, both sides of it had wiggling masses shoot out and pull together.



They were vines, thorny, wiggling vines.



Ocean Song was thankful in this moment that he wasn’t Japanese, because technically, it was the Manager’s turn next.



The Lotus Eaters from the myths and legends were specifically not any sort of monsters or immortal beings. In fact, they were basically just described as normal humans, certain people off the principal of Greece.



Sure, they had a spot in myths with a supernatural element, but they were decidedly human.



Perhaps he should have expected that a ‘people’ who were basically human, having lived this long, had given up their humanity.



Of course he knew that the manager and his ilk weren’t normal anymore. But he didn’t give much thought to what they were.



Plant Monsters was a new one for Ocean Song.



The two halves of the Manager were fully rejoined and he looked non too pleased.



His right arm burst open; a gigantic tentacle of thorny vines emerged in the most grotesque way imaginable, and Ocean Song braced himself as it came right at him.



Like a whip, it cracked, and the air shattered, sending Ocean Song flying backward through many different walls and obstacles until he came to a stop on the other side of the building.



Thankfully, the debris, stone, and metal that held the building together had crumbled to finally stop him.



He got up, rotating his arm and cracking his neck. There was a clean hole from one end of the hotel and casino to the other end where the two monsters could see one another. Only the occasional pipe bursted with flowing water or rebar support to disrupt the view.



Ocean Song, standing up, brushed himself off. “Alright, that was a good hit; I felt that one.” He acknowledged his opponent at a minimum. “Truly, the world is filled with crouching tigers and hidden dragons.” Frankly, he didn’t know there were any monsters that could actually body him like just happened.



Sure, he wasn’t going to block or prevent it as per the rules, but even so.



The manager’s face split open, and a lotus not dissimilar to the ones that people have been eating had popped out, and the combination of screeching and a jumbled mess somehow formed words as he spoke. “You destroyed my hotel!!!” It roared as the writhing tentacles launched out again en masse.



Each one of them tore through concrete and steel like it were paper, and Ocean Song’s vision was filled with nothing but the thorny and consuming vines.



They wrapped around him and slammed him into the ground multiple times until he was pushed through the floors, tons of concrete and debris crashing down on him.



Ocean Song quickly burst through it, soaring upward and slashing through several dozen of the vines. “Fellow Daoist, it was my turn to attack. Are you breaking the rules?” His eyes narrowed.



It roared something incoherent and continued to attack, as the building around them. The manager seemed to lose all rationality, or perhaps he was just overcome with anger as he continuously laid an onslaught onto Ocean Song, uncaring for everything else.



Ocean Song carefully navigated the writhing vines, avoiding them with quick and precise movements, deflecting them where necessary. Eventually, he returned to the original spot as the manager rampaged through the building, chasing after him.



There, Ocean Song found the goddess who had not yet moved; however, her fury was about to erupt.



“Am I so irrelevant that I am ignored when I am standing here?” The Goddess spoke; her words were not loud; they didn’t reverberate through reality; she didn’t display her divine might, but they carried a certain weight to them as her projection trembled.



Ocean Song cast his gaze towards her and nearly took a step back out of instinct. 



The manager was lost, his rationality seemingly depleted; his mass of vines began to bore through the building, and Ocean Song’s Divine Sense could follow them. He was grabbing at the other Lotus Eaters and seemingly subsuming or taking hold of their own bodies and adding the mass onto his own.



“Are my words simply nonsense?” She spoke again, seemingly completely uncaring about the situation around her as the building continued to creak and groan with every movement each of the monsters made.



Yet, Ocean Song’s Divine Sense could pick up that every non-involved person in the vicinity had a sort of bubble of water around them that protected them from the fight.



And it wasn’t by his hand.



“When was it that I became a joke?” She asked as a gigantic mass of tentacles burst through every corner of the room, grabbing Ocean Song and swallowing him up. They clenched tightly, slamming him into every wall, until they took him and continuously slammed him into the ground.



They were relatively high up, and he had already destroyed a few floors, but now, Ocean Song was sent all the way downward. With each pounding of the mass of tentacles, Ocean Song burst through another concrete and stone flooring until he found himself hitting the ground floor.



His body broke a blackjack table where hundreds of guests, both mundane mortals and various steps of supernatural beings, gathered, some hiding, some unconcerned, but many trembling in fear.



An earthquake, a natural disaster? Many of them didn’t know what was going on before their eyes, only that the building was being destroyed around them.



It started with the screams, as many of the thrones present had mundane backgrounds but could peer through the mists with enough trauma.



The vines broke through the walls, the floor, and the ceiling. They all shot out randomly; perhaps it was intentional, and the manager was writing everything off.



Surprisingly, Ocean Song, in that moment, noticed something that made his eyes widen. The original goal of his, the two children of Hades, was on the ground floor not far away. They were hiding under a table and completely aware of what they were seeing, even if they couldn’t quite understand the context.



He held his blade aloft, and the faint sound of the ocean had drowned out the destruction. “Ocean Sword, Second Form—Chaotic Tides.” Hundreds of precise slashes filled the room, and thousands of pieces of the vines went soaring through the air.



There was a strange silence that followed. It was as if, for everyone watching, all sound had been replaced by the ocean’s waves before returning to normal.



“Cyclops.” The Goddess Styx spoke from her original spot many floors upwards, yet hearable by Ocean Song. “You owe me a debt.”



Head Song’s attention was taken by her, even as the mass of vines reemerged, focusing solely on Ocean Song as they burst out from above and slammed into him, each with the strength to tear through steel.



“I am tired of my presence being ignored. What I want…is punishment. No more will oaths being taken on my name go ignored. No more will promises and debts go unsettled.” Her words still reached him despite being completely surrounded and assaulted by the manager. 



Styx wasn’t doing this out of a bout of anger. This had been something weighing on her for many years. And she finally reached the tipping point where a monster who made an oath in front of her had completely gone back on his words and treated her as if she were ignorable.



She, of course, had more than enough capability to immediately smite this uppity monster with a snap of her fingers. But at this moment, she had another thought that festered within her mind.



“You are an idiot, but you are genuine and trustworthy.” It was the conclusion she came to after the short time they spent together. “So I offer this to you. Be my champion; administer punishment to those who break their oaths in my name.”



Styx was able to see through the monster with ease. Of course, that didn’t mean she understood everything about him, nor did she understand what exactly he was doing to himself. But she could understand him as a thinking and living entity.



Not to mention, she needed someone strong enough to enforce her punishments. He may not be strong enough now to threaten the gods, but just from the time he first jumped into her waters and now, how long had passed, and how much stronger had he become?



A wager on his future potential?



She wouldn’t agree with the term; it was more an expectation of what he could become.



“Do you accept?”



Ocean Song was a Cultivator.



Swearing oaths on the Heavenly Dao wasn’t anything strange to him. What was strange was swearing an oath on a concept like the River Styx and it not being enforced. Perhaps the vast majority of beings would suffer if they broke an oath in her name, but if there was even one entity that could escape punishment, that rendered the concept moot.



Ocean Song wasn’t oblivious to what she was asking.



To Ocean Song, this was something that needed to be corrected.



If you make a promise, you should follow through.



If you make an oath, the oathbreaker should be punished.



To him, it was common sense.



“I accept.” He spoke, and the mass of vines around him turned into thousands and thousands of tiny pieces, scattering all around the hall again. “With conditions.” He added, because he wasn’t going to enter into an agreement with the Goddess of Oaths unless everything was properly flushed out.



He may be an idiot, but he wasn’t stupid.



And since the Goddess had finally made her stance clear as the Manager was the one to break her oath, Ocean Song stopped holding back.



His back leg slid back, and he grabbed his sword into a proper stance as his Qi erupted.



The manager came at him with the same reckless abandon as before, its face split open and the tendrils of the lotus reaching for him as if wanting to consume him.



A dragon’s roar reverberated through the building, its ethereal body coiled around the room until it wrapped around Ocean Song’s blade.



“Flood Dragon Soars to the Sky!” He roared heroically; the dragon was released from his blade along with a wave from his sword, and everything above the bottom floor of the hotel disappeared.



Quite a few ‘bubbles’ came slowly floating down, and they popped, releasing all the people that had been staying on the upper floors that weren’t part of the casino.



The sun shined down on them because the ceiling no longer existed. The hotel and casino barely existed as well at this point; you couldn’t even point at four complete sets of walls.



The wind that blew into the room made his robes billow heroically, and the slight bit of water that came drizzling back down from the destroyed plumbing only further exacerbated his image.



Yes, Ocean Song was pleased with himself.



Truly, if he weren’t a proper cultivator, then there wouldn’t be so many traumatized eyes staring at him.



 



(Line Break)



 



The Goddess Styx, for the first time in a very long time, marched up to Olympus.



Of course, she couldn’t actually leave the Underworld. She was bound to it in more ways than one. But sending an image out was rather easy, as shown by the earlier mess.



The bellboy that connected Olympus with the Empire State Building, the operator of the ‘elevator,’ nearly peed himself as the irate goddess walked into his elevator and told him to take her up.



Could she more easily appear on the mountain? Of course, but she was here to make a point.



And at no moment did she hide herself. Quite the opposite, in fact; she made sure everyone knew she was there.



The bellboy made a small prayer when the elevator finally reached its destination, and she got off.



And she walked the entire way, step by step, even as dozens of godly eyes turned to her.



No one barred her path the entire way. In fact, many didn’t even know who she was; rarely did she ever leave the confines of the underworld.



She barged right into the throne room of Olympus, the gods staring at her with mixes of confusion and surprise.



“Styx?” Zeus called out to her, offering a much softer tone than he normally uses to address the others.



“Zeus.” She greeted him back.



They had a…complicated relationship.



When Zeus began his campaign against the Titans, even before his siblings were freed, Styx was the very first one to pledge herself to his side.



That earned her his goodwill beyond what words could say.



“I have been wronged.”



The others were silent, as if to watch a good show. 



“Tell me who wronged you; they will be punished.” Zeus said righteously, completely oblivious to the various looks being sent his way.



The funny thing was that he fully and genuinely meant it.



“How many times must I suffer an oath made on my name that comes with no punishment when it is broken, Zeus?” She ignored him, asking.



Zeus realized immediately what she was talking about, and the entire room tensed up.



“Styx, be careful with what you say. Some things can’t be taken back.” It was a not-so-subtle warning.



“Not counting myself, there are only four of you who have not broken an oath sworn on my name.” She continued.



Many of the deities in the room looked a bit uncomfortable by that. Some of them were unconcerned; some had the presence of mind to look a bit sheepish.



“Love is whimsical.” Aphrodite defended herself, knowing which were directed at her. There may have been one or two occasions where she persuaded Zeus to get out of a punishment for an oath she made.



Styx’s head snapped towards Aphrodite. “How wholesome.” She drawled with clear sarcasm. “From this day forward, any child of love will not be crossing my waters, forever barred from entering the realms beyond.”



Every deity froze at her proclamation.



Even Aphrodite had her eyes widen at her words. It was common knowledge that every soul needed to cross the River Styx to reach the proper afterlife. To deny that was to deny the souls a proper rest, a torture that was hard to describe.



Aphrodite was the goddess of love.



Aphrodite loved her children.



Anger flashed across her face. “You can’t do that.” She said sternly.



“I believe I just did.” Styx didn’t back down from the Goddess of Love’s pressure emanating out. “Do remember, I am a goddess of the underworld; your words have no power over me, Olympian.”



In truth, there were only two gods that she answered to; one of them was Hades, and the other was Zeus. 



No one said a word, many of them wanted to throw their weight around at a perceived ‘lesser goddess’, but the threat of none of their children passing on properly was….daunting.



Despite their actions, despite everything, the gods here loved their children in their own way.



Even Artemis, the goddess without any real children feared what would happen to her hunters if she said the wrong words right now.



It was a peculiar situation that any of them were ‘stronger’ than Styx in an objective way, yet none of them had the courage to rebuke her.



She served a very important role that couldn’t be replaced.



Her silence up to this point was all because she just accepted the status quo. It was an ‘obvious’ conclusion, wasn’t it? She had to answer to Zeus, so she very well couldn’t punish him. And by extension, it was exceedingly difficult to punish any of the Olympian gods without his express and direct permission.



Effectively, she had no real teeth.



Then comes along a stupid Cyclops who throws the idea of the ‘status quo’ right out the window and then proceeds to dance on it.



If that foolish mortal monster was willing to defy Zeus, to stand up to him, why was she just wallowing in her own self-pity for so many centuries?



However, Styx wasn’t done.



“I am no longer acknowledging oaths made in my name.” She hit the final nail into the proverbial coffin.



It may seem like a much less disastrous statement compared to barring their children from a proper afterlife. But this one in particular was aimed directly at all the gods here.



It’s an oddly contradictory belief.



Oaths on the River Styx were absolute and inviolable. Yet at the same time, there were known cases where it was completely ignored.



The gods often used an oath on the Styx to settle grievances, misunderstandings, and conflicts. If that was suddenly taken away, a lot of ‘trust’ between them would unravel.



Hestia, who had been tending the Heart, nearly crushed a few coals. 



She was more than aware of the role an Oath on the Styx played when ensuring that her home remained standing.



“You overstep, Styx.” Zeus’s voice didn’t boom like when he raged, but it still carried a thunderous tone.



“Am I not deserving of this, Zeus?” She looked at him, unwavering. 



Zeus silently studied her.



There were very few that received any sort of…gentleness from the King of Gods. His mother was one such exception, and it would be extremely difficult for her to do anything to elicit anger from him. The second were the Dryads that raised him as step-parents.



Styx, she wasn’t on that level, but she was the very first that pledged loyalty to him. He was a young god back then; he was ignorant about a lot of things, more humble, and more naive. And Styx taught him a lot; she gave him counsel, and she pointed in certain directions that helped him with the beginnings of his rebellion against his father.



And all of that was when he had nothing to offer but promises.



Zeus couldn’t help but feel nostalgic for how young he was back then.



Would he be king without her? He believed that it would have still happened if she never existed. But she held a special sentiment in his heart that was hard to voice.



“What do you want?” He kept his anger in check for the sentiment he still had for her. If it were someone else making these kinds of demands, perhaps he would have already introduced them to his lightning.



“Either my oaths are upheld by all, or they are upheld by none.” Styx said firmly. “That includes you as well, Zeus.” The blasphemous words that made the King of God’s fingers crackle with lightning, even if he didn’t immediately voice his displeasure.



The fact that she hadn’t been rebuked or smote by him was already telling by everyone there. All the gods realized, that there were going to be some changes going forward.



“From this moment on, I will be upholding any oaths made upon my name.” Styx could see Zeus’s slight hesitation, so to assuage his ego, she offered a middle ground and would…overlook certain past grievances. 



Essentially, the board was wiped clean, but any further breaking of oaths would be met with immediate reprisal.



Yes, no one there was an idiot; they understood explicitly what she meant and how she was doing it to smooth things over.



“And I have chosen a Champion to dispatch punishment should the need arise.” She couldn’t constantly be coming and going from the Underworld. 



There were no protests.



A rare occurrence of the gods being cowed by a threat and no one having the desire to speak up against it.



Styx was one of the very few that held a position capable of leveraging it against all of them. For if they wanted to try and take revenge against her for her own threats, well, they would have to ask Hades for permission.



For perhaps the first time, the Olympian gods have been strong-armed into compliance. 



And they were completely oblivious to the fact that the source of this was all because of a singular Cyclops.



 



(Line Break)



 



“Uncle!” Ocean Song’s words came through a makeshift altar.



Hades sat upon his throne; he had been waiting for either his nephew’s return or a call. He immediately perked up. “Do you have them?”



“Yes.” Ocean Song replied.



“Good.” Hades, while having some faith in his nephew, was relieved to hear everything went well. “And there were no problems?”



“…..There were one or two hiccups along the way.”



Hades could accept that. He just cared that his children were now safe. “Where are you now? I can help you bring them back or give you directions.” He was still being paranoid, but it’s best to err on the side of caution.



“Las Vegas.”



“Are you still in the casino?”



“……No.”



“Where are you at then?” Well, perhaps it was best to get his children away from there as fast as possible. But as a parent, he didn’t want his underaged children running around Las Vegas; there were many dirty places they could find themselves.



“I’m…at the place the casino used to be.” Ocean Song replied.



Hades’ eye twitched. “Are my children unharmed?”



“Yes.” Ocean Song replied immediately. “They are completely unharmed and unhurt.”



Okay, Hades calmed himself.



The important thing was that his children were safe; he would give his nephew a beating later depending on what he hears, but at the very least, he’s thankful that it all worked out.



“Uncle.” Ocean Song spoke up again. “What do I do with the other 25 demigods?”



“…..What?”



 



(Line Break)



A/N



Ocean Song: Mission failed successfully!



Hades: Internal groaning.



A couple of things since I did a few things this chapter, and I wanted to just express my thoughts. Lotus Eaters, it seems really weird that they had an entire sort of ‘thing’ in modern day if they weren’t some weird type of creature or immortal being. The myths just described them as a type of people, nothing more. So in my mind, it stand to reason that if they persisted to modern day doing the whole Lotus eating thing, they had to have become something more. Obviously, the books were just reproducing the myths and legends in a modern setting, but I couldn’t just point at that as proper in-story reasoning.



Second, Oaths on the Styx. In the very first book, we see two instances of it being broken. Both Poseidon and Zeus broke the oath without any proper punishment. And the other gods seemed so apathetic towards it. Even Chiron didn’t treat it like a big deal, as if it happens from time to time that they just break an oath on the Styx for whatever reason. Which contradicts the sort of reverence of how they talk about how sacred an oath on the Styx is. It’s a weird contradiction that I don’t recall ever really being addressed. So Styx finally had a little push when she got fed up and decided to do something about it. 



Anyways, that’s just my thoughts on the two things in case people were confused with the takes I had.



If you want to read 1 chapter ahead or support me, visit my p.a.t.r.e.o.n.c.o.m. / astoryforone.



I also have a Boosty if you can’t use the above under the same name.





Interlude 1

The Fates weren’t having a good day.



Well, it would be more accurate to say they weren’t having a good past month.



“Cut it harder!”



“I’m doing it as hard as I can!”



The sisters argued as two of them pulled a golden thread taut, while the third tried to use their scissors to cut it, but no matter what they did, they couldn’t even leave a scratch on it.



“Hurry, before it’s too late.”



“Do you want to switch with me? I’m telling you, it won’t cut!”



Their bickering continued as several other strings they had woven began to unravel from the carefully woven motif they had constructed. The past month had been more trying for them than the past thousand years. However, the past several hours had caused complete chaos.



All their plans, all their machinations were threatened. 



All of a sudden, a bunch of new Demigods whose fates should have been forgotten or otherwise unimportant had suddenly lit up again.



Not to mention, the two brats of Hades, whose fates were tied to future events, had suddenly broken free and were now entangled with the Golden Thread as they began to reach out and threaten to become entangled with other threads.



They were panicking, and they had never faced this dilemma before.



A clearly mortal thread—if of the monster variety—should not be uncuttable!



Technically, it was even possible to cut the threads of gods. Albeit with extreme circumstances, and their actions wouldn’t go unnoticed. 



So why did it feel like they were trying to do just that!?



Why did it feel like a god on par with an Olympian was keeping the thread from being cut!?



Regardless, at this rate, they felt like the teetering balance they’d managed to create over the millennia was going to be destroyed!



It wasn’t easy to balance the fates of so many beings, to carefully manage them all so the world didn’t fall into chaos.



And of course, to make the outcome they desired.



“Plan B.”



“Hephaestus?”



“He should be finishing with that thing now.”



They spoke one after the other in quick succession, as if they could guess or know what the others were speaking.



Without so much as a warning, they popped away.



Far off on Olympus, the god of the forge was quenching a newly forged sword. It hadn’t even had a proper hilt put on it yet, as it had just been pulled from a container of water, steam wafting off of it.



Hephaestus marveled at his newest creation, pleased and prideful at what he had created. However, just as he turned around, three old, decrepit faces were staring at him mere inches away.



“Bwah!?” He reacted, dropping the sword, and it stabbed into the ground, falling through Celestial Bronze-infused stone flooring like it were made of butter until the blade nearly disappeared entirely.



There was a moment of silence as the Three Fates stared at the God of the Forge.



“…..Please don’t tell anyone what I made.” He asked quietly. 



The Fates pulled the same thread taut again, holding it for him to see. “Cut this thread, and we won’t say anything.” Antropos, the one who cuts the Threads of Fate, demanded.



Hephaestus had a little secret. It wasn’t a big secret, but it would be a little bad if it got out. The thing is, he’s the God of the Forge; he forges things all day, every day. He wants to make bigger and better things.



Occasionally, he gets the urge to make something that could match a Symbol of Power.



Truthfully, he does it for no other reason than that he wants to, and he usually destroys them after he’s satisfied. But if the others knew that he casually creates weapons on par with some of their own highly valued and vaunted Symbols, well….things might get a little spicy.



Not to mention Zeus would probably explicitly forbid him from making anything too ‘strong’ out of paranoia, even if they don’t reach the feet of his lightning bolt.



Hephaestus stood up straight, looking at the thread, not questioning why they were asking this of him. He was an old god; he knew when not to look a gift horse in the mouth or inquire about things he really shouldn’t be.



“Why is it golden? Is it supposed to be like that?” He inspected it.



“No. Now cut it quickly!”



The God of the Forge shrugged and awkwardly pulled the sword out of the hold in the ground. He was slightly happy that he got to test this thing; he was about to destroy it before they came along out of the earlier fears.



He wasted no time lining it up and swinging it down onto the thread.



The strangest thing happened.



A symbol he didn’t recognize appeared and blocked it. A black and white circle that spun around, it appeared out of nowhere, and all the strength behind his swing was reduced to nothing as if he were gently pressing the blade against it rather than swinging with his full godly might.



That sensation only lasted for a moment before another strange surge of power erupted, and the blade bounced off and went flying from the Forge God’s hands and impaled into the wall.



The eyes of the Fates widened in disbelief.



With a shrill cry, Lachesis, the one who measures each thread of life, kicked the God of the Forge, sending him flying right through the wall of his workshop.



They didn’t care for the God of the Forge anymore.



“Plan C!” Lachesis demanded with a strange look in her eyes, even for the three of them that were going crazy trying to figure this out.



The other two sisters looked at each other and shrugged, following along as Lachesis disappeared from the workshop.



A bewildered Hephaestus returned only a few moments later, not any worse for wear, but utterly confused as to what happened.



And his pride stinging a little bit.



He looked around a few times to see if he were alone before grabbing the sword and working on smelting it back to its base components as if nothing happened.



@***@



The Three Fates appeared down at Camp Halfbood.



Of course, they made it so none of the ones there could perceive their presence. Other than Hestia, who hid herself and tended the hearth, and Dionysus, they kept a wide berth from both of them so as not to get noticed.



Just like how Fate can sneak up on you unexpectedly, Lachesis grabbed the scissors from her sister, turned them into a baseball bat, and cracked one young demigod over the head with it.



The young demigod, Luke Castellan, hit the ground, eyes rolling back.



He, or no one else, was any wiser to the old crone dragging his unconscious body away from the camp.



They were, of course, aware of what he had done and his fate.



The one responsible for stealing Zeus’s lightning bolt. 



They just needed to…borrow it for a moment.



The young demigod’s fate wouldn’t be altered in any meaningful way. He would wake up to find a naked harpy, also passed out, ontop of him and come to his own conclusions when he discovered the bottles of alcohol out of his own hidden stash nearby.



It was a perfectly laid plan.



Or it was a plan that they couldn’t be bothered to care about and did the bare minimum to make sure his fate wasn’t altered.



Regardless, they rummaged through his things until they found a hidden pouch sewn onto the inside of his shirt that could house large objects without being revealed.



They easily retrieved the Lightning Bolt and disappeared from the camp.



They found a secluded spot in the old world, beyond the bounds that the Olympians tend to look to.



Once more, two of the sisters pulled the string taut, and the third held Zeus’s lightning bolt and tried to stab at the string.



It was the strongest weapon of the Greek Pantheon for a reason!



Yet, once more, the Tai Chi symbol emerged and resisted the full power of the Divine Weapons. It resulted in a cataclysmic impact that sent thunderous shockwaves rumbling through the skies.



With a surge of lightning and an array of various lights, the lightning bolt was pushed away, sending the sister holding it tumbling down across the ground.



Her hand sizzled a little from the impact, enough that she dropped it unconsciously.



“This defies reason.”



“There is someone interfering.”



Two of the three sisters commented, confused and perhaps a little scared as to what was happening. Never had they been so utterly defeated when it came to trying to cut a string.



It was the third sister who was silent, eyes widening as realization set in due to her purpose among the three.



“Sister?” One of the three looked to Lachesis. 



The second followed up quickly. “What have you seen?”



It was the one who measured the string that could perceive the changes in it, and she now understood what was happening.



“The owner of the string is protecting himself from the future!?!?” She screeched in disbelief.



@***@



In Hotel Valhalla, Odin returned to his true form within the sanctity of his room. He climbed up onto his favorite chair, put his legs up, and cracked open a beer.



Odin was under the firm belief that one of the most important things a king needs to know is how to relax when he has time to do so.



He briefly contributed part of that to the reason why the Greeks are always causing so many problems.



Well, they were mostly problems coming from Zeus.



There was a secondary reason that he felt that he was better than Zeus as a king.



The door opened, and Thor happily walked in. “Father!” He exclaimed, taking up the seat next to him. “Did you invite me to watch more television?”



The difference between the two was that Odin took the effort to spend time with his children and grandchildren even if they had long left the proverbial ‘nest.’. Contrary to Zeus, who is constantly wary and paranoid about his own children, Odin had a good relationship with his family for the most part.



A cruel and ruthless God of War he was in the past, but he still made sure that all of his children knew their father and had fond memories together.



“I had Huginn and Muninn follow the Cyclops brat after he left Hel.” Odin replied as the TV was showing scenes from their eyes.



Also, one of the reasons that Odin felt he was better than Zeus was that he kept up with the times.



Who needs to take the effort to see through the eyes of his Ravens when he can connect them to his 70-inch plasma widescreen television with surround sound? Of course it also had Netflix, but that wasn’t really relevant here.



“Most excellent.” Thor joined his father in cracking open a beer. “Have the Greeks fixed the sky yet?”



Odin grunted. “Zeus fixed it some days ago.”



Thor let out a boisterous laugh. “What a great Cyclops! I can’t wait to spar with him again; I may be able to take it to the next level if that’s what he’s been hiding!”



Odin also had some thoughts on if he could get the cyclops over to their side. A monster—technically a mortal—wouldn’t be bound by the same laws that they as gods were. He would be a powerful piece in the ever-changing landscape that was Ragnarok.



“Father, I heard the most interesting news from Brother.” Thor chugged down his drink before opening another. “He says that Hel had sent another love letter. He’s always been kind in his rejections, but even he has his limits. He revealed that he intended another stern rejection, but there was a second to accompany it, and it was intended for his wife!”



Odin turned to him and found himself chuckling, knowing a few more things than his son did.



“Baldr said that from the contents, Hel is attempting to court both of them!” Thor slapped his knee with a hearty laugh. “Poor Nanna was too flustered and didn’t know what to say.” Thor leaned in. “But Baldr told me in secret that she did offhandedly say how pretty she thought Hel was.”



It took a lot of effort for Odin to stop from laughing himself silly.



Not many could see it, but to Odin’s sight, he could pick up on the slight changes. For some reason, Fate and Destiny seemed to skew in his presence, as if he didn’t belong.



The images on the TV flashed as they followed along with Ocean Song’s adventure.



They even saw how he sung to himself when he thought no one was watching, and he flew through the air.



“Curious.” Thor spoke up. “I wonder if I can ride on Mjolnir the same way he flies on his sword.”



Odin looked at his son and blinked once. He was the God of Wisdom, but even he could be humbled by certain thoughts.



Odin too wondered if his son could accomplish that and wanted to see it tested.



It didn’t seem too difficult to him, and he also had many different thoughts on how to weaponize it and utilize it for his Einherjar if needed.



The Cyclops was flying fast, so any silliness aside, the All-Father didn’t overlook the utility of such a thing.



“Oh! It has been too long since I’ve been to that city!” Thor excitedly narrated as time went by. “If only I was not banned from returning.” Thor let out a sigh. “Break a few tables and throw a few slot machines, and they kick you out of the city for good.”



Odin looked at his son again and pat his shoulder.



He knew that his son was fully the one responsible and that he got angry after losing all his money and started throwing things around.



Odin did have to cast some magic as the Cyclops entered that particular casino. “Lotus Eaters.” He hummed out loud.



“The name sounds vaguely familiar, Father. Is it a Greek thing?”



Odin grunted again. “A bunch of brats who are too big for their britches.” He was aware of who they were, a bunch of monsters, previously some sort of people, who reveled in greed and excessive indulgence. If given a few more centuries, they could have properly turned into Lesser Gods by how much they accumulated.



He didn’t pay much attention to them; why would he? They were Greek random things, and he never visited that part of the world. It was enough that he felt he knew everything about them and their attempts to ascend by gathering wayward demigods and other monsters that trapped themselves in the casino.



If one wanted to be more specific, it would be called a ritual.



The fact that they didn’t force anyone into it was the particularly important tidbit.



However, as the thoughts ran through Odin’s mind, he suddenly paused, then crushed the handrest of his chair.



“They overstep!” He exclaimed in anger.



Just as Ocean Song entered and noticed other Demigods, Odin also noticed them.



The eyes of his Ravens flashed over many of the residents.



Greek, Roman, Celtic, Native American, Mayan.” Those are what he could notice at just a glance. However, that wasn’t what drew most of his anger; in the corner, he noticed the divinity descended all the way from his own. Specifically, it came from his grandson, Magni. Those Greeks had one of his great-grandchildren trapped in that wretched place.



Odin would admit he wasn’t perfect. He cared for his children, his grandchildren, and sometimes even his great-grandchildren. But once it started branching out from his grandchildren, he often didn’t pay much attention.



If he were to get angry every time one of his descendants died or was wronged, he would be spending way too much time managing them.



But this situation was a little different.



They were under Greek eyes and basically kidnapped by Greeks. The casino was under the purview of Olympus; that means they were responsible! Odin was more than aware that the casino acted as a ‘neutral’ ground for the Greeks, meaning that it was managed by them directly.



Pride and arrogance weren’t traits only associated with the Greeks.



It trampled all over their own pride to know that one of theirs was kidnapped by a group that Olympus should have directly been overseeing.



“He has Magni’s eyes.” Thor spoke quietly, but his anger was no less than his father’s. A god’s pride was not something that could be stepped on. And while they were much more easygoing, their pride as gods was still without reproach.



Odin didn’t have a burst of anger beyond the first; he was calm and collected as he analyzed the situation.



He noticed a few more things. A Hindu demigod? Possibly a Japanese one as well if what he saw was correct. The Shinto were protective of their own, more so than most other pantheons, same with the Hindus. Hell, Odin even saw an Egyptian Pharaoh’s descendant among the bunch, essentially the Egyptian’s equivalent to a demigod.



The vast majority were Greek and Roman, but the fact that so many other demigod children came from other pantheons means this was going to be a gigantic clusterfuck for the Greeks.



One Odin was happy to fan the flames of.



Odin and Thor watched happily and with a certain amount of respect and praise towards the Cyclops who fought for the freedom of them all at the wager of his own imprisonment.



Odin didn’t even bat an eye when he noticed that the Goddess Styx stared at him through the ravens roosting nearby.



The All-Father didn’t care; he knew the Goddess Styx wouldn’t care either; she was one of the most reclusive goddesses in the underworld.



Odin stood up seeing the Cyclops clean things up, giving a nod towards him even though Ocean Song had no idea he was being watched.



“Where are you going, Father?”



“I believe some other pantheons would like to know about some of their lost children.” Odin spoke casually.



But for Thor, it sounds rather ominous.





@***@



A/N
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Chapter 23

Ocean Song was in a particularly odd situation.



“What are these horseless carriages?”



“Where do all of these lights come from!?”



“Crikey, I can see these women’s legs!”



“Why are there a bunch of Japs walking around!?”



A lot of similar shouts and exclamations rang out. The last one also sounded particularly racist, but by the looks of his clothing, the boy looked like he was living during the Second World War. 



He wasn’t even the strangest of the bunch. If the boy from that era was out of place, it was doubly so for the ones who marveled at the ‘horseless carriages.’.



There was a large swathe of demigods from time periods that seemed to reach back over a hundred years into the past.



Yes, Ocean Song found himself in the most peculiar situation.



That is to say, he had no idea what the fuck he was supposed to do now. His planning began and stopped at how to swing his sword.



“I believe it’s time we discussed the terms.” Styx crossed her arms, seemingly uncaring about the crowd of demigods. Despite having sent a piece of herself up to Olympus, she never left the stupid Cyclops.



Right, Ocean Song remembered that he made sure to only agree to be her champion if there were stipulations.



He wasn’t stupid enough to just sell himself to eternal servitude on a whim.



“Ahem.” Ocean Song cleared his throat and slapped his storage pouch, producing a pen and paper. “Let’s start with salary.”



“What are you—”



“I believe a fair amount would be an annual salary of $150,000, paid in either American dollars or precious metals. This is, of course, the base salary since I’ll always be on call. In addition to the base salary, I want additional compensation in the form of Drachmas. I admit I’m unfamiliar with the going rate for the currency used by the Pantheon, but let’s start out with ten thousand a year. Of course, both to be paid monthly.”



“……..”



“Let’s discuss hazard pay and job expenses.” Ocean Song continued writing down. “I would like any job-related expenses to be compensated at the end of each quarter. We can set a limit that doesn’t require your direct authorization if you’re comfortable with that. As for hazard pay, I believe that additional compensation depends on the degree of danger as agreed upon by both parties before I embark on the job itself.”



“….degree….of danger…” Styx repeated she was fully confounded by him right at this moment that she was having trouble speaking the right words.



“Right, that’s something we should discuss before any job.” Ocean Song nodded along. “Of course, we need to set a precedent for instances of mutual disagreements. Let’s discuss a third, neutral party to intervene in matters that we can’t come to an agreement on. I believe the Lord of the Underworld is a good choice, but let’s get back to that.”



Ocean Song believed that Hades would be a good third party to intervene in matters related to the presumed job when both Ocean Song and Styx come to an impasse.



“That brings me to the third topic. Instances of a job being beyond my capabilities and my ability to reject a job. I think it’s obvious that there may be some instances where a feat is simply beyond me; thus, I would like to add the ability to reject a job, citing these parameters. If we come to a disagreement regarding this, I’ll cite back to the third party to mediate.”



Ocean Song perked up, remembering something else. “Ah, another thing, I’ll need the ability to excuse myself from a particular job if I have an emotional or social connection to the ones involved that impedes my ability. If I can’t be an impartial arbiter of your will, then it looks badly back upon you, and we simply can’t have that.”



“……..”



“Let’s talk support when performing official duties. Blessings, divine intervention –”



“…………”



Ocean Song continued to prattle on to a silent Styx.



“Vacation days.” Ocean Song raised a finger. “Along with sick days, time off, and overtime—”



With every moment that passed and that Ocean Song talked, Styx had the strange desire to try and drown him. The urge increased with each word of his that was spoken.



Finally, Styx seemingly reached her breaking point. Without warning, she kicked him, making him drop the ‘contract’ he had been writing.



She huffed in annoyance, grabbed the contract and disappeared.



Ocean Song got back up, dusting himself off, and looked around.



All the kids were looking at him with different expressions, as if waiting for him to tell them what to do.



Ocean Song didn’t know what to do; Hades just told him a while ago to sit still, and he’s sending some help.



So Ocean Song did the only thing he knew how to do.



“Hey kids, who wants to learn to go against the Heavens!?”



Truly, he was an expert cultivator.



@***@



Styx marched right into the throne room of Hades’ palace.



The God of the Underworld, while not surprised to see her, was a bit startled by her sudden appearance. It wasn’t just him there either; Hecate and Persephone were also present.



“Styx, are you here to give me ultimatums as well?” Hades raised an eyebrow, clearly aware of what happened on Olympus.



Frankly, he didn’t have a problem with what she did. It would make his job easier if everyone started taking oaths more seriously.



Styx’s nostrils flared; she was angry, but she wasn’t angry. “No, I’m here for something else.”



“I’m always happy to assist you with whatever you need.” Hades said it politely, and it was genuine. He treated his subordinates well, especially the ones who never caused problems. Styx never caused any problems in his underworld, so he was more than willing to accommodate any reasonable requests of hers.



Her eyes met his and then landed on Hecate. “Your Cyclops is an idiot.” She said with no small amount of frustration.



“…What did he do now?” Hecate hesitantly asked her aunt.



Styx didn’t immediately answer; instead, she turned back to Hades. “Hades, I’ve been working for you for a long time.”



“….yes.” Hades acknowledged that, unsure of where this was going.



Styx paused, looking over the contract that she held in her hands, finding a term that was applicable to her current situation. It was something Ocean Song said in passing, but it stuck with her. “I want back pay!”



How was she supposed to ‘pay’ her ‘champion’ if she had no money!? What did she need money for!?



“…pardon?” Hades blurted out in utter confusion.



Styx huffed again and all but threw the contract to Hades. “I took that stupid Cyclops as my champion.”



The God of the Underworld took a moment to understand what he was looking at. An initial glance turned into a thorough reading. “…Are you sure he wrote this?”



“Yes, why?”



“Because this is a reasonable, articulate, and well-thought-out employment contract with very few flaws that I would correct.”



Hecate looked at him, understanding the situation based on what happened on Olympus, and then she looked back at Styx. “I agree. Are you sure he wrote it?”



“He wrote it right in front of me.” Styx scowled.



Persephone looked over Hades’ shoulder as he continued to go through it.



“If anything, the compensation is slightly on the lower end.” Hades spoke strangely, intrigued and a bit impressed. “He accounted for vacation time interrupted by time-sensitive judgments with a reasonable accommodation. He even added an obligation on his end for notice for his own resignation set at a year in advance.”



Hades was…honestly impressed.



This was almost on par with the contracts he uses as well. 



Not all of his subordinates work for him out of some ‘divine obligation’ or other nonsense. As the god of wealth, he manages a lot of expenses and employees who work for him with all the benefits that come with that.



Hecate rubbed the bridge of her nose. “I’m surprised he didn’t write it in crayon.”



“I’m surprised he didn’t write it in crayon and then eat the crayons after.” Hades snorted, still shuffling through the papers. “I see nothing overly wrong with this; if it’s acceptable to you, Styx.”



Hecate held her tongue, because as much as she wanted to reject on his behalf to become someone else’s ‘champion,’ it seemed that he surprisingly left room for himself to navigate away from the position if worse came to worse.



“Are we sure that he isn’t just pretending?” Persephone finally spoke up, raising a valid point.



Merely pretending to be a fool.



As gods, they were paranoid by default; the moment it was spoken, the thought latched onto the back of their minds and didn’t disappear.



Wordlessly, Hades waved his hand, projecting images that showed Ocean Show at the Casino.



Despite him wanting to be very cautious about the entire fiasco, it had been blown up quite literally. The important thing was that his children were safe under the protection of the stupid Cyclops, who was strong enough to actually keep them safe, so he shifted plans. He sent some more agents to help manage the problem and was now keeping a close eye on it personally. 



He was sure that no godly interference could happen, so anything on the mortal spectrum, the Cyclops could take care of it, as he has proven himself.



However, Hades didn’t say it out loud, but he also had no idea what the fuck he was going to do with so many demigods.



“Repeat after me!” Ocean Song declared, holding his sword up. “With a celestial sword, I can go to the heavens and enter the netherworld. I’m in control of my destiny and not fate.”



The several dozen demigods all repeated the words, making them resound while they each held a stick up, mimicking his actions.



Hades let out a deep sigh, pushing away the paranoia that crept up previously, and instead ran a hand down his face.



It wasn’t just because Ocean Song was being Ocean Song. No, it was because he could see his two children standing at the front, with stars in their eyes as they followed along.



“Husband!” Persephone grabbed hold of Hades’ shoulder in a vice grip, making Hades snap his eyes open.



There was now someone else standing there, a god.



And they most certainly weren’t from the Greek pantheon.



Hades shot to his feet, cursing as he teleported over.



@***@



“Okay everyone, sit cross legged like I showed you.” Ocean Song walked around the group inspecting them. “Get comfortable, and you can ask me any questions.”



One boy raised his hand. “Are you a superhero?”



“Introduce yourself first before asking.” He lightly bopped the boy’s head.



“Nico Di Angelo.” He rubbed his forehead. “Um…are you a superhero, sir?”



“I’m afraid I cannot claim such a loft title. This one is simply a Cultivator who seeks immortality.” Ocean Song clasped his hands behind his back as his robes fluttered heroically. 



“What does that –” Ocean Song bopped his head again.



“One question per person at a time.” He interrupted. “You’re next.” He pointed at the girl next to him.



“Bianca Di Angelo.” She introduced. “Why does it look like some of them came out of an old picture?” She glanced at quite a few children behind her.



They weren’t stupid; in fact, most demigods were smarter than normal kids their age. The fact that everything was out of place wasn’t lost on them even. They knew something was wrong, but the events of the last few hours had them questioning a lot of things.



“Good question.” Ocean Song nodded. “The building just destroyed; it flowed on a different time variable. That is to say, for every day that passed inside, months or years passed on the outside.” 



Very quickly, many startled gasps were heard, shocked eyes, and fearful expressions.



“This also comes with some good news and bad news.” Ocean Song believed it best to just tear off the band-aid and let them begin coping and handling reality.



They already had enough hurdles facing them that treating them with kid’s gloves would do them a disservice.



“What’s the good news?” 



Ocean Song bopped the one who spoke on the head.



“Alexander Garcia.” He corrected, a young man looking only about fourteen. “What’s the good news, sir?”



“The good news is that you’re all demigods. Myths and legends about gods are real.” Ocean Song once more was blunt in his answer. “Except for you.” He pointed his sword at a young man in the back corner. “You’re not a demigod.”



The boy in question looked like he was about to cry as everyone else turned to look at him.



“Don’t worry, you’re no less special than the others. It’s just a happenstance that the Egyptian gods don’t have demigod children or operate like other gods. You are a Pharaoh descendant and still inherit the blood of your gods; that makes you a magician.”



He perked up, despite the oddity of the situation.



“And the bad news?” Alexander hesitantly asked, a follow-up to his original question.



Ocean Song bopped him again. “That’s a second question, but I’ll answer it. The bad news is that you now have to deal with gods and monsters who may or may not try to kill you.”



To accentuate his point, his blade swung out, and a large winged monster fell from the sky that had been practically salivating since a few minutes ago.



It fell to the ground, grotesque limbs, an elongated jaw full of razor-sharp teeth, and some dangerous-looking claws.



Ocean Song didn’t know what monster it was, but it would haunt his dreams.



The kids screamed and panicked before it turned to dust and drifted away on the wind.



“That’s a monster; they can smell demigods, and demigods are their favorite snack.” Ocean Song told them.



That certainly got their attention.



One girl raised her hand. “Excuse me, kind sir. This young lady is Elizabeth Hawthorne.” She spoke, clutching a cross in her hands. “My heart and soul belong to the Lord above, not any pagan practices.”



She looked like she walked right out of Victorian England.



“This lowly one is simply here to tell you the facts, Lady Hawthorne.” Ocean Song politely bowed to the young lady who expressed such manners. “Matters of faith are between yourself and your God. I will simply say that your belief is not misplaced in falsehood.”



Ocean Song wasn’t going to tell them how to believe, only that their faith wasn’t wrong and that they should make their own decisions.



The young lady perhaps accepted his answer more than if he had tried to convince her either way.



Now, Ocean Song didn’t know what else to say.



The fact that they were being so obedient was probably a mix of fear, shock, and utter confusion.



If a man swings a sword and destroys a building, you’re not going to reject him when he tells you to sit down cross-legged and says you’re a half-god.



So, Ocean Song mentally shrugged. “Alright, let me show you how to harness Qi.” Ocean Song sat down in the front in the same position and slowly floated up a few feet so they could see. “Watch closely, children; if you learn this, you can fight and defend yourself against that kind of monster I just killed.”



Ocean Song held his hands together, forming a circle in his lap. “Qi exists all around us, in every living thing, in every aspect of your lives. Many societies call it different things, such as magic. As children with godly blood in you, you can harness this energy far quicker than any normal human.” He intentionally began to agitate the Qi in the surroundings so they could sense it easier. He made it visible to the naked eye for them, little glowing specks that rose and fell all around them, a beautiful sight.



“Your first task is to sense this energy, then take it and let it flow into you. Make it your own, gently and smoothly; don’t force it; guide it and—”



“I did it!”



Ocean Song’s eyes snapped open, and they landed on Nico. He wasn’t unaware of the children of Hades, so he had been paying special attention to him and his sister as per his job.



The boy had a grain of Qi that entered his stomach.



“I feel something warm in my belly.”



“My chest is glowing.”



“I feel funny.”



One after another, the children seemed to slowly pick up on it as Ocean sat there, staring blankly at them.



…It took him longer and with much more difficulty to do what they were doing with ease…



Was he untalented?



No, there was only one proper explanation for them all picking it up rather quickly.



Clearly, he was a genius teacher and cultivator.



@***@



Ocean Song was flabbergasted.



At his own teaching talent, because there was no other explanation for the fact that every one of them reached the first stage of Qi Condensation.



“With a celestial sword, I can go to the heavens and enter the netherworld. I’m in control of my destiny and not fate.” He roared.



“With a celestial sword, I can go to the heavens and enter the netherworld. I’m in control of my destiny and not fate.” They repeated back in unison.



They were a lot more enthusiastic now.



It’s easy to overcome shock and fear when you suddenly gain a not insignificant amount of supernatural power.



He watched with pride as they swung their sticks properly. It looked rather comical from the side, so many different backgrounds and times they came from, yet they acted together as a group.



However, Ocean Song immediately felt a tingling down the nape of his neck and noticed the approaching presence.



A godly presence.



He stepped forward protectively between the newcomers and the kids.



And almost immediately a swirl of shadows had Hades himself walk out, baring his own presence towards the newcomers.



As if an invitation, many more godly presences descended upon this little area, and they all made themselves known. A man with an elephant head, with someone at his side. A person wearing what looked like Mexican or South American regalia. Someone that looked specifically Japanese. A god that felt of light that held a dimmed spear in his hand, yet contained unfathomable power. Quite a few of them all appeared; they were almost all glaring at Hades.



Particularly, Ocean Song noted that only Hades was from the Greek side of things.



The air was stifling to even someone like him; he glanced back at the children and frowned, seeing them have trouble even breathing.



Ocean Song flared his own Qi and swung his sword. He didn’t swing it at any of them, but at the air, quite literally cutting through the tension.



It startled all of them as they had been having a rather intense staring contest.



“You are scaring the children.” Ocean Song said evenly, despite their intense gazes boring into him now.



His words made them all come to their senses; their presence eased up.



“You all are breaking the rules.” Hades was the first to speak.



“I am Ganesha.” The elephant-headed god spoke up; his tone was oddly soothing even if it carried a hint of anger. “Don’t speak nonsense, Hades. You know why we’re here.”



Before Hades could utter a word, Ocean Song spoke up first. “Greetings, Great God Ganesha, your name is well known to this lowly cyclops. I dare not be presumptuous, but I assume you are here for your son?” Ocean Song gestured to one particular child among the group.



Ganesha suddenly had all the wind taken out of his sails as he stared at the Cyclops, who just ignored all the ‘hostilities’ and jumped right to the point. Likewise, Hades, who wanted to slap him, suddenly found himself silenced.



“How would you know he is my son?” Ganesha looked sternly at the Cyclops because, oddly enough, the boy didn’t even look Indian; if anything, he was slightly on the paler side.



“Is it not obvious? The resemblance is uncanny.” Ocean Song, said rather politely, as every other god there silently stared at him, dumbfounded. “Truly, he inherited your amber eyes, Great God. The elegant and serene demeanor is impossible to mistake.”



At this point, Hades didn’t know if he wanted to strangle him or reward him, as he somehow stumbled through a very delicate situation and did so in a way that almost completely disarmed them of their anger.



No, if anything, there seemed to be a hint of pride showing on the God Ganesha’s face from Ocean Song’s shameless bootlicking.



Though the newfound peace was interrupted again with the crackle of thunder that followed a lightning bolt that fell from the sky.



A familiar head of red hair joined the group with a jolly laugh. “It’s rare to see so many different faces like this.” Thor, God of Thunder, arrived.



“Thor.” Hades greeted him.



“Hades.” Thor smiled. “Quite the predicament, wouldn’t you say?”



“Yes, quite the predicament.” Hades was forced out.



“Come, don’t be so tense.” Thor patted his shoulder. “You should be thankful.”



“Thankful for what, God of Thunder?” Hades drawled.



“If it weren’t for our Cyclops friend here, you could be over there, dealing with that.” Thor pointed to the east, and Hades’s eyes could see it.



Over the top of Mount Olympus, many more presences loomed and exerted their influence. Many different gods were making their anger and presence known. It made what was going on here seem like a little spat in comparison.



Hades was conflicted.



On one hand, he was extremely glad he wasn’t over there dealing with that.



“How lucky, Honored Uncle, that you don’t have a seat on Olympus!” Ocean Song could see the situation from there as well. Even he shuddered at the conflict that was happening atop Mount Olympus.



On the other hand, Hades really wanted to beat up his nephew.



@***@
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Chapter 24

Despite the tension easing slightly with Thor’s arrival and the words spoken, they were still unhappy.



“Come now, my friends.” Thor joyfully swung his arms open. “Let us not devolve into unpleasantness. Let the ones over yonder argue and fight.” He was, of course, talking about what was happening on Olympus at the moment.



Anyone with any kind of godly senses could immediately tell that there were a plethora of foreign gods throwing their weight around atop the mountain.



“Since when do you not want a fight, Thunder God?”



Thor looked at the god who spoke; his smile didn’t waver. “Ah, Lugh! How long has it been!?”



“A few centuries.” The Celtic God King grunted.



“You’re right, I would never miss out on a good fight. Alas, the ‘good’ part of a good fight is missing in this circumstance. I have no patience for the games that are being played. Is it not the same for you, Lugh? A god, a king, they don’t compare to your pride as a warrior.” Thor chuckled.



Lugh cracked a smile and let out a small sigh. “You’re right.” He shrugged helplessly. “It’s why I sent someone else over there even when your father and the other heads went to cause a commotion.”



The other heads of pantheons were currently kicking up a fuss on Olympus, yet the Celtic Pantheon head was over here.



“But we still need our pound of flesh.” Lugh spoke again, eyes landing on Hades. “Someone needs to take responsibility.”



It was no secret that everyone was just kicking up a fuss for the sake of it. Realistically, no one was going to ‘go to war’ or fight it out beyond some petty squabble. The Olympians were most certainly responsible for the situation, but it wasn’t nearly dire enough to warrant inter-Pantheon fighting.



At most, they were expecting apologies and compensation.



If the situation were reversed, then Zeus would be throwing his weight around just as well even if he didn’t care at all about the supposed ‘kidnapped demigods.’.



Though, it didn’t help that most Pantheons actually disliked the Greeks.



Perhaps if it were someone else, with relations not nearly as bad, things could have been handled quietly. But it seemed to be an unspoken agreement between them all that it was the perfect opportunity to kick them off their high horses.



They had been a bit too uppity for too long.



“Don’t threaten me.” Hades didn’t back down.



And very quickly the tension rose again, as the other gods who had also been silent were provoked by his words.



Ocean Song realized the situation may escalate and deployed his most powerful Dao. “Great gods, may this lowly Cyclops speak as the one who rescued the children?” Of course, by positioning himself as their ‘savior,’ they had to give him face and allow him to speak even though he realistically should have had no voice in the arguing and talks due to not being on their same status.



Lugh’s rising battle lust abruptly paused as he inspected the Cyclops again. “It would be discourteous to ignore a request from the one who ‘saved’ my child.” He hummed, admitting that one of the demigods among them was one of his kids.



The others silently followed his lead impassively.



“Thank you, Great God of Light.” Ocean Song bowed politely.



Lugh raised an eyebrow. “You know who I am? I thought you Greeks were vehemently against all your brats knowing about the wider world. Is it because you’re a monster?”



“How could this lowly Cyclops not know your honored name, Great God of Light? The Father of the legendary Cu Chulainn, whose name still echoes across the throes of history. Far be it for me to claim in-depth knowledge on the Divine, but the great Hero of the Ulster Cycle is someone I cannot help but admire.”



Lugh was silent.



What father doesn’t want to hear how great their children are?



Hades found himself blinking and looking at his nephew, wondering how the hell he even knew something like that.



Lugh, perhaps unintentionally, stood just a little bit prouder.



“Hades, stop having your pet monster distract everyone.” Another god spoke up, wearing distinctly Japanese regalia.



“I have no hand in this, Gozu Tennō.” Hades frowned.



Ocean Song perked up. “The Father of the Great Demon Slayer, Minamoto-no-Raikou? Leader of the Four Heavenly Kings and slayer of one of Japan’s Three Great Monsters, the Oni Shuten-Doji?”



“….yes.” The Japanese deity was taken aback. Partly because he was surprised a western monster even knew the name of his child from hundreds of years ago. And partly because his existence, over the years, had been wrapped up in other deities.



Most mortals these days believe him to either be Susanoo or an avatar of Indra.



He was only there because he was, in fact, one of Susanoo’s ‘underlings,’ and Susanoo was currently over on Olympus with Amaterasu causing a ruckus.



He would have called Hades out again but was almost certain even Hades didn’t know about his child, considering his child was significantly less ‘famous’ in other parts of the world comparatively. If it weren’t for gods almost innate ability to recognize one another if they didn’t hide their presences, he was almost sure that Hades would have no idea who he was.



He was honestly thrown off and confused now.



“Haha!” Thor let out a boisterous laugh. “What a knowledgeable little Cyclops. Do this one next.” He jabbed his thumb towards the one standing next to the Hindu deity.



Ganesha glanced at Thor, then at the companion at his side.



It was a strange sidetrack that happened. Though, if there was one thing deities loved, it was being praised, be it themselves or through their children.



Truthfully, Ganesha was also curious about the Cyclops in front of him. It wasn’t merely to have their egos inflated. He was the one who ‘rescued’ their kids; it was already an exceedingly strange situation.



It also wasn’t lost on Ganesha that Thor was intentionally intervening on his behalf and trying to keep things from escalating.



“This is Karna; I brought him along to keep any unsavory rumors from spreading.” Ganesha said plainly.



While he was a well-liked god amongst his pantheon, Karna was known for being absolutely trustworthy and honorable. It would save him any potential trouble of anyone talking behind his back or bringing up any concerns if Karna was here as well. Zeus wasn’t the only Head God that despised interacting with other pantheons.



Indra, while not as stringent about outside knowledge and interaction, was explicitly against interacting with other pantheons when unneeded. Any outside interaction would be heavily scrutinized.



“This lowly Cyclops apologizes, for I have failed to recognize the Great Hero of Charity.” Ocean Song quickly bowed his head towards the Hindu hero. “Long have I heard the name of the Honorable Hero from the Mahābhārata.”



Karna simply raised a single eyebrow. “I am honored that someone thinks so highly of me and remembers my name.” He was soft-spoken despite his stature and presence.



Ocean Song was happy that he could clearly remember the scriptures of his past life. Truly, spending hours upon hours poring through the various pages of wiki had been well spent.



Once more, the tension between them all eased significantly.



Fighting spirits calmed, and no more bloodlust hung in the air.



As the saying goes, you don’t slap a smiling face. And Ocean Song put his big smiling face right out in front of Hades while he shamelessly praised everyone he could.



“Ahem.” Ganesha cleared his throat. “We still need to deal with the problem. Our children and those of our Pantheon were imprisoned and held here without our knowledge.” He steered the conversation back on topic. “Someone must be responsible.”



“I agree.” Thor patted the Hindu god’s shoulder. “This is a problem we cannot overlook. What say you, my Cyclops friend?”



Once more, all eyes turned back to Ocean Song.



“If this lowly Cyclops may speak.”



“Speak.” Ganesha glanced at Thor once more before focusing on Ocean Song.



“It was Uncle who entrusted me with the task of coming here to rescue the children.” Ocean Song, said with a completely straight face as Hades did a double take. “If it weren’t for Uncle, this injustice would have never come to light. I was but an instrument of Uncle’s will to unravel the heretical plot. He too was a victim of these villains.”



He was essentially giving all credit to Hades while making him a sympathetic party and victim altogether.



Not that any of the gods here were stupid enough to believe everything that came out of his mouth, but they understood his intent.



While it was clear that Ocean Song was speaking nonsense, they also didn’t say anything to rebuke him or call him a liar.



In their eyes, if the one they did owe a ‘debt’ to wanted to shift it over to Hades, they wouldn’t reject him.



“My friends, let us be honest. We all came over here because we didn’t want to get involved with the true conflict happening. The ire of ours finds no place with Hades; if anything, he should be praised.” Thor started speaking again. “Thank you, Hades, for saving my grandson. Magni will be most pleased to know that one of his missing children has been found.”



“…of course.” Hades’ lips twitched as he did his best to keep himself expressionless.



It seemed all the others relented and followed Thor’s lead.



Ocean Song silently praised himself as well.



Like a true cultivator, he was able to navigate a dangerous political situation by giving his seniors face and justification to not escalate.



“I am Ganesha.” The Hindu god grunted, crossing his arms. “I will take my child home without conflict. I speak not for Indra, whose wrath now befalls Olympus.”



“Whatever happens to my brother is his own mess to clean up.” Hades was quick to distance himself from whatever was going on over there.



Ganesha nodded.



“I’ll take my brat home too.” Lugh hummed. “He’s been out of the human world for over a hundred years; it’s going to be interesting catching him up.” His eyes landed on Ocean Song. “You should come visit the Tuatha Dé Danann when you get the chance. My son would love to have a fight with you after hearing how much you praised him.” Lugh chuckled.



“What of the other children not yet claimed?” Ganesha asked. “I would not leave them in the hands of the Olympians.”



Hades didn’t take offense to his stance. He too wouldn’t’ want to leave his children in the hands of his other family members, bar one or two.



“Why don’t I take them to stay in Hotel Valhalla? We have plenty of room, and everyone can come pick up their children when the mess over yonder clears up in a few days.” Thor offered.



No one really had any reason to refuse if Thor wanted to take on the responsibility.



Hades, likewise, said nothing. He too was not oblivious to how Thor continuously tried to soothe things over in their favor.



The God of the Underworld couldn’t claim to be close to the Norse Pantheon at all, which meant the reason for this treatment was fairly obvious to him as well.



In fact, this entire situation, both the blow-up and the subsequent resolution, was all due to Ocean Song.



He would call his nephew a genius if he didn’t know how much of an idiot he actually was.



 



(Line Break)



 



Ocean Song watched from the side as the other gods transported all the children away. Hades himself was spending a bit with his own children, having a heartfelt reunion of sorts.



There were lots of tears, shouting, and talking going on before things settled down between them, and Hades finally pulled away.



He came back over to Ocean Song looking…better.



Stress and anxiousness disappeared.



The God of the Underworld loved his children, knowing they were now ‘home’ and ‘safe,’ even if the entire situation blew up spectacularly, was enough to soothe his heart.



“I believe I specifically told you not to destroy the place.” He said dryly.



“In my defense, it was the manager’s fault.” Ocean Song quickly replied.



“How convenient that he’s dead and can’t argue.” The God of the Underworld snorted. But his expression and tone soften. “I’m not angry; I know what happened from Styx.”



“Then all is well that ends well!” Ocean Song smiled, and as if to chide him, thunderous sounds exploded across the sky, only noticeable to those with mythical senses; it originated from Olympus.



Both Ocean Song and Hades looked towards the horizon in the direction of Olympus.



It went without saying that both of them believed it was not their problem and had no intention of getting involved.



“You handled yourself well.” Hades put a hand on his shoulder. It was…difficult, in a new way for Hades to show affection to his brother’s children. He couldn’t recall the last time he felt fondness for one of them born out of a genuine familial sense. “You have a good heart, Nephew.” He finally settled on a compliment.



Out of all the reasons this whole thing blew up, Hades knew it was simply because Ocean Song wanted to save a bunch of children in a bad situation.



“Uncle, what about the other children? They should be Greek and Roman, right?”



Hades nodded, not surprised that his nephew knew about their Roman aspects. “They—”



“Wait, Uncle. I have a question.”



“…speak.”



“What happens if I call you Pluto?”



A visible shift happened around Hades; his divine essence twisted slightly. It was still the same, but it altered.



Before him now stood the Roman god Pluto.



Pluto stared at Ocean Song for a moment before his divine essence shifted back to Hades. “Does that answer your question, Nephew?” Hades sighed.



“……Pluto.”



Once more, Hades shifted to his Roman side before abruptly shifting back. He stared at his nephew for a moment before smacking him upside the head. “Stop that. If one of us isn’t prepared for it, it can be debilitating.”



“Sorry, Uncle.”



Hades knew a lie when he heard one, the little shit.



“As I was saying, I will watch over them for now. I very well can’t let your good intentions go to waste.” He said it rather flippantly, but it showed the attitude that Hades had towards his nephew. “I suggest you stay away from Olympus for a few days. I would suggest not even going into the surrounding city. Zeus is going to want to take his anger out on something even after the fiasco is resolved.”



“Don’t worry, Uncle. I had other plans anyways!”



“…Dare I ask?” He wasn’t sure he wanted to know, but he was also worried his nephew was going to do something stupid.



“I realized that having allies is important. So I’m going to create a sect.” Ocean Song said proudly.



Hades understood some of what he said.



So he wanted to gather allies; he couldn’t fault his nephew for that thinking. Being by himself just makes him an easier target.



Hades waved his hand and produced a train ticket-like object, handing it over to his nephew. “I owe you a reward. Take this; it will allow you to come and go from the Underworld freely. A boon not offered lightly to the living.”



Monsters escape from Tartarus, as is the nature of things. Souls of the dead enter, as is the proper cycle. However, not even the gods can come and go freely, bar Hermes, and his is a special case as the Messenger God.



Without Hades’ explicit permission, not even Zeus is allowed to barge into the Underworld without justification.



So it was a rare and special circumstance that an ‘outsider’ was given this permission, especially a mortal.



Though Hades had another thing.



It wouldn’t be long before he was no longer an ‘outsider’ if Hecate had anything to say.



At this point, he knew he was going to have to get used to his idiot nephew being a nuisance from now on.



“Thank you, Uncle.” Ocean Song bowed. “If you do not need this lowly cyclops any longer, I will take my leave.”



“Go.” Hades waved him away, intent on going back to his children.



Ocean Song nodded, throwing his sword out and hopping on it before flying away.



For Ocean Song, as he flew through the air, he was giddy with excitement.



It was his first quest that he completed without errors!



He was so happy that he did a few flips in the sky on his sword.



He went soaring through the air towards the east, which normally would have led him back towards New York, but he had a different location, a bit south.



Ocean Song wanted some allies of his own.



The feeling surged inside of him after teaching those kids the basics of cultivation.



All proper Cultivators have a Sect!



And while he met a few promising kids, he didn’t want to recruit children to fight at his side. No, he needed to find others who shared his like-mindedness! Particularly those who didn’t have an innate connection to a god because he wanted to ensure loyalty without causing dissonance due to family.



After the sect was established, then he could train child soldiers like a proper cultivator.



Thus, he had a wonderful idea.



And something he recalled from his previous life, the location and history of this person.



He finally touched down on the ground again, a bit south of New York.



He knew he was at the right place because the mists surged and twisted, and there were hundreds of stone statues littering the yard.



Ocean Song walked up to the door of the building that reads Aunty Em’s Gnome Emporium. 



He, of course, politely knocked on the door, and it only took a moment for someone to answer.



A woman, wearing a veil and sunglasses.



Ocean Song was immediately stricken, not because of her appearance. He could see past the falsehoods and her true appearance underneath. The hair was replaced by snakes that hissed and coiled.



No, he was enthused because she was wearing a veil already like a proper ice beauty!



Everyone knows that Ice Beauties wear veils to hide their outstanding beauty from the world!



“Greetings, Fellow Daoist. I am here to recruit for my sect. Do you want to learn to go against the Heavens? To grasp your fate in your own hands? To sunder the sky with a swing of your sword!?”



“……”



The woman slammed the door in his face.



Ocean Song pondered.



Perhaps he came on too strong due to his own excitement.



In all truth, he had no plan whatsoever. Actually, he didn’t even have a proper Sect location. And if he were being honest, even his own house was a bunch of wooden logs piled up.



And he had no real money yet.



He hadn’t thought this through at all.



However, if there was one thing Ocean Song was, it was blindly optimistic.



“I can teach you how to change your appearance back to normal.” He suddenly blurted out.



The door swung back open again as the woman’s glasses-clad eyes bore into him. 



“I’m listening.”
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Chapter 25

“Greetings, fellow Daoist!” Ocean Song began again after he finally got her undivided attention. “I’m seeking to recruit for my sect. Do you want to learn to go against the Heavens and cultivate to immortality?”



Medusa stared at him silently.



“……” Ocean Song didn’t know what to say next. That was the entirety of his sales pitch. He didn’t put much thought into this. “My name is Ocean Song –”



“I know who you are.” Medusa cut him off. “I wouldn’t be surprised if every monster on the East Coast knows who you are at this point.” She added with a snort.



Ocean Song was giddy.



A proper Cultivator should have a certain renown spread by word of mouth due to his deeds!



“Wonderful! Do you want to join my sect?”



“I have no idea what that is.” She said dryly. “And since you aren’t here to kill me, I assume you want something from me since you offered to…turn me back to normal.”



To Medusa, that was a bold claim. She was personally cursed by Athena, one of the Olympians; the curse couldn’t be undone by anyone other than a god; no other gods would cross her for a monster’s sake.



Even the gods that hated Athena didn’t see it worth the hassle just to spite her without any tangible benefit.



“I would teach you to cultivate; you can change yourself!” Ocean Song smiled.



“…..farming?” Medusa said in confusion. “How does farming fix me?”



Ocean Song pursed his lips because he realized there was a bit of a misunderstanding going on. 



“Not that type of cultivation, the type of cultivation where you become immortal.” Ocean Song corrected.



“…..I’m already immortal.” Medusa pointed out.



“That’s the wrong kind of immortal.”



“There are wrong kinds of immortal?” 



“Well, do you like respawning in Tartarus after you die?” Ocean Song retorted.



Medusa gave that a simple thought, and she felt like he had a point. No monster enjoyed dying, then coming back to life in Tartarus, then having to climb their way back out and sneak out of the underworld.



It’s why, despite them being ‘immortal,’ they treated their lives rather valuably, even if they could come back.



“I still have no idea what you’re talking about.”



“I’m offering you the chance to be something more.”



“More.” She repeated rather expressionlessly. 



“Is this how you want to keep living your life? Hiding in a secluded and hidden residence? Worried about when the next hero is going to come, dictated by fate, to take your head from some inflated sense of purpose and honor?”



Medusa felt her hands tighten. It wasn’t a fear of death; it was a fear of certainty. It wasn’t a matter of if, but when, a ‘hero’ came and killed her. 



That’s how it was; that’s how it always was.



“The hero slays the monster; that’s how it’s always been.” She said quietly, knowing her own ‘place’ in life. “That’s been the fate of us since our ‘births.’ The only solace I have is that I can take some with me before I die again. And the cycle will repeat, over and over.”



“Do you want to keep living this pitiful life?”



She finally showed more emotion, scowling in anger with arms crossed. “What am I supposed to do? What can I do? How many thousands of years old am I at this point, and nothing has ever changed?”



“I’ll teach you.” Ocean Song’s tone softened. “I’ll teach you to take your fate into your own hands. Your destiny will be of your own choosing.”



She let out a self-deprecating laugh. “It’s that easy, is it?”



“No, it won’t be easy. You may die a more excruciating death than you ever had before. You may run afoul of the heavens and be erased in your entirety. But I can promise you that I will stand at your side and weather any storm together.” Ocean Song, said solemnly. 



Medusa didn’t know why she was feeling these emotions in her heart. She wasn’t swooning or having her heart beat faster; it wasn’t any sort of attraction of that sort. No, it was something she hadn’t felt in a long time that made it just a little bit harder for her to breathe.



The idea that someone would care for her again.



This monster she didn’t know came here and started spouting those nonsensical words right to her, and for some reason, she was willing to believe him. For some reason, she could feel the genuineness in each of the words he spoke.



This feeling she hadn’t felt since her sister had faded long ago.



For Ocean Song, he wasn’t oblivious to her existence. That is to say, he knew that the statues that littered her property were not simply artistic renditions. At the same time, he was also away, so she didn’t go out and hunt. She didn’t leave her home; all the ones she turned to stone had come to her.



Ocean Song walked the Righteous Path.



And the most righteous action he could take, would it not be for him to offer the demon a chance to turn away from the demonic Dao?



She didn’t immediately take his hand, despite the impulse to do so.



She was hardened and disillusioned with the world enough to keep her apathy even with all the promises he made.



“…..You said I could look normal again.” She fidgeted with the snakes that were her hair. They hissed lightly, keeping to behind the veil she wore.



“I didn’t always look this handsome.” Ocean Song, said smoothly.



Medusa raised an eyebrow, inspecting him again. She could freely admit he was, in fact, rather handsome. If it were a different situation, less emotional or stressful, she may have paid a bit more attention to it as well.



She still had almost no idea what he was talking about, but she did believe him. She believed that she could change her looks; she was just confused on how to do it so far.



“I have something for you to consider.” Ocean Song raised a finger.



“What? What could you possibly say that’s so convincing?” She crossed her arms, still having trouble humoring his nonsense despite her own turbulent emotions.



“What is there to lose by accepting?”



Medusa wanted to retort, but no words could come out of her mouth.



What did she have to lose?



Family? She no longer had any.



Friends, lovers?



There was no one.



She was utterly alone.



…pride?



She didn’t say it out loud, but what pride did she have left?



She had been stomped into the ground so many times over the years that she held no pride in her own existence.



As if reading her mind, Ocean Song spoke up again. “I will make it so you can proudly announce your name again.”



Another crack formed in her hesitation, in her reluctance.



It was enough that all of it began to come crumbling down.



“What is it you want from me? Some sort of eternal servitude, a willing servant?” She spoke rather sarcastically, but…even if he said yes, she wasn’t sure she would reject him at this point.



“A sect is about mutual support.” Ocean Song smiled. “Sect members are family. I want your loyalty, but in return, I will give you mine as well.”



Medusa cursed in her mind because his stupid smile was so…sincere, and it made her have trouble giving a rebuttal.



She forced herself to once more act contradictory to some of her own internal desires. “I want something; if you can give it to me, I’ll agree to whatever nonsense you want.”



“What do you want?” Ocean Song tilted his head.



“Something I’ve wanted for thousands of years.” Medusa took a deep breath. It was something she dreamed about for a long time; it was both simple and impossibly unreachable. “You are a son of Poseidon. I want… I want Poseidon to apologize to me for what happened to me.” 



It was partly a heartfelt desire from her and partly a test. 



She wanted to see what lengths he would go to if he truly was to hold to his words.



To get a god, even his own father, to apologize? You would be better off asking him for his trident.



Gods don’t apologize.



Medusa saw Ocean Song’s silent expression, and in her heart, she sighed, knowing it was too good to be true.



“Okay.” 



“Excuse me?” Medusa blurted back out.



“Give me a moment; I got an idea.” Ocean Song hushed her and began building a makeshift shrine.



Medusa watched in confusion until it was constructed, and her eyes widened.



“Stepmother!” Ocean Song called out across the world, and he felt the presence on the other end answer.



“You’re alive?” The voice came through. “Hang on, let me come over there.”



Before Ocean Song could respond, the Queen of Atlantis appeared in a projected body above the makeshift shrine, stepping down onto the land next to him.



She put a hand on his cheek and hummed. “Your father will be happy to know you’re alive.”



“It will take more than Death to stop me!” Ocean Song said proudly.



Amphitrite blinked, looking at him strangely before just patting his head helplessly.



She already knew her stepson was… strange.



“Where is Father, Stepmother?” Ocean Song, asked.



Amphitrite turned and pointed towards the commotion still happening on Olympus.



“Oh, right.” Ocean Song nodded.



“What did you call me for, dear?” She, truthfully, was sort of fond of this weird Cyclops. He was a big change from her husband’s usual indiscretions, a breath of fresh air. His usual spawn were always so…arrogant, just because they came from his loins. She often had to let them understand where they truly stood. But this stepson of hers was polite and entertaining without her having to do anything.



Ocean Song raised his hand, pointing at Medusa. “This is—”



“I know who she is.” Amphitrite kept her loose smile, but her tone was noticeably icy. “Why did you bring me to one of my husband’s indiscretions? I know you wouldn’t do that just to insult me.” She patted Ocean Song’s cheek again, but it was a bit less…affectionate.



“I want her to join my sect.”



“What’s a sect?”



“A…mutually supportive group with the purpose of cultivating!” Ocean Song did his best to explain.



She understood some of that. She could vaguely guess that he meant it as some sort of group that would be loyal to him.



The concept wasn’t new to her.



“And?” She wanted to know why he called her.



“She wants an apology from Father before joining.” Ocean Song, said helplessly. 



“And why did you call me, my dear stepson?” She narrowed her eyes.



“Because Stepmother is much scarier than Father.” Ocean Song replied without missing a beat.



The goddess put a hand on his cheek again and smiled brightly. “Good answer.” She turned to look at Medusa, who nearly recoiled under her gaze. She stared for a long time before finally letting out a small sigh. “I’ll have him apologize, but you’ll owe me a favor in the future.” She returned to a more good-natured tone, speaking to Ocean Song.



“As long as it doesn’t go against my Dao heart, Stepmother, I will walk through fire and ice for you!”



Amphitrite shook her head with a small laugh before disappearing.



“Well, that settles that.” Ocean Song clapped his hands. “Anything else?” He looked at Medusa.



“…..no.” She was still not over the shock of the goddess suddenly appearing in front of her.



“Wonderful, welcome to our sect! I don’t have a name for it yet, but I’ll think of something.”



“And where is this ‘sect’ you speak of?”



“I haven’t made it yet!” Ocean Song replied jovially. “We need to find a mountain to set up on.”



“Why a mountain?”



“Because all proper cultivators set their sects up on mountains.” He said it as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.



And Medusa suddenly had certain thoughts about this whole matter.



“And we’ll need to get you a sword too.”



“Why…?” She dared to ask.



“Because…we’re a Sword Sect.” Ocean Song nodded to himself as he awkwardly stumbled into an answer.



“I don’t know how to use a sword.” Medusa said dryly.



“It’s okay, I can teach you. Is there anything you are knowledgeable about? Any weapons you’ve used before?”



“I used to use a whip, but I lost it some centuries ago and never bothered with it again.”



Ocean Song’s eyes lit up. “Have you ever heard of a whipsword?”



Medusa let out a soft groan.



But in her mind, she admitted, things could certainly be much worse.



At the very least, this time, she felt like she wouldn’t be lonely when she died.







(Line Break)







Hades had his hands behind his back as he walked up the steps of Mount Olympus.



He was far from unfamiliar with this place, but he also doesn’t come all too often.



As his nephew put it, he doesn’t have a throne here, so why bother?



Part of the mountain erupted, and he noticed Hephaestus go flying out of it, rubble and all. He hit the steps, tumbling down a few times before finally stopping. 



The God of the Forge met Hades’ eyes, nodded, and jumped back up.



Hades tilted his head upwards, and if you listen closely, you could hear the thunderous roars and godly might being thrown around haphazardly.



But in particular, you could hear something very specific.



“Where’s your lightning bolt, huh? Where’s your lightning bolt!” A taunting voice was only barely heard amidst the crackles of lightning that accompanied Zeus’s distinct annoyed shout.



Hades recognized the one doing the taunting; it was almost certainly Indra, the Hindu god of lightning.



Hades didn’t know why, but it seemed like Lightning Gods never got along. Hades had almost no problems with fellow deities of the same domain in comparison, so he couldn’t understand it.



There was plenty of shouting and arguing going on.



If a mortal saw this, they might think that there was a war raging, but truthfully, this was pretty common godly politics.



That’s not to say Zeus wasn’t getting a good smacking, because Hades could see that much, but this was a fairly common thing that happened with various pantheons that came together.



Casually, Hades continued to stroll upwards until he reached the throne room itself.



Everyone noticed Hades’ presence, but they were all mostly too busy with their own matters.



Athena was arguing with about a dozen gods, doing her best to keep this amicable and the fighting to a minimum.



Zeus and Indra were raging at each other in the sky.



Susanoo and Poseidon were throwing storms at each other, though he noticed that his brother was ‘winning.’.



He saw Apollo being pressed down by a different sun and traced the source to an elegantly dressed lady sitting next to Hestia at the hearth.



Amaterasu was here too.



A large feathered serpent threw Hephaestus through the mountain again before turning into a humanoid shape and joining Hestia and Amaterasu at the Hearth.



Quetzalcoatl had given him quite the thrashing.



Ares was currently fighting several war gods, and Aphrodite was keeping her own against several deities with similar domains as well.



Hades hummed to himself as he noticed The Morrigan slapping Artemis across the throne room as another deity joined in, and they double-teamed her.



Frankly, it was chaos.



However, it hadn’t crossed the line.



There was no strict place for this proverbial line, but everyone kept things just underneath what was acceptable, or what would escalate things beyond repair.



That isn’t to say none of them were pissed off.



The majority of the Olympians involved were utterly furious. Zeus, while Hades called it a spat in his head, was fully raging and getting his pride trampled on.



However, no one wanted a full-scale Pantheon War.



Even Zeus, at his most paranoid, and his pride trampled, was smart enough to avoid that unless things reached a breaking point.



Funnily enough, what was salvaging this entire situation was that the Olympians were being teamed up against.



It was the fact that after everything settled, they could claim they were teamed up against to retain their own bruised pride and egos.



“Hello, Sister.” Hades said with a rare affection in his tone.



“Hades.” Hestia smiled despite the utter chaos happening. “I’m happy to see you come up and join us.”



“And Amaterasu and Quetzalcoatl. I can’t remember the last time we met.”



“It wasn’t that long ago, Hades.” Amaterasu glared at him.



“Ah, are you still holding a grudge over the war? Did I not apologize for that already?” Hades sighed. 



Amaterasu harrumphed and said nothing further.



She most certainly held a grudge that Athena was the one who secretly coaxed the mortals into developing a certain weapon that was dropped on Japan.



Obviously this was at Zeus’s order.



Though, her annoyance with Hades was to a much lesser extent. Her annoyance came from the fact that her people followed along with his child in the stupid war in the first place.



It was no secret that a certain German leader during the Second World War was actually Hades’ child.



What was kept out of the history books for the ones under the Greeks and Romans was that the oaths to swear off demigod children for the big three was partly due to pressure from outside.



The Second World War was almost entirely because the demigod children of the Greeks initiated conflict with each other and went wild, and everyone had enough because that wasn’t the first time it happened.



“It’s been over a thousand years for me.” Quetzalcoatl rubbed his chin. “I seldom leave our lands. But I too dislike those Nazis that came over and made themselves at home.”



Hades let out a sigh, knowing this was a losing argument.



As if a cue to stop, all the gods seemed to settle down.



Zeus and Indra hit the ground, respectively, with Zeus scowling furiously, lightning crackling around him. The sun pressing down on Apollo dissipated, and likewise, the others gathered, but a tension hung in the air.



Now, it was as if the two sides were glaring at one another.



Even Odin made his appearance; he wasn’t directly fighting with everyone, but he had been egging them on in the background.



Despite him not projecting his presence out, he wasn’t someone they could all ignore.



“Zeus, you know why we’re here.” Odin spoke up, and everyone listened.



Of course they didn’t start immediately fighting without any proper talking done beforehand; it’s just a matter of inevitability that the chaos started.



Zeus and, by extension, the Olympian gods were aware of their anger and why they had come. The Lotus Eaters, the stealing of demigods, they knew those details at this point.



“As I said earlier, the actions of a group of monsters cannot be attributed to us. If you are going to lay the blame at our feet, I have a list of our own who have died to monsters from your parts of the world.” Athena was the first to retort.



It was a sensible and well-reasoned response.



Unfortunately, most of them there weren’t caring about being reasonable.



Of course they knew that in truth, the Olympians weren’t ‘responsible’ in the full breadth of the term. But they all seemingly agreed, even broaching the subject, to come and give them a proverbial black eye.



It was rare that they could usher justification to put the Greeks in their place, and they had been getting rather bold and arrogant over the years since they attached to Western civilization.



The Greeks knew they were doing this; the other gods knew that the Greeks knew, but what could be said?



They all also knew that if the positions were reversed, the Greeks would be doing the same exact thing.



“We’re willing to retreat on the condition of an apology and one demand.” Odin stated.



Athena narrowed her eyes. “What demand?”



“Give us the Cyclops boy, and we’ll walk away without any problems.”



“Odin.” Amaterasu frowned. “You can’t just decide that yourself.”



“I agree.” Indra spoke up.



Quetzalcoatl laughed. “You’re getting greedy there, old man.”



Athena was confused. “What cyclops?”



There was confusion amidst them, but Poseidon seemingly widened his eyes.



“He should come with us.” Amaterasu said pridefully. “His eloquence and heroism would fit in well with Takamagahara.”



“Ganesha spoke well of him; he would fit in better over with us.” Indra crossed his arms.



Very quickly, the foreign gods began to argue between themselves, leaving a baffled and confused Greece.



Well, all except Poseidon, who ran a hand down his face.



“Dammit, Ocean Song.” He realized who was most likely responsible for all of this happening.



Hades, though, he couldn’t help but smile.



For the first time, he was glad he didn’t have a throne up here and just sat back and watched.



(Line Break)
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Chapter 26

Medusa stared at Ocean Song.



Ocean Song had a big smile as he stared back.



This continued for several minutes until Medusa finally reached her breaking point.



“And what now?” She finally asked.



“…..”



Truthfully, Ocean Song had no idea what to do now. He scratched his head awkwardly before speaking again. “I didn’t think I would get this far; give me a moment.”



Medusa let out a sigh; the snakes on her head dipped down in a low hiss as if to mimic her emotions.



“We need to find a mountain!” Ocean Song blurted out again, the same thing he said not minutes prior.



“……Why?” She asked once more, hoping for something better to explain.



“Because all proper sects have their sects on a big mountain!” He said it as if it were some profound wisdom.



“Okay.” Medusa, at this point, decided it was best to just go along with whatever he said. Once more, she told herself that there was literally nothing worse that could happen to her at this point in her life.



“…Do you know any amazing mountains around here that we could use?”



Though, despite Medusa telling herself to go with the flow and not question anything, she felt her eye twitching with every new sentence he spoke. “I know of some mountains in the country, yes. There is an entire mountain range west from here.” 



Ocean Song remembered what she was talking about. There was a large trail of mountains not far west from here!



“I have some things I need to prepare! Stay here, and I’ll come back when everything is ready.” Ocean Song hopped onto his sword and quickly flew away.



Medusa looked at him shoot off into the sky.



“…Where do you expect me to go?” She shook her head, going back inside.



Ocean Song flew for a bit before he peered down with his divine sense and found something that caught his attention. 



A small farmers market with various fruits, vegetables, and things of a different variety.



He, of course, immediately found what he was looking for.



The only question is, which to purchase?



They must be meticulously chosen.



Unfortunately, he was not very knowledgeable on this subject, something he should have asked his uncle about beforehand.



How convenient it was that he could simply call up his uncle!



Ocean Song maneuvered out of eyesight, finding a secluded spot, and deployed the already prepared altar to his uncle as he has with many others.



“Revered magnificent Great God of the Underworld—”



“What do you want?” Hades’ voice cut him off.



“Uncle, I have a matter of dire importance!” Ocean Song, said quickly. “I know not anyone else that can assist me in this matter. This lowly one bows his head to request your expertise.”



There was a short sigh on the other end before the God of the Underworld—or at least a piece of him—emerged from the nearby shadows, looking down at Ocean Song. “What’s so important that you’re acting like this?” He crossed his arms.



“I wanted to choose flowers for Hecate, but I don’t know what to pick.” Ocean Song looked at him with pleading eyes.



Ocean Song intended to go to the Underworld to speak with Hades about something else, but then he had the thought that he should follow his uncle’s advice and bring her flowers if he was visiting!



Unfortunately, he had no idea what to choose.



Oddly enough, Hades didn’t smack him for calling him for such a reason.



Was Hades happy? Most assuredly not, but this was a far cry from whatever nonsense he thought his nephew caused while he wasn’t looking.



And it had only been… hours since they last met.



He had just left Olympus himself, feeling rather good about himself, so he sighed and just decided to go along with it.



“Come along, Nephew. I’ll teach you.” He gestured towards the strangest of his nephews as they walked back into the market. “What was your first thought?”



“Something dark. Purple, dark blue, maybe see if there are black flowers?” Ocean Song tilted his head.



Hades shook his head and realized that his nephew actually did need help and he wasn’t just being a nuisance. “You have a lot to learn. Do you think Hecate wants something dark and dreary?”



“Does…she not like those colors?”



“It’s her preference for certain things, obviously.” Hades replied. “Vibrancy. Something bright and warm. Of course you can choose specific colors that reference her tastes, but they should be complementing a vibrant display, not overtaking it.”



Ocean Song quickly took out a piece of parchment and a pen and began taking notes.



He followed Hades to the stall with many different flowers, barely paying the human any attention as he found a satchel and started picking flowers out.



“Purple goes well with white to keep it neutral. However, and rather cliche, red roses will pop better with this darker shade of purple tulips.” He said casually, taking them out, and the bouquet was forming. “With two or three sunflowers to add a subtle warmth, it’s done.” 



Ocean Song stared at his uncle.



Hades returned the gaze, expressionless. “What?”



“I am…humbled by your expertise, Uncle.” Ocean Song decided it was best not to say what he was actually thinking.



Hades could read between the lines. “How long do you think I’ve been doing this?” He deadpanned. 



Truly, Ocean Song realized his uncle was wise beyond measure, and he was glad he sought out an expert.



Ocean Song took the bouquet of flowers and looked at it happily. 



“Come along; we’ll speak while I do some shopping.” Hades put a gentle hand on Ocean Song’s shoulder. “If you’re going to be giving Hecate flowers, Persephone won’t hear the end of it, and I’ll have to do something as well. I may as well get some stuff to cook dinner for her while I’m out.” He grunted, as it was rare for him to be on the surface so many times in a short period.



Ocean Song also took note of this.



“How are your children, Uncle?” Ocean Song asked, making idle conversation.



Hades paused for a moment, a question he would have rejected answering or given the bare minimum if it were anyone else. Paranoid, the God of the Underworld was, but he could recognize someone trustworthy. “They are doing well. Persephone has taken to them moderately.”



Another reason he would make a romantic dinner for his wife is to smooth over any disgruntled feelings with his children of his former mistress coming to live with them.



“The problems on Olympus have been resolved.” Hades continued on. 



“That’s good; that means there was no fighting, right?”



“In a manner of speaking.” Hades replied. “It’s common for different pantheons to ‘fight’ when they’re all gathered together. However, a true battle or war is unlikely. After a commotion, Zeus apologized on behalf of Olympus and offered compensation.”



What went unsaid was that Hades reveled in watching his younger brother being forced into concessions and an apology.



Everyone could visibly see how much it hurt Zeus’s pride.



“My brother is looking for a reason to let his anger out; I suggest you don’t give him one.” Hades warned.



Ocean Song wisely took his uncle’s warning into consideration.



“What about the other children?”



“Their parents have sorted them—if they cared enough. The majority have either gone to the Roman or Greek camps. They decided on a…quick course to rehabilitate them into the modern world.” Hades said rather vaguely. 



And he didn’t bother hiding the Roman stuff considering his nephew was already this deep in and even called him by his Roman name every now and then.



“Uncle, dare I ask a…” Ocean Song leaned in and whispered. “Personal question?”



Hades felt like he was going to be asked something stupid and simply sighed. “Proceed.”



“Is it considered cheating if either you or your wife embraces their Roman side when you…?”



Hades rubbed the bridge of his nose. Partly because he’s never been asked that question before and felt exasperated. “No, but it’s debilitating, so we don’t do that.”



“Does Hecate have a Roman side too?” Ocean Song, she whispered. “Should I get a second bouquet of flowers for her Roman side?”



Hades raised an eyebrow. “Her Roman counterpart is much less… consuming. For her, it is but a simple ‘outwardly’ change compared to myself or my siblings. She does not change much, if at all, in her Roman persona, as she is already a three-faced goddess.”



It was obviously much more complicated than that, but Hades didn’t think he needed to spend a few hours on what was basically an academic difference.



Ocean Song followed along as Hades picked out various ingredients, food, or other things and added them to a bag, paying each human they passed quite handsomely.



As they were meandering through the market, Ocean Song recalled a talk he had with Hecate when it came to debts and gods.



“Uncle, I have a request I would like to make. I intended to come to the Underworld and ask properly, but if you’re here now, I believe you wouldn’t like me to waste your time.” Ocean Song stated.



“You intended to come to the Underworld.”



“Yes, Uncle.”



“Presumably, on the way, give Hecate flowers.”



“Yes.” Ocean Song nodded.”



“For which you called me for help. For which is now completely irrelevant now that I’m here and you don’t have to go to the Underworld any longer.” Hades pointed out.



“……yes?”



Hades let out a groan. “I owe you payment; tell me what you want.”



If there was one thing Hades was, it was reciprocal to debts. As the God of Wealth, Hades had it ingrained into his being to ‘pay debts.’



“Uh…… I want a mountain.”



“……”



Ocean Song smiled.



Hades frowned.



Hades turned around and continued shopping without answering, walking away from Ocean Song.



“Wait, Uncle! It’s not what you think.”



“I’ll give you a chance to rephrase what you want.” Hades grunted, getting dangerously close to smacking his nephew upside the head.



“I want to make a mountain mine?” Ocean Song rephrased.



“I’m listening.” Hades hesitantly replied. A significant departure from his nephew’s first request for a mountain. 



“I want help building a sect on a mountain.”



“…you want something built on a mountain.” 



“Yes. Very auspicious, decorated, beautiful, and with clouds!” Ocean Song waved his arms around as he explained very poorly.



“I…” Hades pondered how to answer him. “Will provide you manpower and materials. They’ll listen to you on what you want. You need to tell them where to build.”



He expertly sidestepped any issues of finding out what nonsense his nephew was talking about and relegated that to some of his subordinates.



“Oh, can I get a whip sword too!”



“Okay.” Hades said blankly.



“And I want a zither!”



“…very well.” Hades had no idea what that was, and he was barely paying attention at this point.



Ocean Song nodded to himself.



As a Jade beauty, he should learn to play the zither properly.



As for Hades, he barely cared to pay attention because while he knew his nephew was an idiot, he knew his idiotic nephew wouldn’t try and take advantage of him in what he wanted as a ‘reward.’



Frankly, just wanting something ‘built’ on top of a mountain was… strange, but wholly mundane compared to what he may have given out to someone else for the same task being completed.



No, the only thought Hades had right now was that he needed to keep his children away.



They already caught a bad case of idiot from him, and he was working diligently to help them get rid of it. But all they would talk about after coming home was about their ‘swords and cultivation.’



He planned on keeping his children far away from his nephew until he could…properly educate them.



On that note, Hades got tired of his nephew’s presence and hoisted him up by the collar. Before Ocean Song could question what was happening, he had already been tossed into a nearby shadow, disappearing into the Underworld.



Hades continued to hum to himself, enjoying the rare break he allowed himself.



Though, it only took a moment before he realized he forgot to tell his nephew what happened on Olympus beyond the conclusion.



The various gods are fighting over him.



The fact that everyone knows he’s still alive now.



Hades thought it over and shrugged to himself. He was sure it wouldn’t be a problem.



Probably.



Not a problem for him.



In fact, it was beneficial to him.



If anything, he wanted to praise his nephew. By being such a beacon of attention, no one asked about his children or his involvement in the ‘incident’. Despite everything blowing up spectacularly, Hades came out completely unscathed and unnoticed.



Well, perhaps that’s why Hades sent him where he sent him.



Persephone was rooting for Hecate, and Hades supported her as well, if nothing else, to get a leash on his dear nephew and hopefully stop him from causing any more trouble.







(Line Break)







Ocean Song hit the ground.



He stood up, brushing himself off, and realized he was now in the Underworld and standing right outside of Hecate’s ‘house.’



Though it looked a bit like a house on the outside, its nature was more like a temple or a palace if she desired.



Appearances are often immaterial when it comes to divine beings.



The door swung open, and the Goddess of Magic stood there in the threshold, arms crossed, staring at the Cyclops.



A cold, expressionless look that would make mortals shiver, but Ocean Song just smiled brightly as he felt his heart warm up.



Without a word, he was in front of her, kneeling down, with the bouquet of flowers offered.



Hecate raised a single eyebrow, looking at his ‘offering.’



She noted his stupid and bright smile and reluctantly accepted the offering.



The Goddess of Magic walked back inside the house, but the door remained open, a wordless invitation for him.



Ocean Song followed right behind, once more entering the house of the Goddess of Magic.



Carefully, Hecate put the flowers in a vase, making sure that none of them were harmed as she spread them out and displayed them properly.



Once she was finished, her expression hardened once more as she turned back towards Ocean Song. “What do you think you were doing, becoming a champion for another god?” 



“Eh?”



“Don’t ‘eh’ me.” She huffed, jabbing her finger into his chest. “If you hadn’t somehow rubbed your two brain cells together to give yourself a way out, I would be kicking you out of the Underworld right now.”



“And of course, that’s ignoring the entire mess you caused up above.” She kept jabbing her finger into his chest. “Do you have any idea what kind of chaos you sowed by your stunt?” She continued to berate him, loudly and aggressively.



It took her several minutes to finally calm down, throwing her arms up a few times before her temper settled.



“I could just tie you up so you can’t go out and cause any more trouble.” She finished with a grumble. “You better not be planning on doing anything else for the time being. It was lucky I was able to save you the first time; if you get Zeus focused on you again, you may actually die.”



“Don’t worry, I’m just focusing on building my sect for now!” Ocean Song beamed happily, reassuring her.



Hecate looked at him blankly. “What is a ‘sect’?”



“A…mutually supportive organization focused on pursuing the Dao and Cultivation.” Ocean Song repeated.



Hecate didn’t react outwardly, having no idea what some of that meant, but she could glean a notion or two.



“You are recruiting people?” She asked.



“Yes!” Ocean Song nodded happily. “I have recruited my first sect member already! I’m sure Medusa will learn quickly.”



Hecate scrunched her nose. “Medusa?”



“You know her?”



“Everyone knows her.” Hecate sighed. “She’s one of the most famous monsters in our history. Why did you choose Medusa?”



“She was pitiful, and I wanted to help.” Ocean Song shrugged. “I’ll help her regain her beauty and human appearance, and we shall pursue the Dao together!”



Hecate paused, narrowing her eyes slightly. “Repeat that.”



“Huh?” Ocean Song tilted his head. “Pursuing the Dao? Helping her regain her former beauty?”



“Do you intend to follow in the footsteps of your half-siblings and anger Athena?” Hecate sighed in exasperation. 



Though, Hecate realized that his mere existence would be enough to infuriate the Goddess of Wisdom, so it was a moot point.



“Who else do you plan to recruit? And if it’s all women, I will be most upset.” She warned him with an icy tone.



Ocean Song shrugged again.



Hecate sighed again as she rubbed the bridge of her nose. “Why did I expect any different? Is that why you came to me? Did you need my help?”



“No, I just wanted to visit and give you flowers.” Ocean Song smiled. 



Her lips twitched slightly. “I swear, if I didn’t know you weren’t doing this on purpose, I would have smacked you already.” She said under her breath.



“I will need to seek out more individuals for positions in my sect, though.” Ocean Song continued, not hearing what she said. “Artifact refiners. Alchemists. Those two are the most important.”



“Alchemy?” Hecate perked up. “You want someone who knows Alchemy?” She was suddenly intrigued. “For what reason?”



“To make drugs!”



“…..”



“The good kind of drugs, not the bad kind.” Ocean Song clarified as if that answered everything.



Hecate wisely decided not to ask for more details there; she felt like her head would start to hurt. “If you want someone who can forge, go ask your father; he has plenty of cyclops children down in Atlantis who work the forges.”



Ocean Song’s eyes lit up, then they widened as he recalled something very important.



He stilled to the point where Hecate took notice. “What’s wrong?”



For everything going on, Ocean Song forgot something very important, or perhaps it had been a detail he had nearly forgotten due to other reasons.



“I have a brother!” He blurted out and, without warning, shot out of the house and flew away.



That is to say, Ocean Song just remembered that he had a young cyclops brother called Tyson who should be homeless in New York right at this moment.



Hecate stared at him as he left, twitching slightly. “You’re lucky that I find your nonsense cute,” she grumbled.



She didn’t bother with it anymore and turned back to the flowers, fussing over them.



A faint smile slowly found its way onto her usually cold and expressionless face.



It had been a very long time since someone got her flowers.







(Line Break)
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Chapter 27

Ocean Song flew through the air at his fastest speeds.



He arrived in New York in the blink of an eye. After his last time in this part of the region, his strength had increased a bit, and he was even faster now!



He was free and unfettered; his robes billowed heroically and handsomely.



He was on a mission; he was going to find his brother. 



A second younger brother that he had forgotten about. He felt bad, but the memories of certain ancient texts were vague at best, and unless something jogged his noggin, he couldn’t claim to recall every detail.



However, that didn’t matter in this moment.



He was focused.



Nothing would stop him.



Except for the bolt of lightning that fell from the sky and slammed right into him.



Ocean Song hit the ground face-first.



He twitched slightly as the lightning surged through his body a few times before being expelled. Slowly, he rolled over, looking up at the sky, as if waiting for another bolt of lightning to strike him, but nothing came.



Gradually, he stood up, brushed himself off, and found his sword that was stabbed into the ground next to him and cautiously waved it at the sky.



Ocean Song was confused.



He had been warned not to go near Olympus, but the circumstances were…extenuating. And he admitted he was a tad worried that a certain god would hold a grudge, but there was no follow-up.



He decided that the best way to answer the questions in his mind was to be direct.



“Is that the best you got!” He shouted up at the sky, flinching slightly for the inevitable retaliation, but nothing came.



Confused still, Ocean Song simply shrugged and threw his sword out before ascending back to the sky. Yet once he began flying away, another bolt of lightning dropped down, and he found himself back on the ground, twitching involuntarily as his body worked to dispel the rampant lightning that penetrated his body.



Ocean Song decided, completely by his own hand, that it was a good day to walk and certainly not take to the skies near Mount Olympus at the moment. 



Because it became rather obvious that Zeus was just zapping anything nonhuman near the vicinity of Olympus in the skies automatically.



Ocean Song came to this conclusion because he fully believed it wouldn’t have ended in one or two simple little zaps if Zeus knew it was him.



It took a moment for Ocean Song to find his bearing, where he was in New York, and he realized that he wasn’t far from Madam Jackson!



Truth be told, he had no idea where to even begin looking for his junior brother. He vaguely recalled that he was homeless around a school that Percy went to—not the one he…currently went to?



It was confusing.



Instead, he had a better idea and went to find Madam Jackson’s apartment.







(Line break)







It took a few tries, but he found the apartment that she lived. And the door was ajar when he approached, he heard some sounds, like banging and heavy things being tossed and assumed the worse as he barged in.



A startled Sally Jackson yelped in surprise as Ocean Song nearly kicked the door in, anticipating having to beat someone up, only to find her with plenty of boxes around and her packing things up.



“You’re alive!” She blurted it out before Ocean Song could speak.



And before he knew it, she was hugging him affectionately. 



“Thank you, thank you so much.” She whispered. 



Ocean Song relaxed slightly, smiling as he let her get it out. “It was my duty, Madam Jackson. I’m sorry for intruding; I heard the sounds and was worried…”



She let out a small laugh as she wiped her eyes, which were a little red. “No, never apologize for that. You’re always welcome. Because of you, I’m alive. Because of you, my son is alive. I’ll never stop being thankful for that.”



She gently started to fix his clothes that she had creased and messed up with her abrupt actions.



Ocean Song felt a warm tingle in his chest.



He forgot what it was like to have motherly care.



“Are you moving?” He asked, peeking around as clearly things were being sorted… well, what could be sorted. It wasn’t a secret that there wasn’t much in this apartment worth the hassle.



He also spied Gabe on the ground near the table. He had a very distinct lump on his forehead again, and there happened to be a frying pan on the counter nearby.



“It’s time, since I don’t need to protect Percy anymore.” She smiled like a weight had been lifted off her shoulders. 



“Do you need me to dispose of the body?” Ocean Song offered, glancing at Gabe.



Sally paused, actually considering it. “Can you make it so it doesn’t come back to me?”



Ocean Song nodded. “It would be unfortunate if, after he lost his prized car, he decided to take a jump from the nearest bridge.”



“How unfortunate.” She snorted. “Couldn’t happen to a better person.” Though she perked up rather quickly. “Would you like some tea?”



“That would be lovely, thank you.” He took a seat at the table after pushing away Gabe’s unconscious body.



“Are you okay after everything that happened?” She asked.



“I’m fine, Madam Jackson. Even if I die, I’m a monster, so I’ll come back eventually.”



She pursed her lips, not liking that answer, but still continued. “I’m sure Percy will be thrilled that you’re fine. Where have you been? What have you been up to?”



It was strange for Ocean Song; he wasn’t used to having polite conversation like this. He usually spoke to…well, he’s spoken more to gods than anything else in his life thus far.



“I’ve been running errands. And I’m setting up a sect; I’m even recruiting my first member!” Ocean Song said proudly, like a child excitedly looking to their parent for acknowledgment. “It’s a group of people to help one another for a mutual goal!” He vaguely explained it since everyone asked.



Sally understood some of what he said. He was apparently recruiting some people for a group or something. “And who did you recruit? Is it anyone I know?” She sat down at the table, putting a cup of tea in front of him.



“Medusa.”



“…..” She blinked a few times. “The one who turns people to stone?”



“Yes!” Ocean Song nodded enthusiastically.



“Isn’t she a……” Sally was trying to find the right words.



“Monster?” Ocean Song offered.



“I didn’t want to use that word.” She said quietly, knowing that Ocean Song was a cyclops, and still a Monster by definition. “But isn’t she….bad? Why would you accept her?” Even if Sally didn’t know the context behind what he was doing, it was strange to her that he would be taking in a evil thing like Medusa – atleast from the legends.



“Fate and Destiny can lead one to unexpected places. Enemies of today can be friends of tomorrow. One must grasp any Heavenly opportunities.” Ocean Song spoke fluidly.



“……”



“She was famous, and I knew where she was.” Ocean Song admitted.



Sally face palmed.



Ocean Song looked down at his tea. “I wanted strong potential allies, so Medusa was a good choice. But that doesn’t mean I’m oblivious to what she’s done in the past. She has killed many innocents. However, can I call myself Righteous if I shun such a person when even my father has done such things as well? How many sailors have met their ends at my father’s temper? Do I condemn one but embrace the other because one is a monster? My objectives were self-fulfilling, but I also wanted to offer her a chance to change her fate. A monster of circumstances who embraced the role, with willful innocent blood on her hands. If I can offer her a chance to be better, is it not my duty to do so?”



Sally was silently. She was processing what he just said. Partly because it was genuinely something she felt had deeper meaning, and partly because she was surprised that Ocean Song could say something that was…profound.



“You’re a good boy.” She smiled, patting his arm.



Ocean Song beamed right back rather happily.



“Ah!” He suddenly blurted out. “I almost forgot the reason I came! Madam Jackson, I need your assistance.”



She adjusted herself in her seat. “I’m happy to help with anything you need.” And it was rather truthful; she truly didn’t know if she would reject anything he asked of her at this point.



“If you were going to enroll Percy in a school next year that wasn’t the one he was going to now, where would you do so?” 



“…..school?” She was unsure of why he asked, but she answered nonetheless. “If he was not going to Yancy anymore…” She bit her lip. “I think the next closest school is Meriwether College Prep? But…they’re not nearly as good as Yancy. And they’re not very good at handling ‘troubled teens,’ so I had to get Percy into Yancy to make the judge happy.”



“Do you know where it is?”



“Sure, I have the pamphlet somewhere….” She snapped her fingers and got up to go into the bedroom. He could hear her rummaging around for a bit before she came out with a creased and bent pamphlet that she set on the table. “The address is there and everything.”



“Thank you, Madam Jackson!” Ocean Song grabbed it with glee before running out the door.



She didn’t even have the chance to ask him why he needed to know about potential schools for Percy.



Though right as she stood up, Ocean Song ran back in, smiled at her, then picked up Gabe and ran back out of the room.



Sally just hummed to herself as she began packing again.







(Line Break)







Ocean Song was very pleased with himself.



Truly, he was a cultivator of such wisdom, to seek out Madam Jackson to figure out where Tyson is by those clues.



He hopped onto his Sword and shot back up into the air.



Moments later, a crack of thunder rang out, and Ocean Song hit the ground again, a bit of a sizzling coming off him as Lightning jolted down his spine.



He got back up, pretended that didn’t happen, and looked around to see where he dropped Gabe.



Unfortunately, Gabe wasn’t in a very good spot.



Ocean Song wasn’t even sure he was alive.



He mulled that over for a moment and realized he didn’t care. Thankfully, there was a bridge nearby. However, the water running under it was enough to be barely called a stream.



Once more, Ocean Song stopped caring and hefted Gabe over his shoulder before weaving through the mists to make it look like Gabe was walking by himself through the streets as people passed, none any wiser as to what was happening.



Once he got to the side of the bridge, Ocean Song unceremoniously tossed Gabe over the side, watching for a moment as the man landed with a loud thwap into the ground below.



The water wasn’t even enough to cover him up.



Ocean Song, very pleased with himself, wiped his hands with a job well done before leaving as people ran to the edge of the bridge, loudly proclaiming the fact that someone had just jumped off.



The Great Cultivator Ocean Song hummed to himself until he found a passing monster, grabbing him by the collar.



I took a moment for the mists to twist to reveal what was underneath.



Some sort of humanoid rat monster, Ocean Song didn’t know.



The Rat Monster snarled, about to say something, perhaps with teeth and claws added in, but as soon as he saw Ocean Song, his eyes widened and his neck reeled back. “I didn’t do anything!”



“Greetings, fellow Daoist.” Ocean Song greeted him politely. 



“I’ve been good; I didn’t do anything; you can ask anyone!” He shrieked.



“I need information.” Ocean Song sat him down gently, then took out a Drachma coin, holding it up for him to see. 



Very quickly, the rat monster changed tunes, greed flashing in his eyes as he snatched the coin from Ocean Song’s hands. “I know a lot of things, whaddy’a want to know? Aint nothin that happens in these streets that I can’t find out about.”



“I’m looking for a younger Cyclops. Homeless, probably doesn’t like fighting, so he gets bullied a bit.”



“Y-yeah, yeah! I know somethin like that. A big guy, but he’s a softie so a lot of the local monsters like to go rough him up when they’re bored.”



Ocean Song put a hand on the rat monster’s shoulder. “I would very much like to know where this is.”



For some reason, the rat monster felt like his life was hanging on by a thread even if Ocean Song didn’t visibly show his anger.



“I-it’s 72nd Street… I can show you!?” He squeaked out under an invisible pressure.



“I am thankful, fellow Daoist. Let us make haste.”



The Rat Monster never ran so fast in its life, and Ocean Song kept pace as it huffed around several street corners until they found an abandoned alleyway. Lots of boxes and garbage littered the sides.



Ocean Song wasted no time going deep into the alley until he heard lots of shouting and laughing.



He saw a small group of monsters standing over a very large person. The latter of whom was kneeling over, clutching their arms over their head protectively. He was much larger than any of the other monsters, yet he was whimpering as they taunted and kicked him a few times.



A gust of wind swept past before anyone realized Ocean Song was right behind them, hand on their shoulders. “Greetings, fellow Daoists. It seems you’re having a bit of fun. Allow me to play along as well.” He grabbed them one by one before they could utter a response and buried them quite literally into the ground upside down.



Their bodies went limp and couldn’t properly fall over as from their head up to about their shoulders was completely enveloped in the dirt below.



Let them die from either hunger or suffocation if their physiologies didn’t allow them to persist.



Ocean Song quickly shifted demeanor, looking down at the larger monster. Getting a better look at him, he was just a boy.



His face was soft and childish, despite his large size.



“Hello there.” He said softly. “You don’t have to worry, no one is going to hurt you anymore.”



“No more bullies?” The Cyclops looked back at him.



“No more bullies.” Ocean Song promised as his junior brother slowly unfolded himself, looking around as if to check.



Rather quickly, though, he smiled brightly. “I’m Tyson. who’re you?” 



“Hello Tyson, I’m your older brother. You can call me Ocean Song. I’m here to take you away from this place.” 



“Brother?!” His eye lit up excitedly. “I have a brother! We’re brothers!”



The larger boy wrapped Ocean Song in a big hug, not once questioning his words whatsoever.



Even if Ocean Song didn’t have knowledge about his brother, he could easily tell that he was a pure soul that deserved protection.



Eventually, he set Ocean Song down, with a big goofy smile on his face, just pure and utter happiness.



Ocean Song looked around at his living conditions. It seemed like he put together several large boxes as shelter and had been rummaging through garbage for food.



The thought made him frown, but he didn’t want to cause his junior brother any worry.



His brother in general, well, his clothes were stitched and torn, barely held together. Nothing he could call ‘proper,’ but he was impressed that his little brother could survive in these conditions at least.



Once more, Ocean Song found himself frowning because there were quite a few tears on his back, and he could see some old and fresh scars between the pieces of fabric.



Ocean Song put a hand on his little brother’s back and began to let his Qi flow into him. “Where did these come from?” He asked softly.



“Err! That big cat bully! She comes over here and is always mean to me, laughing at me, and her claws hurt!” Even when Tyson expressed anger, Ocean Song found it sort of adorable. “That feels nice and warm.” He laughed. “It tickles too.”



“Describe the mean cat.”



“It has a people face and a big fluffy cat body. And she has mean, sharp claws. I asked her if I could touch her fluffy hair, and she got mad and would scratch me every day!”



“Don’t worry, you won’t have to deal with her anymore.” Ocean Song kept his tone gentle, but his Divine Sense burst out as it covered block after block, expanding outwards until he found his target.



A sphinx was living under a nearby overpass.



“Little brother, would you wait here for a moment? I’ll be right back.”



“Okay!” Tyson was completely clueless as to what was happening as Ocean Song shot into the air again.



Same as before, a bolt of lightning fell from the sky as he reached high enough, but this time, he was in no mood for it.



He snatched the Lightning out of the sky, then shot down right towards the Sphinx. 



It barely had time to open its eyes from its sleeping position as Ocean Song shoved its lightning-covered arm right into its mouth and let the light discharge.



The Sphinx looked at him, confusion and fear in its eyes as the lightning rampaged within it, destroying its body in what Ocean Song assumed was agony.



“The Cyclops you like to bully is my brother.” Ocean Song whispered just before the Sphinx was turned to ash.



He flicked his arm away, flinging off any disgusting remnants. He picked up the trophies the Sphinx left behind before heading back to his little brother, this time, without flying.



Just as happily as a few minutes ago, Tyson was still sitting there with a big smile on his face, ever so excited to see him again.



“Would you like to come with me, Tyson? I’m in the process of building a proper home, but once it’s done, I would love for you to join us.”



“Okay!” He agreed without hesitation.



And with that, Ocean Song felt like the role of Artifact Refiner had been filled!







(Line Break)







“We’re flying like birds!” Tyson clapped his hands from behind Ocean Song as they flew across states.



He went a little bit slower for Tyson’s sake, and he only made sure to mount up after they got away from Olympus, of course.



He had to enlarge his sword quite a bit to accommodate his not-so-little brother, but it was worth it to see him so happy.



It didn’t take long to return back to Medusa’s home.



Tyson looked around, fascinated by the new sights. He also was trying to pick up some of the stone statues and most likely wasn’t just stone statues.



The commotion had Medusa coming outside to see the two brothers at her doorstep.



“Your brother, I assume?”



“This is Tyson.” Ocean Song introduced. “He’ll take the position of our Elder Artifact Refiner for the sect.”



Medusa looked at Ocean Song, then at the Cyclops playing with the not-stone statues.



“Wonderful.”



“Pretty snake lady!” Tyson looked at her and smiled.



Medusa blinked, and Ocean Song noted that even the snakes on her hair seemed to pause as Tyson waved at her.



“Hello, pretty snake lady, I’m Tyson. What’s your name?” Tyson came over and revealed that he does know proper manners in introducing himself.



“…..Medusa.” She said softly before shaking her head. “Well, come in. I’ve been doing some research, and I think I narrowed down some…appropriate locations.”



Medusa led them indoors, going into the back to where her actual home was, sort of sectioned off from the main building.



She led them into an office with a computer and plenty of paperwork and file cabinets around.



“Don’t’ mind the mess; I was in the middle of filing my taxes before you came by the other day. It seems irrelevant at this point, so I didn’t bother to clean up.”



“You do taxes?” Ocean Song questioned Ocean Song.



“Of course I do. Do you think I want to get in trouble with the IRS? Do you think simply turning a handful of auditors to stone is going to magically make what I owe go away?” She snorted. “Two things are true in this world. Zeus is going to make a mess because he can’t keep it in his pants, and the IRS will get what they owe. Even the gods pay their taxes on their mortal earnings.”



Truly, Ocean Song underestimated the power of the IRS sect.



“Anyways, I have a few mountains that I think will work. It depends on what you want. I have their good and bad points listed. Number of humans visiting, relations to nearby towns. Climate, wildlife, vegetation….” She paused. “What, why are you looking at me like this again?”



“…..You’re surprisingly competent.”



“What’s that supposed to mean?” She glowered.



Ocean Song coughed lightly. “What I mean to say, fellow Daoist, is that your skills humble this lowly Cyclops.”



Though truthfully, Ocean Song was just surprised he managed to recruit someone who had any idea what they were doing.



She glared at him with a harumph.



“It’s all coming together.” Ocean Song, said, very pleased. “Tyson, don’t eat those; crayons taste bad.”



“Bleh.” Tyson spit out what he did try to eat.



Medusa let out a sigh.



She didn’t know what was worse, that the supposed ‘Elder’ that he brought was eating Crayons, or the person whom’s hands she was putting her fate into apparently also knew what they tasted like.







(Line Break)
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Chapter 28

Ocean Song breathed in the morning mountain air.



It was perfect.



“Yes, this is where we will build our sect. This mountain will be our home, the defining moment by which we gather and—”



“Wrong mountain.” Medusa interrupted him.



“….wrong mountain?”



“Wrong mountain.” She repeated and pointed a bit further down at a slightly taller mountain in the distance. “That mountain.”



“I knew that.” Ocean Song spoke with full convincing ability. “Where’s Tyson?”



“He saw a deer and ran off to chase it. I don’t think he’s ever seen one before.” Medusa answered.



Ocean Song pursed his lips and swept his Divine Sense out to see where his brother was, and he was sitting down with a family of deer, happily petting them.



He found himself smiling and pulled back, deciding not to disturb them.



“Tell me about the mountain, Senior Sister.”



“It’s – ” She stopped. “What did you call me?”



“Senior Sister. If we’re to be in a sect, of course I must refer to you as my senior sister, as we’re all brothers and sisters of the sect, and you’re older than me.” Ocean Song smiled.



“…okay.” She felt a strange twinge of something in her chest, and her disgruntled tone shifted to something lighter. “It’s not the tallest mountain, but it has a large river nearby and a town about twenty miles away by road. It’s not used by many mortals to hike or travel, so I thought it would be a good place.”



Ocean Song nodded along.



Truly, he recruited only the best of the best.



“Come, let us see our new home!” Ocean Song threw out his sword again, enlarging it to give room for her to hop on. 



Medusa gracefully sat down on the back. “I better be able to learn to fly, or I’m going to be very pissed to be stuck here in the mountains.”



“Fear not, Senior Sister. With but a few hundred years of dedicated cultivation, many learn to fly!” 



“Wait, what?”



“Off we go!” Ocean Song shot into the air, though they only flew for a little bit before going over to the other mountain, landing at the peak. “Ah, beautiful. You did a wonderful job, Senior Sister.”



Medusa crossed her arms. “And what now? Do we start cutting down trees to build some huts?”



“I’m going to call my uncle!” Ocean Song simply replied, and before she could utter a word, he had already thrown down a small altar. “Uncle, it’s me!”



“I’m aware.” A voice came back, tired. “I do hope you’re reaching out for something important.”



“Yes, Uncle, I have need of your workers now; I have found my new mountain!” Ocean Song, said excitedly.



Hades, while still tired, perked up slightly, and his gaze landed fully on Ocean Song and the surroundings. 



He could see where his nephew was and couldn’t find anything wrong around him. It’s not like anyone made that area their territory, so he wasn’t going to step on any toes. At least, nothing that mattered; there were some monsters around the area, but he didn’t care so much about that.



“A deal is a deal.” Hades spoke. “I will open a door to the underworld.”



Hades was not stingy with rewards. Especially when they came with a job of rescuing his children.



He doesn’t often do something like this, but it was a particularly odd situation in and of itself. That is, he couldn’t recall the last time someone asked for…physical resources. Sure, he’d get the request or such to be reunited with a loved one, to say goodbyes to a deceased. He was rather against such things on principle, believing the dead shouldn’t be interfering with the living. He has made a few exceptions in the past, favors granted or services rendered that required certain allowances.



However, in this case, it seemed almost entirely mundane.



Right near Ocean Song, a literal door pushed up out of the ground, decadent and regal in appearance. A cold air immediately surged in the surroundings as it cracked open, and thousands of whispers could be heard if one listened closely.



Even Ocean Song felt the twinge of tension as the door manifested upon reality.



But that was immediately alleviated as the door was kicked open.



“Alright, people, we have a job to do!” A woman strolled out, hands on hips, taking in the surroundings. Her eyes landed on Ocean Song, and she gave him a scrutinizing look. “Well, at least you’re something to look at; otherwise, I’d never let Hecate live it down.”



“Greetings, fellow Daoist!” Ocean Song greeted her. “May I have your illustrious name?”



The woman pursed her lips as the dead filed out of the door behind her. “Melinoë, daughter of Hades and Persephone.” She introduced. “Dad sent me to help you with your thing.” She waved her hand flippantly. 



Ocean Song nodded; he recognized the name of the Goddess of Ghosts.



In fact, she looked exceedingly like Hel.



Half of her body was black, half of it a pale white. Though, she had a certain beauty to her just like the Norse Goddess of Death.



It made sense considering that literal ghosts were pouring out of the door, carrying equipment, materials, and other devices.



Medusa just stared a bit slack-jawed at what was happening, unable to properly formulate the right words needed to speak.



“This lowly cyclops is honored by your presence, Great Ghost Queen, and I thank you for your assistance.” Ocean Song clasped his hands and politely bowed his head.



Melinoë’s lips curled up. Like many gods, who didn’t like to have someone act so humble before them?



She clapped her hands. “Alright, you slower old choots, get out here!”



A few more people walked through; these ones were…more whole. They were less ghosts and more like vivid pictures. Ocean Song almost wanted to call them zombies, but he wasn’t sure they had actual flesh, just really solid ghosts.



They were in the traditional Greek attire and wouldn’t look out of place upon Mount Olympus.



“Let me see what I’m working with.” 



“A mountain? What is this? Where are my schematics? Where are my workers?”



“I need a table and some chairs; I can’t work in this condition.”



Several voices sounded out, grumpy, irritated, and with a surefire arrogance to them.



Melinoë took out a pipe from her robes, breathing it in before blowing out a puff of smoke. “Alright, I’m just here to babysit the ghosts, make sure they don’t get any ideas. I’m handing them off to you, Cyclops boy. If you need me, I’m going to be in the town about 20 miles south of here getting a drink. I don’t come up to the surface that often; Dad doesn’t let me, so if anyone asks, just tell them I’m wrangling a few idiots who thought they could run.”



Ocean Song gave her a salute before she disappeared into the darkness.



He turned his attention to the group of old men and clapped his hands. “Greetings, fellow Daoist. I believe you’re who I need to discuss my plans with?”



“I’m telling you, the stars are wrong for a twenty by twenty column, astrological dome!”



“Bah, what do you know? Your work is amateurish, and you stole credit from your students.



“Why you! If we weren’t dead, I’d be throwing you off the mountain right now!”



They ignored Ocean Song, arguing between themselves. Ocean Song clears his throat, trying again. “Fellow Daoists, I have plans here. I believe I could use your input to devise—”



“A Roman what? Do you have any pride!? We’re Greek!”



“It’s not Roman; they stole the designs from us!”



“It has Roman in its name, you buffoon!”



Ocean Song smiled, lifted his sword up, and swung it. Immediately a whirlwind swept up the surroundings, nearly knocking everyone off their feet as all eyes landed on the source.



They then looked to the sides to see all the nearby trees falling down in short order, perfectly cut right through.



They all silently stared at him.



“Greetings, Fellow Daoists. Let us introduce yourself, yes?” Ocean Song kept his happy smile.



Though to everyone else, they felt a bit of sweat dripping down their necks.



“I am Ocean Song, Sect Master. You have been entrusted to help me build my sect by Hades, my uncle. This is Medusa.” He pointed to his senior sister. “Yes, that Medusa. I invite you to consider if a ghost can turn to stone should the need arise. Thank you.”



They looked at Ocean Song and Medusa, then turned back to Ocean Song.



The first one cleared his throat and stepped forward. “I’m Ictinus. I was the mind behind the great Parthenon and one of its builders.”



“No, don’t you dare steal credit!” Another stomped forward. “I’m Callicrates, and I helped him both design and build the thing, along with several others.”



“I’m Hippodamus. I helped my mother in designing Athens. I’m a child of Athena.” He said proudly.



“I’m Pheidias; I was the chief builder for the Parthenon.” A man with a slight hunch pushed the first two out of the way. “Don’t expect any great designs from me, but if you give me something to work with, I can build it.”



“I’m Chersiphron—”



“—And I’m Metagenes.”



“We built the Temple of Artemis, hailed as one of the seven wonders of the ancient world.” Chersiphron finished.



Several more introduced themselves, but Ocean Song lost track. He wasn’t particularly knowledgeable about ancient builders and architects, but he knew his uncle only gave him the best to work with.



“This lowly Cyclops welcomes you, honored elders, and I thank you for your assistance.” Ocean Song was sure to be polite. He wasn’t being as deferential as he would be to a god, but a proper Cultivator expresses etiquette even to those weaker than himself if they’re offering aid and wisdom.



They calmed down, and the tension from a moment before mostly disappeared.



“Show us what you got, boy.” Ictinus spoke up for them.



Ocean Song happily handed over his intricate designs.



They all crowded around and looked at them.



“….Did you draw these in crayon?” Callicrates said incredulously.



“Did you ask something, fellow Daoist?” Ocean Song asked, holding up his sword.



“What wonderful designs.”



“Truly a prodigy.”



“A magnificent…bird.”



“It’s a building.” Ocean Song corrected.



“Of course.” He corrected himself.



“What exactly are you looking for us to do? You have nearly an unlimited amount of resources and manpower.” Pheidias asked.



“I have many thoughts, but what can’t you do?” Ocean Song returned.



Pheidias cracked a smile. “Boy, we’re ghosts backed by the Lord of the underworld.”



“Can you make the mountain taller?” Ocean Song, asked.



Medusa groaned, wanting to smack him. “You can’t ask them to make the mountain—”



“Sure.” Pheidas answered.



“…taller…” Medusa finished quietly.



“How tall do you want it?”



“How tall can you make it?”



“Well.” He scratched his beard. “Don’t want to disrupt the humans too much; they got those fancy flying machines these days. And I don’t think Olympus would take kindly to your mountain being taller than theirs.”



Ocean Song nodded, pleased he had experts. Truly, he wouldn’t have thought about such things like these.



“Steeper too.” Ocean Song paused. “On the fourth page, I drew a picture.”



They flipped the pages over to get a good look at what he was talking about.



“Do you want the clouds included?” He asked.



“What kind of question is that? It clearly adds to the ambience.” Ictinus scoffed. “Look here, do you see the sharp edges, the plated roofing? The roaming clouds will offer a much-needed contrast.”



“And it looks cool.” Ocean Song added.



“And it looks cool!” Ictinus agreed.



Ocean Song felt like he found a fellow like-minded person.



Chersiphron and Metagenes grabbed one of the papers. 



“We need more information. What do you want the motif of this place to be? When we designed the Temple of Artemis, the Goddess told us that she wanted it to be welcoming but watchful.” Cherisphron asked.



Ocean Song pondered the question. “Majestic, but tasteful. Noble, but not distant. Dignified, but not decadent.” He paused for a moment. “Auspicious.”



They nodded along as if mentally taking notes.



Theme was important for architects and builders of their level.



“Looks like we’re going with stone over marble.”



“Agreed.”



“Maybe some marble for the insides?” One of them rubbed their chin. “In moderation.”



“Let’s start with some basic designs.”



“We need to pick out the wood.”



“How much gold?”



Ocean Song left it to them at that point. He wasn’t someone who could add much to their discussion; his expertise started and stopped on how to swing a sword.



And they basically knew what he wanted at this point; he showed them the designs and everything.



Ocean Song looked over the other things. The ghosts continued to file out of the door, setting a great many supplies onto the ground. Wood, stone, metals, and all sorts of building materials.



He eyed a few boxes too; curious about them, Ocean Song went to investigate.



He popped one open, and his eyes lit up.



“Medusa, quick!”



The snake girl trotted over to see what he was so excited about, and her eyes landed on a sword in a box. “Is that what I think it is?”



Ocean Song took the sword out of its box, gave it a few swings, and then he put more force into it, swinging it towards the side.



It extended, the blades separated, and it revealed a whip hidden inside; with a crack , a tree was severed in half, and the whip returned and folded back into its normal form as a sword.



“This is yours now.” He offered it to her.



Medusa picked it up, unsure of what to do with it, but still thanked him for the ‘gift.’



In the next box, Ocean Song opened it up to find the other thing he asked for.



It was a proper zither.



It looked like an antique as well. It was immaculately crafted, and it gave off an air of nobility just by sitting there.



Ocean Song plucked one of the strings as it produced a nice hum.



Truly, he was a proper Jade Beauty now.



Even if he didn’t know how to play it.



He carefully stored it away into his storage pouch for safekeeping.



“Can you watch the builders, Senior Sister?” Ocean Song, she asked her.



“Why? What are you going to do?” She questioned.



“I have another important task to fulfill for the sect.” 



“Whatever.” Medusa didn’t even want to know at this point. She was still reeling from the fact that the Lord of the Underworld had sent a proverbial army of ghosts out to help build whatever it is they were building.



This was already far past the threshold of ridiculousness she’d had to deal with in her life.



Ocean Song nodded, throwing his sword out and hopping on it before darting away.



It was time to find a Sect Protecting Divine Beast.







@***@
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