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      Description

      What if at the end of Mark of Athena, Percy had managed to save Annabeth, but had ended up falling in by himself? Follow Percy's Journey through Tartarus by himself as he slowly finds himself becoming darker and darker in order to survive. House of Hades AU. The rest of the story will remain unchanged. Dark Percy. Rated M for language and gore.

    
  




    Chapter 1

    
      Author Note: Hello my fellow Percy Jackson Fans! Do you love Dark Percy AU’s? Look no further. This story is going to get very dark, so brace yourselves.

      Obviously I do not own any of this. Percy is the only one getting an altered story line. The rest of the Argo II’s journey will remain pretty much unchanged. We will check in on them from time to time, mostly to see how Annabeth is doing.

      Percy missed the ground. He couldn’t even remember how long he had been falling at this point. As he fell, his mind cast back to the final moments in the crypt below Rome.

      (Flashback)

      “Her ankle!” Hazel shouted. “Cut it! Cut it!”

      And then Annabeth had started sliding towards the pit. He had managed to cut the thread pulling her down, but they had gone over the edge. He had managed to catch a ledge part way down. He was barely holding on with one hand, the other gripped tight to a ledge barely the size of a bookshelf.

      “Percy, let me go,” Annabeth had said. “You can’t pull me up.”

      “Watch me” had been his clever reply to her. With every ounce of his strength, he had managed to throw Annabeth back up onto the ledge.

      Now he hung alone below the ledge, too far for anyone to reach. He remembered Annabeth reaching towards him, screaming at him to not let go. He heard Nico and Hazel in the background, screaming for the others to come and help, for Jason or Frank to fly down to save him. But they were too busy with the Athena Parthenos.

      “Percy! Don’t let go, we’ll get you out of there” Annabeth cried.

      “You can’t, you won’t make it, I’m slipping” Percy grunted.

      “Don’t you dare Seaweed Brain” Annabeth had tears in her eyes now, “You promised we would never split up again”

      “I will find my way back to you” he grunted. “Nico! The other side. I’ll meet you there. Understand?”

      Nico paled. “But—”

      “Lead them there! Promise me!”

      “I—I will.”

      “And look after Annabeth”

      “You have my word”

      “Don’t you dare Seaweed Brain” Annabeth was crying.

      “I love you.” And he let go of the ledge.

      “PERCY NOOOOOOOOOO!” Annabeth screamed.

      The last thing he saw before the darkness surrounded him was Nico and Hazel restraining Annabeth from jumping in after him.

      That felt like forever ago. He had been falling in darkness since. At one point he had fallen asleep and woken up still in the air. If he was being honest, the terror and grief was starting to give way to hunger and boredom at this point.

      But he knew he couldn’t do nothing. He was falling fast, and he needed to figure out how he was going to land if he had any chance of seeing Annabeth again. Was it just his imagination, or was it starting to get brighter again? It was very red, but there was definitely light starting to shine through. The cold started to let up, suddenly he was breathing hot, disgusting air.

      Then the tunnel opened, and below he saw a massive cavern covered in red fog. He studied the landscape, nothing but rocks and wasteland, off in the distance he saw a cliff, beyond that nothing but shadow. Suddenly he noticed a line of black through the earth, might have been wishful Poseidon thinking, but was that a river?

      River, perfect. Just like St Louis. He thought to himself as he aimed for the river. The last thought he had before he hit the river was, please don’t be the Lethe. Next thing he knew there was a burst of bubbles as he hit river.

      But this water was different, it didn’t energize him like water should. Cold usually never bothered him underwater, not even when he had fallen off the glacier in Alaska, so why was this water so cold? He gasped for breath, only to realize that he couldn’t breathe underwater. He broke the surface.

      There was more to it than just cold. He felt numb. He heard voices in his ears, screaming, crying, wailing. What’s the point? They said. You’ll never get out of here. You’ll never see Annabeth again.

      Annabeth. She was waiting for him. New energy surged through him. He started kicking towards the shore.

      Hopeless. You’re as good as dead. “Shut Up” He told the voices. Despair. “Get. Out. Of. My. Head.” he grunted as he made the final push to the shore.

      He lay on the beach, shivering and wet, gasping for air. Ok, break time over, he told himself, time to get moving. Monsters to avoid, Doors of Death to find, Girlfriend to be reunited with.

      He hauled himself up and started to look around. He was still wet and cold. Normally he didn’t get wet from being in water, but clearly things worked differently here. He needed to do something about the cold, after hearing the stories from Leo, Jason, and Piper about Khione, he knew that he was in danger of getting frostbite or hypothermia. He looked around and saw a cliff in the distance, it looked like it was burning.

      “Well, Fire is one way to stop being cold” He said as he started trudging towards the cliff.

      (Jason POV) (In place of Leo’s POV at the end of Mark of Athena)

      He couldn’t believe what had happened. It didn’t seem real. They had been so focused on the statue, none of them had been paying attention to what was happening in the cavern below. The floor gave way, he and Frank flew down to rescue the others, but Percy was gone.

      The seven demigods sat on the quarterdeck looking at the dust rising in the distance. Hazel and Nico sat on the floor, utterly defeated. Piper sat with her arms wrapped around Annabeth, who was crying uncontrollably. It broke Jason’s heart, he had never seen Annabeth show this kind of emotion before. She was their leader, fearless and confident. She had managed to singlehandedly defeat Arachne and save the Athena Parthenos. But now Percy was gone, again. But this time was worse, he wasn’t just missing, he was in Tartarus.

      “It’s my fault” Leo said quietly. That didn’t make sense, Leo hadn’t done anything, had he?

      “No”, Hazel stood up and walked over to him, “No, this is all Gaea’s fault. Not yours. Leo, listen to me. I won’t allow you to take the blame, not after everything—after Sammy.”

      Suddenly Nico spoke up, “Leo, it’s not over yet. He’s still alive”

      “How do you know that? If the pit really led… there… how can you know he’s still alive?”

      Nico and Hazel looked at each other, probably doing some Pluto/Hades thing.

      “We can’t be completely sure” Hazel finally said. “But I think Nico is right, he’s still alive, for now at least.”

      Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore, he let out all of the guilt and shame he had been holding it, “I should have been paying fucking attention. If I had just been fast enough, I could have gotten there in time. I could have saved him.”

      “Me too” Frank let out, tears brimming in his eyes.

      Piper finally spoke up, “It’s not your fault. You were doing your job; you were focused on the statue.”

      “She’s right,” Nico let out. “Even if the cavern hadn’t collapsed, you couldn’t have flown down there without being sucked up as well. I’ve been to Tartarus. I can’t even begin to describe how ridiculously powerful and dark it is. You can’t just fly in and get back out, it’ll suck you in. I never stood a chance.”

      Annabeth finally spoke, but her voice was barely her own, “So… Percy doesn’t stand a chance either?”

      Nico looked uncomfortable, even for him. “Percy is the most powerful demigod I have ever known. No offense to any of you, but its true. Annabeth, you know it is, and you know there is nothing on or below this earth that could possibly stop him from coming back to you. He’s going to survive, and he is going to find his way through.”

      “To the Doors of Death?” Jason asked, “You said it’s guarded by an army, Gaea’s elite forces. How can one demigod possibly stand a-?”

      “I don’t know,” Nico said with a glance at Annabeth, clearly telling him to not talk like that in front of her. “But Percy made me promise to lead you to the other side. That means he is planning on meeting us there. If we stay strong, we can make it to Epirus, to the House of Hades. If we can do that, we might be able to find Percy and finally seal the Doors of Death for good.”

      “And get Percy back?” Annabeth whispered.

      “Maybe.” Nico paused, “I mean yes, we WILL get him back Annabeth, I made a promise, I don’t plan on breaking it. I don’t know how he’s going to do it, but he will. He’s going to make it to the other side, and when he does, we will need to be waiting for him.”

      “We can do this.” Leo said, I don’t know how he managed to say that with such confidence, but for a brief second, Jason believed him.

      “We have to.” Annabeth murmured.

      “We will.” Nico said, and that was that.

      Well. What do you think? Yes? No? Please give me feedback and suggestions. I am currently planning on having Percy go back into the Styx to get the Curse of Achilles back. I think it’ll make the Dark Percy persona more believable. Feel free to leave comments and suggestions. I am new to writing FanFic so I welcome any suggestions.

      

    
  




    Chapter 2

    
      Authors Note:

      And here’s chapter 2. Thank you so much for the encouraging reviews. This is my first FanFic so the encouragement was awesome.

      Important: really should read “Sword of Hades” if you want to understand what happens in this chapter.

      Percy was sick of the cold. He couldn’t remember how long he had been walking, but his legs were numb. Finally, he reached the edge of a cliff. At the bottom wound a river of — was that lava?

      “Well, it might help me stay warm” He said to himself as he started looking for a way down. Eventually he found a small path and started to climb. He remembered his first summer at Camp Half Blood, his first time climbing the rock wall. He had never thought he would end up applying his experiences of climbing a giant wall with lava to the real world, this time though, he wasn’t avoiding the lava, he needed to get to it. As he got closer, he started to feel the heat from the river, but he still felt frozen to the core. That might have just been fear though.

      His arm still hurt from his fight in the Colosseum. He almost fell a half a dozen times. Just when he thought his arms would give out, he felt his feet touch solid ground. His legs gave way and he stumbled. He managed to catch himself, cutting his palms on the shards of glass-like rocks scattered all over the floor. As he looked down he realized his arms were covered in blisters. He took a second to check for any other injuries. Sure enough, he had blisters and boils all over his arms and legs. He felt like he was breathing through sandpaper. And he was still cold. He stumbled towards the river.

      He sat down at the edge of the river. The cold was starting to dissipate, but his breathing was getting more difficult, and his vision was starting to blur.

      “You need to drink”, a voice hissed behind him.

      He turned, uncapping Riptide as he did. He was standing in front of a dark cave. How could he possibly have missed that? If he died, it would be his own fault.

      “Who are you?” he said to the darkness.

      “You don’t remember?” the voice rasped. “We’ve met before Percy Jackson.”

      “No offense, but I’ve sent a lot of monsters to Tartarus, you’re gonna have to be more specific.”

      “Fool! I am no monster, I am Melinoe, Goddess of Ghosts.” A figure emerged from the darkness.

      Her face was horrifying. Her right half looked like pure bone, the left pitch black, almost mummy-like. Her dress looked like it was woven from gold. Her hair disheveled.

      But it was her eyes that caught him. They were empty, just pitch black voids of nothingness.

      Yet for as terrifying as she looked, something about her DID look familiar.

      “The Lethe” he gasped, “Hades’ Sword.” It was like when his memory had started to come back after drinking the Gorgon’s Blood, fragments starting to reassemble themselves.

      “So you remember Percy Jackson?” Melinoe hissed, “You said you had no ghosts before, do you still? I feel the guilt you carry with you.”

      I thought about these last months, all the people at Camp Jupiter that died during the attack. Almost losing the Argo II to Chrysaor. “I’m not scared of you” he blurted out, “and you’re definitely not going to trick me into drinking fucking lava, I’m not that dumb.”

      “It is no trick Perseus Jackson” Melinoe replied “that is the river Phlegathon, it is the river of Fire, but some call it the River of Healing”

      “And I’m just supposed to believe you?” Percy shot back, “Why would you want to help me?”

      Melinoe let out her hiss-like laugh, “The Phlegathon is not for helping, it is there so that you may continue to endure the horrors of Tartarus. You must choose Percy Jackson, will you accept your fate and die? Or will you drink from the Phlegathon and endure?”

      His vision was starting to go, he knew he didn’t have much of a choice. He turned to the river and reached in. Like Mt. Saint Helens, it only felt warm at first, he brought his hands up to his mouth and drank.

      Instantly he started coughing. His throat burned, his eyes watered. He almost passed out and fell into the river. His vision blurred as he gagged and coughed. This is it. He thought to himself. Never trust a Goddess, especially not in Tartarus.

      But then his vision cleared. He coughed again, but when he breathed in, he felt better. The cold had finally left him, and the marks on his arms were starting to fade. He shakily managed to get his feet back under him.

      “You see?” Melinoe rasped, “now you can endure.”

      When he heard her voice, he was filled with rage. Something stirred inside him, some shadow deep inside him. He turned on her, sword back in his hand. “What the fuck was that!?” The voice was hardly his own.

      “Calm yourself demigod” Melinoe replied, “I told you it would heal you, I did not say it would be pleasant.”

      Percy took a breath, he felt that thing inside himself settle down. He couldn’t waste this opportunity to figure out what was happening. He could always attack her later.

      “Have you settled down yet?” He nodded. ‘What are you doing here?’ he managed, “decided to trade out your cave by the Lethe?”

      “No, Perseus Jackson” Melinoe hissed, “I was banished here after siding with Kronos.”

      “Serves you right” he grunted between clenched teeth. “You helped Ethan, because of you, Kronos almost got his hands on one of the Keys of Hades.”

      Melinoe snarled at him. “Shut up child! You know nothing of what you speak. Kronos should have won, you made a mistake when you destroyed him.”

      “No, the Gods might be stupid, and they might screw things up all the time, but Kronos was evil, all the titans are evil.”

      “All of them?” Melinoe asked. “What of the coward Calypso? Was she Evil? Or what of the one you saved in my cave by the Lethe? Iapetus wasn’t it? Or what did you call him, Bill?”

      “Bob” he managed, how could he have forgotten about him? “His name was Bob, and fine, point made, some Titans are ok. And don’t you dare insult Calypso again.”

      She hissed at me, “Leave, Percy Jackson. I look forward to watching you suffer here.”

      “Whatever” he retorted, “I’m done with you anyway.”

      He trudged away, glad to finally be rid of her. But he had to admit, he would have died without her advice. Sure, she only helped him because she wanted him to suffer, but nevertheless, she had helped him. Maybe she wasn’t so bad after all.

      He shook himself, this place was messing with his head. If he wasn’t careful, he was gonna start saying things like “Maybe Kronos had a point” or something. He rubbed his sword arm as he thought back to the Colosseum. He heard Luke’s voice in his head again, louder this time: Didn’t you realize how useless it all is? All the heroics — being pawns of the Olympians? He shook himself again, this place was really starting to mess with him. “I need to get out of here,” he managed.

      Well? What do you think? Some beginningsof Percy’s Darkness?

      Yes, Bob is going to make an appearance in this story. I needed to have Percy invoke his name somehow so I managed to dig up Melinoe.

      Please review. I have some plot points in my head, but I welcome input from readers.

      Next chapter, Empousai!

      

    
  




    Chapter 3

    
      Well here is Chapter 3.

      Thank you to Gamer69 for catching a mistake I made when I posted this the first time.

      Hopefully it’s right this time.

    
    

    
      He hadn’t gotten far before he started hearing the voices again. He heard the voice of Kronos most of all. This body has been well prepared. Don’t you think so, Percy Jackson? He remembered the creepy sound of Kronos’s voice coming out of Luke’s mouth. Luke feared you. His jealousy and hatred have been powerful tools. It has kept him obedient. For that I thank you. He heard other voices too.

      If you are the son of Poseidon, the voice of Echidna hissed in his ear you would not fear water. Jump, Percy Jackson.

      You’re not so different from me, demigod. Even when I’m out of the water, the water is within me. It is my life source.

      There you are Percy Jackson. It’s time for your orientation. Gods, orientation at Goode, that felt like a lifetime ago.

      Not that powerful, eh? Could have fooled me. You’re the son of the Earthshaker, lad. You don’t know your own strength.

      “Oh my gods! You guys are totally annoying! I told you, it’s like three days from here.” Wait a minute, that voice wasn’t in his head, that was real. And yet, it sounded exactly the same as the voice he had heard in his head. Then he figured out where he had heard that voice before. He froze.

      Kelli. Empousai. Crap. He ducked behind a rock.

      “I wonder if perhaps you do not know the way, young one.” A different voice, one he didn’t recognize. This one sounded powerful, ancient.

      “Oh, shut your fang hole, Serephone,” Kelli shot back. “When’s the last time you escaped to the mortal world? I was there a couple of years ago. I know the way! Besides, I understand what we’re facing up there. You don’t have a clue.”

      There was a chorus of hissing. So, there was more than just the two of them. Things were not looking good.

      “…I’ve got good reason to get into this battle. I have some enemies to devour, and you’ll feast on the blood of heroes. Just leave one special morsel for me — the one named Percy Jackson.” Percy held back a growl at that. Clearly Kelli had a score to settle with him. That thing stirred inside him again. For a brief second he thought to himself. Well she wants me, I’m right here. Why not settle this now? Then he realized how monumentally stupid that would be.

      He peaked out from behind the rock, 5 of them. Yeah, that would have been stupid. But something inside him was still roused. It had first woken up when he drank from the Phlegathon, but it had gone back to sleep quickly. Now, however, it didn’t go all the way back to sleep.

      For now, he forced it down. He had to stay as calm as possible. Usually Annabeth did all of his thinking for him. But she wasn’t here (Thank goodness for that), so he would have to do what she would. He would have to stay as calm and rational as possible.

      They seemed to know where they were going, maybe they knew where the Doors of Death were. If that’s true, following seemed like a good idea for now.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      She knocked on Annabeth’s cabin door, nothing. She pulled the door open slightly. “Annabeth?”

      The room was dark. She turned on the light. As always, she was amazed at how neat her friend’s cabin was. The only thing that wasn’t neat was her bed, the pillows and blanket were in disarray, the blanket was partially on the floor. Then she realized, Annabeth wasn’t in her bed.

      She panicked for a moment, she headed down the hallway towards the mess hall to ask the others if they had seen her.

      As she passed Percy’s cabin, she heard sobbing. She opened the door; Percy’s cabin was the pure opposite of Annabeth’s. Stuff was strewn all over the floor, the drawers were pulled out.

      Then her eyes caught a shape in the bed. It was shaking. She approached gently. “Annabeth?”

      The shape moved. Annabeth did not look good. Her hair was tangled, her eyes bloodshot. She looked to be wearing one of Percy’s old Camp Half-Blood shirts. Her heart broke seeing her friend like this. It had been hard enough watching Annabeth tear herself to pieces looking for Percy. But now there was nothing Annabeth could do.

      “Annabeth?”

      Mumble.

      “What was that?”

      “What do you want Piper?”

      “Annabeth look at me,” she did. “How long has it been since you’ve eaten?”

      “I don’t know, what day is it?”

      “Friday”

      “Maybe 3 days.”

      She held back a sob. She couldn’t weep over her friend. Annabeth had been strong for her when she needed her. Now she needed to do the same.

      “Get up. We’re going to the Mess Hall. You need to eat.”

      “No.”

      “Get up.” She hated having to charmspeak her friend like this, but Annabeth was too stubborn.

      “Fine.”

      They made their way to the Mess Hall. Coach Hedge was on deck watching for any threats. Everyone else was sitting around the table.

      “Annabeth, hey. How are you?” She shot Jason a look. She knew he was just trying to be nice, but this wasn’t the time.

      Annabeth sat down without acknowledging any of them.

      “What do you want to eat?” Piper asked.

      “Don’t care.”

      “How about a bagel?” she asked hopefully.

      “Fine.”

      “…” the rest of the crew was silent. No one knew what to do about Annabeth.

      “Well,” Jason said, “now that everyone is here. Nico had something to say. Something about the House of Hades. Nico?”

      Nico leaned forward, “I communed with the dead last night.”

      Annabeth perked up, “Percy?”

      Nico sighed, “No Annabeth, the dead don’t know anything about what happens in Tartarus, not the ones I commune with at least.”

      He was clearly uncomfortable. For the first week after they had left Rome, Annabeth had asked him about Percy practically every 10 minutes. Now though, it seemed like she just didn’t have the energy anymore.

      “Thanks.” She said somewhat sarcastically. She got up. “I’m going back to Percy’s… to my room.” At least she took the bagel with her.

      Nico looked down after she left, “I really wish she would stop asking me that.”

      “Hey, ease up. She’s been through a lot. This is the second time she’s lost Percy.” Piper blurt out.

      Nico sighed, “I know Piper, but trust me, sometimes knowing doesn’t help. There’s a reason I refused to tell her what it’s like down there.”

      “You’re right, Sorry. I’m trying you know? I had to charmspeak her to get her to eat.”

      “I know you’re doing your best Pipes,” Jason replied. Since Percy’s fall Annabeth hadn’t really been herself, so he had taken a leadership role. Normally she would be proud of her boyfriend, but she could see the stress pulling at him. He had serious bags under his eyes.

      “I should go check on her,” Piper said as she stood up.

      “Go, I’ll fill you in later.”

      “So, as I was saying, I was able to learn more about what we’ll face…” she tuned Nico out as she walked away.

      She went back to Percy’s room. Annabeth hadn’t even bothered to close the door all the way.

      “Annabeth, hey. Do you need anything?” she said as soothingly as she could.

      Annabeth looked at her, “Percy, I need Percy.” She broke down crying.

      Piper caught her in her arms and held her. “I know, I really do.”

    
    

    
      Percy was struggling. He had to stay far enough away that the Empousai couldn’t hear him, but close enough that he wouldn’t lose them in the fog. Not only that, but he still had to stop from time to time to drink disgusting Tartarus Fire Juice.

      Good thing Empousai have weird legs. Otherwise he would have lost them a long time ago.

      Not only that. But he was still dealing with voices in his head. Now he was hearing Luke and Quintus shouting swordsmanship advice at him. Keep your guard up, Percy. No, not that far up!

      “Shut up Luke!” he said to himself. Crap, he had said that out loud hadn’t he?

      The Empousai turned suddenly towards the sound. No time to hide behind a rock this time.

      Before he knew it, he was surrounded. “Percy Jackson.” Kelli crooned. “How awesome! I don’t even have to return to the mortal world to destroy you!”

      Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. This was bad. He was surrounded by 5 Empousai. He knew firsthand how dangerous just one of them could be. Things didn’t look good. Maybe it was time to channel his inner Annabeth, trick them somehow.

      “So….” He managed calmly, “I bet you’re wondering how I go here huh?”

      Kelli laughed, “Not really, I just want you dead.”

      “Ugh, what’s new? You’ve tried that before Kelli. Didn’t work out too well for you did it?” This wasn’t working, why was he antagonizing her?

      But Kelli just laughed, “Maybe not, but this time you’re alone, and I’M not. Where’s your smarter half?”

      “Oh fuck you.” He spat, “I beat you once, I can do it again.”

      Kelli almost doubled over laughing, “You beat me!? The first time we met, I would have devoured you had it not been for your mortal pet. And in the Labyrinth, I only lost because your precious Annabeth stabbed me in the back!”

      Well, maybe this strategy could work, if she was distracted, he might be able to take her out. Then he would just have to hope the others would be weaker without their leader.

      “Men are weak Percy Jackson,” Kelli spat. “You only ever stood a chance with women beside you, but now you are alone.”

      The thing inside him roared in anger, he charged towards Kelli, slashing with Riptide. Unfortunately, one of the other Empousai fell in front of her. Her face contorted with rage as she exploded into powder.

      Well, at least he had confirmed that monsters could be killed in Tartarus. One down, four more to go.

      But now the other Empousai were angry. They snarled at him, their hair catching on fire. Next thing he knew, he had his back to the Phlegathon. The Empousai formed a half circle around him, trapping him.

      “Well done Percy,” Kelli was saying. “You got one of us. Maybe you’re not as weak as I thought. Maybe I should spare you, keep you as a pet. I’ve always wanted a demigod.”

      Percy was starting to panic, he had managed to get one of them, but that was mostly luck. He needed some kind of strategy if he was going to win.

      He heard Hephaestus’s voice again, Not that powerful, eh? Could have fooled me. You’re the son of the Earthshaker, lad. You don’t know your own strength.

      There WAS a river behind him. Sure, it wasn’t a normal river. But he had controlled underworld rivers before. He had blasted Hades’ army with the Styx, and he had lifted the Lethe before.

      Kelli was still talking, “Oh I know! I’ll bring you with me to the mortal world. Then I’ll have you fight your precious Annabeth to the death!”

      The thing inside him was fully awake now. Roaring with anger. He roared with it. With a shout, the Phlegathon exploded, vaporizing the two Empousai closest to the banks.

      Now there was just Kelli and the other one, Serephone. Much better odds.

      “Wait!” Kelli said, “Don’t you want to go back to the mortal world again?” Did she look afraid? Didn’t matter, the time for talking was over.

      He advanced, Serephone lunged at her from the right, latching on to his sword arm. Her claws dug into his skin. She sank her teeth into his neck and he screamed with pain and anger. He headbutted her and she fell off.

      “No wait please!” was all she managed to get out before he sliced her head off.

      That just left him with one more, Kelli.

      “So?” he panted, “What was that you were saying about Annabeth?”

    
    

    
      Well? What do you guys think?

      No Bob yet, but he will make an appearance soon.

      I like having Percy hear voices from the past. Sometimes they’ll just be annoying, but maybe sometimes they’ll actually influence his decisions.

      Please leave me reviews on what you would like to see next. Especially with Kelli. Murder? Seduction? Alliance?

      Let me know.

      Peace my Fellow PJO fans.

      

    
  




    Chapter 4

    
      And here is the 4th chapter. Thank you for the feedback and suggestions as to what to do with Kelli. Hope you guys like the route I decided to take with it.

    
    

    
      “So?” he panted, “What was that you were saying about Annabeth?”

      Kelli looked terrified. Understandable considering he had just wiped out 4 of her kin. “Calm down. I’m sure we can work something out.”

      Percy panted, the injuries Serephone left him stung. “What could you possibly say that would persuade me to keep you alive?”

      “This is Tartarus Percy Jackson. The realm of monsters. Demigods don’t belong here. Tartarus hates your kind. But I am a monster, I know this place.”

      “Not good enough” he said as he raised his sword to put her out of his misery for good.

      “No Please!” Kelli begged. “I can show you the way to the Doors of Death”

      He paused halfway through his swing. “The Doors of Death. You know where they are?”

      Kelli was on her knees in front of him. “Yes, and if you let me live, I can show you the way to them.”

      This seemed too good to be true. “And how do I know you won’t try to kill me the first time I let my guard down.”

      She smiled, “You don’t. But think about it, what choice do you have?”

      He paused. She had him. He really didn’t have much of a choice. He did need a guide.

      “Get up” he growled. “You’re going to show me the way. You will stay in front of me, and the first sign that you are leading me the wrong way or are trying to trap me somehow, I’ll kill you.”

      “Deal,” she chirped. She seemed oddly calm after being so afraid earlier. “You had a reasonably sound idea earlier, following the river. We’ll keep doing that. We’re heading for that dark fog in the distance.”

      He looked up; the horizon did seem to be covered in very dark fog. He didn’t want to go towards it, but it made sense that the Doors of Death would be in the darkest part of Tartarus. “Fine, let’s move.”

      They hobbled along, her on her mismatched leg, him limping from exhaustion. His wounds were still bleeding. Pity there was no water around to heal him.

      “So, you were right earlier, I am curious as to how you ended up here.” Kelli said as she walked.

      “Long story. Short version, Gaea is threatening to destroy everything, and I’m trying to stop her.”

      “Why Percy Jackson? Don’t you get tired of fighting for the Gods? You risked everything to fight against Kronos, why keep fighting? Are the Gods really that important?”

      Percy paused, “No, they’re not. The Gods are a bunch of fucking idiots. But at least their idiots with good intentions. Kronos was evil, and Gaea is worse. Besides, I don’t fight for the Gods, I fight for the people I care about them. If Gaea wins, they all die.”

      “What if they could be spared? It’s not too late for you, all you would need to do is help Gaea wake, and it would all be over.”

      She’s right Percy Jackson, why fight for the Gods? He heard the voice of Kronos again. What have they given you? You fought their battles, and how did they repay you? They stole you from your family, your beloved Annabeth, they even stole your memories. Help my mother rise, and you will be rewarded.

      “Shut up, both of you,” Percy grunted, hands to his head. “I am not going to help Gaea; her forces have tried to kill me more times than I can count.”

      “Both of us?” Kelli asked. “I am the only one here Percy Jackson.”

      Oh fuck. He couldn’t let on that he was hearing voices. “Whatever, just shut up. I’m not helping Gaea.”

      Kelli smiled, “I can see that.”

      They walked in silence for a while. Percy’s wounds still bled. He was tired, and hungry. But it wasn’t like he could drop off to sleep, he had no way of tying Kelli down. If he fell asleep here, he might never wake up.

      Not only that, but the voices weren’t going away. He couldn’t seem to escape his memories.

    
    

    
      (Flashback)

      Daedalus’s jaw clenched. He looked at Kelli. “What is the meaning of this?”

      “Luke sends his compliments,” Kelli said. “He thought you might like to see your old employer, Minos”

      “This was not part of our agreement,” Daedalus said.

      “No indeed,” Kelli replied. ‘But we already have what we want from you, and we have other agreements to honour. Minos required something else from us, in order to turn over this fine young demigod.’ She ran a finger under Nico’s chin. “He’ll be quite useful. And all Minor asked in return was your head, old man.”

      Daedalus paled. “Treachery.”

      “Get used to it,” Kelli said.

      (End Flashback)

    
    

    
      “Percy. Percy! Put the sword down.” Kelli was saying when he came back to the present. He hadn’t even realized he had brought his sword up.

      “Why? Why shouldn’t I kill you? It’s only a matter of time before you betray me.”

      She stood before him, back in her mortal form. She looked so innocent. And so alluring, her purple-and-white cheerleader uniform contrasted so well against her dark skin and dark curly hair. And the rips in the skirt of her uniform showed off her legs REALLY well. And then there was her smell, Roses, and horses, a weird combination, but alluring all the same.

      “Will I really?” She said, sounding so sweet and innocent. “And why is that Percy?”

      “You’re a monster, it’s what you do,” he said, trying to stay focused. But he was tired, and stressed.

      “Aww, look at me,” she said gesturing to herself. “Do I really look like a monster to you?”

      He shook himself, “Looks can be deceiving.”

      She smiled, “Yes they can. Look at you, so big and strong, the image of a hero. But deep down, you have your own darkness, don’t you?” Her smile grew, “I saw you with my sisters. You weren’t fighting for yourself.”

      He looked at her confused. “What are you talking about?”

      “I saw you standing over Serephone. You enjoyed killing her. You enjoyed how she begged for her life before you.”

      “You’re wrong. I didn’t… I’m not…”

      “It’s ok Percy. I like darkness. Besides, down here, we’re all monsters.”

      “But… no, I’m not a…”

      “Do you want me to beg too? Do you want me on my knees too?”

      “Shut up. That’s not what I want.” Percy was starting to lose his cool.

      “Come now Percy, I felt your eyes on me as we walked. I saw you checking me out.” Kelli was smiling more not. “It’s ok, there’s no one else around. No one has to know.”

      “No, this isn’t…”

      She was on her knees now, looking up at me with puppy dog eyes. “Isn’t what you want? I think part of you disagrees.”

      “No, stop this.”

      “Come now Seaweed Brain. We both know what you want.”

      Percy froze. “What did you just call me?”

      “Seaweed Brain, that’s what you like to be called isn’t it, hero?”

      Her spell over him broke. “No, you don’t get to call me that, only Annabeth does. I don’t want this; Annabeth is all I care about.”

      She laughed, “Really? You would choose some vapid blonde over me? I have been around for a long time Percy. I know how to give you what you want. I know what you need. You need someone like me, someone who can awaken your inner darkness. Someone who will let you be who you really are with no judgment.” She was crawling towards him now. “Stop resisting Seaweed Brain, I know you want this.”

      “Don’t. Call. Me. That.” He swung his sword at her. And hit only air.

      She was on her feet now, back in her horrible demonic form. She screeched, “Foolish boy! No one turns me down and lives!” She lunged at him.

      He rolled to the side, barely ducking under her claws. She kept screeching. This was bad. He hadn’t slept, he was wounded. Still, the thing inside him was wide awake now. He only had one thought on his mind, kill.

      He couldn’t afford to draw out this fight. He had to end it quickly. She had her back to the Phlegathon. If he could control it again, this would be over before he knew it. He roared, and the thing inside him roared too. The banks of the Phlegathon exploded.

      She ran from the wall of lava, not realizing she was running right towards him. With a smile, he sliced her in half. She didn’t die quietly, she let out a horrible, blood curling screech. And exploded into flames, burning his left forearm.

      Then, silence. The river settled down, as did this thing inside him. “Good riddance,” He spat.

      “Indeed,” spoke a voice from behind him. “She wasn’t the one to kill you child, I am.” On instinct, he ducked, and a massive shape leaped over his head. He rose sword in hand.

      “No, it’s not possible. You should be dead; the fall should have killed you.”

      “Just as the fall should have killed you? No, that’s not how this ends. I failed to kill your precious Annabeth, but I will kill you!” Screeched Arachne.

    
    

    
      Oh snap! Bet you guys forgot Arachne isn’t dead yet.

      Hope you guys like what I decided to do with Kelli. Ultimately I realized Percy is just too loyal to Annabeth to fall to Kelli’s seduction. But I thought it might be a good way to acknowledge his inner darkness.

      No Bob yet, but I hope to bring him in soon. I’m also planning on having Percy be more beaten down and injured before he decides to visit the Styx.

      As before, let me know what you think so far. And by all means let me know where you want to see this story go. I can’t promise I’ll follow every suggestion, but I will read them all.

      

    
  




    Chapter 5

    
      Here’s chapter 5.

      Thank you so much for the continued support and feedback. It’s really helping me stay motivated to keep writing.

    
    

    
      Percy was stunned. He hadn’t even thought about Arachne. It had never crossed his mind that if he managed to survive the fall, so would the one that caused him to fall in the first place.

      At the same time, he felt boiling rage within him. This was the one that put Annabeth through all that hardship. Annabeth had managed to win in the end, but Arachne and her children had physically and mentally tortured Annabeth.

      For a brief second he heard Annabeth’s voice speaking to him, You can’t beat her head on. You need to outsmart her, like I did. Just like that, her voice was gone again. Once more he was alone, in Tartarus, facing a hideous monster.

      She was huge. A giant black widow, red hourglass and everything. Eight legs, each with barbs as big as daggers.

      Her smell and voice were horrifying too. Her voice, just like he remembered from his dreams, was a buzz. As if multiple women were speaking at once. Her stench was sickly sweet.

      But her face. Her face was a horror show. If she had just been a talking spider it wouldn’t have been nearly as bad. Even if she had been like Kampé, with the lower body of a spider and a human half above, that would have been less horrifying to look at. Instead, she had a human face, but giant mandibles jutted out of her mouth like tusks. Her teeth were thin white spikes. She had two pure black eyes, with smaller eyes on her temples.

      From what Annabeth had said, she could move quickly. Not only that, but if she looked like a black widow, odds are that she’d be venomous.

      He had to be careful. Hard as it was, he had to tamp down his rage. This wasn’t an enemy he could defeat in rash anger. If she had really been stalking him while he was with Kelli, then she wouldn’t fall for the same river trick the way Kelli had.

      “Percy Jackson. How wonderful. I was hoping I would have a chance to make that little bitch pay for trapping me, but killing you will make her suffer so much more.”

      “How do you know me? You’ve never seen me before.” Percy had to stall for time. He wasn’t as quick as Annabeth; he needed more time if he was going to come up with a plan.

      So far, he had established that running wouldn’t work; he was too injured, she’d catch him right away. A straight fight also didn’t seem like a good idea. He had injuries from Serephone, plus a sizeable burn on his left arm from when Kelli had exploded. Backup was a laughable idea; he was in fucking Tartarus. Anyone he ran into here would just be another enemy to deal with.

      His best option was to somehow catch Arachne by surprise. If he could distract her somehow, or destabilize her, he might be able to even the play field by striking the first blow. If he could slice off her front legs, she wouldn’t be as fast or agile.

      “Oh, I have seen you in my visions.” Arachne was saying, “I always knew Annabeth would be the one to reach my lair under Rome, and so for a long time, I received visions of her life and those around her. You showed up in many of my visions.”

      “Great, a stalker. Seriously, what is it with you monsters and always butting into my personal life?” An idea popped into his head, Anger. Arachne clearly had a lot of rage built up. If he could get her really mad, and if he could stay cool and collected, he could get the upper hand.

      Arachne hissed at him, “I care nothing for you, Percy Jackson. My only aim is to make Athena and her children suffer.”

      “Wait, if you hate Athena, why kill me? Athena hates me. She might thank you for killing me.”

      Arachne paused, “She does? Oh yes, I see, of course. You are a son of Poseidon, no wonder she despises you. She hates all of Poseidon’s brood.”

      “See? If you really want to make Athena suffer, let me go. Nothing would make her madder than if I made it out of here.” Maybe he didn’t even need to fight her. Maybe this diplomacy thing had its merits. Annabeth was right, sometimes words really were the best weapon in a fight.

      “You are well spoken, demigod. Unfortunately, it is no longer just about Athena. I will make Annabeth suffer for what she put me through in Rome.”

      Or maybe words weren’t the best weapon.

      “Enough talk mortal, you will die here.” She advanced towards him.

      He ducked under her first attack, only for another of her legs to slam straight into his chest. The barbs on her leg slicing through his shirt and into his skin. This was impossible, she had 8 legs, plus her mandibles. It was like fighting 4 dual-wielding enemies at once.

      And yet, he was still managing to last longer than he thought. He felt a presence within him again. Once he did, time seemed to slow somewhat. He moved faster than he thought possible as he dodged attack after attack.

      Great, so he was still alive. Next problem, he was on the defensive. If this kept up, she would still get him eventually.

      One of her legs slammed into his back, knocking him forward. He fell hard. He managed to get on his feet and dodge the next attack. Some part of him was no longer thinking, it was just moving. He felt detached, dispassionate. Must have been his battle reflexes.

      He rolled to his left and came up with a swing of his sword. Arachne hissed in pain as the tip of one of her legs came off cleanly. She wasn’t dust though. He’d have to get her main body if he was going to finish her off. She lunged at him again, but she moved more slowly than before.

      His plan from before looked like it would work. He had to go for her legs, weaken her enough that he could strike the finishing blow.

      He had already disable one of her right legs. Maybe that meant her right side was more vulnerable. He started circling to the right, looking for an opening. She seemed to see what he was aiming for and moved to block him. As she did, he feinted back to the left, striking the front leg on her left side.

      With both front legs crippled, her ability to strike at him was much worse. She was so big, she needed to keep 4 legs down just to maintain balance. If he could get 2 more, she wouldn’t be able to attack. Then that would be it.

      But she was wary of him now. She wouldn’t let him attack easily.

      He thought back to the last time he had fought something like her, the giant crab on Kronos’s ship. He had managed to slide underneath and strike its belly. Maybe he didn’t even need to take out any more legs, he could just charge straight ahead.

      Oh, what the hell, he thought to himself. If I’m dead, I’m dead.

      He broke into a sprint straight at her. She smiled at him and moved to bite him. Right before she could he dropped into a perfect Yankees slide.

      Unfortunately, she was smarter than some crab, she sensed what he planned and moved to leap away.

      He did, however, manage to slice off one of her back legs.

      She hissed in pain. She backed up from him, as if afraid and weakened. He advanced.

      Apparently, she wasn’t as injured as she let on. When he moved to strike one of the legs on her left side, she pivoted. As she did, she managed to grip his leg with her mandibles.

      Pain coursed through his leg as she bit him. As he thought, venom.

      He swung at her head, and she released his leg.

      He backed up. He was really injured now. He kept his sword in front of him, but with all of his injuries, it was starting to get heavy.

      Maybe this was it, he had managed to survive in Tartarus alone for this long. But now it looked like it was over.

      Annabeth, he thought to himself. I’m sorry, I know I promised.

      Arachne moved in for the kill. But before she could, a shadow fell across Percy.

      With a deep war cry, a Titan dropped onto the battlefield.

    
    

    
      (Annabeth)

      Annabeth stirred in her sleep. Ever since Rome, she had barely gotten out of bed. She had quickly moved to Percy’s cabin. Sometimes, when she got annoyed with people knocking on the door, she would go to the stables. She couldn’t sit on the glass floor anymore, what with that stupid statue taking up the whole room. So she curled up on a blanket in one of the stable stalls.

      She thought back to the night she and Percy had spent in the stables together. The first time in almost a year that they had been able to just be together without anyone around. She thought back to the first quest she had been on with Percy and Grover. Things had seemed so much simpler back then. Percy was more annoying back then, but he had always been handsome and brave. When she had found out that he was the son of Poseidon, she thought she was doomed. How could she, a daughter of Athena, fall for a son of Poseidon? But it had happened. She felt bad for all the hard times she had given him.

      She remembered Percy’s funeral, the fact that he had had the nerve to crash his own damn funeral. Every time someone knocked on the cabin door, she hoped it would be Percy. But it never was.

      Usually it was Piper. She suspected that Piper had been charm speaking her into eating. But she just didn’t have the energy to get mad at her, not when she was so clearly worried about her.

      She flipped over and went back to sleep.

    
    

    
      She dreamt of Rome, of the thousands of spiders crawling out from every hole. She saw Percy falling again, only this time the darkness he fell into was made of a thousand tiny spiders.

      Her dream shifted, she was standing on Half-Blood Hill. The sky was dark, all she could see were storm clouds. Lightning flashed. In the flash she caught a glimpse of Reyna.

      She opened her mouth, but when she spoke, she heard her mothers voice.

      You have done well, she said. The rest of the journey must be on the wings of Rome.

      Thunder rumbled.

      I must stand here. The Roman must bring me.

      Lightning tore through the sky and the earth shook.

    
    

    
      She woke with a start. The earth wasn’t shaking. The ship was just in a rough patch of waves. But she couldn’t shake that dream. What did it mean?

      It dawned on her. She grabbed a piece of paper and a pen. She wrote:

      Reyna,

      I know you don’t want a war between our two camps. You don’t want to see the Gods torn apart. Help me, help me put an end to it. I found the Athena Parthenos, it was hidden beneath Rome. Like the legends said, it was stolen by the Romans. However, I had a vision. In the vision I saw you and heard the voice of Athena speaking to me. She told me “The rest of the journey must be on the wings of Rome. The Roman must bring me.”

      I have done my part, I have found the Athena Parthenos. But you must be the one to return it. Romans stole the Athena Parthenos and began the conflict between Greek and Roman demigods. Only if the leader of the Romans returns it to where it belongs can we have true peace.

      One more thing, when I found the statue, it was being guarded by Arachne. I managed to trick her and save the statue. But as she was cast down into Tartarus, she managed to snare me and pull me with her. However, Percy managed to save me. But… he fell. Percy is now alone in Tartarus. Hazel and Nico tell me that they haven’t felt his death. And Nico was in Tartarus before, and he tells me there is a chance for Percy to make it back. But hope is small.

      I know you care about Percy. If you won’t do this to make peace between the camps, then do it for him. Honor his sacrifice by stopping this war.

       Annabeth

      Whew, writing that had taken all of her energy. But she couldn’t just stop with writing the message, she had to find a way to get it to her.

      Someone knocked on her door. She expected it to be Piper, but it was Frank. Was it just her imagination or was he taller than the last time she had seen him?

      “Hey, uh, Annabeth. How are you holding up?” Frank still had the same nervous voice he the first time he came to her cabin to ask about the Chinese finger trap.

      “Um, I’m ok I guess.” She managed.

      “That’s good, we haven’t heard from you in a while and I was getting worried. So listen, we’re all meeting in the mess hall to talk some stuff through, and well, I just thought you should be there.”

      Annabeth sighed, “No you’re right, I should. Thanks Frank, I actually just had a dream and I need to talk to everyone about what it means.”

      She got up and they walked to the mess hall together. There was everyone. Nico glanced at her and then quickly turned away. Jason sat at the head of the table, looking absolutely exhausted. Piper gave her a small smile and nod, as if to say “I’m proud of you”.

      She sat down next to Piper. Frank sat on her other side.

      “Hey guys, Annabeth said she had something she needed to tell all of us. I figured we should hear her out before we talk about other stuff.”

      She nodded to Frank, “Thanks.”

      Jason looked up at her, “So, what do you want to tell us?”

      She took a deep breath in and looked at all of them. “We need to send a message to Reyna.”

    
    

    
      Well there we have it. Bob has finally been introduced to the story and Annabeth is starting to get a little bit less depressed.

      I think at this point Percy has been beaten down enough that I can justify sending him to the Styx.

      Let me know what things you want to see and I will try to integrate them into the story if I can.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 6

    
      Thanks for the continued encouragement. Enjoy!

    
    

    
      Percy was sure he was hallucinating. Probably from blood loss and a lack of sleep. After all, there was no way a giant silver titan would just drop out of the sky and slice Arachne in half.

      But no, it looked to be actually true. There he was, a ten-foot silver giant. With a janitor’s uniform, holding a massive push broom with a spearhead coming out of the handle. And there was his name tag, BOB.

      “Percy! Friend! Brother!” Bob walked towards him.

      “…Bob,” was all that Percy managed to say. He was still completely stunned at what he had just seen. Arachne had almost killed him, and Bob had stomped her flat like she was nothing.

      “Owie, that looks bad,” Bob said as he saw the state of Percy’s injuries. “Here, I will help.”

      He walked over and put a finger to his neck. With a cool sensation, the bite marks there faded instantly. Bob did the same to Percy’s arms, as both the scratch and burn marks faded under his touch.

      Once Bob touched his leg Percy was able to stand straight again. “Thank you, Bob. I owe you one. But I have to ask, how did you get here?”

      “I jumped.” Bob said it so casually, Percy was stunned all over again.

      “You..jumped? Into Tartarus?”

      “Yes!” Bob smiled, “I heard you say my name, so I came to help.” Percy thought back to his conversation with Melinoe, he had spoken Bobs name during that conversation. What a crazy coincidence.

      “Wow, well thank you. I would have been a goner if you hadn’t showed up. Um, just to ask, you wouldn’t happen to know where the Doors of Death are would you?” Percy asked tentatively.

      “Of course!” Bob said brightly, “but first we need to move, you are being followed.”

      “Oh, well then let’s move.”

      “Yes, Bob knows the way. Follow me.” He started walking away quickly. Percy had to scramble to follow.

      They walked for a long time. As they did, the voices in Percy’s head started speaking again.

      This Body has been well prepared. Don’t you think so, Percy Jackson?

      You’re not so different from me, demigod. Even when I’m out of the water, the water is within me. It is my life source.

      Not that powerful, eh? Could have fooled me. You’re the son of the Earthshaker, lad. You don’t know your own strength.

      Percy, I give you my blessing.

      He stopped walking when he heard that last voice. That was his mom. He started seeing flashes of his past. The last time he had been to the underworld. The Styx.

      “Percy?” Bob was looking at him with concern. “We cannot stop, they are coming.”

      “Bob. Do you know the way to the Styx?” Percy asked. An idea was starting to form his mind. The last time he had needed more power…

      “Yes, it is that way.” Bob pointed off into the distance. “But why do you want to go there? The Styx is not the Phlegathon, it will not heal you.”

      “No, it won’t. But it will make me stronger.” Percy made up his mind, this was something he needed to do.

      Bob sighed and looked him. “You are my friend; I will help you however I can. Let us go to the Styx.”

      They changed directions and started walking again. He was glad he had Bob here to guide him. Once they left the banks of the Phlegathon, everything looked the same. He thought back to when he had been in Kansas with Piper and Jason, everything was so flat and empty. Nothing on the horizon. That’s really all Tartarus seemed to be, a burnt, dark version of Kansas.

      As they walked, he had more memories of the last time he had traveled to the Styx.

    
    

    
      (Flashback)

      He saw the ghost of Achilles. “I warned the other one not to follow my path. Now I will warn you.”

      “Luke? You spoke with Luke?”

      “Do not do this,” he said. “It will make you powerful. But it will also make you weak. Your prowess in combat will be beyond any mortal, but your weaknesses, your failings will increase as well.”

      “You mean I’ll have a bad heel? Couldn’t I just, like, wear something besides sandals? No offense.”

      He stared at his bloody foot. “The heel is only my physical weakness, demigod. My mother Thetis, held me there when she dipped me in the Styx. What really killed me was my own arrogance. Beware! Turn back!”

      (End Flashback)

    
    

    
      He looked in the distance, and saw a black river, there it was, the river Styx.

      Before he knew it, they arrived at its banks.

      “You will go in?” Bob asked.

      “I have to. I need to be stronger if I am going to survive. I can’t keep relying on you to heal me.” Percy replied. He hated having to rely on other people. He definitely didn’t want his life to depend on a former enemy. “Just give me a second. I need a moment to prepare myself.”

      As before, he concentrated on the small of his back, a point just opposite his navel. He knew Luke had used his armpit, but he really didn’t want to do that. Like last time, he imagined a bungee cord tying him to the banks of the river. But this time, he knew the truth, Annabeth was his real anchor to the mortal world. He kept the thought of her in his mind and stepped into the water.

      Something felt wrong immediately. Last time, his legs had turned to jelly the moment they touched the water. This time he hardly felt a thing.

      He submerged himself. He felt warmth, but it was nowhere near the same level of pain as he had endured the first time. Was this just because he knew his lifeline?

      No, something was clearly wrong.

      He opened his eyes, floating before him was a woman. Ebony hair floating around her in the current of the river. Her dress was dark grey, billowing like smoke. She was pretty in a way, a really scary, intimidating way. Her eyes, like obsidian, shown in anger.

      “Who are you?” he managed.

      “I am the Goddess Styx. Eldest daughter of the Titan Oceanus. You dare come before me again?” she said.

      “Look, I didn’t know this river had its own goddess. I just need to get the curse of Achilles back so I can survive down here.” He said, trying to calm her down.

      “Impossible, no man can endure the curse twice. It should never have been able to be removed from you in the first place. How was this done?” It seemed curiosity was winning out over anger.

      “I crossed the Tiber.” He remembered Juno’s words when she said he would lose the Greek curse when he crossed into Roman territory.

      “Ah of course, Rome. But how did a Greek demigod come to enter Rome?” she asked.

      “Hera, Juno. Whatever. She wiped my memories and swapped me with the leader of the Roman camp.”

      “That should not be possible. The Greeks might accept a Roman demigod. But Tiber should never have allowed you to cross.” She looked at him like he were an interesting toy, an anomaly. “Ah yes, I see. You are not just a son of Poseidon.”

      “….I’m not?” he asked.

      “It would appear not; you are an odd one demigod. It seems both Poseidon and Neptune are within you.” She told him.

      “Wait, are you saying I’m a Greek AND a Roman demigod?” He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

      “Indeed, it appears your mother was able to ensnare your father so strongly that his Greek and Roman forms fused together when he created you. That would explain your strength. No regular child of the Sea god would be able to do some of the things you can.”

      “Wow, ok. That’s weird.” He replied. “But back to why I’m here. Why can’t you give me the curse of Achilles again? Another thing, why am I not burning? I almost dissolved last time.”

      “I do not know; you are a mystery to me Perseus Jackson. I cannot curse you.” She looked amused as she looked at him.

      “Great, what am I supposed to do now? I’m not strong enough to survive without the curse of Achilles.”

      “Wait. I said I could not curse you, but I can bless you.” Styx was definitely smiling now.

      “Bless. Me?” He managed. “What does that mean?”

      “The curse of Achilles grants strength at a cost. While I cannot give you the same strength again, I can still give you some power.”

      “Ok great, but again, what does that mean?” He was starting to get a little upset with this goddess.

      “You will gain increased strength. You will fight as you did when you bore the curse of Achilles. But you will not be invulnerable. You can still be injured in battle, though you may find yourself more resilient than before.”

      “….” Percy was absolutely floored. “Why? Why give me this gift?”

      “Because you intrigue me Percy Jackson,” she replied. “I know you swore to return to the mortal world to be with your beloved. I will be watching your journey.”

      “I don’t know what to say. Thank you.”

      “Do not thank me, your journey will be long and difficult. You will suffer and lose much,” Styx told him. “But I have no love for Gaea. And far less for Tartarus himself. Now go, fight until your last breath.”

      Percy gasped for air as he came out of the river. He felt… different. Last time he felt like he had been slowly cooked over a fire. Now he just felt exhausted.

      “Percy!” Bob said, “You are alright?”

      He honestly couldn’t answer that question. “I don’t know Bob, I feel different though.”

      “That is good.” Bob was smiling. But then he suddenly turned serious. “But we must hurry now. They are not far behind us. There is a place where you will be able to rest.”

      “Oh, uh, ok.” He was really looking forward to resting.

      “No time to talk, we must move. Now.”

      And that was that. He started jogging back the way they had come.

    
    

    
      Well? What do you guys think?

      Do you like the idea of Percy as a child of Poseidon and Neptune?

      I decided not to give him invulnerability like before. I think it’ll make a much better Dark Percy story if he is able to get hurt. I’m probably also gonna nerf Bob’s healing ability a lot so that Percy still has to deal with pain and injury.

      Let me know what you guys think. Is this a good direction to take it in? What should Percy have to face next? Another face from the past? Who?

      Hope you guys keep liking this story,

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 7

    
      And here is another chapter. This one took a bit longer to write because it was hard to get the right inspiration, but I hope you all enjoy it nonetheless.

    
    

    
      Exhaustion was starting to eat away at Percy. Since the moment he had fallen into Tartarus, he had been in a constant state of fight-or-flight. Now the adrenaline was starting to wear down. He didn’t even know how long he had been going without rest.

      But Bob would not allow him to stop. Every time Percy would slow down, Bob would say something like “They are close” and press on.

      While they jogged, he had some time to process what had just happened at the Styx. He was a child of Poseidon AND Neptune? That might explain why he had never had a hard time learning Latin back when Chiron had been Mr. Brunner. Did Mom know? Did Chiron? Had this ever happened before?

      “Hey— Bob,” He said between panted breaths. “How— much— farther?”

      “Not far,” was the only answer he seemed to be able to give. “We must hurry.”

      Eventually they came to the top of a ridge. Before them was a small crater. At the bottom was a ring of broken black marble columns surrounding an altar.

      “We are here,” Bob said. “The shrine of Hermes.”

      Percy took a moment to catch his breath, then managed to say, “Um, why is there a Shrine to Hermes in Tartarus?”

      Bob shrugged. “It fell from somewhere, maybe the mortal world. Maybe Olympus? It does not matter; monsters do not come here. You will be able to rest.”

      That was good enough for him. He made his way down to the bottom of the crater. He almost fell a number of times. Finally, he collapsed on a set of dark stone steps. He sat down and caught his breath.

      “Ok, so now that we’re here, maybe you can tell me who is following us. All you said before was ‘they’. Who are ‘they’?” Jeez, just saying that took up all of his air. He was glad he was sitting down, or he would have definitely fallen over from his sudden bout of lightheadedness.

      Bob stood at the edge of the crater and sniffed the air. “They are close, yes. They know you are here. I smell Titans and Giants. The defeated ones.”

      “The defeated ones? You mean I am being tracked by a bunch of enemies I have fought before?” Great. Just great. He was starting to get tired of seeing familiar faces. Even Bob. He was glad that Bob was helping him. But he couldn’t forget that at one time, Bob had been Iapetus, an enemy. He really hoped that Bob’s memories wouldn’t come back. He didn’t have a plan for that.

      “Yes, but this place will hide you for now. You must rest.” Bob kept looking around. “I will stand guard.”

      “Ok.” He really didn’t want to have a former Titan enemy standing watch over him as he slept. But he knew he didn’t have a choice, he needed sleep. He hadn’t stopped to rest in—

      “Hey Bob? How long were we walking?”

      “I do not know Percy Jackson.” Bob scratched his head. “Time does not work the same way here as it does in the mortal world.”

      Oh. That wasn’t good. “So you mean that even if I get out of here, all my friends could be long gone?”

      Bob laughed softly. “No no. Time is not THAT different here. Days here are Weeks there, not years.”

      Oh. Well that might be a good thing. If the trip to Rome was any indication. The rest of the Argo II would need time to get to the House of Hades.

      “No more questions.” Bob chided lightly. “You must sleep.”

      He thought he would be far too wired to sleep. But before he knew it, his eyes were closing.

    
    

    
      (Dream)

      He found himself standing at the edge of a cliff. He heard the voices of many of his past enemies.

      The little hero. The first time he had ever heard Kronos speaking to him. Too weak, too young, but perhaps you will do.

      So this is the demigod who destroyed my son Kronos. Now it was the voice of Gaea. You don’t look like much Percy Jackson, but you’re valuable to me.

      The voices were interspersed with some of the Gods.

      You have done me a service, boy. Few heroes could have accomplished as much. Now it was Zeus speaking to him. To show you my thanks, I shall spare your life. I do not trust you, Perseus Jackson. I do not like what your arrival means for the future of Olympus. But for the sake of peace in the family, I shall let you live.

      Even in his dreams, he felt his anger rising. Kronos and Gaea both thought they could use him as a pawn to destroy Olympus. But in his very first audience with Zeus, he had made it clear that that was all he saw him as, a tool.

      He heard Luke’s voice. Didn’t you feel it — the darkness gathering, the monsters growing stronger? Didn’t you realize how useless it all is? All the heroics — being pawns of the gods. They should’ve been overthrown thousands of years ago, but they’ve hung on, thanks to us half-bloods.

      He tried to pull himself away from the pit, when he heard another voice, a new one. This voice was deep, deeper than any he had heard before. And it sounded, wrong. It sounded like it was coming from everywhere at once. It also sounded like a backwards recording. Like breath and sound were being drawn in as it spoke.

      So, this is the mortal who dares to cross my domain? I have witnessed your journey young one. I find you interesting. You struggle and fight against whatever odds, even when you are bound for death and destruction. My realm is not for your kind, and yet you endure. What is it you fight for?

      All of a sudden, he froze, unable to move. It felt like something was reaching into his mind, searching his memories.

      Ah, I see. Love. Hope. That is why you endure. How wonderful, I long to see your hope turn to despair. Perhaps you should see where your love is? I wonder, will it fill you with hope or despair to see her face?

      The dream shifted, he was now standing on the edge of a different cliff. He was overlooking a narrow channel between two cliffs. Below him he saw the Argo II docked. Where the cliffs opened to the sea was a giant turtle. On the deck of the ship stood the crew.

      Involuntarily he zoomed towards the ship. Now he could see all of their faces. They looked haggard and disheveled. They were standing around looking up at the cliff where he had just been.

      All of a sudden, Annabeth stepped out onto the deck. His heart tried to do a backflip but failed and crashed hard against the ground. She looked as beautiful as always. But he could see the pain in her eyes. After knowing her for over 5 years, he had learned to pick up on small behavioral ticks and facial expressions to gauge how she was doing. She had bags under her eyes, and she looked thin. It looked like she hadn’t eaten or slept since Rome. All of a sudden, an arrow buried itself in the planks between her feet.

      And then the dream shifted again. Now he stood before a dark pit once again.

      Now do you see how hopeless it all is? My beloved Gaea has all of her minions seeking out your precious friends. Even if you do find your way to my heart, your friends will be dead by the time you can reach them. Once they have been destroyed, our children will destroy the Gods and sow darkness and destruction over the world. Everyone you know and love will die before you can reach them. Give up Percy Jackson. Surrender yourself to my embrace and perhaps when your loved ones die you can be reunited.

      He tried to step away from the ledge once again, but his legs hardly moved.

      You still resist? Impressive, none have shown your stubbornness child. But no matter, I am one of the first immortals, I will not be denied. If I cannot have you willingly, I will take you by force!

      All of a sudden there was a huge blast of cold air pulling at him. As if the pit where drawing him in. Then his feet slipped and he began to fall.

      Yes, fall child. Fall to your doom.

    
    

    
      He woke with a jump; sure that he was somehow dead. But no, he was still in Tartarus. There was Bob, walking in slow circles around the perimeter of crater.

      He got up to stretch. He felt remarkably refreshed, considering he had just slept on a stone slab, in Tartarus. He walked up the hill to see how things were with Bob.

      “Hey Bob,” he said. “How long was I asleep?”

      Bob frowned slightly, “I told you, time is different here. I do not know.”

      “Right, time thingy. Well, I rested. We should probably move huh?”

      Bob shook his head, “wait, food will be here soon. Aha! There it is now.”

      Percy turned, there on the altar was a cloud of smoke. It cleared, revealing a couple slices of pizza, half a hot dog, some grapes, a plate of roast beef, and a package of peanut M&M’s.

      “Um, what? Where did THAT come from?” he asked.

      Bob smiled, “I do not know, but it is here, and now we must eat.”

      They sat together. Bob took the slices of pizza and the M&M’s, leaving the hot dog, grapes, and roast beef for him.

      The moment he took a bite he was stunned. This was… this was food from Camp Half-Blood. It wasn’t that it tasted the same, it WAS the same. He knew that barbecue glaze anywhere. And didn’t one of the Stolls always burn a pack of M&M’s for their dad? It looked like the burnt offerings did go somewhere after all.

      He wolfed it down before he knew it. He closed his eyes for a brief second and imagined he was sitting at the Poseidon table back at camp. Just enjoying a nice dinner after a great day of canoeing, sword fighting, etc. Now all he needed was some blue Cherry Coke and he would feel as good as new.

      Well, almost. He looked down at his arms, the sores he had had earlier were back. “Hey Bob,” he said. “We need to head to the Phlegathon, Now.”

      Bob looked at him quizzically, then laughed. “Oh, these wounds? No brother, I can heal these very easy.” He reached out and touched his arm. Just like that they faded. “Besides, you are not becoming hurt as quickly as before.”

      Percy didn’t really know what to say to that. “What does that mean? Is this because of the Styx?”

      Bob stopped eating, “I do not know. What did she say to you?”

      “Um, she said she couldn’t give me the curse of Achilles again, but she could give me some different power. Oh! She did say something about me being more resilient than before, so maybe that’s why.”

      Bob nodded but did not smile. “What else did she say?”

      Percy stopped to think, “Oh, she said that somehow I am both a Roman AND Greek demigod. Like somehow my father’s Greek and Roman personas came together while he was with my mom.”

      Bob frowned, “This should not be possible.”

      “That’s what she said too. I don’t really understand it myself. Besides, I never met another child of Poseidon, or Neptune. So it’s not like I can really compare myself to anyone.”

      Bob snorted, “That is true. But still, I do not like this. I also do not like that you spoke with Styx, she is dangerous. Most who speak with her do not fare well. I do not know why she chose to help you.”

      “Oh, I can answer that. She said something about how I intrigue her. Partially because I did swear on the Styx to never leave Annabeth again. She also said something about having no love for Tartarus.” Percy frowned, “but she did say that I shouldn’t thank her, that I would suffer and lose a lot. Come to think of it, Melinoe said the same thing too. She told me to drink from the Phlegathon but told me that she wasn’t helping me.”

      Bob nodded, “that is true, you will struggle here. This place is not for your kind. It is a place for monsters and immortals.”

      Percy stood, “yeah, thanks for the vote of confidence. It’s not like I need to be reminded how sucky this place is.”

      Bob laughed heartily, “Do not worry brother. I am here now; I will help you find your way home.”

      Percy paused, then turned to look at Bob. “Why? Why are you helping me? Why jump down into Tartarus just because you heard me say your name?”

      Bob shrugged, “You are my friend, my brother. That is what we do for our friends and family.”

      Percy wasn’t really satisfied with that answer. But at the same time, he didn’t want to pry too much. He needed Bob to keep thinking they were friends, and to remain ignorant to the fact that they were actually former enemies.

      Bob stood as well. “It is time to go Percy. The hunters will be upon us soon if we do not leave.”

      And with that he walked to the edge of the crater and took off.

    
    

    
      And that’s it.

      Not a really action packed chapter, but I thought it might be good to have a bit of relationship building between Percy and Bob. (Also, I really couldn’t think of another actiony setpiece to throw)

      As always, please give me your feedback. If you have any ideas for what you want to see, whether big or small, please let me know.

      Now that Bob and Percy are back on the road again, who should they face next? What should the next enemy be?

      Oh, and don’t worry, I have not forgotten about Dark Percy and bloodbending. It’s still gonna happen, in fact, I recently figured out how I am going to integrate it into the story so that will be coming soon.

      Hope you guys are enjoying reading this as much as I am enjoying writing it.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 8

    
      And here is chapter 8. It took a little bit to figure out where I wanted to story to go next. I have plans for the finale, but I didn’t have anything immediately next. I kept some parts of the original story and decided to tweak others. Hope you like it.

    
    

    
      Now that he had rested and eaten, the journey was not nearly as difficult as it was before. Before Bob had showed up, he had slowly been getting worse and worse. Now he felt rejuvenated.

      Their jog slowed to a brisk walk when they entered the giant dark fog he had seen on the horizon earlier. It was fortunate that Bob glowed the way he did, otherwise Percy would have lost him the moment they entered the fog. He couldn’t see more than five feet in front of him, and before long he had to slow down even more to avoid tripping every few feet. The floor was covered in rocks and shallow depressions.

      But he didn’t manage to avoid all of them, before he knew it his leg went out from under him and he slid down into a small depression. At the bottom was a small mound. Inside the mound was….oh crap.

      Inside the mound was the sleeping form of Hyperion, the Titan he had fought in Central Park. Even through the membrane he was wrapped in, Percy could feel the intense heat he was giving off.

      “Hyperion” he mumbled to himself.

      Ah, Hyperion. A powerful warrior. And one you have faced before yes? The voice of Kronos was speaking to him again. Perhaps we should wake him. I am sure he would be thrilled to see you again.

      Um, no. He said to the voice. I am not stupid enough to try that again.

      Well then maybe you should just destroy him now. Kronos replied. Or maybe we should ask Iapetus what he thinks.

      Bob. Fuck. He looked over at him nervously. The silvery Titan was studying the cocoon with a frown. In his eyes was a mix of confusion, concentration, and recognition. This was his brother after all. Hyperion was the Titan of the East, and Iapetus/Bob was the Titan of the West. They were practically twins.

      “Gold, not silver,” Bob muttered to himself. “But he looks like me.”

      Oh bad, bad bad bad. He needed to do something now. But how to respond? He couldn’t very well pretend there was no relationship between the two of them; not when Bob was practically looking in a mirror.

      Before he knew it, his lips started moving on their own. “Bob. Hey buddy, over here.”

      The Titan turned slowly to face him.

      “Am I your friend? Your brother?” He asked him nervously.

      “Yes,” Bob said in a slow, careful manner. “We are friends.”

      “So, you know that some monsters are good, and some are bad.”

      “Hmm,” Bob mused. “Yes, the pretty ghost ladies in the palace are good. Arachne was bad.”

      “Exactly,” Percy was starting to speak more confidently as an idea formed in his mind. “And the same is true of mortals, and Gods. Some are good and some are bad. Well, that is also true for Titans.”

      “Titans…” Bob stood over him, still looking rather uncertain.

      “That’s what you are remember?” Percy kept his voice as even as possible, trying to hide the major freakout he felt. “You are Bob the Titan. You’re good, very good. But some Titans are bad. This guy is called Hyperion, and he was one of the worst. He killed a lot of my friends, and he tried to kill me too.”

      Bob blinked and thought for a second. “But his face… it looks so—”

      “He looks like you, yes.” Percy responded quickly. “He is a Titan, like you. That’s why you look alike. But he is not like you, he is bad, and you are good.”

      “Good, yes.” Bob was holding his spear tightly. “Yes, there is always at least one good one — monsters, Titans, Giants.”

      Giants? Seriously? “Um….” Percy stalled. “I don’t know about Giants.”

      “No, there is,” Bob said with certainty.

      “Oh, well cool,” Percy filed that away for later. “But anyway, this guy is bad. It’s your call brother, Hyperion is one of your kind. We can leave him alone if you want, but he might cause trouble if he wakes up—”

      Bob’s spear stabbed down. He pierced the membrane, and it burst in a flood of hot golden goop. Where Hyperion had been, there was nothing left but smoke and ash.

      “Hyperion is a bad Titan,” Bob said with a grim face. “Now he cannot hurt my friend. He will not reform here.” Bob’s eyes shone with a hint of tears.

      “Thank you, Bob, I know that wasn’t an easy choice, but it was the right one.” Percy looked around, “We should keep moving before the hunters catch us.”

      Bob walked off without so much as a word or look at him. He couldn’t read what Bob was thinking, but for now he was safe.

      Well done Percy. Kronos chuckled. Perhaps they should call YOU the crooked one instead of me. That was masterfully done.

      Shut up. He shot back venomously. I am nothing like you, Bob is my friend, he is nothing like you OR Hyperion. He has a second chance, to be a good person.

      Yes yes, Kronos replied. You can continue to tell yourself that. Have you not begun to realize what is happening? You are becoming more like the very enemies you fight so hard to destroy. You were angry at Luke for pretending to be your friend and manipulating you but look at what you are doing now. You are not friends with Bob. He said “Bob” incredibly contemptuously. You are using him, just like Luke used you.

      Shut up, why can’t you just stay dead? Why do none of you ever stay dead? Percy’s head was starting to hurt from talking to himself.

      We cannot, Percy Jackson. As the Gods represent your precious Western Civilization, we represent humanity’s darkness. As long as human’s have darkness in their hearts, we will be reborn again and again. Even I still live. I may be a shadow in your mind, but I endure, nonetheless.

      Percy stumbled on a rock and fell to his knees. This was getting bad, first it had just been voices from his past that he could hear in his head. Now he was engaging with them? He needed to get out of here before he lost his mind.

      Percy stood up. But before he kept moving, he stopped to sniff the air. Something was wrong. His senses had sharped from his time training with Lupa, and now that he was rested, he was more alert again. He could sense something coming.

      Bob didn’t seem to notice anything, he plowed on ahead.

      “Bob!” he hissed. “Something is coming!”

      But Bob didn’t seem to hear him. He kept on moving ahead, his glowing form disappearing in the dark fog.

      Then he heard it, a rumbling sound behind him. He dropped on instinct as a dark chariot pulled by fire-breathing horses burst out of the fog behind him. Riding in the chariot, holding a whip in one hand and a carving knife in the other, was Geryon, the rancher who had tried to kill him years ago during their quest through the Labyrinth.

      “Well! Here we are sonny. I finally found you,” Geryon said as he stepped off of the chariot. “You won’t believe how glad I was when I heard you had fallen to Tartarus. Now, I don’t even have to go to the mortal world to get my revenge.”

      “You?” Percy said, “You’re the one that was hunting me? Are you serious?”

      “Oh, not just me,” Geryon replied. “There are others behind me, other past enemies who want revenge. Too bad they don’t have chariots of their own, because now you’re mine.”

      Ok, time to think. He had fought this guy before. He had three hearts, so he was really hard to kill. Last time he had gotten an unbelievably lucky bowshot in to kill him. This time he had no bow, just Riptide.

      But that was also 2 years ago, now he had far more experience and a blessing from Styx to boot. He just needed to be fast, if he could stab him quickly enough, a sword might be all he needed.

      He raised Riptide. “I’m not afraid of you, I’ve beaten you before.”

      Geryon smiled, “Perhaps, but this time will be different. This time, you die.” And with that he swung his whip.

      Percy rolled under the whip and advanced. One good thing about Geryon, he was slow. He may have been built like a tank, but he also moved like one.

      Percy attacked with Riptide, but Geryon parried with his knife. He swung his whip back around, and Percy was forced to back away.

      “Oh, I almost forgot. I have something for you,” Geryon smiled as he pulled something out of his oversized jeans. It was a bronze dagger. “It’s your Lady love’s knife isn’t it? One of my friends found it. Perhaps after I kill you, I will go to pay her a special visit.”

      Percy’s blood boiled at that. He attacked with reckless abandon. Geryon stayed on the defensive, barely able to do more than block his attacks with his knife.

      Then Percy’s feet caught on a small crevice in the ground and he stumbled. With a laugh of triumph, Geryon swung his knife and sliced his sword arm.

      With a gasp of pain, Percy dropped Riptide. He tried to grab it off the ground but was forced to roll away as Geryon swung his whip. He avoided the worst of the blow, but the whip still caught him above his left eye. Blood started streaming down his face, obscuring his vision.

      He got his feet back under him, catching his breath. This was not good. He was facing a guy with three hearts, and now he didn’t even have a weapon to fight him. Geryon looked smug as he stood over Riptide.

      “What now Percy Jackson? Out of tricks?” Geryon said mockingly. “I told you this time would be different.”

      He had to think, there had to be some way to get his sword back. A distraction? But how? He wiped blood away as it flowed into his eye. Gods, what he wouldn’t give to have a river nearby.

      You’re not so different from me, demigod. Even when I’m out of the water, the water is within me. It is my life source. He heard that voice again. Now that he was facing Geryon, he could actually remember where he had heard it. It was that Naiad, the one he had run into at Geryon’s ranch. But why was that voice so important? Why was he remembering that now?

      He struggled to his feet as blood continued to stream off his arm, forming a sizeable pool on the ground.

      Wait a minute, pool, stream. And what the Naiad had said, “The water is within me”. Blood was made of water. He thought back to some science lecture he had half payed attention to, the human body was mostly made up of water. He remembered Rome; he had pulled water from Jason’s lungs back in Rome. If THAT was something he could do, why not control another liquid?

      It sounded insane, Poseidon was the god of the sea, not all liquids.

      Then again, he had lifted the Lethe before. And during his fight with Kelli he had manipulated the Phlegathon. Hadn’t Styx said something about him being able to do things other children of Poseidon couldn’t?

      No time to think about it anymore. He was out of time and out of options. His weapon was lying on the floor several yards away, with a gloating, 3-bodied monster standing over it.

      He stared at the pool of his own blood, concentrating harder than he ever had before. He felt something within him shift, like some part of himself was unlocked.

      Warmth flowed through his body, the blood on the floor began to ripple. He stood up. As he did, the blood on the floor began to form into a solid spike. It took the form of a giant, red, icicle.

      He reached out his hand and grabbed onto it. It felt weird, not quite solid, but not quite liquid either. He concentrated a little bit harder, and the spike changed shape, taking on the form of Riptide.

      He looked at Geryon and smiled, “What was that you said about being out of tricks?”

      Geryon looked beyond shocked. Then he recovered enough to snarl at him. He advanced, swinging his whip as he did.

      He didn’t manage much; as the whip came around, Percy sliced through it with his bloody version of Riptide. He then rolled under Geryon’s other arm and grabbed the real Riptide in his other hand. He turned to face him.

      Geryon had dropped the sliced remains of his whip. He reached into his pocket and pulled out Annabeth’s dagger. The sight of her dagger in his hands made him even angrier. He advanced quickly, parrying Geryon’s carving knife with Riptide as he swung its bloody version at his other hand.

      With a scream of bloody murder, Geryon dropped Annabeth’s dagger and backed away. Well, he didn’t exactly drop the dagger. His hand was still clutching it, but it was now lying severed on the ground.

      He let go of the blood sword. But instead of dropping into a pool of blood, it retained its shape, floating in the air before him. He shifted Riptide to his right hand and picked up Annabeth’s dagger with his left.

      Perfect, now he had three weapons. That should be enough to take care of Geryon’s three hearts.

      But maybe not. He concentrated on the sword, and it split into two smaller daggers. Still floating in front of him. He tried to make a third one, but it just collapsed into a puddle. It looked like his concentration was only good enough to maintain two weapons while still focusing on the fight.

      Geryon looked at him with a mix of fear, pain, and loathing. The bloody stump of his missing hand had stopped bleeding, but his hand hadn’t grown back. That was good. A one-handed opponent would be much easier to defeat.

      That being said, Percy was starting to feel light-headed. There was a pain in his gut. It felt like every other time he had discovered a new thing he could do with his powers, it left him drained. He didn’t have time for a drawn-out fight. He needed to end this now.

      He charged at Geryon. Geryon blocked Riptide with his carving knife but failed to avoid one of the bloody daggers. It floated under his guard and stabbed him in his right chest. He gasped in pain and dropped to his knees. Before he could recover, Percy knocked the carving knife out of his hand with Riptide. Then he turned and stabbed his center and left chests simultaneously.

      Geryon stared at him aghast. “You… since when?” He couldn’t manage any other words. His face turned green as he fell to his knees. He began to crumble into dust. As he did, his horses snarled and ran off the way they had come.

      And then there was nothing. Percy stood alone, surrounded by dark fog. He winced in pain and doubled over. As he did, his two daggers lost their form and dropped back into puddles on the ground.

      He dropped to his knees to catch his breath. Now that the threat was handled, he needed to figure out where to go. Every direction looked the same, and he had lost Bob in the fog.

      “Great, what now?”

    
    

    
      And Percy can bloodbend!

      It took me a while to figure out how to do it, but I think I am happy with how he got there, and I hope you guys are too.

      I saw a fair amount of comments about Percy being underpowered. That was actually intentional. I have seen several stories amp up characters too fast. It sometimes gets to the point where the stakes lose their meaning due to the scale. So I tried to keep the power escalation to a realistic level.

      If you want to understand what I mean, you should check out a YouTube video called “On Writing: Magic Systems and Handling Power Escalataion” by a channel called “Hello Future Me” (I tried to insert the link but it wouldn’t let me)

      So, as to where the story is going to go from here. I decided to leave Percy and Bob separated at the end of this chapter because I wanted to know what you guys thought. Do you want Bob and Percy to find each other again? If yes, should it be right away or should Percy struggle on his own for a while?

      Hope you guys are still enjoying the story,

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 9

    
      Enjoy!

    
    

    
      After standing around for a while, he realized he couldn’t stay here any longer. Eventually his pursuers would find him. Calling out to Bob was also a bad idea. He might be able to find Bob that way, but he’d also likely attract other enemies.

      So he decided to trust the instincts Lupa had helped him to hone. He picked a direction and started walking.

      As he did, he took a moment to process what had just happened. He had manipulated his own blood. Doing so had left him feeling pretty exhausted, but a part of him was also somewhat excited at the prospect of discovering new abilities. And yet another part of him was disgusted that he had been manipulating blood. Blood? That was just gross.

      Hephaestus had definitely he had a point, he really didn’t know his own strength. Now that he had manipulated blood, he started to wonder just what other liquids he would be able to manipulate.

      His thoughts derailed as he saw a shape in the fog in front of him. He dropped to a crouch, Riptide and dagger held in front of him. When it didn’t move, he approached it slowly. It was Geryon’s chariot.

      When Geryon had died, his horses had spooked and run off the way they had come. That meant he had been walking in the wrong direction. Damn it!

      But maybe he could talk to the horses and one of them could help him. The chariot was upside down, and it had a ruined wheel. There was no way he would be able to fix it without tools, but if he could talk to the horses, he might be able to ride one of them.

      As he walked around to the front of the chariot, he saw that there were no horses. All that was left was some burnt harnesses. The horses must have freed themselves and run off once the chariot flipped.

      He took a moment to search the chariot for any supplies. In the wreckage of the chariot he found a small bag, so he took that. Before he left, he also took a moment to remove the harnesses from the chariot. He cut away a few pieces and strapped Annabeth’s dagger to one of his forearms. The rest of the harnesses he stuffed in the bag. With these, hopefully he might be able to tie up an enemy in case he needed them to guide him.

      With the bag on his back, he turned back and walked the way he had come. He was upset that he had been traveling the wrong way, but salvaging the harnesses from the chariot seemed useful, so it sort of balanced out. Plus, he had stopped for a bit when he had removed the harnesses, so he felt a bit more rested than before.

      As he walked, he looked down at Annabeth’s dagger strapped to his arm. Seeing it brought back a ton of memories. It filled him with courage, it was like he was carrying a part of Annabeth with him. Like she was still somehow fighting beside him.

      Ah, the cursed blade, Kronos said. The very thing used to destroy my physical form. I never imagined I would perceive it again.

      “Shut up,” he shot back. “What the fuck? Why are you in my head?”

      Do you not remember what Hermes told you after the Battle of New York? Titan’s cannot be killed.

      As he said that, he remembered that very moment.

    
    

    
      (Flashback)

      “Annabeth did save him,” he had said. “Luke died a hero. He sacrificed himself to kill Kronos.”

      “I appreciate your words, Percy,” Hermes said in reply. “But Kronos isn’t dead. You can’t kill a Titan.”

      “Then—”

      “I don’t know,” Hermes grumbled. “None of us do. Blown to dust. Scattered to the wind. With luck, he’s spread so thin that he’ll never be able to form a consciousness again, much less a body. But don’t mistake him for dead, Percy.”

      (End Flashback)

    
    

    
      “You were supposed to be spread too thin to form a consciousness again.” Percy grumbled.

      When Luke stabbed himself, my essence was scattered. But you were right there, much of my essence went into you. I live within you. Pathetic isn’t it? Trapped within the body of the very mortal who fought to destroy me.

      “Yeah, pathetic. Now, can you get out of my fucking head? I don’t particularly love the idea of having a Titan living within me.”

      Do not trouble yourself child. Too much of my essence is still scattered. I can only be a voice. I do not have the strength to claim your body as my own.

      “Great, thanks,” he shot back sarcastically. “Really wasn’t looking forward to having someone take over my body again. The eidolon was bad enough.”

      Ah yes, I see it in your memories. An awful thing. He said sarcastically. It is a shame you did not finish of the lightning boy when you had the chance.

      “Shut up Kronos. Jason is my friend. I never wanted to fight him.”

      But you want a rematch, don’t you? You wish to know who is stronger.

      “Ok, you know what? If you’re going to just be taking a ride in my body. Can you at least make yourself useful and tell me which way to go? I’m just walking in fog, hoping I’m going in a straight line.”

      A little more to your left. Kronos said in a resolved voice. You should be entering a forest fairly soon.

      “Wow, that was actually surprisingly helpful. Thanks.”

      Do not fool yourself. I only wish to keep you alive because I do not want my essence to be scattered again.

      “Fair enough. It’s not like either of us asked for this. But if you can help me get out of here, I guess I’ll work with you.”

      Very wise Percy Jackson. As much as we were enemies in the past, we are now bound to each other.

      “Oh fuck that, I’m not bound to you. You’re hitching a ride in my body. Why can’t you just leave? The eidolon did.”

      And roam as a powerless spirit? No child, I have watched from within you since my defeat, and though I thought you beneath my consideration when we fought, I have come to respect you. I daresay perhaps I am even growing to like you.

      “Ok, that’s just creepy. Can we go back to silence please?”

      …

      “Thank you.”

      He kept walking. It was hard to walk in a straight line across uneven terrain. If it hadn’t been for Kronos occasionally giving him course corrections, he would have been hopelessly lost. Gods, why was this crazy shit happening to him? How did he end up with the disembodied voice of king of Titans in his mind?

      Crap ass luck. That was the only explanation he could think of. That or the Fates were really having fun messing with his life.

      Eventually, the fog started to clear somewhat. As it did, he was able to see a tree in front of him. Excited, he picked up the pace a little bit. While he was rushing towards the tree, his foot caught on a bit of uneven ground and he fell.

      Maybe his luck wasn’t so bad, or maybe the Fates were feeling a little kinder, because right as he fell, something flew over his head.

      It embedded itself in the trunk of the tree in front of him. It was some kind of spike or barb, a foot-long black spike. It looked oddly familiar.

      He got back up, sword and dagger out. He turned to look into the fog, hoping to see what had attacked him. Two more projectiles emerged from the fog in front of him. He knocked one of them out of the air, but the other grazed his shoulder. As it did, he felt a burning sensation.

      Poison. He realized.

      Poison, black spikes launched like projectiles. Realization dawned on him, “You.”

      “Yes, Perseus Jackson,” drawled a French accent. “I have found you.” Out of the fog emerged the form of Dr. Thorn. The manticore.

      His left arm burned from the poison, but he remembered from his first encounter with Thorn that the poison wouldn’t kill him, it only caused pain.

      The bigger problem was that he didn’t have a shield. He remembered fighting with Thorn before. With a single volley, he had almost completely destroyed the shield Tyson had given him. If Thorn decided to launch more than just one or two barbs, he was going to be in serious trouble.

      Not to mention the fact that he had the body of a very large lion. Those claws could also do serious damage.

      Great, he couldn’t keep his distance, or he’d turn into a pincushion; but if he did manage to get in close, he’d have to contend with sharp claws and a giant scorpion tail. Not to mention the fact that Thorn was not Geryon, he was quick and agile.

      Fuck.

      “Long have I waited to get my revenge demigod,” Thorn said. “How lucky that you saved me the trouble of searching for you in the mortal world.”

      “Yeah yeah,” Percy said impatiently. “You know, it’s been a long couple of days, and I am really tired of having this conversation with old enemies. Can we just skip to the part where you try to kill me?”

      Thorn snarled, “You wish for death Perseus Jackson!? Very well.” He swung his tail.

      But something was different this time. Maybe it was the blessing he got from Styx, or maybe Kronos was deciding to be helpful for some reason, but time slowed down. He couldn’t see the barbs per se, but he could sense their trajectory. He didn’t even need to duck or roll to dodge them. He simply knocked one of them out of the air, then turned his body to allow the others to pass by him.

      “What?!” Thorn snarled incredulously. “Impossible! No mortal has ever dodged an attack of mine with such ease.”

      “Oh just shut up,” Percy said wearily. He then tried to advance, but quickly had to step back to avoid the second volley.

      And that was how it went for quite a while. Percy dodging attack after attack, looking for opportunities to advance, finding none. He was really starting to get tired of running into old enemies. He was tired of fighting, he just wanted to go home.

      Blood. Drawled the voice of Kronos. Use Blood.

      How is me making weapons out of my blood going to help this time? He thought back. He’ll just knock them out of the air with his spikes.

      I didn’t say use your blood. Kronos replied. Use his.

      Percy was horrified at the thought. He couldn’t do that. Could he? No, it didn’t even matter if he could. He shouldn’t. It was wrong, even when dealing with a monster.

      Then a spike stabbed him in his leg. He had been distracted by Kronos’s voice. His leg exploded in pain. He dropped to one knee.

      “At last,” Thorn said triumphantly. “You fall.” And he swung his tail down for a finishing blow.

      Percy thrust out his hand, and the tail froze inches from his head.

      Thorn stood frozen before him, shaking in anger. “What is this!? Release me at once!”

      Percy stood up, feeling no anger at all. No emotion of any kind. He just felt cold and detached. In fact, he hardly felt like himself at all.

      “Don’t worry,” he said as he advanced. “This will be quick and painless.”

      “NO!” Thorn screamed. “Not like this!”

      Percy barely registered his words. He stood over Thorn’s motionless form and swung down at his neck.

      And just like that, it was over. Thorn’s body melted into shadow, leaving behind a pile of spikes.

      Percy collected the spikes, as well as some of the others that Thorn had launched at him, bundled them up, bound them together with some of the harness he had saved, and stuffed the bundle in his bag. His mind was still rather blank.

      Bit by bit, he could feel himself come back into his own body. As he did, he started to realize what he had just done. He had just destroyed a defenseless enemy.

      No, it was worse than that. He had immobilized him, and then decapitated him. As he reflected on what had happened. The gravity of what he had done dawned on him. He had done exactly what Kronos had said, he had used Thorn’s blood to immobilize him.

      “Oh gods,” he said. And promptly threw up.

    
    

    
      Well there we have it. Percy uses someone else’s blood.

      I don’t want to make Percy’s abilities grow too quickly. So I’m planning on having him be too horrified to even consider using it again for a while. Then eventually he’ll end up using it out of necessity. I don’t want him to relish the killing just yet.

      I hope you guys like what I decided to do with Kronos. I kinda pictured it being a bit like Venom.

      Should Kronos stay? Or should I get rid of him? Let me know.

      Also, let me know what other monsters you want Percy to face.

      P.S. To the Person (Or People) saying you want Percy to fight Tartarus 1-on-1. I see you. It’s also probably not gonna happen. Sorry. I have a plan for the finale, and it just doesn’t entail that. Besides, Tartarus is WAY too powerful for Percy to fight. Gaea was only able to be destroyed in HoO by 3 heroes, a dragon, and a flying projectile of imperial gold. And that was with her being removed from her domain. Sorry to disappoint. I do hope to make the finale epic in a different way though.

      

    
  




    Chapter 10

    
      And here is a slightly longer chapter. let me know if you prefer the chapters that way.

    
    

    
      Will you get a hold of yourself? Kronos asked impatiently. This is simply pathetic.

      Percy was still on his knees. After the realization that he had manipulated Thorns blood, he had proceeded to throw up pretty much everything he had eaten not so long ago. On top of that, he threw up a fair amount of Phlegethon water.

      We do not have time for this. Kronos snapped. You need to keep moving, now. You must find Iapetus.

      Percy heaved again, but this time there was nothing left in his stomach. He stood up slowly. “Fine,” he said monotonously, “Which way?”

      Between the two trees to your left. Kronos said. And hurry. This is no time for second-guessing or weakness.

      Percy trundled along thoughtlessly. He was absolutely horrified with himself. Using his own blood was one thing, but using another’s? He was disgusted.

      “I am never doing that again,” he muttered to himself.

      You may not have a choice child. There are bound to be enemies you cannot defeat with only your sword. Do not shrink from power Jackson. Use it. Embrace it.

      “Shut. Up.” He managed. “You have no idea. You have no idea how awful it felt.”

      I am no stranger to distasteful choices Jackson. Kronos’s voice had an odd sound to it as he said that. What was that tone?

      “I mean, duh. You ate your own damn children. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

      There was a prophecy. When I helped my mother destroy my father, I received a vision that I too would be overthrown by my children. When Hestia was born, I reacted in paranoia and ate her.

      “Seriously? Hestia is probably the only wholly good God I have ever met. She’s nothing but compassion and love.”

      As I said, paranoia. Was that a tinge of regret in his voice? And once I made that choice, my fate was sealed.

      “Did you care about your children at all?” Percy thought back to his memories of Smelly Gabe. “Why have them if you knew about the prophecy?”

      It is often in the nature of immortals to act thoughtlessly. Even the wisest of immortals can act foolishly.

      Percy stopped walking.

      What? Why are you stopping?

      “Why?” It was barely more than a whisper.

      Why what? Don’t stop moving.

      “Why are you telling me all this? I was your enemy. You tried to manipulate me. When you couldn’t, you manipulated my friends. You tried to destroy the Gods and all of Western Civilization.” Percy stopped to think how he was going to phrase the next thing. “But now, talking to me, you sound… remorseful. I don’t understand.”

      I have been stuck in your body since my own was destroyed. At first, I could barely do more than watch. It took coming to Tartarus for me to be able to speak. Strange as it may sound, but you have changed me. I know I will never regain my own form. It is a strange thing.

      “I still don’t understand. You were so evil before, what are you now?”

      I do not know, it vexes me. My first war against my children was fought out of fear and paranoia. My second was fought out of rage. I was chopped to pieces and thrown down here for millennia. Now that you see where I was cast, can you not understand my rage?

      Percy paused at that. “I guess. I’m no stranger to rage myself. And I will admit, I have started having my doubts about the Gods. But that still doesn’t explain why you sound so… human.”

      You take that back! I am Kronos! King of the Titans. Lord of Time. Do not DARE to compare me to a human ever again

      Percy doubled over in pain. Kronos screaming in his head gave him a massive migraine. But for all that anger, the reaction seemed like more than rage. He was overselling it. That meant he must have hit pretty close to the truth, and it was a truth Kronos didn’t know what to do with.

      He held his palms to the side of his head. “Ok! OK! I’m sorry! Now please, calm down.”

      Kronos huffed, and then withdrew.

      Percy stood up and stabilized himself. He held back a chuckle. Despite all the pain Kronos had caused, right now he was pouting like a child. It was amusing.

      He decided not to press anything and move on.

      He walked quite a while. After walking through ink black fog, this dark forest was somehow oddly comforting. There was still fog, but it was much lighter.

      He tensed when he heard a sound in front of him. It was a rumbling sound. He pulled out Riptide. Right when he was about to pounce, he spotted what was making the sound. It was… a cat.

      A cat. What the fuck was a cat doing here? It looked up at him quizzically. Then it walked up to him and sniffed his legs.

      He bent to pick it up. It seemed like a completely normal cat. It purred warmly in his arms.

      He smiled lightly. Odd as it was, he felt comforted.

      Then suddenly the cat froze. It looked over his shoulder and sniffed. Then it hissed and jumped out of his arms, running back the way it had come.

      He turned. Clearly something else was coming. He pulled out Annabeth’s dagger too, preparing himself for a fight.

      Then he saw what was after him. “Are you fucking kidding me?”

      Crashing through the trees, was the Minotaur.

    
    

    
      Percy just couldn’t seem to get away from old enemies. First Kelli, then Arachne (technically Annabeth’s enemy but whatever), Geryon, Thorn. Why was it that every enemy he fought down here had to have a personal vendetta?

      And this was the Minotaur. The first monster he had ever fought (Technically Mrs. Dodds, but that was different somehow). And now he was fighting it for the third time.

      And his luck just never got better. He had been larger when they had fought during the Battle of New York, about 10 feet. This time, he was even bigger. Now he was at least 15 feet tall. Easily big enough knock over trees as he walked through the forest.

      Percy was so over this. Was it too much to ask that he not keep running into old enemies?

      One minor consolation, the Minotaur wasn’t going to give him the same “I’ve been looking forward to killing you” speech he had already heard over 3 times.

      He didn’t even bother with antagonizing him, he just advanced.

      The fight wasn’t much to speak of, it didn’t even last more than a few minutes. The Minotaur roared and charged, he dodged and rolled. Eventually he managed to duck under one of the Minotaur’s attacks and stab it in the chest.

      With a horrifyingly loud roar, it crumbled into dust.

      “Let’s hope the third time is the charm.” He muttered to himself.

      He heard a noise behind him and pivoted. Weapons out and ready to strike.

      But this time, he just smiled and put them away. It was the cat again. It looked at him quizzically, then meowed.

      There was a motion behind it, and Percy tensed. “Who’s there?” he said as he reached for Annabeth’s knife.

      “Brother!” was the sound he was greeted to as Bob lumbered out of the fog, smiling from ear to ear. “I found you! Did you meet Small Bob?”

      “Small… what?” he stumbled.

      “My cat!” Bob said enthusiastically. “He helped me find you. He has a good nose.”

      “Oh, right. Yeah, he’s cute.” Percy relaxed visibly, “What happened Bob? Where did you go?”

      Bob looked down, “I thought you were behind me. I am sorry my friend.”

      Percy smiled, “Don’t be. Its ok, we found each other again.”

      Bob smiled back. “That is true. What happened to you? Why did you not follow?”

      “I was attacked by some of the monsters following me. And then I couldn’t see you and I didn’t know which way to go.”

      Bob frowned. “Were you hurt?”

      “No, not really. I’m ok.” He really didn’t want to tell Bob about his new ability. If things worked out, he would never use it again. Maybe in time he could pretend it had never happened.

      “Good!” Bob chirped. “We must keep going then, we are close.”

      “Close to what?” Percy still didn’t really know where Bob wanted them to go.

      “Soon we will go sideways, then you will go to get the Death Mist.”

      “Um. The Death Mist? What exactly is that?” He did not like the way Death Mist sounded.

      “It will hide you from the monsters. It is the only way for you to reach the Doors of Death.” Bob said solemnly.

      “Gotcha. Well, no time to waste then.” Before they started moving, he tensed. “Bob, I think something is watching us.”

      Bob sniffed the air. “I smell them. They are many, they are close.”

      “Do you know which direction they are coming from?” Just as he asked that question, a shadow dropped from above.

      Percy moved to attack, but another shadow dropped behind him. And then another. And another. In a matter of seconds, the two of them were surrounded by almost a dozen wrinkly hags.

      For a brief second, Percy thought they were the Furies. But there were too many of them, and they were far too large.

      “What are you?” He asked.

      The Arai hissed a voice. The curses!

      The voice that he heard didn’t come from any of the creatures. It came from all directions, from the air itself.

      “Great,” Percy asked, fear slowly starting to take over. “What do you want?”

      He heard a sharp cackling sound. To curse you! To destroy you a thousand times in the name of Mother Night!

      Percy sighed. “Of course you do.”

      They slowly began to advance as more dropped from above. In time there were almost 3 dozen of them. He jabbed with Riptide and slashed with the dagger. “Back off!”

      You cannot kill us, foolish mortal. Said the voice. We are curses incarnate, destroy us and our curses will be unleashed.

      Percy was really getting tired of this, “Great, more curses. You know, does everything in the mythological world want me to suffer?”

      There was no response as one of the demon ladies attacked. Without thinking, Percy sliced her in half. As soon as she exploded into shadow, he fell to one knee. He felt like a sharp rod had been stabbed sideways through his chest.

      Then it dawned on him. He had just fought him again recently. The first time, he had shot him through the chest with an arrow.

      “Geryon,” he spat. “This is how he died the first time I fought him.”

      The voice hissed in laughter. Yes, feel his pain. So many curses have been cast. Which one will you die from?

      He struggled to his feet. “Bob, what now?”

      Bob shook his head and muttered, “Destroying one will give you a curse. But if you do not, they will kill you.”

      Yes! Said the voice. Now die from a thousand curses!

      And with that they advanced. Percy struck one or two of them down. With each of his strikes, he felt a sharp pain somewhere in his body, but he did not stop to process where he was injured.

      One of them moved to strike him from behind but was destroyed by Bob’s spear.

      ..And he was fine.

      “Bob?” He asked, “Are you ok? Any curses?”

      Bob smiled, “No curses! No one hates Bob. I can protect my friend.”

      The voice hissed in laughter. Why would we curse this one? You have done that already. You stole his memories.

      Bob’s spear dipped at that. He turned to Percy, confusion and pain in his eyes. “You? You were the one who took my memories?”

      Curse him! Add to his suffering.

      Percy was stunned, he didn’t know what to do. “Bob, it’s complicated ok? We fought, but I didn’t want to kill you. So, I tried to make you my friend. I tried to give you a second chance.”

      By stealing who you were. By condemning you to a life of servitude to your former jailer.

      “No! That’s not how it went. I didn’t know Hades would do that. I promise, I am your friend.”

      But as he said it, he felt hollow. How could he call himself Bob’s friend? He hadn’t given him a second thought after he left. He had manipulated Bob into killing his own brother. Maybe Kronos was right. He was just like Luke.

      Do you see? The boy does not even believe his own lies. What friend was he, abandoning you? Did he ever come to see you after your memories were gone?

      “No,” Bob shook his head. “But the other one did.”

      Percy froze, “The… other one?”

      “Nico,” Bob spat. As he looked at Percy, his eyes were full of anger and pain. “Nico came to me. Told me about you. Said that you were good. A friend. THAT is why Bob came to help.”

      Percy had nothing left to say. He felt as awful as he had when he had used Thorns blood. It was all manipulation. He was a despicable person.

      The Arai advanced, and Bob did nothing.

      Percy retreated, slicing one after another. He needed to get out of the circle of enemies. But he couldn’t. There were just too many of them.

      So, he swung, and he swung. With every strike, he felt more tired, more hurt. But nothing mattered. No curse could possibly be worse than what he was currently feeling. A part of him felt that he deserved every curse he got. He was a monster. Tartarus was a place for monsters, so that is what he had become to survive.

      Then he attacked the largest one of the Arai. Once he did it, he realized that was probably a mistake. If they were truly curses incarnate, then a big one would mean a big curse.

      But he had this thought mid-swing, and by then it was too late. He destroyed her, and immediately fell to the ground.

      He felt a fire deep within him. His blood boiled. He coughed, and gagged, but it would not leave him.

      You have chosen. Said the voice. Gorgon’s blood. The curse of Phineas… excellent.

      He remembered Phineas. Another child of Poseidon. The contest of Gorgon’s blood. And Gaea’s warning:

      Do not press your luck. When your death comes, I promise it will be much more painful than gorgon’s blood.

      That was certainly true. He was in Tartarus, dying from gorgon’s blood and an innumerable amount of other painful curses. He had betrayed the one person who had chosen to help him. And he would never see Annabeth again.

      And so, he lay on the ground, slowly dying.

      The Arai floated around him, relishing in his misery.

      If he was going to die, it might as well be with a clear conscience. “Bob, I’m sorry.”

      Yes, this was the right thing. If he was to die, he should make his peace with the only person that mattered right now. “I should have told you the truth. I should have trusted you. I was a coward. I’m sorry.”

      He struggled to get on his feet. If he was going to die, he might as well rid the world of a few more curses. But before he could do anything, the Arai scattered as half of them were annihilated.

    
    

    
      Bob really knew what he was doing with his spear/broom. It didn’t take long before all of the Arai were gone. Some dead, most fleeing into the darkness.

      Percy wanted to thank him, to keep apologizing. But his voice didn’t work.

      Bob stared down at him. His face impassive.

      Iapetus. Came a voice. It was Kronos, he was speaking through him. Heal him.

      Bob frowned, “Brother? Where are you?”

      Within Percy. As I have been this whole time. There is a reason you called Percy your brother. You felt my presence within him.

      Bob’s frown increased, “Why should I heal him? He destroyed my memories. I am not Bob, I was Iapetus before.”

      That does not matter. You may not believe him. He may not believe himself. But I have seen his mind. He did consider you a friend. And he did want you to have a second chance. And you do. You are free. You can choose to be Bob or Iapetus.

      Bob looked around. “I would help, but it is too late. There are too many curses, and I cannot cure Gorgon’s blood.”

      Then take him to Damasen. There is nothing he cannot cure.

      Bob shook his head. “There is no time, he will be dead first.”

      No. Kronos said. I will fuse my essence with his. That will give him enough time.

      Bob stared at Percy. “Why? Why do this? He is a mortal, and enemy to our kind.”

      Because like you, I had a second chance. Kronos replied. It was not a long time. But I was able to keep living within him. And I was able to see things I could not before. I know his heart, he is worth saving. He will make life better for our kind if he is given the chance.

      Bob’s face returned to impassivity. “Very well. I will take him to Damasen. I made a promise to Nico. I intend to keep it.”

      And with that, Bob picked Percy up, slung him over his shoulder, and began to jog.

    
    

    
      And that’s that.

      Sorry I wasn’t able to keep Kronos around longer. But I never intended for him to stay around forever. And this seemed like a sensible way to integrate that into the story.

      I also hope the shift in Kronos’s behavior wasn’t too sudden. I didn’t really have a lot of time to make it a more gradual shift.

      But anyway, that’s that. Kronos will fuse with Percy. Does that mean Percy will get his powers? Let me know what you want.

      Next chapter will probably be a long nightmare/vision as Percy is on the brink of death. And of course, Damasen will be added to the story.

      Hope you liked it. Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 11

    
      Quick turn around between chapters, but what can I say? I was inspired.

    
    

    
      Percy found himself floating in a sea of darkness. He tried to move, but he couldn’t. He tried to manipulate his surroundings, but they wouldn’t budge.

      Then the space in front of him rippled and formed into a mirror. He saw himself; battered and broken, bloody and filthy.

      Then the reflection rippled and became Luke. He spoke to him, “Ethan. Me. All the unclaimed. Don’t let it . . . Don’t let it happen again.”

      He tried to respond and found that his voice did work now. “I did. I kept my promise. And the God’s swore on the Styx.”

      As he said the word Styx, Luke’s form shifted into that of Styx herself. “You continue to intrigue me Jackson. Will you fulfill your vow? Will you return?”

      “Of course, I will,” he said angrily. “Nothing will keep me from getting back to Tartarus.”

      “Then do not shrink from your power, child. You will need to use all of your strength to escape this place.”

      “No, no way. I will never use blood again.” That much he was sure of.

      “You will not have a choice. Your next enemy will be indestructible without it.” As she said that, her form began to fade.

      “Wait! What enemy? Who will I face?” But there was no answer. Now the face staring back at him was that of Zoë Nightshade.

      “You spoke the truth, Percy. You are nothing like . . . like Hercules. I am honored that you carry this sword.” Before he could respond, the form shifted until he was staring deep into the eyes of Bianca DiAngelo.

      “Bianca,” his voice cracked. “I am so sorry.”

      “Don’t be Percy. I told you once before, I made my choice.” She gave him a soft smile. “Look after my brother for me ok? If you make it back, you will need each other. Only the two of you know what it is like.”

      “I… I promise.” And with a smile, Bianca’s form faded again. In her place stood Luke again, but now his eyes were gold.

      “Kronos.”

      “Indeed,” said Kronos. “Before I was a voice in your head. Now we speak face to face.”

      “What more do you want?”

      “I need to explain some things to you.” Kronos said with a light smile. “And then I will fade.”

      “What? You’re going to leave?” Percy was really confused.

      “In a manner of speaking. You and I will become one. You will gain my essence.”

      “What!? I don’t want that! You can’t just decide that for me.” Percy tried to back away, but he could not move. As he tried, he coughed up pure fire. “What is wrong with me?”

      “You were cursed with Gorgon’s blood. You are dying.”

      “What!? I don’t—”

      “Stop. Do not interrupt me. I will explain,” Kronos said. “Iapetus is taking you to one who will cure you. But it is not enough. You will die before you reach him.”

      “But—”

      “I told you not to interrupt me,” Kronos snapped. “I am getting to that. You would die before you reach him, but you will live if I fuse my essence with yours. And you are correct, I cannot decide that for you. You must choose to fuse with me. But know this, without my power, you will die.”

      Kronos paused. “Before you choose, you must see my beginnings. You must understand how I came to be what I am. You must know what you are accepting by fusing with me.”

      The darkness began to fade. “Come, let me show you my beginnings.”

      As he said that, the darkness began to shift more substantially.

      “In the beginning there was only Chaos. It was the first primordial. Eventually, a part of Chaos broke off to become my mother, the one against whom you currently struggle. Gaea.”

      As he said that, out of the darkness came the Earth. But where the sky should be, there was still only darkness.

      “Then out of the darkness above Gaea was formed my father, Ouranos.” As he said this, he watched the night sky unfold. “And below my Gaea, out of Chaos, formed Tartarus, the one whom you currently face.”

      As he said this, everything shifted. And he saw the truth of Tartarus. The very air he had been breathing was the breath of Tartarus. All of the monsters in their pods were simply blood cells circulating his body. Tartarus was not a pit; it was the sleeping form of the ancient primordial himself. He really was the opposite of Gaea.

      “But enough about Tartarus. We are speaking of my story.” As he said that, the horrifying image of Tartarus shifted, and they found themselves floating in the sky above an empty valley.

      “Gaea and Ouranos came together and gave birth to myself and my siblings. Once we were brought into existence, their marriage began to fall apart. What finished it was the birth of the Elder Cyclopes and Hundred-Handed Ones. Ouranos despised them and cast them down into Tartarus.”

      “Once he did this, my mother decided to get revenge against my father. She formed the first weapon in existence, what would come to be my scythe. She realized the only way to destroy my father was to trap him far away from his element. So she gave me the scythe and lured him down to her domain.”

      As he said all of this, they watched everything unfold exactly the way he said it.

      “Once he did, my 4 brothers: Koios, Iapetus, Krios, and Hyperion, held him down. And I took the scythe my mother had given me, and I chopped him to pieces. As I did, he cursed me to his same fate. I would also be chopped to pieces by my children.”

      “I will spare you some details, but in the end, I became the king, my 4 brothers held dominion of the 4 corners of the earth, and I married Rhea. And for years we did not have children. I did not wish to have children for fear of my father’s curse. But eventually Hestia was born. When I saw her, I saw she was not a Titan. Her form was different, purer, more polished. I grew afraid, and I swallowed her. In time, Rhea and I would have 5 more children, and save for Zeus, the youngest, I would swallow all of them.”

      “At this point I am guessing you know the rest of the story. Zeus forcibly freed the rest of my children, and I was overthrown. It was as my father had cursed. I was chopped to pieces and cast into Tartarus.”

      “But I am immortal, I cannot be killed. I lived in pain and misery for millennia. Of course, you were there for the rest of this all.”

      Percy looked at him. “Why are you telling me this?”

      Kronos looked back at him and gave a sad smile. “Because you must understand me if you will accept my essence. You must know that the essence you are fusing with is one that bears millennia of pain and rage.”

      “I don’t have a choice, do I?” Percy said.

      “Not if you choose to live. But I can tell you, living will not be better. Living with my essence will mean enduring more pain and misery than you have so far.”

      Percy stared, “Will I be immortal?”

      Kronos laughed lightly. “No child. You are not receiving all of my essence. It will be enough to bring you back from the brink of death, but you will remain mortal. Though you will be more powerful than before.”

      “Wait, what?” Percy was stunned. “Are you saying I will gain your powers?”

      “I am saying you already had them. But you will need to learn to control them.”

      “What will they be?” Percy still could not believe this was happening.

      “You will be able to slow and freeze time. Though you will need to practice and build your strength. Obviously, freezing time will be far more difficult than slowing it. In fact, I imagine you will not be able to manage it for more than 30 seconds at a time, even if you do master this skill.”

      “Will I be able to turn back time? Or predict it?”

      Kronos shook his head. “No. Even that I could not do. The past cannot be changed. And I was not the lord of prophecy. But nevertheless, you will be much stronger than before.”

      He paused for a second. “Speaking of power. Styx was right, you will need to use all of your strength to escape this place. Do not shrink from power Jackson. Embrace it. And if there is darkness within you, embrace that as well. If you wish to escape this place in one piece, you will not be able to continue to deny a piece of yourself. Accept who you are, darkness and all.”

      He turned to look at him. “Now, will you accept my power? Or will you allow yourself to die? Remember this, living will not be a blessing. You will suffer.”

      Percy grit his teeth. “I have to get back to Annabeth. I have to get back to my Mom.”

      “Is that a yes?”

      “Yes, I accept your power.”

      And with that, Kronos began to drift towards him. As he did, his form began to fade into golden sparks. And then his form faded entirely, and Percy was surrounded by golden light. Then the light went into his own body and he felt himself pulse with power.

      As it did, he heard the voice of Kronos one final time. Remember my father. Remember his fall.

    
    

    
      And that is that. Kronos is no more, and Percy has some of his powers. Slightly shorter chapter here, but that’s just the way it went.

      I hope you decided what I did for this dream sequence. I have some ideas for the future that I am trying to set up here. I wonder if you can guess what they are.

      Speaking of the future, I have been thinking of taking this storyline and carrying it out past the end of House of Hades, all the way to the end of the series. Would that be something that interests you guys? Do you want to see this version of Percy back in the mortal world?

      Comment or PM me with your thoughts on that.

      Next chapter, Damasen!

      P.S. If you want a good visualization of the Kronos/Percy fusion thing. Check out the Byleth and Sothis merging cutscene from Fire Emblem: Three Houses

      

    
  




    Chapter 12

    
      And here is yet another chapter. I have been super motivated to write this story. I’m also trying to get as much done before I go back to work on Monday. I probably won’t be able to update as regularly then.

    
    

    
      Percy woke in a jolt. He found himself lying in a large bed covered in sheepskins and… was that Drakon hide? The room smelled, odd. Then he realized it was simply the lack of a sulfur smell that he had almost gotten used to in Tartarus. Instead, the air smelled normal, like a kitchen almost.

      He sat up, and his head spun. His throat felt raw and burnt. But he no longer sensed any of the Gorgon’s Blood that was boiling his insides.

      He looked at his surroundings. He was truly lying in a giant bed. Around him was a large dome made of bones, mud, and a green looking leather. He ignored the rest of his surroundings when he noticed the Giant sitting beside the fire in the middle of the room.

      He moved to get out of bed. As he did, he noticed that Bob was sitting between him and the Giant. It was odd, beside him, Bob looked small. This Giant was roughly 20 feet tall, and bright red.

      He stood up, and as he did, his legs almost fell out from underneath him. He stumbled, and in doing so, alerted the other 2 to his presence.

      The Giant looked up at him, sighed, and then turned his attention back to the pot hanging over the fire. Bob, however, stood up and moved to aid him. “Easy, Percy. You are coming back from the brink of death. Do not strain yourself.”

      With Bob’s help, he stumbled over towards the fire. He then sat on a small chair, which he suspected was more of a footstool for the Giant.

      Speaking of the Giant, now that he was closer, he took the time to observe him. He looked just like the rest of the Giants. He had the same dragon scale legs. But he seemed different as well. Instead of blustering and angry, he just seemed resigned and sad. He looked exactly how Percy felt, like he was tired of fighting.

      The Giant nodded at him, “How do you feel child?”

      Percy looked up at him oddly, his voice was much like the rest of him, weary. “Um, I’m ok. Are you the one who cured me?”

      Bob and the Giant looked at him curiously. The Giant was first to respond, “Yes, I am Damasen. Bob brought you to me and asked me to cure you of Gorgon’s Blood. How did you know this?”

      “Kronos told me.” This got another odd look from both of them.

      This time Bob was first to respond. “Kronos spoke to you?”

      He nodded. “Yes, as I was dying, I had a vision of him. He explained to me the origin of the world and the Titans. And then he fused his essence with mine to bring be back from the brink of death.”

      Damasen gave a curt nod, “I suspect he did more than that. I believe you did in fact die.”

      As he said that, Percy thought back to the Prophecy of the Seven. An oath to keep with final breath. And foes bear arms to the Doors of Death. Had he fulfilled one of those lines? He had sworn an oath to get back to Annabeth. He couldn’t remember when he made it. But Styx had said something about him swearing on her name.

      Bob knelt before him and looked at him. “Yes, I see it. My brother’s essence is within you.”

      Percy didn’t know what to say to Bob. He still felt incredible guilt. He knew he needed to give him a better apology than he had. “Yeah, he said something about me gaining some of his powers.”

      Bob shook his head. “That is not what I mean.” He turned to Damasen, “Do you have a mirror?”

      Damasen nodded and retrieved a polished piece of scrap. In his hands it looked like a small hand mirror; but when he set it before Percy, it was almost as tall as he was. He stood to look at the mirror.

      He looked at his reflection. At first, he didn’t notice anything odd. He looked exactly as he expected, bloody and filthy. His shirt almost torn to shreds. But then he looked closer at his face.

      He saw it in his eyes. They were a much darker shade of green. And around the irises were flecks of gold.

      “Wow, that’s different.” He looked away from the mirror at Damasen. “I guess I should thank you for curing me.”

      Damasen shook his head solemnly. “Do not thank me. You are doomed. And I will still have payment.”

      He froze, “Um… I don’t really know how to repay you.”

      “Tell me your story child. It gets boring here. But first, let us eat.”

      And so he sat down and ate. The stew was really good. It had some strange meat in it. Strange, but good. Most of all, it was warm. And for a while, he felt safe.

      So, he began to tell Damasen his story. He told him of all of his quests and adventures. Of how he had fought Kronos, of how he had gained his essence without knowing it.

      He also talked about how he had first encountered Bob. Of how they had fought. Of how he had lost his memories. Of how he had abandoned him.

      He couldn’t bear to look Bob in the eyes. “I’m so sorry Bob. I shouldn’t have trusted Hades to treat you well. I should have known how cruel he would be. After the war was over, I made the Gods swear to give better treatment to the peaceful Titans. But I never follow-up to make sure they did. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” He couldn’t help it, tears flowed. He stopped talking and just sat there, sobbing.

      Bob then spoke to him. He still couldn’t bear to look at him, to see the probable disgust and hatred in his eyes. But what he said next surprised him. “It is ok brother. Kronos spoke to me as you lay dying. He explained to me the truth in your heart. I am not happy, but I do not blame you.”

      With those words, a huge weight was lifted off of his chest. He slowly began to regain his composure.

      Damasen cleared his throat. “Continue your story child.”

      He wiped his tears away and continued. Telling about his journey to New Rome. About the fight against Polybotes and Alcyoneus. He talked about the journey east. Of all the enemies he fought along the way. Then he talked about Rome, about Otis and Ephialtes. Of how he fell into Tartarus.

      He then realized he was telling a Giant about killing other Giants. These were probably his siblings. “Oh, this is your family huh?”

      Damasen nodded, “Yes, like the rest of my kind, I am a child of Gaea and Tartarus.” He then gestured at his surroundings. “However, clearly you can see I am not on the best of terms with my family.”

      “So… you don’t have a problem with us fighting your mom and your siblings?”

      He gave a light laugh. “I wish you the best of luck. However, your primary concern should be my father. With him standing against you, you may not return to your world. You have no way out.”

      Bob spoke up for the first time, “No, there is a way. I will lead him to the Doors of Death.”

      Damasen shook his head solemnly, “Not possible. That is at the very heart of my father. You will not survive.”

      Percy paused for a bit. Then it dawned on him. The rest of the prophecy. Foes bear arms to the Doors of Death.

      “But WE could. You could help us.”

      Damasen laughed. “No Child. I am not your friend. I helped mortals once, and it landed me here.”

      “You helped mortals?” Percy really wished he had Annabeth’s knowledge about Greek Mythology.

      Damasen sighed, “I suppose it is my turn for a story. But I will take no interruptions.”

      Percy nodded.

      “I was born like the rest of my kind, to oppose a specific god. My mortal enemy was Ares. But Ares is the god of War. So, I was peaceful. I did not wish to fight. I chose to become a shepherd instead. Then one day, the Maeonian drakon killed a human shepherd, a friend. So, I hunted it and killed it.”

      “For the crime of aiding a mortal. Gaea consumed me, and I was exiled here. Every day — or as close as one can get in this place — the Maeonian drakon re-forms and attacks me. I am locked in eternal conflict. Unable to win, unable to die.”

      Percy didn’t want to interrupt the story, but it seemed like it was done. “Break your curse, come with us. Don’t you see? You were born to be the Foe of mankind, so was Bob. But the Prophecy of the Seven says ‘Foes bear arms to the Doors of Death.’”

      He was standing now, sure that he was right. He didn’t know where this idea came from, but he was going to run with it. “We are meant to be foes, but we must work together to reach the Doors of Death.”

      Damasen smiled sadly down at him. “No child. I cannot escape this curse. I have tried.”

      “Try again. Don’t let the curse win.”

      Damasen laughed slightly, “As easy as that?”

      “No, of course it isn’t easy. But that’s the point. Nothing worth doing is. If I wanted the easy way, I would have let myself die as soon as I landed here. I could have given up time and time again.” Percy was getting angry now. He hated seeing someone give in like this. “If I, a puny mortal, can get this far, then you can too.”

      Damasen looked at him sadly. “No child. I have lived too long here. I have accepted my fate. You are young, you will learn this truth eventually.” He tossed him a backpack made of the same green leather.

      “Here. There is food. And you will find a Drakon leather tunic inside. It will help protect you.” He reached in his pocket for something else. ‘And here, take these.’ In his hands were two swords made of bone. “Celestial bronze is good, but there will be enemies you cannot destroy without something more. This is Drakon bone. It will do what your Celestial bronze cannot.”

      He emptied his bag. He took the straps he had saved and quickly turned them into a harness. He wore it where his bag had been. Then he strapped the two Drakon bone swords over each of his shoulders. The two swords formed an “X” over his upper back. He took out the Drakon tunic and put it on. With it on, all that was left to see was the handles of the two swords over his shoulders. He then took the Drakon-leather bag and put it on.

      “Very good. You are ready for what is to come, if anyone can be.” Damasen looked at him. “I wish you the best of luck.”

      And with that, he and Bob left out the back of his tent.

      They walked in silence for quite a while. Though Bob had made it clear he didn’t hold anything against him, he certainly blamed himself.

      He also just felt… different. He knew he had to fuse with Kronos to survive, but still, it had changed him on a fundamental level. His anger seemed to be much closer to the surface. He thought about what Styx and Kronos had said, how he would need to use all of his power to survive.

      He thought about that. Maybe Kronos was right, the darkness was a part of him. Besides, Kronos had said he would be able to freeze time now. What was really the difference between freezing someone in place with blood versus time? And in the end, he had to kill the monsters. Maybe the darkness really didn’t matter.

      But he was also troubled. Styx had said something about needing that power for what came next. From what Bob had said, they were heading for a really old Goddess who would give him the Death Mist. He didn’t understand how he would need to use blood for that.

      Then his blood chilled. He heard a growling sound. At first, he thought it was just Small Bob. But his sounds were more akin to a purr.

      That meant that the sound he had heard earlier wasn’t Small Bob. He had disregarded it at the time, but maybe they were being tracked by something.

      He pulled out Riptide and turned around. “Bob,” he hissed. “Something is here.”

      Bob turned and sniffed the air. “Yes, I smell it. But we do not have time. It should not follow us to Akhlys.”

      With that he turned and kept walking. Percy followed, picking up the pace from before.

      Soon, the curtain of darkness dispelled, and they were left standing in a large clearing. It was a circle, about 40 yards across. In the center was a small pool. And kneeling over it was a woman. She knelt there, sobbing and sobbing until his heart ached.

      “We are here,” Bob said. “Akhlys will help you.”

    
    

    
      Alright, the story is progressing nicely. The story from here on will probably follow pretty closely to the original. Of course, it will be much darker.

      I wonder, can you guess what it is that’s following them?

      I’ve seen a couple comments saying that people want the story to go past Tartarus. And I am glad to hear it, as I would love to write more. I am especially looking forward to writing reunion scenes and other people reacting to Percy being all Dark and violent.

      I am planning on writing as much as possible before work picks back up. So expect another chapter soon.

      Next up: Akhlys, a mystery monster, and Nyx.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 13

    
      Alright, here we go. We are quickly approaching the finale. After works starts, I probably won’t be able to update the story as quickly as I have been, but don’t worry. I won’t leave you all hanging.

    
    

    
      Percy really wished Bob had given him a proper description of Akhlys before they had gotten here. If he had known what he was walking into, he might have thought twice before accepting her help.

      Here they were, in a desolate clearing, staring at a sobbing ghoul. Her arms and legs were thin. Her skin sunken and sallow. But when she looked up at them, he almost threw up all of the Drakon stew.

      Her face was horrifying. Her eyes sunken and dark, dripping with tears. Her hair matted and clumpy. Her cheeks were covered in claw marks, as if she had scratched herself over and over again.

      But it was too late to turn back now. Percy knew there was something pursuing them, so going back was not an option. He tentatively began to approach.

      “What do you want?” She wailed, her voice scratchy and raspy. “Why do you come before me?”

      As she spoke, waves of despair poured over him. He wanted nothing more than to collapse on the ground and cry. Looking at her, he felt nothing but hopelessness.

      But the thought of Annabeth shook him out of his wallowing. He knew what he needed to do. “Are you the one Bob told me about? Can you give me the Death Mist?”

      She looked at Bob, “What is this you speak of? You thought I would hide him? Why would I do such a thing?”

      Bob looked uncomfortable. “He must reach the Doors of Death. Only your Death Mist will allow him to reach them.”

      She gurgled. Percy couldn’t tell if she was going to laugh or cough up a hairball. “It cannot be done. No mortal can return from Tartarus. The armies of Tartarus will destroy him.”

      Percy felt his anger rising to the surface. He fought to keep himself calm. “Look. I am getting really tired of Titans and Giants and Goddesses telling me what cannot be done. Now, you, whoever you are, will you give me the Death Mist?”

      “Whoever I am?” Akhlys turned towards him angrily. “I am Akhlys, goddess of Misery. I was old before the Titans came to be. I am older than Gaea and Tartarus. Misery has always been. I was born of Chaos itself, the first primordial. I am—”

      “Yeah, I get it. You’re miserable,” Percy snapped. “I am starting to agree. You are pretty insufferable.”

      She glared at Bob. “Who is this child you have brought before me?”

      Bob grumbled under his breath. “I just thought that you—”

      “The Death Mist is not for HELPING!” She shrieked. “It is a state of being, it is misery incarnate. It is despair brought into being.”

      “Great,” Percy cut her off before she could keep rambling. “Give it to me.”

      She hissed. “Ask me for anything else, child. I am the goddess of Poison as well. I can give you any kind of death you wish. Any one would be preferable to walking into the heart of Tartarus.”

      She raised her arms, and all around her flowers bloomed from the ground. Flowers of all colors, purple, orange, red. They smelled horrifyingly sweet. His head began to swim from the fumes.

      “Nightshade,” she offered. “Hemlock. Belladonna, henbane or strychnine. Arsenic, Cyanide. Ask me for any of these. I will grant you a quick death if I feel kind.”

      Percy stood his ground. “Nope, besides, I’ve done the whole poison thing before. I didn’t really enjoy it. Now give me the Death Mist.”

      She stood. Flowers continued to bloom around her as she moved. “Why should I do this thing?”

      Percy stood firm, “For the same reason Styx chose to bless me. For the same reason Kronos gave me his essence. If I endure, and I will, I will continue to suffer. Won’t you enjoy that? And if I don’t suffer, then those who stand against me will. Either way, you get your share of suffering.”

      She looked at him quizzically. “Very well, I will do this. But first you must follow. You will come closer to death than ever before. Only then can you be hidden from the pit. You will suffer, but I can see your resolve. I will grant you the Death Mist. Follow.” With that she began to walk to the other end of the clearing, leaving a trail of poison in her wake.

      “Percy,” Bob said. “I cannot go with you. I am immortal, I must go another way. I will meet you at the heart of Tartarus.”

      He turned to look at Bob. “Thank you, Bob. Thank you for everything. I will see you soon.”

      And with that, he turned back to follow Akhlys. He stayed a good distance behind her, not wanting to get caught up in the poisonous plants that were created in her wake.

      Suddenly, she paused.

      “Why are we stopping? Are we there?”

      She turned around to look at him. “No. But there is something to which you must attend before I take you the rest of the way.”

      “Oh yeah, and what’s that?”

      He couldn’t tell if she grimaced or smiled. “Turn around.”

      He did. Standing there, was the Nemean Lion. It was as he remembered it, a lion the size of a small truck, with claws that looked like silver, and a coat that looked like it was woven out of gold.

      He groaned internally. Once again, he was facing another enemy from his past. Unfortunately, this one was probably going to cause a lot more trouble than the other ones. Every other enemy he fought; he was able to defeat alone. But this one, it had indestructible fur. Last time, he had only managed to kill it with the help of 4 others, and a bunch of disgusting astronaut food.

      He had no idea how to fight it this time. Remembering what Damasen said about Celestial bronze not being enough, he drew his 2 Drakon bone swords. They fit perfectly in his hands. They were balanced spectacularly, and they were slightly curved. He could have sword they were made from actual Drakon claws.

      Even with these incredible new weapons, he was not confident it would be enough to defeat this foe. Especially because it seemed the Lion remembered him. This time it was clearly refusing to open its jaws. Resorting to snarling through clenched teeth rather than roaring.

      It advanced. And boy was it quick. He barely had time to roll under its first slash before the other one swung. He tried to slash at it with his swords, but it stepped back.

      Without giving him any time to breathe, it advanced once again. This time, he was able to avoid only the first attack. The second sliced his arm. Fortunately, he was wearing his Drakon hide tunic, or he would have found his arm shredded and useless. Instead, he only sustained minor scratches from the pressure of the lion’s claws. Before the it could back away, he spun and sliced with his sword.

      It just bounced off. Even Drakon bone wasn’t going to be enough. Now he remembered Styx’s words. Your next enemy will be indestructible without it.

      The thought chilled him. He had no choice, he had to use his abilities of blood control. He raised a shaking arm and concentrated.

      The Lion snarled at him and attacked, but this time it moved slower than before. He was able to dodge its attack, but in doing so, he lost his concentration and it was released from his hold.

      It began to pace in a circle, clearly more wary of him than before. One problem he was starting to realize, even if he did manage to freeze it, it wasn’t keeping its jaws open. Even immobilized, it would still be indestructible.

      Then he thought back to his first time using blood. He had solidified his own blood into sharpened weapons. The lion was only indestructible from the outside…

      Before he could complete his train of thought, it leapt at him. He brought his hand up again, concentrating even harder than before. He shook off all of his exhaustion and fear and pain. And with a single-minded focus, he thought Stop.

      He wasn’t sure if he was using blood or if he was using Kronos’s powers of time, but the lion froze mid-air. He moved forward sluggishly, his powers sapping his strength. He thought he could maybe stab it in the eye, hopefully that would kill it.

      As he tried, it blinked. Apparently, even its eyelids were invulnerable. It really looked like he had no choice after all. Besides, he thought to himself, dead is dead either way, right?

      He stared at the lion. He imagined the blood flowing through its veins. As he did, he could almost see it, the same way he could see ocean currents when he was in the water. He imagined its heart. He thought about all of the blood flowing into and out of it.

      Then he imagined the exit valve for the heart. Then he concentrated and thought about it damming up. He imagined what would happen if he did that. He wouldn’t even need to solidify any blood. Instead, blood would continue to build up in its heart.

      He thought back to his fight against Ares. He had held back the incoming tide. This was basically the same thing, right? He could feel the pressure starting to build, blood trying to break past the barrier he had created. The lion snarled, then began to whine.

      And suddenly he felt the pressure suddenly let up, and with that the lion stopped moving. It went limp, and he let his hold over it go.

      As it fell to the ground, he realized what he had just done. He had exploded its heart. Whereas before, he was horrified by his powers over blood; this time he felt nothing of the sort. Instead, he was strangely relieved. After all, dead was dead. What was the difference between stabbing something through the heart, something he had done many times before, and destroying its heart with his powers?

      He also felt a grim sense of satisfaction and pride. He was proud of himself for his ingenuity. After all, he had made the lion’s end relatively quick, right? It wasn’t like he had made it suffer a long, grueling death. No, the lion had died quickly. He was pleased with himself at that. He realized, even if he did have to use his powers over blood, he didn’t have to be cruel about it. He could grant quick, merciful deaths.

      He turned back towards Akhlys; she was looking at him with a strange look. She looked almost… hungry.

      “Well,” she said in a strange voice. “You did not lie, helping you will certainly let you spread more suffering.”

      She turned back around, “Now, follow.” And she kept moving.

      As they walked, he continued thinking about what had happened. He hadn’t made the Nemean Lion suffer, so why had she said that? He didn’t want anyone to suffer.

      Before he could finish the thought, the fog suddenly lifted, and he found himself standing at the edge of a cliff.

      Below was nothing. The only thing past the edge of the cliff was a pitch-black void.

      “We are here,” Akhlys turned to look at him. Her eyes shone in a strange way. Her face still had the same hungry look, but her eyes looked… excited. Could Misery look excited?

      “Um, cool,” he asked. “Where is here?”

      “The brink of ultimate death,” she said. “Where Night meets the void below Tartarus.”

      Percy leaned slightly over the edge, “So that’s Chaos, huh? Kronos told me about him.”

      “Indeed, and this is the edge of the earliest darkness, my mother. Here, you are closer to nothingness than any mortal can possibly be. Can you not feel it?”

      He could. Even with Kronos’s essence, he felt thin, insubstantial. He felt like his very being was pulled out of his body.

      “I can’t stay here,” he said firmly.

      “Indeed, you cannot,” Akhlys was definitely smiling now. “Do you not feel the Death Mist? Even now you are passing the brink. Look!”

      He did. White smoke was gathering around his feet. It slowly coiled up around him, and he realized the smoke was his own essence. He felt like he had the first time in the Styx, like his very soul was dissolving.

      “So, this is the Death Mist huh?” He continued to look at himself. He definitely felt like smoke. “It certainly feels weird, but I think I will manage.”

      Akhlys chuckled, “Oh, you definitely won’t manage.”

      He frowned, “I don’t understand, I thought you said with the Death Mist I could pass unseen.”

      “Oh, you can. You have passed the veil of this world. But I could not grant you the Death Mist unless what came next, was death.”

      Percy sighed, “Got it, trap. Should have seen this coming.”

      “I did warn you.”

      He pulled out his Drakon bone swords. For some reason, he had a feeling they would help more than Riptide would. “Alright then, bring it!”

      He moved to strike her, but his swords simply passed through her.

      She smiled, “You are mist now. Perhaps in time you could learn to control this power. But I think you can guess; you won’t have time.”

      Her fingernails elongated into talons. She opened her jaw like a snake, and her teeth elongated into fangs. She lunged.

      For a brief moment, he thought being smoke would also make him invulnerable to attacks.

      Nope.

      Her claws raked his chest. He stumbled backwards sluggishly. In a moment of pure instinct, he swung with his left sword and hit her. Apparently, the intangibility thing could be overcome if he attacked when she did. Unfortunately, he only managed to hit her with the flat side of the blade. Enough to knock her off, but not enough to harm her.

      She snarled at him. “You dare!?”

      She began to advance again, slowly this time. “A slow death! Death by a thousand poisons!” She screamed.

      She raised her arms, and flowers began to bloom all around her. The blossoms swelled and burst. From them flowed sap of varying colors: blue, green, white, etc. It began to flow towards him, as it did, the poisonous liquids fused into purple sludge.

      It was almost worse than the Gorgon’s blood. He choked on the fumes. He fell to his knees.

      The poison began to flow faster and faster. From streams to rivers. Eventually he found himself kneeling on a small island, surrounded by a lake of purple poison for at least 10 feet in any direction.

      Lake. He thought to himself. Streams. Rivers. Water.

      He almost laughed at the thought. He had manipulated blood before, hadn’t he? What was this poisonous sludge but yet another liquid? He thought back to his fight with Polybotes, in New Rome. When Polybotes had turned the Aqueduct water into poison, he had managed to deflect it, right?

      He concentrated once again. With the same single-minded focus he had used in his fight against the Nemean Lion, he thought one word, Stop.

      The streams of poison stopped moving. The lake stopped expanding. He concentrated harder, and the poison began to flow back the way it had come.

      Akhlys stared at him aghast. “What is this?” She shrieked.

      “Poison,” he said through gritted teeth. “Your specialty.”

      As the poison began to pull away from him, his head began to clear. He concentrated even harder, and the poison flowed faster. Soon Akhlys was trapped against the edge of the cliff, with a lake of poison 15 feet across holding her in place.

      There was no longer any poison around him. He stood.

      Akhlys tried to float upwards, away from the poison.

      “Oh no you don’t,” he said through clenched teeth. He held up his hand, and she stopped moving. He pulled, and she was brought back down to the ground.

      “Stop This!” she shrieked.

      “No,” he said, even though it was starting to sap his strength. “You wanted me to spread suffering, right? Well I am starting with you.”

      Her eyes began to water from the fumes. Oh good, he thought to himself. More liquids to work with.

      He pictured the wave of tears flowing backwards, filling her throat. She began to gag.

      “Stop!” she pleaded. But he didn’t want to. He had suppressed his anger, his fear. He had pushed down every emotion with the single-minded focus of getting back to Annabeth. Now, he did what Kronos had said, he embraced his darkness. He unleashed days upon days of pent-up emotion on the Goddess of Misery.

      “STOP!” This was another voice. He paused for a second, and Akhlys breathed a little easier. But the poison around her did not dissipate.

      The temperature around him dropped to freezing. The darkness solidified into the shape of a 40-foot woman. She floated in the air, in a black-grey Greek dress. She had black wings. For a moment he almost took her for a female version of Thanatos.

      He finally spoke, “Who are you?”

      “I am Nyx,” said the woman. “The Goddess of Night. Now let my daughter go.”

      He looked back down at Akhlys. Compared to her mother, she looked like nothing. She was just a scared little girl. He willed the tide of poison to recede. It created a narrow path. Akhlys didn’t hesitate, she scrambled away as quickly as she could.

      Now he stood alone on the cliff, facing the embodiment of Night.

      “What do you want?” He said. “I’m not scared of you.”

      In truth, he was very scared of her. But he couldn’t admit that. In taking in her form, he realized that this was a whole new level. This was something he had never faced before. This was a being older than Gaea and Tartarus. The Giants and Titans were like infants before her.

      “Indeed,” said Nyx with a critical eye. “You are certainly brave then. Or perhaps you are merely to foolish to realize you should be afraid.”

      He couldn’t really say that he was brave. He was barely standing from the waves of fear washing over him. But right now, he still felt angry. He still had a lot of pent-up emotions. They acted as fuel, keeping him going.

      “What do you want?” he repeated.

      “Why, your death, of course,” Nyx said. “I am impressed that you made it this far. But you will not make it further.”

      Percy sighed, “Look lady. It’s been a long journey. I just want to get to the Doors of Death. Now, if you want to kill me, can we just get on with it? I am getting really sick and tired of the speeches.”

      She stopped short. “I—” She frowned. “That is hardly the response I expected from you. You are certainly an odd one, aren’t you?”

      “It’s been a long journey. Now, are you going to tell me the way to get to the Doors of Death, or are you going to kill me?”

      She studied him. “Interesting. There is only one way for mortals to reach the Doors of Death, the halls of my palace — the Mansion of Night.”

      She raised her arms, and down below, two torches lit up. They illuminated a black stone doorway.

      “You intrigue me, child. What is your name?”

      “Percy Jackson.”

      “Very well, Percy Jackson. You have shown yourself to be a very different breed of mortal by coming this far. I see it now. You have endured many trials crossing the fields of Tartarus. In reward for your endurance, I give you a choice. One final trial.”

      Percy couldn’t believe what he was hearing. He was just about to prepare himself to fight this woman, and she was going to let him go? “And what kind of trial is this?”

      She smiled, but it was hardly a kind smile. “You have shown your resourcefulness in crossing the field of Tartarus. You have shown courage. You have shown ruthlessness in your fight against Akhlys. Now you must show your cunning.”

      “Ok, and how do I do that?” he asked.

      “Jump. If you can make it through my Mansion, I will allow you to cross to the Doors of Death.”

      He paused. “Just like that?”

      She laughed, “You think it will be easy? No, this will be your greatest trial yet.”

      He sighed, “Of course it will.”

      Knowing he had no choice; he took a few steps back from the ledge. He steeled himself, ran toward the edge of the cliff, and jumped.

    
    

    
      Alright, here we are.

      How many of you saw the Nemean Lion coming?

      Do you like Percy’s bloodbending?

      It’s hard for me to make Percy super dark because no one ever believes they are wrong or evil. Even the bad guys in the stories think they are doing the right thing. So, I am trying to make Percy rationalize his actions as much as possible. It probably won’t be until we see other people react to him that we realize how dark and twisted Percy has become.

      Speaking of other people reacting to Percy. I have decide I am going to carry this story through to the end of the series. But I would like your input, should it be a separate story, or should I just keep adding on to this one?

      As for the next chapter. I have plans for the Doors of Death. But none for the Mansion of Night. Please comment of PM me. What do you want to see? What should this final trial entail?

      Hope you like it. Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 14

    
      Alright, given my work schedule I am probably going to go back to shorter chapters. That way I will still be able to keep to regular updates. Enjoy.

    
    

    
      He jumped.

      His first thought was, What the hell are you doing?

      His second thought was, AHHHHHHHHH!

      Time seemed to slow down. Whether it was his Kronos powers or just sheer adrenaline, he couldn’t tell. As he fell, he prayed to whatever Gods he thought might still be rooting for him. He realized that if he missed, he wouldn’t recover from that. His essence would be scattered into the depths of Chaos.

      He had a crazy thought of trying to make himself levitate by lifting his own blood. But before he could carry on that train of thought, he saw the rapidly approaching doorway. He focused, and time slowed down even more. He was able to perfectly time his landing so that he rolled on impact. He felt some pain in his ankles from the landing, but otherwise he was unscathed.

      He stood in front of a stone archway, torches on either side of him. Beyond him was nothing but pitch black. It looked like there were a black curtain drawn over the archway, but he knew it was merely a boundary to the Mansion of Night.

      “Very good,” Nyx was floating in the air behind him. “Now do you have the strength to endure what my mansion has to offer? Do you have the nerve?”

      Without so much as looking back, he stepped through the archway.

      Darkness enveloped him. It was like the fog of Tartarus, but it was much thicker. He guessed he couldn’t see more than a foot or two in front of him.

      He started to walk forward slowly. As he did, he began to hear whispers all around him. It was as if he were back in the Colosseum, and every seat was filled with spectators talking amongst themselves.

      Suddenly the mist before him rippled and formed into a doorway. He knew he had no choice, so he opened it.

      He walked into his old apartment. There in the living room, sat Smelly Gabe. He looked exactly as he had in life; fat, bald, smoking a cigar, with beers strewn all around him.

      He looked up, “You’ve got some nerve coming back here after all this time, you little delinquent.”

      Percy didn’t bother with a response; he just drew his Drakon bone swords. Even if this was an illusion, he figured Celestial bronze would be ineffective.

      Gabe laughed, “What are you gonna do, tough guy? You gonna run me through. Get out of here. You’re a coward.”

      He almost put his swords away. This was clearly part of the trial Nyx mentioned. He didn’t want to give Gabe one more second of his consideration. He walked past him, aiming for the other doorway.

      Gabe laughed again, “Yeah, that’s what I thought, punk. You’ve always been a coward. I can’t believe I put up with you for all those years. Your mom was hot, but not THAT hot. To be honest, she was pretty lackluster in bed too. Definitely not worth putting up with you.”

      At the mention of his mom, he turned around in fury and walked back. “Don’t. Ever. Talk. About. My Mother. Again.”

      Gabe just smirked at him, “Or what? You gonna run be through with your toy swords? Get out of here, you’re nothing. You’ve always been nothing.”

      His hands started to shake. He fought to maintain his composure. Then he realized, this was an opportunity. Last time, his mom had gotten to finish him off. Now, he had the chance to make Gabe pay for every bit of torment he had put him and his mom through.

      He sheathed his swords. And he smiled. For the first time since dropping into Tartarus, he smiled. But this was no kind, lighthearted smile. This was predatory. He raised his hands, and Gabe froze.

      Gabe’s smile faded, “What do you think you’re doing!?”

      His smile grew, “Don’t worry. It’ll be our little ‘Guy Secret’ right? Isn’t that what you always said to me?”

      He concentrated and forced Gabe to get out of his chair. He floated him over until he stood in front of him. Now then, where to start?

      Hanging in the air in front of him, Gabe resembled a giant punching bag. So that’s where Percy started. He punched him over and over again. Gabe couldn’t move, couldn’t fight back. Percy was finally able to vent years of pent up emotions.

      Gabe was the first monster he had ever had to deal with. And he was the only one who had nothing to do with mythology. His whole childhood, he had lived in fear. Gabe had beat him any time he talked back to him.

      But that wasn’t why he was laying into Gabe the way he was. He had made peace with his trauma a long time ago. No. This was about his mom. He wanted Gabe to suffer for every bit of misery he had put his mom through.

      Pretty soon, Gabe was battered and bruised. Then, with another punch, Percy heard a clinking sound.

      His bag. He realized he was still carrying the spines he had gotten from Thorn. He unslung his bag and took out the bundle of spines. They were still coated in a thick layer of poison.

      He concentrated, and the poison began to roll off of them and gather in a bubble. Soon, the spines were dry and useless, so he threw them aside. Now he was left with a bubble of poison the size of a softball.

      Perfect.

      Thorn had said that the poison would cause pain. He knew firsthand how painful it could be. But that was just one spine. What could he do with this much poison?

      He looked around and saw one of Gabe’s empty beer bottles. He willed the beer residue to flow out of it and filled it with the Manticore poison instead. Then he walked over to Gabe and forced his mouth open.

      “Bottoms up,” he said through gritted teeth. And with that he poured all of the Manticore poison down Gabe’s throat.

      Then it was just a matter of standing back and letting the poison do its work. When he saw Gabe’s eyes go wide, he knew it was starting to work.

      He sat back on the couch and let his control over Gabe go. At this point, Gabe was far too injured and afraid to be of any concern.

      In fact, the poison was starting to take such a strong effect that all Gabe could do was curl up on the floor and scream in pain.

      As he watched Gabe writhe on the floor, Percy finally had a realization. After his fight with Chrysaor, he had been furious with himself over his weakness. As he got older, as he survived more and more fights, his friends continued to look up to him more and more. At the time, Percy hadn’t felt powerful. At the time he had been angry that he had to depend on others to protect him.

      Like his mom. She had married Gabe for him, to protect him. Gabe had masked his demigod scent so that he could survive his childhood. But now, looking at Gabe writhing on the floor, Percy realized that that phase of his life was over. Now he finally DID have the power to protect the people he cared about. He didn’t have to be afraid of anyone anymore.

      Even the Gods couldn’t scare him anymore. He had faced Ahklys, the Goddess of Misery, one of the oldest immortals in existence. And he had won. Ahklys had been at his complete mercy. Deep down inside him, something finally relaxed. As he thought about it, it was a knot of anxiety he had carried with him ever since his first journey to Olympus.

      Kneeling in front of Zeus, hearing him say how he would spare his life this one time, Percy had realized that he was disposable, expendable. He had fought battles for the Olympians, and they kept him alive because of it. Even after he had fought Atlas and helped rescue Artemis, the Gods had then started talking about killing him and Thalia.

      He laughed. He was free now. He had been at the mercy of the Olympians whims his whole life. Now, nobody could tell him what to do. What could Zeus possibly do to him now? He never had to be afraid ever again.

      He heard a strange sound. He looked over, and it seemed like Gabe had finally given up fighting. Percy walked over to him, wanting to be sure. Sure enough, he was gone. The man who had tormented him for 12 years, he was really gone for good.

      Percy concentrated, and pulled the Manticore poison back out of him. He put it back in a bottle and stoppered it. Hey, one never knows when a bottle of poison will be useful, right?

      He walked towards the doorway. But before he could get there, the doorway dissolved into smoke.

      Well done Percy. The voice of Nyx was speaking from the mist itself. You have faced your first trial.

      “What are you talking about?” Percy asked.

      Everyone has their own personal demons. You have faced the worst that Tartarus has to offer. The Mansion of Night is different. Here, you must overcome all of your own internal demons.

      “You’re saying Gabe was my demon?” Percy asked. “But he’s dead.”

      Gabe was a representation. Your first demon was your own fear. Your whole life, you have lived in fear. Gabe was your mental representation of that fear. Now, you have overcome it. Now, are you ready for your next trial?

      Percy stood resolute. “Bring it on.”

    
    

    
      Well, what do you think? Dark enough?

      I thought the Mansion of Night would be a good opportunity to really push Percy towards embracing his inner darkness/slowly become a little insane. After all, it’s literally a mansion of Darkness.

      My next thought for his inner demons would be Doubt. My thought was to have Circe’s Island be a representation of it. Is that something you would like to read? Do you have suggestions for other Demons for him to face?

      PM me or comment with your suggestions.

      Hope you liked it. Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 15

    
      Here’s another chapter. It’s another short one. But I figured it’s better to give more regular updates.

    
    

    
      Percy continued to walk through the dark fog.

      He felt… different. Lighter somehow. Nyx had said he had finally faced his fear. But it felt like more than that.

      Before he could think too long about that, he saw a light shining through the fog.

      He approached quickly. As he did, it separated into 2 lights. When he got closer, he realized they were tiki torches. That was weird, definitely didn’t seem like the vibe that Nyx was going for.

      Then he realized the torches were flanking another doorway. He figured this was probably another test, so he opened it.

      The first thing that struck him was how bright it was. To his right was a wall covered in windows. After so long in the darkness of Tartarus, even imitation sunlight was nearly blinding.

      He averted his eyes from the light, and he took stock of what else was in the room. The wall opposite was covered in mirrors. The space between was full of really fancy, expensive-looking furniture.

      At the far end of the room was another door. But to the left of the door stood a very large loom. And sitting at it was, Circe.

      On instinct, he drew Riptide. The sound of him doing so alerted her to his presence.

      She looked up from her weaving, and as the last time he saw her, he was struck by how beautiful she was. She long dark hair with gold threads braided through it. Her eyes were still the same piercing green. She stood, and as she did, he noticed her elegant black dress.

      She smiled, a disarmingly beautiful smile. “Ah, Percy. Finally. I was wondering when you would finally get here.”

      He stopped, “Wait, you’re. . . real? You’re the actual Circe? Not an illusion?”

      She laughed, a clear, bright laugh. “But of course. I was a student of Hecate before you and that vapid girlfriend of yours destroyed my spa. With it gone, I was left to wander. Then, one night, Hecate came to me with an incredible offer, to study with her mother, Nyx herself.”

      She gestured at the room around her. “So here I am, in the Mansion of Night, studying forgotten magics from Nyx.”

      “But, wait. Nyx said I would have a bunch of trials here. The first one was an illusion. Why are you here? Why the actual you? Are you my next trial?”

      “In a manner of speaking. I wove the mist to bring you to me.”

      “Why?”

      She waved the question aside. “That doesn’t matter. Let’s just say I wanted to see how much you had grown. And truly, you have. Look at you. So strong and confident now.”

      “What do you want? I know your tricks.” Percy didn’t dare let his guard down. He couldn’t forget how Circe had turned him into a guinea pig.

      “Well, if you want to think of me as your next trial, I suppose that wouldn’t be too far from the truth.” Circe shrugged. “I wonder, what will you see if you look into my mirror now?”

      Without meaning to, he glanced at the mirror to his left. It was just a glance, but something about his reflection caught his attention. He turned to face the mirror, studying his reflection head on.

      He had seen his reflection before, in Damasen’s hand mirror. But that was hardly more than a polished piece of metal, and it was in the dim flickering fire light of Damasen’s hut.

      Now, he saw his reflection on a polished surface, with proper light around him. In this light, he could really see how ragged and worn he looked. He was streaked in dirt and grime. His wounds may have been healed, but he was still caked in dried blood. Beneath his Drakon hide tunic, his shirt was shredded.

      Circe moved to stand behind him, looking at his reflection. “Yes, quite the striking image, isn’t it? I daresay your loved ones would hardly recognize you now. Do you even recognize yourself?”

      He couldn’t say that he did. He hadn’t felt like a teenager in a long time, but right now, he definitely didn’t look it.

      “I wonder what they would say if they could see you now,” Circe mused. “But even more, I wonder what they would say if they saw what you did. What you have become.”

      He glared at her in the mirror. “What are you talking about? I’m still me.”

      She laughed, “Are you? You think you are the same person that fell into Tartarus? You are so strong that the Pit did nothing to you?” She shook her head. “Don’t make me laugh, you have changed.”

      She smiled. “I wonder what Annabeth would think if she saw the things you did.”

      He grit his teeth. “I only did what I had to do to survive.”

      Another laugh. “Did you? Was torturing Ahklys necessary? Was manipulating Iapetus into killing his own brother necessary?” She shook her head, laughing. “I can’t believe you don’t see it.”

      “See what?” he snapped.

      “History,” Circe replied. “And irony. It is so ironic the way history is repeating itself.”

      “What are you talking about?”

      “Look at yourself, really look. Who does that reflection remind you of?”

      He looked. At first, he couldn’t understand what Circe was getting at. It was just him, right? Then he saw it. It was his face. He had seen that expression before. Then he noticed the golden glint in his eyes and the truth dawned on him. “Luke,” he whispered.

      Circe smiled, “Indeed. You have become just like him. As I said, I wonder what Annabeth would think.”

      He glared at her, “What are you getting at?”

      “She loved him you know. She didn’t realize it at the time, but she did. And she saw him fall to darkness. He was the first person she ever trusted, and he betrayed her. And then the worst thing happened, he became Kronos. Now tell me Percy, do you not see the irony?”

      “I, I don’t understand. I haven’t betrayed her.”

      “Not yet, no. But you have become far more comfortable with darkness than Luke ever had. You hold the same animosity towards the Gods as he did. And you have fused your essence with Kronos. Even Luke didn’t do that. He fought Kronos in the end. But you? You just accepted him. Now tell me, how long until you betray her?”

      He was starting to shake now. “No, no. I will never betray her. I love her.”

      “But will she still love you when she sees what you have become?”

      He thought about that. Would she? He had done a lot of questionable things. Things that had made him sick at the time. Maybe Circe was right. Annabeth didn’t trust people easily. It had taken him a long time to get close to her. Even once they had started dating, he always felt like he had to walk on eggshells to avoid ruining it.

      He shook himself; this was Circe’s magic. She was making him question himself. She had done the same thing the first time he had met her. Back then, she had made him question his body image. But this time, she was playing mind games instead. He knew he had made the right choices. He had done what was necessary. Looking back on what he did, it no longer sickened him. He survived. That’s all Annabeth would care about, right?

      “Of course, she knows me. She’ll understand.”

      Circe smiled, “I see. It seems you have passed the second trial. Doubt.”

      He paused, “Just like that? No fight? Nothing?”

      “No fight. Nothing.” Circe looked at him. “All heroes doubt Percy. And all heroes must overcome their own doubts. This was your test.”

      “Really? Wow, um, cool. I guess I’ll be going then.”

      “Just a moment. You have passed this test for now. But when you return to the real world. This trial will begin again. You will have to face the fear in your allies’ eyes. Will you still stand resolute then?” Circe smiled. “I wonder…”

      He didn’t bother responding, he just walked away. When he got to the other end of the hall, he opened the door, and he plunged back into darkness.

      He didn’t walk long.

      This time, there was no door. He stopped walking when he reached a cliff. He almost didn’t notice in the pitch black of the Mansion of Night. But he had sensed water flowing.

      But this water was, wrong. He could hear voices. Help! It was an accident!

      The pain! The voices wailed. Please, make it stop!

      “It’s the River Acheron. The Fifth river of the Underworld.” Out of the darkness behind him came Nico.

      “Nico, what are you doing here? You’re supposed to be helping the others get to the other side.” Then it hit him. “Wait. You’re another illusion.”

      Nico shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe I am. Maybe I’m not. It doesn’t matter, because I am here to make you pay.” And with that, he drew his sword and attacked.

    
    

    
      WHAAT?! Nico’s attacking? Bet you didn’t see that coming.

      Any guesses as to why? What demon does he represent?

      Also, this is gonna be the last one. I figured 3 was a good number. After this one, we finally get to the Doors of Death.

      Do you also want me to include a POV chapter of someone on the surface? Also, what POV should the reunion be?

      I’ll try to update soon. Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 16

    
      Sorry about the delay. It has been weird getting back into work. But anyways, here is the last piece of the Mansion of Night.

    
    

    
      Clank! “Nico! Stop! What are you doing?” Whap! ‘I don’t want to fight you!’ Whap! “Then just die.”

      And on it went. Percy consistently on the defensive, Nico relentlessly attacking.

      Percy was seriously starting to get winded. Nico had already knocked Annabeth’s dagger from his hand; now they just stood, Riptide against Nico’s Stygian Iron sword.

      Percy was definitely a stronger swordsman. While he had been rusty when he had fought Chrysaor, his experiences in Tartarus had knocked off all the rust.

      But Nico had anger on his side. And Percy didn’t want to hurt him. Nico was his friend, and he had been through enough. Nico was fighting to kill, while Percy was fighting to disarm.

      Percy was able to push Nico away with a kick. They now stood a few feet apart, the first respite in their fight. They circled each other slowly.

      “Nico,” he said between panted breaths. “Why are you doing this? We’re on the same side.”

      “You killed my sister,” he said coldly. “Did you honestly think I would forget about that?”

      “I told you, she chose. I was going to do it, but she said it was her responsibility.”

      “I don’t care!” Nico’s face contorted with rage. “You promised!”

      He charged back in. This time however, his rage opened him up to counterattack. Because of Styx’s blessing and Kronos’s essence, Percy’s speed and reflexes were far above any standard demigods. Quick as lightening, he ducked under Nico’s strike and drove Riptide’s pommel into Nico’s stomach, winding him. Nico staggered back, and Percy disarmed him.

      Percy held Riptide to Nico’s chest. Nico glared at him. “Go ahead. You’ve already killed my sister, why stop there?”

      He knelt to pick up Nico’s sword. The handle was icy to the touch, but he picked it up regardless. He capped Riptide and put it in his pocket. “Now that the weapons are put away, let’s talk.”

      Nico sat down on the edge of the cliff and looked down at the Acheron. “What could you possibly say to fix this? You killed her.” He put his head in his hands. “I’m all alone now, because of you.”

      Seeing this level of vulnerability surprised Percy. Nico had always been angry, but he had never shown sadness before. He picked up Annabeth’s dagger and sheathed it. Then he laid Nico’s sword on the ground and sat next to him on the ledge.

      “I’m so sorry Nico,” he said calmly. “I know I hurt you. And for what it’s worth. I’m sorry.”

      Nico gave a soft laugh. “Just like that? That’s all you have? You really think sorry is going to fix anything? You got my sister killed, and you just say SORRY?”

      Percy sighed, “I know you’re just an illusion. The real Nico wouldn’t be saying this. We talked about this already. Bianca herself told Nico to forgive me. So what are you?”

      As he said that, Nico’s form flickered and became Zoë Nightshade. “Would you prefer this form Percy Jackson? There are so many forms I can take, so many dead left in your wake.”

      “You don’t think I know that? Why do you think I fight so hard? I fight so that it stops happening.” As he said that, he realized what was happening. He figured out the trial.

      Gabe had been Fear. Circe had been Doubt. This was Guilt. Of course, that’s why it took the form of Nico at first. Nico had blamed him for Bianca’s death for so long. And now Zoë.

      “You wouldn’t have died if I hadn’t attacked Atlas. That’s why you’re before me now, isn’t it?”

      Zoë nodded. “Yes. You chose to include him in the fight. Immortals cannot initiate combat against demigods. If you hadn’t attacked, he would not have killed me.”

      He remembered that fight. “And Artemis would still be trapped. The real Zoë would know that. Because I was able to trick Atlas into the fight, we were able to trap him back under the sky. It needed to be done. The real Zoë wouldn’t have hesitated to risk her life to save Artemis.”

      “You are correct.” Came a completely different voice. A deep, male voice. He looked up, and the person sitting on the ledge next to him was none other than Beckendorf. “But you still have more skeletons in your closet, don’t you?”

      “Beckendorf.” He didn’t know what to say. He had made peace with a lot of the deaths in his past. But he struggled with Beckendorf. He sacrificed himself to stop Kronos’s invasion ship. But he didn’t have to. Percy should have been able to do something.

      “You let me die,” Beckendorf said. “Why didn’t you figure something out? You should have broken me out of my capture and brought me with you.”

      “I couldn’t! There were too many. And there wasn’t enough time. Kronos had just sent someone to the Engine Room. They would have disarmed the bombs.”

      “What about me?” Now the face staring back at him was that of Michael Yew. “You killed me. Not someone else. YOU killed me. Can’t talk your way out of that one can you?”

      He really couldn’t. He had broken the bridge, but he had killed Michael in the process. There was a reason he had never tried anything like that again. He knew that Poseidon was the Earth shaker. He had used similar powers at Mt. Saint Helens. But once Michael died, Percy never tried to do anything earth-related again. That power scared him. It was too uncontrollable, too chaotic.

      He shook himself. “No. The real Michael told me to do that. We had to break that bridge. Kronos and his forced would have crossed. I had to do that.”

      “And what about me?”

      He looked up and was at a loss of words. It felt like his breath had been drawn from his body. Looking at him, was Calypso.

      “Calypso.” He barely had a voice. “I am so sorry.”

      “You abandoned me.” Her voice sounded angry, but there were tears in her eyes. “I loved you. And you abandoned me.”

      “I tried to get you released. The gods promised to let you go.”

      Calypso laughed a dry laugh. “The gods. You trusted them? You were born from a broken vow. What good is the word of the gods? You never even tried to find me again.”

      “But—” He didn’t know what to say. “But you told me no man finds Ogygia twice. You said it couldn’t be done.”

      “And no mortal should have been able to stand against Kronos either. And no man should be able to swim in the Styx twice. And no man should be able to survive Tartarus. You have proven that the impossible is not so for you. But you didn’t even try. You didn’t even try to find me again.”

      This was the only guilt he couldn’t resolve. He had made peace with the deaths in his past. Many of them had been the sacrifice of comrades. But this? Calypso was right. He shouldn’t have trusted the gods. This was all his fault.

      “You’re right. This is on me. I shouldn’t have trusted the gods. I’m sorry.”

      He looked at her intently. “But I promise you this. I will never make that mistake again. I can’t undo what I did, but I can make a promise to you right now. When I get out of here, I will fix it. This time, I am not asking. I am going to force the gods to spring you.”

      She smiled, tears still in her eyes. “You promise?”

      “I promise. I am done letting the gods do whatever they want. When I get out of here, things are going to change. And I am going to start making things right. And I’m starting with you.”

      She sniffled. Then she stood up. Her form rippled and became that of Nyx.

      “Well done Percy. I am impressed. You have managed to conquer your demons. I will allow you to pass.”

      She waved her hands. Out of thin air, a bridge formed spanning the river.

      “Go. But be warned, the armies of Gaea and Tartarus stand before the Doors of Death. You will not find it easy to pass into the mortal world.”

      He stood. “It doesn’t matter. I’ve made promises. And I never break a promise I’ve made.”

      She nodded. “I expect nothing less. Go on now. You will find Iapetus waiting on the other side.”

      And with that, Percy dusted himself and began to cross the bridge.

    
    

    
      Well alright. Percy is finally going to reach the Doors of Death.

      Thank you so much for the continued feedback and encouragement. It really means a lot.

      Next chapter will probably be another slightly shorter chapter setting everything up before the final fight. But after that, it’ll be the Finale of the Tartarus arc.
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    Chapter 17

    
      Here it is. The final setup chapter. I’m going to try to keep writing the final fight today, but I wanted to give you something in the meantime.

    
    

    
      When he got to the other side of the bridge, Percy almost collapsed.

      Not from exhaustion, but from shock. Before him lay a giant valley. The ground was covered in scar lines of dark red and blue, they looked like the veins on his arms. That’s when he realized what he was looking at. It was the heart of Tartarus, the literal heart of Tartarus.

      That explained the sound. At first, he thought it had been the sound of rolling thunder, but now he realized it had a pattern to it, like a heartbeat.

      At the center of the valley was a swarm of dark spots. Instantly he knew what he was looking at; it was Gaea’s army. They were gathered in the heart of Tartarus to take the Doors of Death to the surface.

      Before he could panic, he heard a sound off to his left. He turned, ready to attack, to see the glowing form of Bob walking over a ridge.

      “Bob?”

      He walked forward with a bright smile on his face. “Brother! You made it!”

      Bob pulled him into a hug, “You look like a smoking dead person, that’s great!”

      When they pulled apart, Percy took a moment to study him. He looked happy, genuinely happy. It was a remarkable thing.

      Then he frowned. “Wait, you said the Death Mist was supposed to make me invisible.”

      Bob laughed heartily. “Do not worry. We are friends, that is why I can see you. Remember? Bob is different.”

      Percy actually laughed. A warm, good-natured laugh. “That’s true. You’re the best friend anyone could ask for.”

      He looked around. “Alright. What’s the plan Bob?”

      “We go to the Doors of Death. I am a Titan, so the armies should not cause trouble.”

      And with that, they began to walk towards the center of the valley. As they walked, Percy had some time to think. He reflected on his relationship with Bob. He had started out being afraid of him. Then he felt nothing but guilt. Now though, he felt genuine affection for him. Maybe it had something to do with the soul-searching he did in the Mansion of Night, and the fact that he was seriously starting to dislike the gods. Right now, he felt closer to Bob than he did to his own father.

      He cleared his throat. “Hey Bob, I have a question I need to ask.”

      Bob stopped walking. “Yes? What is it brother?”

      “What are you going to do after we get to the Doors of Death?”

      Bob was silent for a while. “I… I don’t know.”

      Percy shifted his feet and looked down. “Would you… like to come with me to the surface?” It came out as barely more than a whisper.

      Bob looked at him. “You want me to come with you?”

      Percy slowly regained his voice. “Yeah. I do. You’re my friend. I hate the idea of you staying down here a moment longer. And you shouldn’t go back to Hades, that guy is a dick.”

      Bob smiled. “We will see what happens when we get to the Doors of Death.” His smile grew. “I would like to see the stars again. I remember them fondly.”

      Percy smiled. “Then come with me. I’ll show you my favorite constellation, her name is Zoë.”

      Bob looked like he was going to say something, but before he could, they were interrupted by a booming bellow.

      “IAPETUS! There you are!”

      Marching towards them was another Titan. He was the same height and build. But instead of Bob’s shredded janitor’s uniform, he wore extravagant Stygian Iron armor with a giant diamond in the center of his chest. He had the same look of Bob, but his eyes were light blue. His hair was cut short. And he had a Bear shaped helmet under one harm and a giant sword hanging from his belt.

      “Iapetus. Don’t tell me you have forgotten your brother.”

      Bob chuckled nervously. “Ok. I won’t say that.”

      The other Titan laughed uproariously. “I had heard about your trip to the Lethe. How awful! We all had hope you would come back to us in time. It’s Koios! Your brother!”

      “Of course,” Bob said slowly. “Koios, Titan of…”

      “The North!”

      “Of course!”

      “Poor Iapetus,” Koios laughed. “It is a shame to see you brought so low. We will get justice Brother!”

      “Ha ha,” Bob laughed nervously. “Yes. Justice.”

      “Well!” Koios drew his sword. The blade looked like it was made of Ice. It radiated cold. “I’m off. I have to try to find Leto. Maybe I can get her to fight for us this time.”

      “Of course,” Bob said quietly. “Leto.”

      Koios gave another hearty laugh. “You have forgotten my daughter as well!? How awful. I suppose it has been a while. But after Zeus abandoned her after the death of the twins, I daresay she will fight beside us again. You will see her soon.”

      Koios looked around. “Well! I will see you soon. Our other brothers are guarding this side of the Doors so you will see them before me. Give them my regards!”

      He strolled off.

      Percy and Bob stood there in silence for a while. Then Percy tentatively broke the silence. “That was Artemis and Apollo’s grandfather, wasn’t it?”

      Bob nodded. “Yes, my brother Koios.”

      “Are you ok?”

      Bob frowned. “Would you be? I had begun to make peace with my new identity, only to have my old one thrown in my face. What do I do with that?”

      Percy sighed. “I don’t know Bob. I have been asking myself that too. I had my memories stolen too. And Hera or Juno or whatever, she manipulated me to serve her purpose. But I remember my old life too. I think the best we can do is to choose the best parts. Take the parts of Iapetus that you liked and keep them. Work with me to make a better future.”

      Bob gave a slight smile. “That is true, I am no longer what I was. I have freedom now. You are more my brother than Koios.”

      “Speaking of brothers,” Percy said. “Koios mentioned two more. I’m guessing he didn’t mean Oceanus, so that means Krios and Hyperion are waiting for us, aren’t they?”

      Bob nodded grimly. “We must hurry.”

      They kept walking, more quickly than before.

      They were slowly approaching the vast hoard of monsters waiting around the Doors. Percy stumbled. His hand touched a red artery, and he felt a tingle through his arm. “Wait. I feel something. Water flowing.”

      Bob grunted. “Yes, one of the five rivers. They are his blood.”

      Percy almost gagged. “The five rivers are the blood of Tartarus.”

      “Yes, they flow towards his heart. Now no talking, we have to hurry.”

      With that, they kept walking. Soon, they had made it to the mob of monsters. The crowd made room for Bob, so they were able to walk through relatively unimpeded. And so far, none of the monsters gave a second glance in his direction.

      Then they broke into the large circular clearing around the Doors. Standing in the center was a hill. On the hill he could see two shapes. The one on the left was glowing. Even from this far away, Percy could feel the heat coming off of him.

      “Hyperion,” he muttered.

      Bob grunted. “Yes, and Krios is with him. We will need to be careful.”

      Before they broke into the clearing, they took a moment to strategize. From here, he could see the Doors. They looked exactly like the elevator doors to Olympus, but the colors were inverted. He should have been shocked, or at least felt some kind of strong emotion. But after so much time in Tartarus, this didn’t faze him.

      He took a breath and analyzed the terrain. There was a set of chains that held the Doors in place. They looked to be forged from Stygian Iron. They also had a weird purple glow to them. And where they staked into the ground, as well as at the base of the Doors themselves, was a large expansion of frost.

      Bob knelt down. He pulled Small Bob in front of him to make it look like he wasn’t talking to himself. “Ok, we need to make a plan.”

      Percy breathed deeply. “Yes, we can’t just rush in, we would be torn to shred.”

      Bob nodded. “Ok. First you have to understand how the Doors work. The Doors are supposed to teleport to a new place every time they are used, but the chains have trapped them. So, you will need to cut the chains so that Gaea cannot use them anymore.”

      Percy nodded. “So, I will have to cut the chains. That will mean you have to distract Hyperion and Krios. That makes sense, you’re their brother and I am supposed to be invisible.”

      Bob grunted. “But there is a Second thing. You cannot just ride the Doors. Someone has to hold the button down here.”

      “What?”

      “Look. Krios is doing it now.”

      He looked, Krios was standing there, holding down the UP button on the Doors.

      “So, I cut the chains, then you tell Hyperion and Krios you are going to the surface alone, and I sneak in with you. That should work, right?”

      Bob sighed. “It may. But we need to make a plan for if it does not.”

      Percy looked at him. “What are you talking about?”

      Bob looked at Percy sadly. “If it does not work, I will need to stay behind to hold the button down.”

      Percy’s heart stopped. “No, no. There has to be another way. I am not leaving you here.”

      Bob smiled softly. “I also do not want to stay. And we will try your plan, but we will need a backup plan.”

      Percy was shaking so badly he thought the Death Mist would dissipate. “No, there is no backup plan. We are going to make this work.”

      “We do not have time to argue. We need to go, now.”

      And with that, he started walking towards Hyperion and Krios. Percy scrambled to follow. Even though he knew he was hidden, he tried to keep Bob between him and the other Titans.

      But they didn’t get far. When they were halfway to the Doors. The ground rumbled.

      At last. You have finally come before me. Percy froze in place. He knew this voice. It had plagued his thoughts since his first nightmare in Tartarus.

      Welcome, Percy Jackson. Welcome, Iapetus. I have looked forward to this moment.

      Bob froze and looked at Percy. “Percy, what is this?”

      Percy barely had a voice. “It’s Tartarus.”

      Indeed. Come now, you have fought so hard to make it here. I would be a poor host if I did not welcome you correctly.

      Percy looked down. His Death Mist was gone. He was now standing next to Bob, in a massive clearing, surrounded by 2 extremely murderous Titans, and an innumerably large army.

      Now. We begin.

    
    

    
      Alright. Everything is set up.

      The next chapter will be the final fight and will culminate in him going back to the surface.

      So the next chapter will be long, and probably will take a few days. Just a fair warning.

      I am choosing not to cover the House of Hades portion of the finale, I think. We’ll see what happens.
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    Chapter 18

    
      Here is the finale. I hope you all like what I chose to do.

    
    

    
      Now. We begin.

      Once Tartarus said those words, every monster rushed forward at exactly the same time. Hellhounds, Laestrygonian Giants, Telkhines, Empousai, Arai; there was no end to the different kinds of enemies.

      Percy barely reflected on what monsters he was facing. In fact, he emptied his mind of everything. He focused on one thing and one thing only, kill. He had his two Drakon Bone swords in hand, slicing left and right. If anyone would have been there to see him, they would have described him as a hurricane.

      Hurricane. The thought came to him as he waited for the next wave of monsters to reach him. He was vaguely aware of Bob holding off Krios and Hyperion somewhere off to his left. Hyperion, that was it. He had summoned a hurricane before when he fought Hyperion before.

      He concentrated, trying to draw out a hurricane from within himself. He felt his strength ebb slightly, then slowly blood-red clouds began to swirl around him. The first time he had formed a hurricane, it had been made of clouds of water vapor, with lightning flickering. Now, the clouds looked like they were made from blood vapor, and the lightning that flashed was pure black.

      The hurricane helped him knock aside any projectiles. It also helped prevent the army from mobbing him all at once.

      He couldn’t have said how the fight was going. He hacked and slashed, annihilating waves of enemies left and right. Slash! And an entire row of Telkhines exploded into dust.

      On and on he fought, until he tripped on another vein. He stumbled, and the monsters rushed forward to finish him off. He yelled “STOP!” and time froze.

      Kronos had said he wouldn’t be able to hold it for more than 30 seconds, and he was right. His strength was already starting to drop quickly. He stood, slashed all of the monsters near him, and prepared for the moment to pass.

      Just before it did, he remembered the vein that he had tripped on. Bob had said that the five rivers flowed through them. He had already manipulated some of them before, so why not try now?

      As time resumed, he held out his arms and yelled at the top of his lungs. He felt a tug in his gut, and veins began to burst left and right. Water from the five rivers began to flow everywhere. Water from the Styx and Phlegethon hit monsters and vaporized them instantly. Water from the Lethe made them sit on the floor with blank faces. Water from that river he fell in when he first reached Tartarus made them sit on the floor crying. Worst of all was the Acheron. It vaporized them, but it wasn’t instant. They lay on the floor, screaming in pain as they slowly disintegrated.

      As the veins continued to burst, Percy was able to feel which ones were which. He walked to one that was filled with Styx water and made the water flow over him. He figured, since he had Styx’s blessing, the water wouldn’t vaporize him. He was right. Instead of harming him, it revitalized him the same way that regular water did on the surface.

      He was running out of veins to pop though. So, he had one last desperate thought. He exploded the rest of the veins and pulled all of the water towards him. He formed the water into a new hurricane. This one was at least eight feet across. It was made of swirling clouds made from the water of all five rivers together.

      Fused together, the five rivers formed clouds that were pitch black. The new hurricane mixed with the hurricane he already had, and soon he was surrounded by black clouds that rained blood.

      As he began to have more breathing room between waves of enemies, Percy remembered what Bob had said about the Doors of Death. He had to cut the chains. They were well past the original plan, so they were going to have to go with Bob’s backup plan. He should have hated himself for being ok with leaving Bob behind, but right now, he felt no emotion of any kind.

      He began to make his way up the hill, slashing through monster after monster as he did.

      He reached the Doors of Death. With barely more than a thought, he slashed through both sets of chains. Against his Drakon bone swords, they shattered like glass.

      Now that he was at the top of the hill, he had a substantial advantage in the fight. With the high ground, he was able to actually see what was happening around the battlefield. Halfway down the hill from him was a large clearing. In the middle of the clearing was an epic fight between Bob and his two brothers.

      Percy knew he had to help Bob, but first he was going to have to finish off the army. As he thought that, he realized just how much smaller the army was. All by himself, Percy had managed to wipe out almost a third of Gaea’s army.

      But that had been with the help of the rivers. Percy was not sure how many more times he could pull off that trick. His thoughts derailed as an Arai dived at him. He wasn’t about to let her touch him with another curse again; he reached out his hand, and with barely more than a thought, she exploded into a shower of blood and shadows.

      He panicked for a second, thinking he was going to get cursed. Once he realized he didn’t, he laughed. He looked out around the hill. There were lots of Arai and Griffons circling the air around him. He reached out, and with another thought, all of the Arai exploded.

      The Griffons squawked and retreated. Now that he didn’t have to worry about aerial attacks, and especially now that he was free of curses, Percy was able to devote more of a single-minded focus to destroying the rest of the army.

      Speaking of the army, they had begun to recover from the shock of seeing rivers explode from the ground. They started to make their way up the hill towards him.

      Not wanting to give up the high ground, but also not wanting to just wait for his enemies to reach him, Percy concentrated, and the blood raining down from the hurricane came together to form floating spikes.

      Percy had never been one for archery, but this was a form of ranged combat he was very comfortable with. He could control these blood spikes with his mind, so they would never miss.

      He looked down the hill and started picking off the most dangerous-looking enemies. He was able to take out maybe a dozen or so monsters before the first wave reached the top of the hill. He knew he had nowhere to go, so he stood and held his ground.

      He sliced and sliced until his arms were sore. A couple times, he managed to freeze an opponent mid-swing and kill them. At this point, he had no idea whether he was doing that because of his blood control or Kronos’s time control.

      By the time he felt like he was ready to drop, there was only a small handful of enemies left. The remaining forces seemed very wary of him by this point. Not that he could blame them. He had no idea how many monsters he had actually slain, but he guessed it was over a thousand.

      As the remaining forces rushed to attack, Percy heard Bob grunt in pain. He looked down the hill and saw that Hyperion had managed to cut his spear in half. His heart dropped to his stomach and he lost his concentration. In the blink of an eye, the hurricane around him dissipated completely.

      The remaining monsters took advantage of that fact and rushed him. He didn’t have a moment to think. But before the monsters could reach him, he felt a surge of power. He yelled, and a shockwave emanated from him, tearing the remaining monsters to shreds.

      He dropped to his knees and struggled to catch his breath. Where had that power come from? He had never done anything like that before.

      …but he had seen it be done before. Kronos had done it during their fight on the Williamsburg Bridge. Hyperion had done it during their fight in Central Park. It was the power of a Titan.

      But he didn’t have any time to reflect on that. The monsters were gone, but Bob was still in trouble. He saw Hyperion walking towards him, a murderous look on his face. He didn’t have a moment to think, so he pulled out Riptide, uncapped it, and threw.

      It was a pretty good throw, all things considered. The sword flew down the hill and hit Hyperion’s sword. It wasn’t enough to knock the weapon out of his hand, but it was enough to unbalance him.

      Without waiting for Hyperion to recover, Percy sprinted down the hill towards him and Krios. But before he could get there, he heard a booming voice off to his right.

      “I DON’T THINK SO SEA SCUM!”

      He ducked on instinct and ended up rolling down the hill. He tumbled down the hill until he came to a stop right at the feet of Bob. Without a word, Bob reached down and helped him up.

      He stood, and without speaking to each other, he and Bob stood back to back. As he looked at Krios and Hyperion, he realized that neither of them had yelled at him. So, who was it?

      He looked towards where the sound came from, and running towards them was Koios, the Titan of the North. As he ran, frost spread out from every point where his feet touched the ground.

      He reached the rest of them, and now he and Bob were being circled by three Titans.

      Hyperion grunted. “So glad you could join us Koios. A pity you couldn’t find Leto.”

      Koios snarled. “It matters not, we have a much more important family matter to deal with.”

      Krios sighed. “Indeed. It seems Iapetus has forgotten where his true loyalties lie.”

      “I did not forget,” Bob said through panted breaths. “Do you not see who I am standing next to? Can you really not see our Brother in him?”

      The three of them stopped circling. “Well I’ll be damned,” Koios grunted. “I thought you all said the Kronos was gone for good.”

      “He is,” Hyperion panted. “I don’t know how this boy did it, but he stole his power.”

      “I didn’t steal anything!” Percy yelled. “Kronos GAVE me his power. He actually turned out to be a GOOD guy in the end. Now get out of our way, Bob and I are going back to the surface.”

      Hyperion laughed. “After what you did to me? After what your friend did to Krios? No boy—” he said boy with such distain— “you’re not going anywhere. Iapetus, this is your last chance to show us your loyalty. Kill the boy, or we will destroy you with him.”

      Bob picked up Riptide from where Percy threw it. He concentrated, and it changed shape into a spear. Bob pointed the spear at Hyperion. “No, you will not. I am the Titan of Mortality, that means I can make you all mortal. And I am not Iapetus, I am Bob.”

      Koios pulled out his icy sword. “Then I guess there is nothing more to say. Hyperion, Krios, it is time to end this.”

      And with that, the three of them attacked. Bob took on Koios and Krios, while Hyperion charged him. Having fought Hyperion before, Percy knew a little bit what to expect. The problem was, he didn’t know how to destroy him. Last time, Grover and 20 other satyrs had turned him into a tree. But seeing as he was standing right in front of Percy, even that hadn’t been good enough.

      He remembered his fight with Ares. Immortals could be injured, even if they couldn’t be killed. If he could damage Hyperion enough, he might be able to force a retreat.

      It was hard to focus while fighting. Hyperion was a powerful warrior, and for most of their fight, he had Percy on the defensive. But between the blows, Percy remembered something else about his fight with Ares. Ichor.

      When he had wounded Ares, Ichor had been flowing out of his wound. He also remembered Akhlys. When she had tried to float away from the lake of poison, he had pulled her back down to the ground. He hadn’t realized it at the time, but he hadn’t been manipulating blood. She was a goddess, that meant she didn’t have blood.

      He looked at Hyperion and concentrated. He could feel the Ichor flowing through his veins. He reached out, and Hyperion tensed.

      “What is this?” Hyperion asked aghast. “You cannot do this.”

      It wasn’t perfect, he hadn’t immobilized him. However, Hyperion did seem to be struggling to move.

      The next thing he knew, Percy only saw brightness. Hyperion must have done his stupid sunlight thing. Temporarily blinded, Percy’s concentration wavered. Hyperion was able to move freely again.

      Percy closed his eyes to shut out the light and instead relied on sound and instinct. Whether it was that, something he got from Kronos, or his ability to sense liquids, but he could actually tell where Hyperion was attacking from without using his eyes.

      He raised his swords and blocked Hyperion’s rushing attack. Then, he felt Styx water flowing beneath his feet and he exploded another vein. The geyser of water doused Hyperion’s light and reinvigorated Percy. Before the last of the water ran off, Percy brought back another hurricane.

      This time, there was no blood, and only one of the 5 rivers. However, it actually seemed to work best for this situation. He was no longer fighting a massive army. He was fighting one incredibly powerful Titan. A hurricane with a four-foot diameter was just enough to douse Hyperion’s flames and give him some breathing room.

      With his hurricane, the power level between the two of them was far more even. Still, Hyperion was immortal, and he wasn’t. He didn’t have time to think about that now though. He didn’t really have time to think about anything. He just fought.

      He couldn’t really say what happened during the rest of their fight. He hacked, slashed and stabbed. Eventually, he had Hyperion on the defensive.

      The biggest turning point in their fight was when he managed to disarm him. In one particularly reckless lunge, Hyperion had left himself vulnerable to counterattack. Percy had twisted and slashed down with enough force to knock the sword clean out of his hand. He then kicked Hyperion away; he was incredibly heavy for some reason, so he only managed to push him back about 5 feet.

      He then sheathed his Drakon Bone swords and picked up Hyperion’s sword. It was very warm to the touch. He was sure without the powers he got from Styx and Kronos; he would have burned his hand.

      The sword was so big it was almost a two-handed claymore. He pointed it at Hyperion. “Kronos was cut to pieces with his sword, seems only fair I use yours to kill you.”

      Hyperion snarled. “You win this one Jackson. But be warned, I hunt you down.”

      Percy smiled a dangerous smile. “Sorry, not good enough.”

      He froze Hyperion in place. Knowing he only had about 30 seconds to act, Percy walked forward and cut off both of Hyperion’s legs at the knees. Then he kicked both of his legs down the hill.

      Time resumed and Hyperion screamed. “WHAT THE FUCK!?”

      Percy looked down at him coldly, “I don’t trust you Hyperion. You weren’t going to wait for the surface, now it’ll take you a while to hunt me down.”

      Hyperion kept screaming and cursing, but Percy didn’t register any of it. He turned and rushed towards Bob.

      He didn’t waste any time. As he approached, he noticed that Krios had his back turned. He ran in slashed him across the back.

      While Krios screamed and dropped to his knees, Percy ran to stand by Bob. Without a word, the two of them stood back to back, facing Koios and a very angry Krios.

      “Are you ok Percy?” Bob asked. He looked exhausted. Two to one is bad odds, even if you are a Titan. The only reason Bob was doing as well as he was had to do with his fighting style. As a spear wielder, he was able to keep Krios and Koios at a distance.

      “I’m fine,” Percy replied. “I know now is not the time, but how did you make Riptide a spear?”

      Bob smiled, “Titans can shape their reality. You can do it too.”

      “Wait, really?”

      “You caused that shockwave earlier, didn’t you? You have become part Titan now, there are many things you can do.”

      “Are you two done chatting now?” Koios interrupted. “I hate to break up this little reunion, but you’re both going to die.”

      He looked at Hyperion on the ground, and Krios kneeling from the slash Percy had given him. “Pathetic! This is what my so-called mighty brothers are capable of? I knew I should have led the fight when Kronos attacked Olympus.”

      “Oh, fuck you, you bastard!” Hyperion screamed.

      “Yeah! Who do you think you are?” Krios shouted.

      “Bob…” Percy whispered. “How do you want to do this?”

      “You take Koios,” Bob replied. “With Hyperion’s fire sword, you should be able to match Koios’s ice sword pretty well. I will try to finish Krios quickly, then the two of us will finish Koios together.”

      “Sounds like a plan.”

      “Be careful. Koios is not only as strong as Hyperion, he is smarter. He will not be reckless. You will need to draw out the fight as long as you can. Fight defensively.”

      “I understand. Thanks for the tip Bob.” And with that, he advanced on Koios, hoping to hit him while he was distracted by Hyperion and Krios.

      No such luck, Bob was right. Koios was smart, and he was calculating. He didn’t have any wasted movements as he fought. He wasn’t too fast or too slow. He always moved with exactly the speed and strength required for the fight. If Percy missed by an inch, that was because Koios didn’t move more than the inch required to dodge. There was something almost beautiful in the way he fought.

      The one thing that was helping to keep Percy in this fight was the fire vs ice advantage. Hyperion’s sword naturally radiated heat, which prevented Koios from freezing him every time that he tried to.

      Percy didn’t bother trying to control Koios’s blood. It had worked against Hyperion because he was hot-headed. Someone as cold and calculating as Koios wouldn’t be hindered by the limited movement Percy could control.

      Something also told him that trying to use time would be a mistake. He couldn’t hope to hold it for the full 30 seconds given how depleted his strength was by this point. Even if he could use the full 30 seconds, he wasn’t sure it would be enough.

      Percy had no idea what was happening between Bob and Krios. He had faith though. He knew Bob was a powerful warrior, and Krios was wounded.

      He didn’t have any time for idle thoughts. His fight with Koios needed single-minded focus.

      But he became distracted when he heard screaming behind him. He panicked, thinking it was Bob. Without really thinking, he sent a shockwave that knocked Koios back. He turned, only to see Bob delivering the final blow to Krios.

      With grim determination, Bob turned to face Koios. “Well, brother. You are the last one left.”

      Koios’s usually cool demeanor broke. “Traitor! You will suffer for this Iapetus.”

      Enough.

      Percy had been fighting for so long, he had forgotten about the chilling voice of Tartarus. He dropped Hyperion’s sword.

      You have failed. I knew Titans were lesser beings. My Giants were always stronger, more vicious. It is almost a shame I had to send them to my beloved Gaea. Oh well, I suppose I have no choice but to do this myself.

      A short distance away, the darkness began to come together and take form. The form that appeared was massive. It stood about the height that Typhon had. Tartarus’s true form was made of purple flesh. His armor was made of Stygian Iron, with screaming faces etched into the breastplate.

      The scariest thing was his helmet. It was a jagged mass of some kind of rock or metal. There were two dots that looked like they were filled with lava. Where his mouth should have been was a hole in the helmet, with only darkness behind.

      Begone. You have failed for the final time. As he said that, a shockwave came out from where he stood and shredded the three Titans to dust. Then, it was like the shockwave reversed course. All of the particles from the three Titans swirled until they went down Tartarus’s throat.

      Tartarus flexed his fingers. Ah, very nice. I enjoy having form. But please, be honored. After all of my minions have failed, I will destroy you myself.

      Before he could say any more, he was struck through the neck by a giant spear of bone.

      He turned quickly. Standing at very edge of the valley, astride a giant green Drakon, was Damasen.

      “Hello father. It looks like I arrived just in time.”

      Damasen, I am surprised a coward like you managed to make his way out of your pathetic swamp.

      “Ah well, I suppose it was my time. After all, a mere child had the courage to fight all the way here. The least I can do is help him across the finish line.”

      With that, he charged.

      As he did, Bob and Percy made their way to the Doors of Death.

      “Go Percy,” Bob said. “It is time for you to go home. I will hold the button.”

      Unbidden, tears started to flow. “No, there has to be another way. I told you I wouldn’t leave you. If we help Damasen, he could hold the button for both of us.”

      Bob smiled sadly, and then handed him back Riptide. Once it left his hand, it reverted to its original sword shape. “Go child. Damasen can hold Tartarus off long enough for you to escape, but he cannot win. If you do not go now, all three of us will die.”

      Bob knelt down and laid a hand on Percy’s shoulder. His hand glowed, and Percy felt some of his strength come back. “I give you my blessing Percy. Say hi the stars for me, ok?”

      Without thinking, Percy hugged Bob. He was sobbing now. “I promise. I will never forget your sacrifice. And when this is over, I will force the gods to free you.”

      They separated, and Bob wiped away his tears. “I would like that very much. But you need to leave, now.”

      With that, Percy stepped into the elevator.

    
    

    
      And that is it for Tartarus. Next chapter will be reunions. I do have to ask, do you want to see some parts of the actual House of Hades conflict, or should we just skip straight to Percy coming out of the Doors? Please comment.

      After I do reunions, I will probably need to take a couple days to reread Blood of Olympus and plan out the alterations I am going to make to the story. At most, I suspect I will need to take a week to plan the story, but I figured I would give you all some notice.

      I hope you guys like what I did here.

      PM me or comment with things you want to see in the Blood of Olympus arc.

      Peace.

      P.S. If you are wondering about Koios and Iapetus. I did some research. Iapetus is in fact considered the Titan of Mortality, and Koios is the Titan of Resolve and Intelligence, so I had to make him a calculating fighter.

      

    
  




    Chapter 19

    
      Alright, reunion time. I wonder if you can predict how it’s gonna go. I’m willing to bet you can’t.

    
    

    
      As he rode in the elevator, Percy felt like his stomach was being churned to pieces. A big part of it was physical, the elevator was not the same smooth ride that the elevator to Olympus was. Instead, it was rickety, like the elevator from the old apartment building he and his mom lived in.

      But a much bigger part was emotional. His emotions were in utter turmoil. Predominantly, he felt exhausted. But underneath that, he felt all of his emotions swirling around. He was relieved and excited at the prospect of finally returning to the surface. He was scared and anxious at what he would find when the Doors opened on the other side. Would Annabeth be there? Would she be hurt?

      Oh gods, Annabeth. He missed her so much. He wanted nothing more than to hold her again.

      But more than anything, Percy felt grief and anger. He mourned the loss of Bob. And he felt an overwhelming swell of rage towards almost everyone. Gaea, Tartarus, the Giants, the Gods; all of them had a lot to answer for.

      But he was also resolved. He knew that one day he would see Bob again. If nothing else, he would probably be willing to jump back into Tartarus to bring him back. But in the meantime, he was resolved to honor Bob’s memory.

      All of his thoughts derailed when the elevator came to a stop. The Doors opened.

      He walked into a large circular room with a dome-shaped roof. Before he could properly get a grip for his surroundings, he noticed the Giant standing a few yards away. This guy was big and was covered in black smoke.

      All around him, he saw his friends fighting. He saw Leo shooting fire, Frank and Piper stabbing at him, Jason flying around. He even saw Nico on the ground, slashing through the dark fog.

      And then he saw a flash of blonde. It was her, his wise girl. There she was, standing tall and strong, fighting with some kind of sword. She was clearly uncomfortable with the heavier weapon. He pulled out her dagger.

      Then this Giant kicked Annabeth away. She flew back at least ten feet. She hit the ground hard and started coughing.

      The sight of her made his blood boil. He had gone through too much, he couldn’t bear to see her get hurt when he was just about to be reunited with her.

      With barely a sound, he rushed forward. As he ran, the Giant began to knock his other friends aside as if they were bugs. With each blow he landed, Percy got even more angry.

      Then he was there, stabbing this guy in the back of the legs. He didn’t wait for him to react, he jumped with superhuman strength. He twisted midair, and with a single motion, he sliced off this Giants head.

      The Giant roared and began to lose shape. Percy landed and found himself surrounded by pure black fog. But this was nothing like the Mansion of Night, Percy knew nothing could hurt him anymore.

      As the fog cleared, he began to see his friends. They were standing in a loose circle, looking utterly mystified. They probably hadn’t seen him rush in, so they had no idea why this Giant had suddenly lost his head.

      Then the fog let up enough for them to see his shape. Instantly, all of them had their weapons out, ready to attack.

      But none of that mattered, he was back. Then he saw her, really saw her. Annabeth was standing again, weapon at her side, a similar confused look on her face.

      He smirked as he remembered Charleston. He sheathed Riptide and held out only Annabeth’s dagger. The last bits of fog disappeared, and he looked her dead in the eye. All he could think to do was hold out the dagger and say, “You dropped this.”

      (Annabeth POV)

      You dropped this.

      THAT was the first thing he could think to say? He really was a seaweed brain.

      But that thought didn’t come until much later. For now, she just dropped her sword and ran to him. He tried to make his way towards her, but he stumbled. Barely after his knees touched the ground she was there, holding him in her arms.

      They hugged, and nothing else mattered. Every bit of pain and sadness she had endured these last weeks were nothing. She hugged him tighter than she ever had before, as if afraid he would slip away if she loosened her grip. And as she hugged him, she cried.

      Eventually her heart slowed down enough that she could actually hear something other than her heartbeat in her ears. She could hear him whispering something to her, and only to her.

      “I made a promise, didn’t I?”

      With those words, her whole world fell away. He had done it. He had done the impossible. He had survived Tartarus and closed the Doors of Death almost single-handedly. And he had done it all for her, only for her.

      If he had a ring, she would have married him on the spot. She wouldn’t have even waited for him to propose, she would have probably done it for him.

      But that could wait. As she began to calm down, she also began to notice the things that weren’t right. He was cold to the touch, and he was shaking. He smelled of smoke and fire.

      She managed to get him up on his feet, and he was instantly swarmed by the rest of the crew. She reluctantly let go of him and began to step away. Before she could get away though, his hand caught hers and held it.

      And so, the rest of the crew hugged Percy, but she stood by him the whole time, the two clearly unwilling to let go of each other.

      Now that she was able to look at him, she could see just how much had changed. He had grown at least an inch in just the last few weeks. More worrying, the grey streak in his hair was back. She couldn’t imagine what he had endured down there, apparently holding the sky was nothing compared to that. She studied his face, and beyond the dirt and dried blood, she also could see that something was really, REALLY wrong.

      It wasn’t obvious. Anyone that looked at him wouldn’t have seen past his smile. He smiled as he hugged the crew of the Argo II. No, it was in his eyes. They were dark, darker than she had ever seen them before. She was the only one who had known him long enough to notice.

      But she didn’t say anything. Instead, she buried her worries, and let the crew celebrate Percy’s miraculous return. She would get the full story later.

      Before long, Nico and Hazel managed to shadow travel them to the surface. They stood on a green hillside overlooking the River Acheron.

      The moment he saw sunlight, Percy quickly shrunk back. Of course, she thought to herself, he’s been in darkness for weeks. He can’t handle sunlight.

      She pulled him away from the group and sat him down on the ground. He was crying. No, this wasn’t crying, this was more. Percy was sobbing. Her thought processes had clearly dulled from the joy of seeing him again, but things were starting to come together now.

      Percy must have been holding a lot in, all that fear and pain he must have suffered. Nico was probably the only one who knew what he had seen, and Nico had never talked about Tartarus. But Percy had made it. In that moment she realized what had happened. Percy had suppressed his emotions for so long, that now, even simple sunlight was overwhelming him. His chest wasn’t just heaving from sobbing; he was having a panic attack.

      “Guys! Help!” Her yell quickly got everyone’s attention. Frank was the first one to reach them. Without a word, he turned into a giant eagle and grabbed Percy and Annabeth in his talons and flew them up to the Argo II.

      He landed and immediately turned back into human form. Together, she and Frank carried Percy down to the med bay and laid him down on one of the beds. He had passed out from his panic attack.

      She sat down on the bed and held on to his hand, tears starting to stream in her eyes. This time they weren’t tears of joy, they were tears of fear and concern. What had they done to him? What had happened to her Seaweed Brain? Something had broken him.

      Frank cleared his throat, as if reminding her of his presence. “Hey, I’m gonna go back to the others and let them know he’s ok. In hindsight, we probably overwhelmed him. You stay with him. When he’s rested, we’ll integrate him slowly, ok?”

      She nodded, not trusting her voice. Without a word, Frank quickly left to talk to the others.

      Once they were alone, she leaned over and kissed him on the forehead. She could hear him muttering in his sleep. “Bob. Bob.” Who was Bob?

      She looked at him, and tears continued to flow.

      “Oh Seaweed Brain, what have they done to you?”

    
    

    
      Well, that was a bit sadder of a reunion than I’m guessing most of you expected.

      Sorry, but this isn’t really a happy story, if you haven’t noticed.

      Let’s be real, Percy is broken. This reunion made way more sense.

      I also did this so that I could have more 1-on-1 reunions with the crew in coming chapters.

      Comment or PM me with what you want to see in the reunions.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 20

    
      Alright, here is the beginnings of some of the reunions. It’s not all of them, as this chapter is already plenty long with just a few. I hope you like it. This is kinda uncharted territory for me, as this isn’t really taking place in the context of one of the books. It’s in the time gap between the two.

      Note: If I don’t specify a POV, it’s Percy’s.

    
    

    
      Percy woke just after sunset. He looked around the room he was in. It was the med bay on the Argo II. He felt something on his arm. He looked down, Annabeth was asleep in a chair next to his bed, holding on to his arm. She looked so peaceful sleeping.

      Not wanting to wake her, he slowly slid away, letting her hand fall onto the mattress. She mumbled something in her sleep. He smiled, kissed her on the cheek, and left for the deck of the ship.

      He walked out onto the deck and instantly noticed the stars. The moment he did, he had to fight back tears. Bob had wanted him to say hi to the stars for him, so now was the time.

      He sat down on the deck and leaned against the mast. He looked up and saw Zoë’s constellation.

      “Hi Zoë,” he said. “It’s been a while, huh? I saw you, down in Tartarus. Or rather, I saw a vision of you. You blamed me for your death. I guess in a way, I kind of blame myself too. I lost a lot of people along the way, some of whom I should have been able to save. If I had just fought a little harder or been a little smarter, they might be here today.”

      A cold breeze blew across the deck, making him shiver. “But anyway, I promise that’s not gonna happen anymore. I’m a lot stronger now. I think now I finally have the power to make things right. I wish you could have met Bob. I think he’s actually your Grandfather, but he doesn’t really remember that part. He got a second chance, and he saved me. I promised him I would say hi to the stars, and you’re the only one I can really think to say hi to.”

      He shuffled when he heard someone. It sounded like Annabeth. She was calling out for him.

      She burst out onto the deck, her eyes wild and afraid. When she saw him, a whole mix of emotions flashed across her face. Recognition, relief, anger, back to relief, concern. She walked over to him.

      “Percy. Why did you walk away? Do you have any idea how scared I was when I woke up and found that you weren’t there? I thought you disappeared again.”

      He looked at the ground. “I’m sorry. You just looked so peaceful sleeping; I didn’t want to wake you.”

      That mollified her somewhat. She moved to sit next to him. “It’s ok. I was just worried. I still am, you really should be lying down.”

      He shook his head, “No that’s ok. I can’t really sleep. Besides, there was something I had to do.”

      She looked at him oddly. “What’s that?”

      “Oh, nothing. Don’t worry about it.”

      “Percy.” She gripped his arm. “Please, talk to me. I love you.”

      He sighed. “I love you too Wise Girl. It’s just…” Another sigh. “I don’t really know HOW to talk about it.”

      She smiled. “Just start, I think I can follow along.”

      “Ok, well. Do you remember when I told you about the Sword of Hades?” She nodded. ‘Ok, so there was that Titan that got his memory wiped by the Lethe. Well, he became friendly after that, we called him Bob. And when I was in Tartarus, I ran into Arachne.’ Annabeth paled when he said that. “We fought, and she was going to kill me, but out of nowhere, he jumped down and killed her.”

      His eyes started watering at the memory of Bob. “He helped me. He guided me throughout Tartarus. He saved my life more than once. And when we finally got to the Doors of Death, he stayed behind to make sure that I made it. I left him behind.” Percy was crying now. “He forgave me when he found out that I was the one who took his memories. I never gave him a second thought after that, but he still considered me his friend. And I left him. I abandoned him in the worst place on Earth. I just…” He couldn’t keep talking. He was sobbing.

      Annabeth held him as he cried. “It’s ok, Percy. You did what you could. You didn’t mean to leave him.”

      “But I did!” Percy sobbed. “I left him. How could I do that?”

      She continued to hold him. “It’s ok, Percy.” She said it over and over again.

      Eventually he calmed down enough to talk a bit more. He breathed deeply. “I came up here because Bob loved the stars. He told me to say hi to them. It was one of the last things he said to me.” He looked at Zoë’s constellation. “I also wanted to talk to Zoë. I had a vision of her down in Tartarus. She blamed me for her death.”

      Annabeth shook her head. “That wasn’t your fault.”

      “But it was. She died because I wasn’t strong enough. So many people died because of me.”

      Annabeth hugged him tighter. “You can’t blame yourself for that Percy. It’s a miracle you survived. You didn’t kill them. You always fought your hardest, that’s all anyone can do.”

      Percy sniffled and nodded. “You’re right, as always.” He leaned into her. “I missed you Annabeth.”

      She hugged him even tighter. “I missed you too Percy. I was a mess for a long time after you fell, sick with worry. But it’s ok, we’re here now. We’re together. You made it back.”

      She continued to hold him. “You’re ok. You’re back.” She said these words over and over as Percy slowly began to fall asleep again.

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      This was so much worse than she could possibly have imagined. She had seen it when she laid eyes on Percy. But now that she heard him talk, and saw him cry, she realized just how broken he truly was.

      He had literally been through hell. He hadn’t even begun to scratch the surface of the things he had seen, and already she could tell how much of a toll it had taken on him.

      He was curled up on the deck, head in Annabeth’s lap. He slept fitfully and woke many times. Every time he woke up, he looked around in panic. In his sleep he muttered Bob’s name over and over again. Every time he woke up in panic, she would hold him and whisper that she was here for him.

      But the truth was, she had no idea what she was doing. She had no idea how to help him. Nico might, but he, Reyna, and Coach Hedge had left with the Athena Parthenos while Percy had slept.

      And so, while he slept, she cried. She cried for the helplessness she felt. She wept for him; someone had broken her Seaweed Brain. She cried and cried until she had no tears left. But she made sure he never saw her tears. She had to be strong for him. He needed her, and so she would be there for him, even if she had no idea what she was doing.

    
    

    
      (Frank POV)

      He found Percy and Annabeth on the deck around sunrise. Unlike the last time he found the two of them together, there was no panic. He saw the two of them together and he smiled. He had watched Annabeth torture herself their entire journey from Rome. Now, he saw her leaned against the mast, Percy’s head resting in her lap. She was awake, running her fingers through his hair, a slight smile on her face.

      After seeing her in pain for so long, Frank felt nothing but relief seeing her smile. But they were supposed to have a crew meeting at breakfast. So, he approached them.

      When Annabeth saw him, she smiled and put her finger to her lips, warning him not to wake Percy. She definitely had a point. Yesterday, Percy had been a wreck. He had had a panic attack just by seeing the sun. It was good to see him sleeping somewhat soundly.

      As he got closer, Annabeth spoke very softly. “Hey Frank, what’s going on?”

      “I was just coming to check on you guys, we were going to have a crew meeting at breakfast, but I can just fill you in later. You should stay with him.”

      “No, no.” She carefully slid out from under Percy, softly resting his head against the deck. “I should talk to the others about Percy. He said some things last night that have me worried. I think we are all going to have to be very careful around him. I don’t know what might trigger him.”

      “Ok, well then let’s get going.”

      “Actually, um.” She shifted nervously. “I don’t want to wake him, but I also don’t want to leave him by himself. Would you be ok watching him? I can tell you about everything later.”

      “Yeah, that’s not a problem. I’m happy to watch over him.”

      He sat on the deck and leaned against the railing of the ship. Annabeth thanked him and went off to the mess hall to talk to the others.

      As he sat there, he studied Percy. He was different. His skin was definitely paler from lack of sunlight. He had a grey streak in his hair. But at the same time, in a way he looked surprisingly healthy. Frank would have expected him to be malnourished and thin, after all, Nico had been. But instead, Percy looked strong. In fact, he looked more muscular than before.

      He studied the dirt and dried blood all over him, the shredded T-shirt under his Drakon hide tunic. He had seen Percy’s new bone swords when he and Annabeth had laid him down in the med bay. Looking at all of that, Frank began to wonder just what things Percy had had to face to end up like that.

      How many battles had he fought to look so disheveled? How much blood had he spilled to end up covered like that? They had traveled for 18 days to get to the House of Hades, had Percy really spent almost 3 weeks in Tartarus by himself? How had he slept? Looking at him, Frank imagined he probably hadn’t slept much at all.

      Before he could think any further, Percy began to stir. He blinked at the sunlight shining on him, as if it were blinding. It was good there was a fair amount of cloud cover and morning fog.

      When he was awake, Percy sat up. He looked around wild-eyed. “Annabeth?” His voice was scared.

      “Hey. It’s ok. She went downstairs to get some food. She asked me to watch you.”

      Percy blinked. “Frank? Is that you? What happened to you? You’re so tall?”

      Frank laughed, he had almost forgotten that when Percy had last seen him, he had still been short and chubby. “Oh, it was a blessing from Mars. It’s amazing what the Gods can do, huh?”

      Percy grumbled. “Yeah, amazing.”

      “What was that?” Frank couldn’t really catch the tone.

      “Oh. Nothing. Don’t worry about it.” Percy wouldn’t look him in the eye.

      “I’m not the only one who went through changes. You definitely have a lot more muscle than the last time I saw you, you’re taller too.”

      “Oh, yeah, that was a blessing too I guess.”

      That took Frank aback. “A blessing? In Tartarus?”

      Percy nodded. “Yeah. I jumped back into the Styx. It was the only way to be strong enough to survive.”

      Percy’s courage never ceased to amaze him. “Wow. The Styx? That’s crazy man.”

      Percy shrugged. “I did what I had to do to survive. There’s nothing more to say.” He definitely looked uncomfortable talking about Tartarus. Frank couldn’t blame him really. “What about you? What did you have to do to get a blessing from Mars?”

      Frank realized this was a good opportunity. Percy needed to be distracted. “Well, it started when Hazel met with Hecate…”

    
    

    
      (Hazel POV)

      “Anyways, I’m worried about him,” Annabeth was saying. When they had met up to talk over breakfast, Annabeth had started talking to all of them about Percy. After seeing him yesterday, and especially after what little Nico had said about Tartarus, Hazel definitely understood her concerns.

      Percy was probably the demigod Hazel respected and revered more than anyone. When she had gone to Alaska with Frank and Percy, Percy had been their leader, even though Frank was technically the Centurion. And that had been without his memories. Then, when they had traveled to Rome, Percy had brought all of the crew together. His personality had ensured that everyone worked together.

      And now, this friend, this leader, needed help. He had been on his own in the depths of literal Hell.

      “I don’t think it is a good idea for a group of people to be around him. You guys saw how he reacted yesterday. I think more than two people talking to him at a time is going to overwhelm him again.” Annabeth definitely had a good point. “That being said, I don’t think he should be alone either. I think we should take turns watching him. But he’s proud, so we can’t tell him that that’s what we’re doing.”

      “Good idea Annabeth,” Jason said. “So, are you going to watch him at night then?”

      “Now wait a minute Jason,” Leo shot up. “Don’t you remember what Coach Hedge told us before he left? ‘No two demigods in one room ever again!’” He said in a pretty good imitation of Coach Hedges voice.

      Annabeth glared at him, and he instantly shut up. He looked pretty ashamed.

      “No,” Annabeth continued. “I don’t think that’s going to be necessary, Jason. After last night, it’s pretty clear he won’t be spending his nights in a cabin.”

      “What do you mean?” Piper asked.

      “Well, I told you what he said about Bob. When I went out onto the deck last night, he was talking to the stars. I think he’s probably going to spend his nights on the deck. When he did fall asleep again last night, he slept much better than he had in the med bay.” Annabeth looked sad. “But I also don’t think he is going to sleep much regardless. He’s wound too tight. He only slept because I was there, reassuring him that he was safe.”

      “We’ll take shifts,” Annabeth continued. “Frank is watching him now; I can fill him in on all of this later. And if he talks about Tartarus, be careful, but also pay really close attention. I don’t think he is going to tell us all about Tartarus at once. But I know him, it’ll slip out in bits and pieces. Remember those pieces and tell everyone else. We all need to understand what he went through if we are going to be able to help him.”

      “I wish Nico were still here,” Jason said. ‘He would be able to help him.’ Jason looked at her. “Hazel, Nico told you about Tartarus, right?”

      That question made her really uncomfortable, “Um… a little. I promised him I wouldn’t talk about it though.”

      “That’s ok,” Jason replied. “Maybe you should go to check on Percy and Frank. You know a little bit about Tartarus already, I think you might be the first person he opens up to.”

      “That’s a really good idea Jason,” Annabeth said. “Go on Hazel. Can you tell Frank what we talked about?”

      She stood up, “Yeah, once I get the chance, no problem.” She walked down the hallway towards the stairs.

      When she got to the deck, she took a moment to enjoy the sunshine. There were a few clouds, but the early morning fog was starting to fade as the sun rose. She saw Frank standing at the railing of the ship, looking out over the water.

      She approached him. “Hey Frank, how is he?”

      Frank smiled and gestured at the water, “Take a look.”

      She looked over the side of the ship. There was Percy, floating in the water, easily keeping pace with the ship.

      “What’s he doing?”

      Frank smiled, “I tried to tell him he needed a shower, but he didn’t want to take one. So, I managed to convince him to at least take a dip in the water, I figured you know, being the son of Poseidon and all, the water would be good for him.”

      She couldn’t disagree, Percy definitely looked more at ease than he had before. He looked almost calm, and for a moment, Hazel was able to convince herself he had never fallen into Tartarus.

      “Well, since he’s in the water and can’t hear us, I should fill you in on what we talked about.” She began to relay the information Annabeth had told her, as well as letting him know what the plan was with keeping an eye on Percy.

      “Bob, huh?” Frank said. “That makes sense, even someone as strong as Percy would need help down there. I learned something you should pass on to everyone else. Apparently, Percy took a dip in the Styx. I don’t really know what that means, but maybe Annabeth does.”

      “That means he has the Curse of Achilles.” Hazel was very familiar with the Styx; it was the border to the Underworld after all. “It gives the person impenetrable skin and enhanced battle reflexes. It makes sense that he would risk that to survive.”

      Frank shook his head, “No, he didn’t say Curse, he said blessing. When I told him about the Blessing from Mars, he said he was blessed by the Styx.”

      Hazel stared at Frank, “That’s impossible.”

      Frank kept watching Percy swim, “I’m just telling you what he said.”

      “Ok, I’ll talk to Annabeth about that later. Is there anything else he told you?”

      “Oh! Yeah.” Frank slapped himself on the forehead. “I can’t believe I almost forgot, apparently Percy is a Greek AND Roman demigod.”

      “A what?” Hazel was thoroughly confused now. “How can someone be both Greek and Roman?”

      Frank shrugged. “I don’t know, he’s just kinda been saying things, he doesn’t really give explanations. There’s a lot of it that he doesn’t want to talk about at all.”

      She sighed, “I know, unfortunately, that’s the stuff we most need to know about.”

      As they talked, Percy decided he had had enough swimming, so he shot out of the sea on a jet of water and landed on the ship. He had a smile on his face, a real smile. It made Hazel so happy to see him smiling.

      “Whew,” Percy said. “Man, real water. I missed that. I feel as good as ever.”

      “That’s great,” Hazel said. “I’m really happy to see you.” Without meaning to, she stepped forward and gave Percy a hug.

      Percy was thrown off for a second, but quickly relaxed and hugged her back. “Me too, Hazel. Me too.”

      Frank smiled, “Yeah, now that you’re here, we can actually comfortably put this darn thing in the water again. Welcome back Captain Saltwater.” He gave a mock salute.

      “Oh, shut up Frank.” Percy still had a smile on his face. “Hey, by the way, I had a question for you guys.”

      “Name it,” they said together.

      “Would you guys be willing to teach me Latin? I figured since I’m a Roman demigod now, it might be a good idea to learn it. I sorta learned it when I was a kid, but ever since I learned I was a demigod, it’s been all Greek all day.”

      That was not the question she was expecting. “Oh, well yeah, we could teach you Latin. Right Frank?”

      “Yeah, no problem.”

      The three of them sat together on the deck, she and Frank taking turns teaching Percy new words.

      As they sat together, Hazel was able to pick up on some of the changes Annabeth had been talking about. The physical ones were obvious, but she was starting to notice the differences in his behavior. He was quieter. He didn’t just speak more quietly; he spoke less often. He would be silent for a really long time during their conversation, as if he had forgotten how to talk.

      He was also more tense. Even when he “relaxed”, he was tense. When he smiled, the smile never reached his eyes. Before Tartarus, Percy was a joker, just like Leo. Percy was always quick with a joke or some stupid pun. That part of him was gone now. Percy was so much more serious than before. The boy that had fallen in at 17 years old now behaved like a serious grownup.

      She and Frank also had to be careful in how they talked. They needed to respect Percy’s silence. A couple of times, she and Frank started talking over each other, and Percy began to lean away from them. In those moments, he instantly clammed up and wouldn’t talk for several minutes.

      Things almost boiled over when Jason came out onto the deck. He came up to them smiling. He was so happy to see Percy; he didn’t notice the change in Percy’s behavior when another person joined the group. Percy withdrew visibly, almost recoiling from Jason when he reached out to him. When Jason realized they were teaching Percy Latin, he started talking to Percy super enthusiastically, and Percy actually growled at him.

      She pulled Jason aside and started to fill him in on some things while Frank kept Percy company.

      Once she was sure that Jason was informed, they went back to Percy. Then she left Jason with him and went back to the mess hall with Frank.

    
    

    
      (Jason POV)

      Jason was pretty nervous watching over Percy, especially after Hazel chewed him out. It was mostly just a problem of him being overexcited. When he saw Percy smiling, he just acted like everything was back to normal. The real issue was that Jason didn’t have any frame of reference for what Percy was going through. He tried to think about Nico and his experience, but that just reminded him of their trip to Cupid’s Palace. And that stressed him out, he had no right to betray Nico’s trust by telling Percy about it.

      He was actually relieved when Percy initiated the next conversation.

      “Hey Jason, you know how to fight with a spear right?” Percy looked at him oddly.

      “Um, yeah. Why do you ask?”

      “Well, I was kinda hoping to learn how to fight with a spear.”

      This struck Jason as odd; Percy was an incredible swordfighter. He had almost killed Jason back in Kansas, and Jason had been training since he was a child.

      But still, Percy was taking the initiative, so Jason was happy to go along with what he wanted to do.

      “Yeah, but you don’t have a spear.”

      Percy smiled and uncapped Riptide. “Watch this.” He uncapped it, and instead of turning into a sword, it turned into a full-length bronze spear.

      “Woah, how did you figure out how to do that?” Jason was really stunned.

      But he realized the mistake he had made in his question when he saw the expression on Percy’s face darken. His smile faded. “Don’t worry about it,” Percy said bitingly. He refused to look Jason in the eye.

      Ok, that was something he needed to remember. Direct questions were off-limits. He cursed himself, Annabeth had said he wouldn’t freely talk about it, what was he thinking? He should have known better than to just ask a question like that off the top of his head. If Percy showed new abilities or skills, it had to be something he picked up in Tartarus. That meant that asking about them was taboo.

      Fearing an apology might make things worse, Jason just unsheathed his sword and concentrated on changing its shape. He had never tried it with his new weapon, but for some reason he was confident it would work.

      It did, his sword grew into a solid gold version of the same spear Percy was holding.

      Hesitantly, he began to show Percy basic stances for spear combat.

      “Ok, so it’s important to note that fighting with a spear is fundamentally different than with a sword. Sword fighting is fast-paced and aggressive. When you fight with a spear, you need to be calm and collected the whole time.”

      Percy nodded, “So sword fighting is like Ares, spear fighting is more Athena.”

      Jason laughed, “Exactly, Spear combat is more like chess. It’s especially useful for when you are outnumbered.”

      Percy scowled, “I know that. Let’s just get started.”

      Together, they began to go through some basic moves.

      Percy was a natural. Jason would show him a move once, and within less than five attempts, Percy had mastered it. Within an hour of training, Percy was more adept with a spear than half the Roman legion. Not only that, but Percy refused to practice at half-speed. Jason would demonstrate something at half-speed, and Percy would instantly do it full speed.

      After an hour, Jason didn’t know how else to teach him.

      “Um, do you want to try a sparring match?” He was starting to relax seeing how excited Percy was to learn.

      Percy shrugged, “Sure.”

      They took their places and began to circle each other.

    
    

    
      Well, there you have it, the first few reunions are underway. Next chapter will begin with a Percy v Jason duel. Should it get dark? Should Percy lose it? Let me know.

      Also, please PM me or Comment with other things you want to see, especially with the remaining reunions.

      I’ve been toying around with an idea I saw on Pinterest, about having Percy get Siren Powers because he doesn’t want to keep killing. Should I integrate that into the story at some point? Let me know.

      Hope you liked it.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 21

    
      Well, here is part 2 of the reunions (and a spar between Jason and Percy)

      Note: I don’t know a thing about spear combat, so I am just making a lot of it up. Hope that’s ok.

      (Jason POV)

      They took their places and got ready to spar.

      As they slowly circled, Jason took some time to think about how to go about this fight. He had just taught Percy spear combat, so he knew what Percy’s limitations were. That being said, Percy was an incredibly quick study, so any move he tried, Percy was sure to copy. He also knew that Percy was fast, faster than he was. The fact that Percy hadn’t attacked yet meant he had taken the lesson about caution to heart.

      All of this came together to form the image of a very intimidating opponent, even if this opponent had only held a spear for an hour. Jason’s other concern was Percy’s mental state. He though sparring might be a good way for Percy to let off steam, but he also didn’t want to set Percy off in any way.

      Percy reversed his circling, and Jason was almost too slow to react. It looked like he couldn’t focus on anything but the fight right now. He put his concerns about Percy’s state of mind away. Instead, he studied Percy’s stance. It was utterly flawless. Jason couldn’t see any openings. And since Percy wasn’t moving in either, this was clearly going to be a game of patience.

      A thought popped into his mind and he smiled inwardly. If he could make it look like he misstepped, he might be able to bait Percy into attacking. He was pretty sure Percy wasn’t comfortable enough with spear combat to predict a bait like that.

      It worked, but he didn’t fully account for Percy’s speed and precision. Percy attacked the way Jason predicted he would, but he was faster than Jason had planned. As a result, Jason had to backstep, giving up his advantage.

      Now that the first move had been made, the rest of the fight flowed naturally. There were few breaks in their fighting. They lunged and dodged, swung and blocked.

      As they fought, Jason quickly began to realize that this was not going to be an easy win. Percy was not only faster and stronger, he was cleverer. Jason knew more about spear combat, but that also meant his thinking and strategizing was more rigid. Percy was new to spear combat, so he moved in unorthodox ways.

      Most startling was when Percy lunged with his spear in his left hand. That was weird, Percy was definitely right-handed. A one-handed lunge was a difficult enough maneuver to do accurately, but to do it with ones non-dominant hand? Damn.

      The most impressive part was Percy’s defensive capabilities. Percy dodged or blocked every attack Jason could think of. Jason was especially impressed when Percy knocked aside his slash with the butt of his spear. That was a maneuver one usually only saw in fighters with years of experience fighting with a spear.

      Eventually, Jason started to realize he had no shot at winning. He might know more about spear combat, but it didn’t matter, Percy was a stronger fighter. His strikes were faster, harder, more precise. Not only that, but he was clearly in better shape. Jason was seriously winded after the bouts that they had shared, Percy was barely breaking a sweat.

      It was clear, Percy was going to win this one. Unless…

      It wasn’t necessarily the most sportsmanlike thing to do, but they had never specified that they couldn’t use their powers. Whew, ok. He only had one shot at this. Once he used his powers in the fight, he was basically giving Percy permission to do the same.

      He rushed at Percy, something he had said no spear fighter should do. Percy smiled, as if he knew he had won already. But when Percy lunged, Jason jumped. He used the power of the winds to launch himself in the air, clear over Percy’s head. Before Percy had the chance to react, Jason twisted midair and sliced with his spear, another thing most spear fighters wouldn’t do.

      And it worked, he got a solid hit on Percy’s right shoulder. It wasn’t deep, nothing a bite of ambrosia or a swig of nectar wouldn’t fix. It wasn’t the nicest thing he had done, but hey, he wanted to win.

      But he hadn’t anticipated what would happen next. Under normal circumstances, he would have expected Percy to just drop his spear in surprise and drop to his knees. No. Percy screamed, a horrifying, blood curling scream.

      Then, this crazy strong shockwave blasted him out of the air and onto the deck. He fell hard, and when he looked up, he saw Percy standing over him.

      He paled; his blood ran cold. Percy looked absolutely murderous. His eyes were dark, almost black. But in the darkness of his eyes, there was also a golden glint. His earlier smile of exhilaration was replaced by a frightening scowl. Riptide was back to being a sword, his hand shaking as he gripped it so hard his knuckles turned white.

      “Hey man,” Jason said nervously. “I’m sorry about that. I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

      Percy said nothing. He just slowly walked forward.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      They started running the moment they heard the scream. Annabeth was the first one out of her seat, she instantly recognized it as Percy.

      When they burst onto the deck, they saw Percy and Jason sword fighting. More accurately, they saw Percy trying to kill Jason. She had witnessed Percy and Jason’s fight in Kansas, this was an entirely different level.

      Percy practically glowed with power. He was utterly ruthless in his attacks. Jason could barely do more than deflect his blows. Jason tried to blow Percy away with a blast of air, and it did absolutely nothing.

      She could see Jason getting desperate. Before anyone could say anything, Jason summoned lightning and blasted Percy in the chest. When he had done that in Kansas, Percy had been blown clear off his Pegasus. Now, Percy just set one foot back and absorbed the blow. The deck around his feet was charred, but Percy was completely fine.

      “Percy! Stop!” she channeled all of her charmspeak into her voice. Nothing. It did nothing. Percy just kept advancing on Jason.

      “PERCY!” Annabeth screamed in horror. She looked over and saw tears streaming down Annabeth’s face.

      Annabeth’s voice must have gotten through to him. Percy looked away from Jason towards where her voice had come from. As he looked in their direction, Piper almost ran back below deck. Percy’s eyes were fierce and dark. His face grim and determined, as if he could think of nothing besides killing Jason.

      But the moment his eyes laid on Annabeth; the look disappeared. His eyes began to lighten until they were their original Sea green color. He had a look of confusion, then realization, then horror. The aura of power completely disappeared as Percy looked at Jason. He then instantly started crying.

      Next thing they knew, Percy was curled up against the starboard railing, sobbing. Annabeth ran over to him as she ran to Jason.

      “What the hell happened? What did Percy do?” she asked her boyfriend.

      “Nothing, he didn’t do anything.” Jason had a cut over his left eye. “It was my fault. I’m so sorry.”

      They looked over to Percy, he was violently shaking on the floor. Frank ran over to him.

      Eventually, Percy passed out. Annabeth figured he had had another panic attack and had passed out because of the hyperventilation. Frank offered to carry him to the med bay. Hazel went with them.

      Annabeth joined Piper by Jason. He was leaning against his sword like it were a cane. He was in almost as bad of a shape as Percy was. He was heaving, gasping for air.

      Annabeth looked at Jason, “What the hell happened?”

      Jason looked ashamed. “Percy wanted me to teach him how to fight with a spear. When he seemed to have a grasp on it, I offered to spar.” He stopped to catch his breath. “He’s good. A natural. So, I used a cheap trick, and I cut him. Then, I don’t know. It’s like he wasn’t Percy anymore. It was like he was possessed.”

      Annabeth looked furious. “You fucking idiot!”

      “Hey!” she interrupted. “Annabeth calm down. Your boyfriend almost killed him.”

      “No Piper,” Jason said. “She’s right. I was stupid. He was fine until I hurt him. I wasn’t thinking.”

      “Yeah, no shit,” Annabeth only ever cussed like this when she was mad. Not good. “You triggered him you moron. Didn’t I just say we have to be careful around him? We have no idea what will set him off, and you think it’s a good idea to get into a fight? Did you never stop to think that that’s probably all he did in Tartarus?”

      “No, you’re absolutely right Annabeth. I screwed up.” Jason was finally able to stand straight now. “I deserve everything you have to say. But I also learned some stuff, do you want to hear it?”

      Annabeth took a deep breath. “Fine, what?”

      “Ok, so he won’t answer any direct questions. He gets really closed off. I asked him how he figured out how to turn Riptide into a spear and he almost shut down. So, asking about new skills is also off limits.”

      Annabeth nodded, “I basically told you that this morning moron.”

      Jason put his hands up in a placating gesture, “Yeah, fair enough. But also, you can learn a lot about someone when you fight them, so I learned a bit more than that.”

      He looked towards the stairwell. “So, as you saw, Percy is way stronger than he was before. Frank and Hazel mentioned the Styx, but I think it’s more than that. You saw how he was completely unaffected by both my gust of wind and lightning.”

      “He also didn’t react to my charmspeak,” Piper said. “But that might also have been adrenaline thing. It might work under less stressful circumstances.”

      “Good,” Annabeth said. ‘We might need that. He calmed down when I talked to him, but if I’m not around, you might be our best bet. You also might need to charmspeak him into eating.’ She gave her a knowing look. “Like you did to me after Rome.”

      She coughed nervously. “Ok, what else do we know?”

      “Well, we know he’s a Roman demigod now.”

      “Yeah, Frank and Hazel told us. After they left you with him.” Annabeth gave Jason a sideways look, “Clearly we’re not doing that again.”

      Leo walked over to them from the steering wheel, where he had been checking the status of the ship after Percy and Jason’s sparring match. “Damn! Percy’s kind of a badass now, huh? Sure kicked your butt huh Jason?”

      Annabeth scowled at Leo. “Yeah, we’re not leaving you alone with him either.” She looked at Piper. “Could you watch him for a while? I’m gonna go talk to Frank and Hazel, then I’m probably gonna go sleep for a bit. I didn’t really get much sleep last night.”

      “Sure, no problem.” She went down to the med bay, where she dismissed Frank from his turn watching Percy.

      As she sat in the med bay, she looked at Percy. It was almost impossible to believe that the boy lying here was the same as the dark eyed warrior that almost killed her boyfriend a few minutes ago. Sleeping, he looked just like any other teenager. His messy hair, sleeping with his mouth open, drooling on the pillow.

      She smiled seeing him like that. In this moment she knew what her real job was going to be. Annabeth had them all on the lookout for possible triggers, and any bits of knowledge about Tartarus. That made sense, she was the daughter of Athena, she was all about knowledge. But Piper was the daughter of Aphrodite. She believed in love, compassion, hope. Her real job would be to reassure Annabeth that her boyfriend still retained his humanity, that he wasn’t fully broken.

      She was broken out of her musings by Jason knocking on the doorframe. “Hey Pipes, how is he?”

      She looked up at him, he looked better. “He’s resting. It’s crazy, looking at him like this, he looks nothing like the Percy we saw on the deck.”

      Jason nodded. “Yeah, I wish you guys could have seen him before he got like that. When I was teaching him how to fight with a spear, he was so excited. So lively. But all it took was a cut…” he trailed off.

      “Hey,” she grabbed his hand. “It wasn’t your fault. You didn’t know he would react like that.”

      “But I should have, that’s the point. I just got so excited to see him acting like his old self. And I got lost in that feeling, I didn’t stop to think.”

      She smiled at him, “You’re an optimist. Of course you wanted to believe he was back to normal.” Her smile faded. “I’m worried about Annabeth.”

      Jason shrugged, “I’m not. She’s strong. And now that she had Percy back, I don’t think it’s possible for anything to happen to her. In fact, I pity the monster that tries to pick a fight with Annabeth now.”

      She looked up at her boyfriend. He really was a softy. “Go get some rest, I can keep watching him. And eat some ambrosia too, that cut looks pretty bad.”

      He squeezed her shoulder, “Yes ma’am.” With a big goofy smile on his face, he left.

      With that, she went back to watching Percy.

    
    

    
      (Short time skip)

      It was just around sunset that Percy began to stir. Piper had actually dozed off in the middle there somewhere. Annabeth had swung by just after dinner, but Piper had shooed her away and told her to rest.

      When Percy began to stir, Piper was instantly jostled into full alertness.

      “What? Where am I?” Percy looked confused.

      “Hey, it’s ok. You’re in the med bay. You passed out.” She tried to speak as calmly as possible, but she didn’t want to use charmspeak yet.

      “Where’s Annabeth?” It made Piper smile to see that Percy’s first concern upon waking was to check on Annabeth.

      “She’s sleeping right now. I told her I would keep an eye on you.”

      “Keep an eye on me?”

      “You passed out. Do you not remember? You had a panic attack.” She kept her speech slow and soft.

      “I did…? But why? I remember Jason and I had a sparring match, and then—” Percy’s eyes went wide — “I attacked him. I tried to kill him. Oh gods, what is wrong with me?”

      “Hey hey. Slow down.” She tried channeling a bit of charmspeak. “This is how you ended up having a panic attack in the first place. Jason is fine, completely fine. Just stay calm. Take a breath.”

      Percy breathed. “You promise he’s ok?”

      “Yeah, of course.” She gave a soft laugh, “If anything, he’s mostly just embarrassed.”

      “Embarrassed?”

      “Well, Jason has been training with a spear since he was a child. And in the matter of one morning, you were so formidable that his only hope at winning was to break the rules of engagement.” She thought maybe trying to spin this as a funny misunderstanding would help set Percy’s conscience at ease. “I mean, Jason cheated. That is soooo out of character for him. And he still ended up failing to beat you. Talk about embarrassing.”

      Percy laughed slightly, and visibly relaxed. “He was a good teacher. And he’s a good fighter in his own right. It wasn’t exactly an easy fight for me either. But, it’s not really his fault regardless. He’s just a demigod…” Percy’s eyes flashed with panic and he instantly clammed up.

      Ok, there was definitely something there that Percy didn’t want to talk about. She quickly ran through some things in her head. Annabeth had said not to push him, and Jason had said direct questions were no good. That meant that she needed to be subtle. She could do that, right?

      Her stomach growled. “Hey, are you hungry? You slept through dinner.”

      Percy shrugged, “I could eat I guess; I don’t know about hungry though.”

      “When’s the last time you ate anything?”

      Percy had a quizzical look on his face. “I… don’t know. Time worked differently down there. There was no day or night.”

      “Well, it took us almost three weeks to get to Epirus. So, let’s get some food in you, huh?”

      Percy shrugged and got up. They made their way to the mess hall. When they got there, they saw Leo sitting alone at the table. When he saw them, specifically when he saw Percy, he looked really nervous.

      “Hey Leo,” Percy said somewhat casually.

      “Hey man,” Leo said back. The moment Percy sat down; he began shifting. “I gotta go check on Festus, glad to see you’re feeling better.”

      He practically ran out of the room. Not subtle.

      “What’s his deal?” Percy asked as his plate summoned several slices of pepperoni pizza. Not really waiting for an answer, he dug in.

      Clearly, this boy had not been properly fed in a long, LONG time. Percy was always a heavy eater, but he was practically inhaling the pizza. Piper nibbled on some vegetarian pita, but Percy ate practically a whole family-sized pizza all by himself.

      An idea popped into her head. “If I tell you what’s up with Leo, will you answer one of my questions in return?”

      Percy shrugged. “Sure,” he said between bites of food.

      “Ok, well. On our way to Epirus, we had a run-in with an old ice princess friend of ours. She kinda blasted him off of the ship. And… he may have ended up on Ogygia.”

      Percy suddenly stopped eating. He swallowed. “Ogygia?” he said slowly.

      Piper nodded.

      “Then, that means that he ran into…”

      “Calypso, yeah.”

      Percy put down the food. “Oh boy, um. I think I need to get some air. I’m gonna go up on the deck.”

      She followed him up onto the deck. The sun had gone down. Being under the stars made Percy relax somewhat.

      But Leo was on the deck, talking to Festus. When he saw Percy, he made another lame excuse and went back below deck.

      Percy leaned against the mast. “So, that’s why he’s avoiding me. He knows about me and Calypso.”

      Piper nodded, “…yeah. He does.”

      Percy sighed, “Oh jeez. That kinda sucks.”

      Piper let them sit in silence for a bit. Then, she hesitantly touched on the question she had. “So, you said you would answer a question of mine in return, can I ask it?” Percy shrugged. “What did you mean when you said that Jason is ‘just a demigod’?”

      Percy looked away. “Nothing.” He said evasively.

      But Piper didn’t let it go. “Oh, come on. You said you’d answer my question.”

      Percy looked back at her, clearly uncomfortable. “Ok, but you have to promise not to tell Annabeth about this. Not yet at least”

      Piper nodded. She didn’t want to actually promise anything. She especially didn’t want to be keeping secrets from her best friend. She didn’t like that Percy wanted to keep secrets from her.

      Percy breathed out slowly. “Ok, well. When I was in Tartarus, I got poisoned pretty bad. And it was going to kill me. The only reason I survived was because…. because a Titan gave me some of their essence.”

      Piper was stunned. This was definitely not an answer she could have seen coming. “So… that’s why you were able to kill a giant without the help of a god?”

      Percy shrugged, “I don’t know Piper. It’s not like my new powers come with an instruction manual. I was dying. And Kro… and the Titan didn’t say anything when he gave me his powers. Plus, right when I was leaving, Bob gave me his blessing. And Bob was the lord of mortality, so maybe that’s why I did that?” He sounded like he was trying to convince himself more than anything.

      Ok. She was glad she hadn’t actually made a promise to Percy. This was the kind of stuff that Annabeth needed to know. Deserved to know.

      “Wait,” she said. ‘Percy, look at me.’ Percy turned to look at her. She studied his eyes, “Your eyes, they’re a different color. They’ve got gold in them. Is that from the Titan’s essence.”

      Percy broke eye contact. “Maybe,” he said evasively.

      Percy clearly didn’t want to keep talking about this. Piper knew she needed to move this conversation in a safer direction.

      “Well,” she said. “Your new eyes definitely look good. Anyway…”

    
    

    
      Alright, so that’s part 2 of the reunions. I hope you guys like what I did with the Jason v Percy sparring match.

      For those of you who left comments about how the crew was handling Percy. I should let you know that I have spent much of my life around mental health and PTSD. You’re just gonna have to trust that I know what I am talking about.

      But on a different note, what should part 3 of the reunions look like? Part 3 will probably be the last part, then it’ll be a new version of the Blood of Olympus storyline. But the next chapter is still gonna be in the limbo between books, so I have a fair amount of creative freedom with it.

      What do you want to see in the next chapter? Should there be a Percy and Leo scene? Or should that wait until Olympia the way it does in the book? In what direction should Piper guide the conversation with Percy?

      Comment or PM me with your feedback and suggestions.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Chapter 22

    
      Alright, here is the last reunion chapter. Next will be the alternate version of Blood of Olympus.

    
    

    
      (Leo POV)

      Leo felt bad. He was blaming Percy for what happened with Calypso. Annabeth and the others were all talking about how to handle Percy in his fragile state, but Leo didn’t know how to do that. He had watched Percy decapitate a giant that the six of them hadn’t even been able to handle. He had watched Percy almost kill his best friend; Jason insisted it wasn’t Percy’s fault, but still, it scared Leo.

      So, he had decided to avoid him instead. He figured it was better than getting mad at Percy. But still, it didn’t feel right. It’s not like it was Percy’s fault he had landed on Ogygia and fallen in love with Calypso. Was he jealous? He remembered feeling that way on Ogygia when he had figured out Calypso’s past with Percy.

      Eventually, something told him he had to just deal with the problem head on. It wasn’t like he could avoid Percy for the rest of the trip, not if they had to work together.

      So, not long after he ducked below decks, he decided to go back up. He figured maybe having Piper there would be helpful too.

      When he got onto the deck, he heard laughter. He looked over to where Percy and Piper were sitting on the deck. Percy was leaning against the mast, laughing uproariously. Piper looked like she was pushing down her own laughter so she could keep telling the story.

      He walked over to them. Percy looked up, tears in his eyes from the laughter. “Hey man,” he said. “Piper was just telling me the story about Bologna.”

      Leo smiled. Percy didn’t look nearly as intimidating like this. “Oh yeah? What part?”

      Percy looked like he was struggling to breathe properly, “Did you really blow them up with toothpaste?”

      Leo laughed. “Yeah, good times. I almost miss those weirdos.”

      Percy got his laughter under control. “Kudos man. What a way to win a fight.”

      Piper had stopped giggling. She looked a little nervous now, her eyes darting between Percy and Leo’s faces.

      “Thanks,” Leo said when things started to calm down.

      Percy had grown more serious now. “…Piper also told me about…”

      “Yeah.” He cut him off. He looked at Piper. “Would you mind actually? I think Percy and I should talk.”

      Piper stood up. “Ok, I think I’ll be over there. I’d better not see a full-on brawl in five minutes, ok?”

      “Yes mom.” Leo said. “I think we got it.”

      She shrugged and walked to the railing of the ship, looking out over the water.

      Percy started picking at splinters in the deck wood. “Where do you want to start?”

      Leo sat down. He didn’t really know what to say. He wanted to get this behind them, but how do you talk to a guy about a girl you both liked? Especially when that girl was an immortal sorceress on a prison island?

      “I… I don’t really know.”

      “For what it’s worth. I’m sorry.”

      “…” Leo didn’t know what to say. This was really not what he was expecting. He hadn’t even started venting yet. “You’re sorry?”

      “Yeah,” Percy wouldn’t meet his eyes. “When I was… down there… I got a vision of her. She blamed me for abandoning her. I didn’t really, but I kinda did too. The gods promised they would release her, and they didn’t. But I should have followed up on it. I should have done more. I made a promise down there, and I’m gonna make the same promise now, in light of you and her. I promise I’ll help you free her. I’ll make the gods keep their promise this time.”

      Leo felt a giant knot of tension release. He had been expecting to have to yell at Percy to make him see his side of things. But now, looking at Percy sitting there, shoulders hunched, head down, all of his anger went away. He just couldn’t hold a grudge against someone like this.

      Then his brain finally caught up to everything he heard. “You’ll make the gods keep their promise? How exactly do you plan to do that?”

      Percy looked at him. “Simple, I’ll march into Olympus and demand they release them. They swore on the Styx they would, and I’m on pretty good terms with her these days.” He shrugged, “Or maybe I’ll just throw them into Tartarus like they did to the Titans.”

      Leo started laughing. “Hahaha, good one dude. You…” He stopped laughing when he saw the look on Percy’s face. “You’re serious…”

      Percy shrugged again.

      “Dude, that’s crazy. We’re talking about the gods here. Literal gods. Zeus would vaporize you on the spot if you make demands like that.”

      Percy looked at Leo quizzically. “Have you met Zeus? He’s a fucking coward. He’s too scared to do anything.”

      Leo looked up at the sky, and almost clamped a hand over Percy’s mouth. “Dude,” he whispered. “Shut. Up. He can probably hear us.”

      Percy’s face was indecipherable. “So?”

      Then Percy did probably the most insane and suicidal thing Leo had ever seen. He looked straight up at the sky and yelled, literally yelled. “HEY ZEUS. FUCK YOU!”

      Piper looked over from where she was. Her eyes were wide with panic. She ran over, “Shut up! What the fuck?”

      Percy looked from Leo to Piper and back. “What is wrong with you guys? Are you seriously scared of Thunderbitch?”

      Leo and Piper looked at each other in panic and incomprehension. “YES,” they said in unison.

      Percy looked dumbfounded. “Really? Why?”

      “Um, because he is the king of the gods? Because he can vaporize us in a second.” Leo was starting to panic at Percy’s blasé attitude.

      Percy shrugged nonchalantly. “But he won’t. I mean, come on. We do all the work for them. What are they gonna do if we don’t fight their battles for them? I mean, Zeus didn’t fight Kronos, I did. We do all the work for them, and all they do is cause new problems.”

      “Percy, what are you saying?” Piper looked aghast. “You’re talking about our parents here. I mean, what about your dad?”

      “My dad is the least problematic because he stays at the bottom of the ocean and minds his business. Your guys’ parents aren’t that bad either. But Ares? Zeus? HERA? Come on. Look me in the eye and tell me the world is better place because of them.”

      Leo and Piper were dumbfounded. Percy was always super loyal to his family and friends, but it looked like his loyalty was gone.

      “I’m done fighting their battles,” Percy continued. “I fight for humanity, not the gods. I fight for the people I care about; I don’t care what the fuck the gods have to say.” Without another word, he stood up and went below decks.

      Leo and Piper just stayed frozen on the deck. They looked at each other. Leo was the first to break the silence. “Um… what the heck was that?”

      Piper looked towards where Percy had gone. “I honestly don’t know. I wonder what he saw down there that made him hate the gods so much.”

      Leo followed Piper’s gaze. “I’m just glad he’s on our side.”

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      When Piper and Leo told her the things that Percy had said, she almost lost it.

      They were sitting around the table in the mess hall eating breakfast. Percy was asleep in the stables. He had gone there at night to get away from people. Unfortunately for him, Annabeth had spent a fair amount of time there on their trip to Epirus, so she knew all about the perfect sleeping nook in the 2nd stall on the right.

      They decided since he was asleep, they could get away with not having someone watch him. After all, the only way for him to leave the stables would be to take the stairs, and then they would see him in the hallway.

      “So, he hates the gods now?” Jason was asking.

      “Zeus and Hera specifically,” Piper responded. “He basically said he is done fighting their battles for them, from now on, he’s going to fight for the people he cares about, not the gods.”

      “Well, you can’t really blame him, can you?” Annabeth replied. “Hera stole his memories, and Zeus threatened to kill him countless times. I mean, after we saved Artemis, the gods took a vote on whether or not to kill Percy and Thalia.”

      “I think it’s more than that though.” Piper didn’t look her in the eye. “He said he has the essence of a Titan now.”

      “Of course!” Jason slammed his fist on the table. “The shockwave! How did I not figure it out sooner?”

      “What are you talking about Jason?” Hazel was looking really lost.

      “When we were sparring, and I launched myself into the air, he hit me with a shockwave. That’s the same Titan power Krios used when we stormed Mount Othrys.”

      “You’re right,” Annabeth said. “I saw Kronos and Hyperion do the same thing in New York. It’s a power only Titans have.”

      “Well, he said a Titan gave him his essence,” Piper was saying. “And he thinks that is why he was able to kill the giant without a god’s help.”

      “Well that certainly explains how he is so strong now, and how he was able to survive Tartarus.” Jason was playing with his food, not really eating it. “I told you it was more than the blessing of Styx.”

      “I think it might actually be worse than that actually,” Piper said tentatively. “I think I know whose essence he got.”

      Annabeth looked up from her food, “Piper, who is it?”

      “…I think it’s Kronos.”

      Annabeth dropped her fork. “No, not possible. We destroyed Kronos.”

      “I know, Annabeth. But when Percy was talking about the Titan, he said Kro… and then cut himself off. I think he almost said Kronos. It would explain the gold in his eyes.”

      Annabeth had her head in her hands. “Not again. Please, not again.” She was starting to shake.

      When the meeting was over, Annabeth immediately went down to the stables. She had told everyone not to force anything out of Percy, but this had to be an exception. If her boyfriend was really fused with Kronos, she needed the truth out of him right now.

      When she got to the stables, she saw Percy sitting on the glass floor of the ship, looking down into the ocean below.

      When she approached, he looked up at her and smiled. “Hey Wise Girl,” he said softly.

      She smiled, but as she grew closer, she also grew serious. She saw the gold in his eyes, and it scared her.

      “Percy…” she said tentatively. “I need to ask you about something, and I need you to tell me the truth.”

      He looked at her oddly, “Um, ok? What’s going on?”

      “Did you fuse your essence with Kronos?” No point in beating around the bush.

      Percy frowned. “Piper told you.”

      “Yeah.”

      “Damnit!” he pounded his fist against the glass. “She promised she wouldn’t. I wanted you to hear it from me.”

      “So, it’s true?”

      Percy sighed, “Yes, but it’s complicated, ok?”

      She sat down next to him. “Then tell me everything.”

      He looked back to the glass doors. “So, when Luke killed himself, there was that explosion. It turns out, that was Kronos’s essence being scattered. Thing is, I was standing right in front of him, so some of Kronos’s essence went into me. When I was in Tartarus, I started to hear his voice. And then, when I was on the brink of death, he saved my life by fusing his essence with mine. I didn’t have a choice; I would have died if I hadn’t agreed to take in his essence.” He looked up at her, “And I would have done anything to see you again. So, I had to survive.”

      Annabeth was stunned. She could barely keep a thought in her head with the swirl of emotions running through her. She was horrified that Kronos had been in Percy, but hearing Percy talk about it, her heart also melted hearing how much he had been willing to sacrifice to make it back to her.

      When she didn’t answer for a long time, he grabbed her hand. “Hey. Look at me.” She did. “I promise, I am still the same guy. I’m not Luke, ok? I would never betray you.”

      She sniffled, “I know, you’re still my Seaweed Brain.”

      She hugged him, and they sat together on the glass doors, like they had so long ago. But while they sat there, she felt a nagging sense of unease in her head. She pushed it down, wanting to live in the moment of being back with Percy.

    
    

    
      And that’s it for reunions. I hope you like how I went about it.

      There might be a slight delay in the next chapter. I have to reread Blood of Olympus and plan ahead for what I want to write. It shouldn’t be more than a week, but I wanted to give you all a heads up so you don’t think I’ve abandoned the story.

      I do check Reviews and PM’s regularly, so if you have any suggestions or ideas, please let me know. Even if I don’t use exactly what the suggestions say, the feedback is often super helpful for sparking my own ideas. So please keep the feedback coming.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 1

    
      And we are back ladies and gentleman! I am so sorry about the delay between chapters, but I had a really hard time getting motivated enough to write. But I am back now and ready to keep writing an epic story.

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      Annabeth was nervous. And really, REALLY hot. She was also really uncomfortable in her serving-maiden outfit.

      “Almost there,” Piper said. “You’re doing great.” She wasn’t talking to her though; she was talking to Jason. While the two of them were dressed as serving-maidens, Jason looked and acted like an old man.

      “Worst idea ever,” Jason huffed. “Hazel’s magic is too good. If I have to fight, I’ll be useless.”

      “It won’t come to that,” Annabeth said. She adjusted her outfit. “We infiltrate the palace. We get the information we need, and we get out.”

      Annabeth was very anxious to get this over with quickly. This was the first time since they had left Epirus that she had dared leave Percy. Sure, she had slept a couple of times and left someone else to watch him. But she had always been a short distance away. This was different. She was leaving the ship, and he stayed behind. Everyone had agreed it would be a good idea to have him watch for naval threats, but she was still nervous.

      It had been almost a week since they had left Epirus, and Percy still scared her. He never initiated conversation anymore. Before, even when he was stressed, Percy talked a lot. He was a jokester, and he was sarcastic. He always had a quick comeback in any situation, even ones where he really SHOULD keep his mouth shut. But now? Now he was withdrawn and sullen. He never joked, never smiled. Annabeth was the only one he would actually carry a conversation with.

      The worst part was that he still wasn’t sleeping. The first few days he had slept, mostly because he was so exhausted from Tartarus. He also passed out after Panic attacks. But those had decreased noticeably. Annabeth wasn’t sure if it was because Percy was adjusting, or if the rest of the crew had learned to avoid his triggers.

      But now that he wasn’t sleeping, he would just sit on the deck at night. It was probably the only time you could hear him talking on his own. He would just sit, lean against the mast, and talk to the stars. He mostly talked to Zoë and Bob. It worried her, he talked more to people that weren’t there than his friends that cared about him.

      They had managed to glean a few more things from him. He fought a lot of old enemies down there; Geryon, Thorn, the Minotaur. He had even fought against Hyperion again. But Percy never talked about how he did it. He was terse with any details. And he shut down if anyone pressed him. The only ones who could get away with prying were Annabeth and Piper. Piper had the advantage of Charmspeak, and Annabeth knew her boyfriend well enough.

      BOOM! The hillside rumbled, and Annabeth was broken out of her thoughts. They had managed to make it to the top of the mountain. They peeked through some olive bushes, and before them was a massive gathering of zombies and spirits.

      She gripped her dagger fiercely. She was so grateful that Percy had given it back to her. It made her feel safe. Percy had said that it had saved his life in Tartarus, so now every time she held it, she thought of him.

      They conversed briefly and dispersed among the crowd.

      Annabeth was instantly disgusted. These ghosts and zombies were handsy. They tried to flirt with her, and when she didn’t respond, they grabbed her. If it weren’t for the greater mission at hand, she would have had hands and heads rolling. Instead, she just gracefully slipped out from their grasp. She went about pouring her wine.

      From the corner of her eye, she saw Jason sitting at the head table. That was good. Even if she wasn’t getting anywhere, it looked like he was getting the intel they needed.

      But then things started to shift. She could see that some of the other suitors at the head table were glancing suspiciously at Jason. She made her way over to their table.

      She walked up to Antinous. “More wine, my lord? Oops!” She let her hand slip and proceeded to spill half a pitcher of wine on the ghoul’s neck. She could say it was an accident, but she would be lying.

      “Gah!” The ghoul arched his spine. “Foolish girl! Begone!”

      Before she slipped off, she caught Jason’s eye and gave him a nod. She saw that he needed encouragement, so she gave it.

      She went back to serving drinks and holding back her violent impulses. She had to trust that Jason would be able to do what needed to be done. All she could do was offer support and provide backup if everything failed.

      Things seemed to be working well for a while. She saw Jason from a distance, talking comfortably with the leaders of this dumb gathering of ghosts. But then all of a sudden, the crowd parted to reveal Thalia’s mom. She had only seen a picture of her once, but it was definitely her.

      For a second she didn’t understand what was happening, then she almost dropped her pitcher in a panic. This wasn’t just Thalia’s mom; it was also Jason’s.

      “My dearest, you have come home.”

      Jason was frozen in place. Annabeth watched as his disguise melted. He was not standing in his plain camp clothes, holding his sword.

      “Mom?” his voice was barely audible.

      “Yes dearest. Come embrace me.”

      “You’re — you’re not real.”

      “Of course she is real,” some modern looking ghost was walking up behind Jason. She wanted to warn him, but her disguise was still intact.

      “Did you think Gaea would let such an important spirit languish in the Underworld? She is you mother, Beryl Grace, star of television, sweetheart to the king of Olympus, who rejecter her not once but twice, in both his Greek and Roman aspects. She deserves justice as much as any of us.”

      Piper spoke up, completely blowing her cover. “Jason, look at me.” Her disguise faded. “This is not your mother. Her voice is working some kid of magic on you — like charmspeak, but more dangerous. Can’t you sense it?”

      Well, it looked like stealth was no longer an option. “She’s right,” She spoke up as she climbed onto the nearest table, dagger in hand. “Jason, that’s only a remnant of your mother.”

      “A remnant!” His mom’s ghost screamed. “Yes, look what I have been reduced to. It’s Jupiter’s fault. He abandoned us. He wouldn’t help me! I didn’t want to leave you in Sonoma, my dear, but Juno and Jupiter gave me no choice. They wouldn’t allow us to stay together. Why fight for them now? Join these suitors. Lead them. We can be a family again!”

      “No,” Jason stood firm. “I don’t believe you. I fight for the gods. I won’t turn my back on them. You’re not my mother.” With that, he made the ancient sign for warding off evil — three fingers thrust out from the heart.

      Once he did that, the ghost of Beryl Grace shrieked and faded.

      The ghost Antinous tossed aside his goblet. He stood up. “Well then, I suppose we’ll just have to kill you.” With that, all the enemies closed in.

      Before any of them could get to her, she threw her emergency flare. They each had two. They had been smart enough to make two backup plans. One, Leo launched every weapon he had on the ship and blew the surface to ash. The other… well, Annabeth just hoped she threw the right flare.

      Once she threw the flare, she started to fight. She slashed left and right with her dagger. She saw Piper and Jason fighting at the edges of her vision. Jason was impressive, he had shifted his sword into a spear and was stabbing enemies left and right.

      Then everything went wrong. Jason had cleared a significant portion of the suitors but had left his back exposed. Suddenly, she felt a chill in her neck as she watched the modern ghost stab Jason in the back. Everything grew quiet, and from across the courtyard she heard him speak, “Born a Roman, die a Roman.”

      She then heard Piper scream as she ran towards him. The enemies around her laughed and watched her run. Jason tried to lift his sword, but he fell over. The ghost stood over him and smiled.

      “Jason!” Piper slid to her knees and grabbed him. “Hold on!”

      The ghost smiled. “Ah, excellent, another offering for Gaea.” He moved to stab Piper, only to suddenly be slashed in half when Percy dropped from the sky.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      Percy was almost grateful when he saw the blue flare. They had all been standing on the deck, slowly watching the three climb the mountain. He was anxious, he didn’t want to let Annabeth go, but he knew she would beat him up if he expressed his concern for her safety. He was just grateful that he had gotten them to agree to the “Percy backup plan”.

      By now, everyone knew that Percy was no ordinary fighter. He was a one-man army. He had had a sparring match with both Frank and Jason at the same time and had wiped the floor with both of them. It was hilarious in hindsight actually. This time, it had been a straight sword fight. They had also been clear with rules beforehand, no powers, just skill. Jason and Frank had a sword each, and to make things fair, Percy dual-wielded his Drakon-bone swords. If the two of them had had more experience working together, they might have stood a chance. But instead, Percy kicked both of their asses.

      After that, they had agreed, Percy was enough backup on his own. So, they had come up with two backup plans. There was Code White, which involved Leo incinerating Ithaca. And then there was Code Blue.

      The moment the blue flare went off, Percy was on his way. Frank was quick to action. He transformed into an eagle and caught Percy just as he dove off the ship.

      In absolutely no time, they were approaching the top of the mountain. As they got closer, Percy saw how dire the situation was. Jason was lying on the ground, with Piper kneeling over him. They were surrounded by over a hundred enemies. Worst of all, there was Michael Varus standing over the two of them.

      Percy remembered seeing a picture of him back at New Rome. The Legionnaire who had led the first mission to Alaska. The guy who had lost the eagle standard that Percy had ended up having to save.

      He looked like he was going to say something.

      “Frank! Drop me!” Percy yelled. Instantly, he did. On the way down, Percy pulled out Riptide. He came down on top of them and slashed Michael in half before his feet even touched the ground.

      He stood over Piper and Jason. “Hey guys,” he said. “Don’t worry, I got this.”

      And with that, he charged the enemy.

    
    

    
      Aright, Part 2 is now underway.

      I hope you like the change that I made to the original version of this.

      I know some of you love Jason and won’t like me nerfing him, but this is a Percy-centric story so I kinda have to.

      Do you guys what the fight against the ghosts to be epicly long and detailed, or should I just skim over it the way Uncle Rick did? Should I keep the whole Juno thing too? I think it might be fun to have Percy interact with one of the gods again.

      Let me know what things you want to see in future chapters. I really benefit a lot from your feedback. That is doubly true for Part 2 of this story as Part 1 was something I had had in my head for a long time before I started writing. I only decided to do Part 2 recently, so I don’t have as many ideas.

      All that to say, please leave lots of reviews, and don’t hesitate to PM me with story ideas.

      Hope you liked it, and sorry again about the delay.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 2

    
      Here is the next chapter. I doubt I’ll ever have as long of a delay as I did between Parts 1 and 2, but I also don’t think I’ll be able to go back to the daily updates, or even every other day. I hope you are all ok with the slightly longer wait times. And don’t worry, I’m a completionist, I would never abandon a story until it’s done.

      Anyway, here’s Part 2, Chapter 2.

    
    

    
      Percy quickly fell into a rut. He jabbed and slashed left and right. These ghosts were hardly any threat after all of the things he had faced before. If only they had had actual blood, then he could have wiped them all out in an instant. Instead he lazily slashed through ghost and ghoul alike.

      He shifted Riptide into spear form. With the extra reach, he didn’t have to wait for enemies to get to him. He also took this as a good opportunity to practice his spear combat.

      Annabeth fought her way towards them. He was glad to see her holding her dagger again. It just seemed right.

      When she reached them, Percy started to give instructions. “Annabeth, Piper. I need you two to stand guard over Jason, I will try to lead the bulk of the ghosts away.”

      Part of why he was doing that was because he wanted to keep them safe from the ghosts, but there was another reason as well. He wasn’t used to having to rein in his power. In Tartarus, he had had no restrictions. Bob had been immortal, so there was no danger of collateral damage. Here though, he constantly had to be mindful of his allies. If he released a shockwave powerful enough to destroy the ghosts, he might also hurt Annabeth and Piper.

      And so, he took the fight as far from the others as he could. Once he was far enough away, he pocketed Riptide and began to fight with his Drakon bone swords. These days, he rarely fought with Riptide as a sword anymore. Usually, he liked to dual wield his Drakon bone swords. When he pulled out Riptide, it was usually in spear form. He had yet to find any singular enemy that required him to focus all of his attention into one sword. It was usually just mobs of enemies like now, and two swords made so much more sense.

      Before long, the threat was gone. The last enemy had been a ghoul on the other side of the courtyard, ready to attack Annabeth. With unbelievable strength and accuracy, Percy had thrown Riptide and speared it right through the chest, hard enough to pin it against the wall behind it.

      He rushed over to where the others were. Jason did not look to be in good shape. Piper managed to get him to sit up, but his side wound looked bad. His shirt was soaked red, and there was smoke coming from his wound.

      “Hey, you guys ok?” he asked as he approached.

      “I’m fine,” Annabeth said. She had a small nick on her forehead, but it was pretty minor. “So is Piper, but Jason…”

      “I’m ok,” Jason grunted. “The ambrosia cleared things up. I should be ok to…” he tried to stand up and immediately fell down. “Nevermind.”

      “Woah. Sparky. Sit down. You are NOT ok.” Piper was fussing over him like a child.

      “I think maybe I can carry him,” Percy offered. “Or you two can go on ahead and get Frank’s attention, he could fly him back.”

      “Wait,” Jason said. He looked around. “A bed. There was a special bed in this palace.”

      Piper frowned. “Jason, you’ve lost a lot of blood.”

      “I’m not crazy,” he definitely seemed crazy. “The marriage bed was sacred. If there was any place you could talk to Juno…” he caught his breath. “Juno!”

      Silence. Piper and Annabeth looked at each other in concern. Percy was also starting to get worried.

      Then suddenly, the floor rumbled. The stones cracked as a giant olive tree burst from below. Under its shade stood a dark-haired woman in a white dress, with a leopard-skin cape draped over her shoulders.

      “My heroes,” the goddess spoke.

      “Hera,” Piper said.

      “Juno,” Jason corrected.

      “Doesn’t matter,” Percy grumbled. “What the fuck do you want crazy lady?”

      Everyone’s eyes turned to Percy. Annabeth and Piper looked at him in fear, Juno in anger.

      “Percy Jackson. I had heard you were… different.”

      “Yeah,” Percy grumbled. “I got tossed down into Tartarus alongside everything else the gods have thrown down there over millennia. I’ve seen what you guys are capable of firsthand. So, excuse me if I don’t really want to deal with the woman who wiped my memories and stole me away from all the people I care about. Who used me as a goddamn pawn in—”

      “Honestly, boy,” Juno interrupted. “Are we going to have to talk about this all over again?”

      “No,” Jason interceded. “There is no need to go through that again. Juno, we need your help. We—” He tried to sit up and fell over again. He was pale, very pale.

      Piper grabbed him, “First things first, Jason is hurt.” She looked at Juno, “Heal him!”

      Juno scowled at her. “There are some injuries that even the gods cannot heal.”

      “Oh, you’re useless!” Percy exclaimed. “Piper, move.” He knelt by Jason’s side and put his hand on his wound. This might be an injury beyond the skill of the gods to heal, but what about a Titan? Bob had healed far more serious injuries than this, and Bob had blessed him with his power when he left Tartarus. Add to that the powers that he got from Kronos, and he should be able to do this, right?

      He closed his eyes and concentrated. He imagined the wound. Even with his eyes closed, he could see it, or… sense it rather. It was a bit like when he had killed the Nemean Lion, he could feel the blood flowing. He concentrated and began to close the ruptured veins. It was weird, Bob had said that Titans could shape their reality. He had also said that Percy had that power. That’s basically what he did, he imagined Jason being healed, and it just sorta… happened.

      He saw color come back into Jason’s cheeks. The wound stopped smoking. Jason breathed easier.

      Percy smiled at him and began to stand up. Piper and Annabeth were staring at him incredulously.

      “What… what did you just do?” Piper whispered.

      “Healed him, he should be ok now.” Then Percy’s vision blurred. He felt like he had been punched in the gut repeatedly. He bent over and tasted blood. He spat, and a huge pool of blood came out.

      Percy breathed. “Ow.”

      “Percy!” Annabeth yelled. She grabbed him before he fell over. “Are you ok?”

      “Fine,” Percy said. He hurt, but it didn’t seem like he was injured. “Wow, ok. Bob was really underselling how much healing someone hurts. I actually felt like I was taking the sword that was meant for Jason.”

      By this point, the others looked at him like he was some kind of god. Seeing as he now had the essence of Kronos and the blessing of Bob, Percy couldn’t really blame them. He looked up at Juno, “Like I said, you’re useless.”

      “Careful child,” Juno said dangerously. “You may have gained new powers, but I am still a goddess, you will treat me with respect.”

      “Like hell,” Percy spat more blood. “Being a goddess doesn’t make you worthy of respect. Your actions do, and as far as I can see, you gods and goddesses have done nothing but make the world a worse place. All you have to do is stay on your precious mountain and drink Nectar but NOOOO, you have to meddle in our lives. I’ll tell you what, I am going to destroy Gaea, not because of you or any of the other Olympians. I am doing it because I choose to. And when that’s over, you had best watch yourselves. I’ve fought Titans, Giants, even Tartarus. You don’t scare me, none of you. If you try to mess with our lives again, I’ll take you down just as easily as I did Kronos.”

      Silence. Jason, Piper, and Annabeth were all stunned. They looked at Percy half in reverence, half in terror. Percy couldn’t tell whether or not it was him they were afraid of. Juno was by this point glowing, and she had grown to almost twice her original size. She was radiating power. Maybe she was what they were afraid of. Percy couldn’t really understand why, this was nothing compared to what he had seen.

      “Careful demigod. You forget yourself. I am the Queen. I am grateful to you all for gathering my two natures, but my gratitude has limits. I have enough clarity to speak with you briefly, but if you keep speaking to me in such a disrespectful manner, I will smite you, Neptune’s champion or no.”

      “Lady Juno.” Jason said quickly, drawing her attention away from Percy. “We are so fortunate you chose to grace us with your presence. Now please, can you help us? Tell us what to do?”

      “Sail around the Peloponnese,” Juno said, her aura fading. “As you suspect, it is the only route. On your way, seek out the goddess of victory in Olympia. She is out of control. Unless you can subdue her, the rift between Greek and Roman can never be healed.”

      “You mean Nike?” Annabeth asked. “How is she out of control?”

      Suddenly the sky began to rumble.

      “Explaining would take too long,” Juno said quickly. “I must flee before Jupiter finds me. Once I leave, I will not be able to help you again.”

      “Right,” Percy said sarcastically. “Because you were soooo helpful just now.”

      Juno glared at him. “I warned you demigod. You will learn respect, or you will die. I will not—” her voice was cut off when lighting tore through the sky. “…I take my leave now. Be warned, Percy Jackson. If you do not learn respect for the gods, you will pay dearly. Ask the twins if you do not believe me.”

      “Artemis and Apollo?” Piper asked. “What do you mean?”

      Juno’s image began to fade. “If you reach the island of Delos, they might be there to explain. Go now.” And with that, her form faded completely.

      They stood there in silence for a while, absorbing what just happened. Percy looked around, only to see the others staring at him.

      “What?” he asked.

      “Dude,” Jason said. “I’m grateful to you for healing me, but…”

      “What the hell were you thinking?!” Annabeth interjected. “You can’t talk like that to the Queen of the Gods!”

      “What are you talking about? You hate Hera just as much as I do, if not more!”

      “That’s not the point Percy,” Piper said calmly. “You just basically threatened the entire Olympian pantheon. I get that you don’t like them, that you hate them even. After what you’ve been through, no one could blame you. But you can’t just talk to them like that, it’s just not smart.”

      “Whatever,” Percy said. ‘Let’s just get back to the ship and plan our next move.’ He looked down at Jason, “You gonna be ok there, big guy?”

      “Fine,” Jason grunted. “Seriously, thank you. I’m pretty sure I would have died without you.”

      “Eh,” Percy waved him off. “You would have figured it out I’m sure. I might be fed up with the gods, but there’s nothing I won’t do for my friends.”

      He tried to walk a few steps, only to fall over. His side burned.

      He felt a strong grip grab his arm and pull him up. Annabeth draped his arm over her shoulder and supported his weight. “Quit being such a tough guy, Seaweed Brain. I got you.”

      Side by side, they began to walk down the hill towards the ship.

    
    

    
      Well? What do you think?

      The rest of the crew has yet to see Percy’s new powers, but now we get to see them react to his new attitude, so that’s fun.

      Please leave me PM’s and reviews for things you want to see. If I don’t get inspiration, it’ll take a lot longer to finish this story.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 3

    
      Alright, here is another chapter. I’m grateful to all the comments saying you guys are ok with the slightly longer wait times. I want to do this story justice so I don’t want to rush anything. I appreciate your patience.

    
    

    
      (Jason POV)

      Jason woke up feeling surprisingly good. Considering he had been stabbed in the gut just a few days prior, he was pretty close to being back in fighting shape. He still didn’t fully understand what Percy had done, but he was grateful.

      He also felt a little guilty too. Every once in a while, he would see Percy wincing in pain and grabbing his side. Percy didn’t have any injury there, but it was clear that he had taken on the pain of Jason’s injury when he healed it.

      Nevertheless, Percy had told him not to worry about it, and assured him that he was totally fine. After all the things he had seen Percy do, nothing really surprised Jason anymore.

      So, Jason rolled his shoulders and got out of bed. They had a meeting planned at breakfast, but he could use some fresh air first, so he went out onto the deck.

      He blinked when the morning light hit his eyes. When his eyes adjusted, he saw Percy leaning against the mast. He had been spending every night there so far, and usually dozed off sometime before dawn. The dude also napped here and there, but he was not getting a lot of sleep.

      Piper was leaning against the railing on the starboard side, she had drawn the pre-dawn Percy shift, so she looked a little exhausted. He walked up to her.

      “Hey Pipes,” he said casually as he walked up, careful to keep his voice low. It didn’t take much to wake Percy, the dude was wound so tight that he was always ready to jump into action at the slightest indication. The dude slept with Riptide in his hand.

      She smiled at him, “Hey.” She looked him over. “You’re looking better.”

      He stretched. “I know, Percy is seriously a miracle worker. I feel almost as good as new.”

      “Good,” she poked him in the chest. “You’re not allowed to go dying on me, ok?”

      “Yes ma’am,” Jason said. Keeping his voice low, he asked, “How is he doing?”

      “I’m not sure,” Piper whispered. “Annabeth is worried, I mean, all that stuff he said to Juno? That was scary stuff.”

      “Tell me about it,” Jason replied. “I thought Juno might wipe us all out. But honestly, can you really blame Percy for how he feels? I have problems with Juno too, I mean, she stole me away from my old life. She forced my mother to abandon me as a baby. And Percy… he’s been through way worse than I have. I don’t blame him for hating the gods.”

      Piper studied him, “Well, I guess. But you can’t really say that swapping places with Percy was all bad right?” She bat her eyes at him.

      Jason sighed, “No, not when I got an incredible girlfriend out of the deal. But that kinda reinforces my point honestly. I got lucky with my side of the trade, I met you. Percy lost Annabeth.”

      “But they’re back together now,” Piper said easily. “They’ll be ok.”

      “Speaking of Annabeth,” Jason said, “she said we should meet at breakfast to talk about Olympia.”

      “Good, I’m hungry.” Piper stood up to stretch. “Hey Percy. Time to wake up.”

      Percy was on his feet in an instant. It was almost like he had been pretending to be asleep rather than actually sleeping. He scanned his surroundings, “Alright, Let’s go.”

      The three of them went below decks. As they walked toward the mess hall, they heard banging from the engine room.

      “Leo,” Piper said. “You guys go on, I’ll get him.”

      The others were waiting for them, Frank and Hazel were pouring over a map of Greece, and Annabeth was toying with her knife, she smiled when she saw Percy, and held his hand when he sat down next to her.

      Pretty soon Piper and Leo came back and they were able to get to their meeting.

      “So,” Annabeth leaned forward to address the table. Now that she had Percy back, she had really returned to her natural leadership role. “We’re going to stay airborne and drop anchor close to Olympia. It’s about five miles inland so we can’t stay long, or Gaea will send monsters after us. Based on what Juno said, we have to find the goddess of victory and subdue her somehow.”

      Percy drummed his fingers against the table. “I have my problems with goddesses and don’t have a problem with fighting them, but isn’t Nike one of the good ones? I kinda like victory.”

      Annabeth looked uncomfortable at Percy’s comment about fighting goddesses, but she pressed on. “That’s a fair point. I get why she would be at Olympia — home of the Olympics and everything. But I don’t get why we need to subdue her.”

      Frank nodded, “When she became a Roman goddess, she became Victoria. She was the also the goddess of Victory, but usually in a more militaristic way. You’re right though, why would we need to subdue her, everyone likes victory.”

      Jason frowned, “All I know is that the ghoul Antinous said, ‘Victory runs rampant in Olympia’. Juno warned us that we could never heal the rift between the Greeks and Romans unless we defeated victory.”

      “How does someone defeat victory?” Piper mused. “It sounds like a riddle or something.”

      Leo munched down on some junk food, “That’s a good point. But hey, about this victory goddess being popular and whatnot — do you guys remember what her kids are like at Camp Half-Blood?”

      Hazel and Frank looked at each other in confusion, they had never been to Camp Half-Blood. Everyone else nodded.

      “Good point,” Percy said between bites of pancake. ‘The kids of Cabin Seventeen are unbelievably competitive. When it came to capture the flag, they were almost worse than the Ares kids.’ Percy glanced at Frank, “Um, no offence.”

      Frank nodded. “So, you’re saying that Victoria has a dark side.”

      “Her kids definitely do,” Annabeth said. “They always have to be competing, always have to win. Their mom is bound to be more intense…”

      “Wait,” Piper steadied herself against the table. ‘Guys, the gods are split between their different personalities, right?’ Everyone nodded. “If Nike is that way and she is the goddess of victory—”

      “She’d be especially conflicted,” Annabeth finished. “She would want one side or the other to win, so she’d be fighting herself.”

      Hazel rubbed her forehead. “But we don’t want a single side to win. We want the fighting to stop. We want everyone to be on the same side.”

      “Maybe that’s what the ghoul meant when he said the goddess of victory is running rampant,” Jason said. “If she is torn between Greece and Rome, she might make it impossible to stop the fighting between camps.”

      “Like Ares,” Percy added. “The guy’s presence makes people want to pick a fight. She might be the same way, radiating an aura of competition and conflict, that could really escalate the conflict between the two camps.”

      Frank nodded. “You remember Phorcys?”

      Percy looked at Frank oddly, “The old sea god we ran into in Atlanta? What about him?”

      “Well,” Frank sighed. “He said that Gaea’s plans are multi-layered. Maybe this is part of that strategy, keeping the two camps divided. If the camps are divided, the gods are divided.”

      Percy nodded, “So we send a group of four of us, two Greek and two Roman. If we are balanced, we might keep her balanced.”

      Jason was shocked. He had seen Percy becoming a stronger fighter, but he was also really smart, especially when he grew serious.

      “That’s a really good point,” Annabeth said. She looked really proud of the new strategic side to her boyfriend. “A party of four could really balance her out.”

      “I’ll go,” Piper offered. “I can try to charmspeak her.”

      Annabeth frowned, “I don’t think so. Not this time. Aphrodite can be as competitive as Nike. Nike might be threatened by you.”

      Piper nodded solemnly. “So, who do we send?”

      “Jason and Percy can’t both go,” Annabeth said. “Jupiter and Poseidon, that’s a disaster waiting to happen. Nike would have you fighting in an instant.”

      Percy nodded, “Yeah, let’s not go there.”

      “Frank and I can’t go at the same time either,” Annabeth continued. ‘Mars and Athena are pretty bad too. Athena and Poseidon are not a good idea either.’ She looked at Percy, “Just because we got together doesn’t mean our parents don’t still hate each other.”

      “Hold up,” Percy said. “I don’t agree, I don’t think Nike could ever get me to fight you.”

      “Maybe,” Leo interjected. “But for now, it looks like it’ll be me and Percy for the Greeks, and Frank and Hazel for the Romans. That should work, right?”

      Annabeth and Frank exchanged looks.

      “It could work,” Frank stated. “But no combination is perfect. That being said, I don’t see too many conflicts in Poseidon, Hephaestus, Pluto and Mars. Not too much antagonism.”

      “Sounds good,” Jason said. “Let’s get you guys ready to disembark.”

      Everyone was getting ready to go when Percy interjected. “Wait.”

      They all stopped and looked at him.

      “It won’t work,” Percy said solemnly.

      With that they all sat back down. “What are you talking about Seaweed Brain?” Annabeth asked.

      “Me,” Percy replied. “I tip the balance. I’m not just a Greek demigod, remember?”

      “Shoot,” Annabeth said. “I forgot about that, you’re Roman too.”

      “You’re right,” Frank added. “We would end up with three and two, Nike would shift that quickly.”

      “So, we have to either add a Greek demigod, or remove a Roman one,” Percy said. He looked at Annabeth. “I think you should come with us.”

      Annabeth frowned, “Seaweed Brain, that’s a bad idea. Athena and Poseidon?”

      “I would never fight you Wise Girl,” Percy said matter-of-factly. “I don’t think we need to worry about that conflict.”

      “But we would still have the Athena-Mars split, that’s bound to cause problems.”

      “And Hephaestus and Mars wouldn’t? They hate each other because of Aphrodite’s affair.” Percy looked at everyone. “Come on guys, let’s be real, the Gods are a disaster all around, they all hate each other to some extent.”

      “Fine,” Annabeth said. “I’ll come with you. It’s either that or remove someone, and I don’t think sending only 3 is safe.”

      “Um,” Leo said tentatively. “Why don’t we just leave Percy here? He’s the one disrupting the balance.”

      “No,” Percy said resolutely. “I’m going. I have to.”

      “Dude,” Leo said. “It’s not personal, you’re a great fighter. But you have to admit, you don’t really like the gods, and it doesn’t take much to make you start fighting. You—” He stopped suddenly as Percy stood.

      The room was silent. There was an incredibly dark aura permeating the entire room. Percy’s eyes were almost pitch black, with the gold in his eyes glowing dangerously. Everyone looked at Percy nervously and slowly backed away. Annabeth didn’t, she leaned in and put her hand on his arm.

      “Seaweed Brain,” she said softly. “Calm down, it’s ok. I’m here.”

      Percy looked at her, and slowly the aura began to fade. Soon, it was just Percy again. He sat back down and breathed deeply. He patted Annabeth’s hand.

      “Sorry about that Wise Girl. I’m here. Don’t worry.”

      Percy looked at Leo again, “I’m going, end of discussion.”

      Leo looked past Percy at Annabeth, who nodded. “It’ll be fine, Leo,” she said. “Percy needs to do this.”

      Leo put up his hands in defeat. “Fine, I concede. Let’s get going, Festus says we’re less than an hour out.”

      With that, Percy stood and walked to the deck to get some air. The rest of them stayed behind a bit.

      Once Percy was out of earshot, Leo spoke up again. “Are you crazy? You really want to send him down there?”

      “Of course, I don’t,” Annabeth hissed. “But we don’t have a choice. We need him.”

      Frank nodded grimly, “She’s got a point Leo. We might need to fight Nike to subdue her, and Percy is pretty much the only we can count on to do that. And now that Annabeth is going, she should be able to rein him in, you saw how she calmed him down just now.”

      Leo shook his head, “This is crazy. Totally crazy.” He looked desperately at Jason and Piper, “Come on guys, you have to admit this is insane.”

      Jason shook his head. “There is no right call here Leo. It’s all various degrees of bad. And Frank is right, Percy is the only one who can match up to a goddess.”

      “Then why not send everyone at this point?” Leo asked desperately. “We could send everyone, and with Percy’s dual nature, we would have 4 and 4. Let’s face it, what if we have to subdue Percy instead of Nike?”

      Jason sighed. “Honestly? I don’t even think all six of us would be able to bring him down. He took down me and Frank easily, and I got the sense he wasn’t really trying.”

      Frank nodded. “I know you’re nervous Leo, but I say we trust Annabeth on this one. If she says Percy will be fine, then he’ll be fine.”

      Leo sighed. “Fine, I’m outvoted. I still think this is crazy.”

      With that, they split up to get ready for their arrival in Olympia.

    
    

    
      Alright, next chapter, Olympia!

      I’ve got it set up so that Annabeth goes too, but I could send everyone if that’s something you all want to see.

      Let me know in the comments who should go to Olympia. Also comment with things you want to see. Should Percy end up fighting the rest of the crew? Should he fight Nike one-on-one?

      PM’s and Reviews are encouraged and appreciated.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 4

    
      Ok, here is another chapter. It looks like I’ll be doing about 2 a week. I hope that’s ok with all of you.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      He had heard whispering after he left the mess hall, but he tried not to let it bother him. He was grateful for the opportunity to finally be alone. It had taken him a few days, but he had finally realized what was happening, he was being watched. It had to be more than a coincidence that every morning, there was someone on the deck, no matter how early he woke up, they were there “keeping watch”.

      Of course, he didn’t mind it when it was Annabeth, he was grateful to be able to spend quality time with his girlfriend. He also didn’t have too much of a problem during the day, especially when him being “watched” was just him sparring with Jason or Frank. But at the same time, he was irritated. Did they not trust him or something? Just because he hated the gods?

      That didn’t make sense, he had told them repeatedly that he fought for his friends. He was willing to fight for them; he would fight the gods for them.

      He shook his head. It didn’t really matter. Deep down, he knew they were doing it more for their own peace of mind. He hadn’t missed the fear in their eyes back in the mess hall. They just didn’t understand why he was the way he was. They couldn’t understand. Bianca had said that only Nico would be able to.

      He cleared his mind and started doing some stretches and exercises. He ran through the motions Jason had showed him about spear combat, feeling far more comfortable than he had before. Soon, he had exceeded what Jason showed him, so he began inventing his own motions.

      He could almost see past enemies in his mind’s eye. He hadn’t really been thinking much about his final fight in Tartarus, it had been mostly instinct. Now, he was able to replay that fight and analyze the movements. He couldn’t really say how he was able to do it, it just sorta happened sometimes.

      There were times that Percy just knew something, or felt it. He had always had strong instinct, but this was something else. He couldn’t tell where it came from, maybe it was something he had developed in Tartarus, or maybe it was Kronos’s influence, but there were times when he just knew that something had to happen a certain way. Like this situation with Nike, he couldn’t say why, but Percy knew he had to go.

      He was just in the middle of replaying his fight with Koios when Annabeth came out onto the deck. When he saw her, he put Riptide away.

      “Hey Wise Girl,” he said casually. “Did you guys come to a decision?”

      Annabeth stopped when he said that. “What decision?”

      He shrugged, “Oh, you know, whether or not I should actually go down to Nike.”

      Annabeth stared at him, “You heard that?”

      He laughed. “No, not at all. But it doesn’t take a genius to figure out that Leo wasn’t done with the topic when I left. I’m guessing after I left, he brought it back up, and only gave up in the end because he was outvoted, right?”

      Annabeth paled slightly when he said all that. “Yeah… that’s… pretty much exactly how it went down. How did you figure that out?”

      Percy shrugged again, “I guess after all these years, I finally learned to read people the way you do.” He walked over to her and kissed her forehead. “Are you really that surprised?”

      Annabeth blushed, “Maybe you’re not so much of a Seaweed Brain anymore. I’m impressed.”

      Percy laughed at that. “Well, when you’re dating the smartest demigod, you have to learn quick, or you get left in the dust.”

      Annabeth laughed and poked him in the chest. “It’s true, I wouldn’t date an idiot. No matter how handsome and brave he might be.”

      Then suddenly, their moment was interrupted when the others came onto the deck.

      “Alright,” Jason said. “We’re pretty much here. Piper and I will stay on the ship to guard it, so you guys go on.”

      “Ok kids,” Leo said. “Just no slumber parties in the stables, ok?”

      They all laughed at that. Percy savored the moment. For just a short while, it was like he was a normal kid, having a normal day with his friends.

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      When they got to the ground, they split up. She and Percy went off to look on their own, while Leo joined Frank and Hazel. She had figured that would be best. It was kinda an unspoken thing among the crew that Leo felt awkward around Percy because of Calypso. They had cleared the air, but Percy made Leo nervous.

      So, Annabeth got to enjoy a relatively normal day with her boyfriend. They walked through the museum, with Annabeth spouting off information about various historical and archeological relics. All the while, Annabeth did her best to suppress her concerns. She tried not to let Percy, or the rest of the crew see, but Annabeth was really worried about Percy.

      That surge of power in the mess hall was crazy. Percy had calmed down because Annabeth was there, but what if she hadn’t been? She was terrified that she was the only one who could control Percy’s rage. She was a demigod, she was constantly in danger, what would happen if she got seriously wounded, or worse, killed? If Percy saw that, nothing would be able to rein in his rage, he would destroy everything.

      But even beyond his power, his behavior worried her. She had always known that Percy had pretty good instincts, and that he usually fought pretty strategically. She had seen Percy keep a cool head in many fights over the years. But the fact that Percy had perfectly captured what had happened after he left the mess hall? That was scary smart. She doubted even she would have been able to completely figure out the conversation after she left the room.

      Eventually, they left the museum and ended up sitting on a bridge spanning the river. Percy sat on the edge and started skipping rocks. They just sat in silence for a while, enjoying the peaceful day. Or at least, Annabeth tried to enjoy the peaceful day. She just couldn’t seem to put her worries to bed.

      “Hey! You guys!” Frank and Leo were standing at the edge of the bridge. Behind them, astride Arion, was Hazel.

      They got up and went to join them.

      “So?” Annabeth asked. “Did you find anything?”

      “No such luck,” Frank replied. “Maybe we just meander, trouble usually finds demigods, right?”

      Percy smiled slightly at that, “Very true. I like it.”

      Annabeth paused. “Wait, the Temple of Zeus.”

      Percy stuttered. “The Temple of what?”

      “I remember reading about it. Inside is a giant gold and ivory statue of Zeus. It’s like the Athena Parthenos.”

      Percy scowled, “So we have to go looking for another statue.”

      “No, Seaweed Brain. But it must be important.” Suddenly it dawned on her. “Wait, there was a statue of Nike in the museum. It used to stand outside the Temple.”

      Percy looked at her in confusion. “It did? I don’t remember that.”

      “Probably because you were bored.”

      He smiled. “Or maybe I was distracted by something far more captivating.”

      While Annabeth struggled to control her blush. Hazel pushed on. “So, you’re saying that outside the Temple of Zeus is a good place to look for Nike.”

      Annabeth nodded.

      Together, they went to the temple. There, just past the entrance, was a bare pedestal that must have held the statue.

      “Alright Nike!” Percy shouted suddenly. “Show yourself!”

      Annabeth clamped her hand over his mouth. “What are you doing?” she hissed.

      He removed her hand. “Getting her attention, that’s what we need to do, isn’t it?”

      Before Annabeth could reply, a booming voice shook the courtyard. “YOU WILL DIE!”

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      When her chariot came to a stop, Percy could barely hold back his urge to roll his eyes. Seriously? Gold wings? Talk about overkill.

      “Lady please,” Leo said. “Can you fold up your flappers? You’re giving me a sunburn.”

      “What?” Nike’s head turned to face him. “Oh… my brilliant plumage. Very well. I suppose you can’t die in glory if you are blinded and burned.” With that, she tucked her wings away and Percy was able to stop squinting.

      He was about to say something when Annabeth stepped forward. “Oh goddess! You truly are magnificent. We come before you to ask for your help. Can you help us?”

      “We must have victory!” Nike shrieked. “The contest must be decided! You have come to determine a victor, correct?”

      Frank coughed. “So, which one are you? Nike or Victoria?”

      The moment he asked that question, Nike gave an even louder shriek and doubled over in pain. Suddenly, it was like he was looking at Janus. But it wasn’t her face, it was her entire body. Her entire form split into two. Her left half remained unchanged: a sleeveless dress, dark hair with a laurel crown, golden wing. Her right half morphed into a purple dress covered in Roman style armor, her right wing was made of white feathers. In her right hand, she held a Golden spear.

      “I am Nike!” The left image cried, while the one on the right cried “I am Victoria!”

      “I am the declarer of victory!” Nike screamed. Apparently, she didn’t know the concept of an indoor voice. “Long have I stood over Olympia and watched the games! Victors knelt before my feet!”

      “Meaningless!” Shrieked the form of Victoria. “I am the goddess of victory in combat. Generals knelt before me, not meaningless champions! Augustus himself revered my magnificence.”

      It looked like she was about to punch herself in the face.

      Before she could, Hazel stepped forward. “Nike. You are lost, like the rest of the gods. The Greek and Roman armies are on the verge of war. It is what is causing the rift in your persona.”

      “You think I am unaware?!” both voices shrieked in unison. “I cannot live with unresolved conflict! Who is stronger? Who will win?”

      “No one,” Annabeth said firmly. “This war has no winners. We cannot allow the two armies to fight.”

      “No winner?!” Nike was stunned. “There must be! There must always be a winner! Victory is what drives everything. There is victory, and there is defeat.”

      “Not this time,” Frank said. “We all lose if the two sides fight. Gaea is the true enemy.”

      “He’s right,” Annabeth said. The two of them were working together really well. “Nike, you were Zeus’s charioteer in the last war with the giants, isn’t that right?”

      “Of course, I was!” it looked like Nike’s form was more stable.

      “Then you know who the true enemy is. This is not a war between the Greek and Roman armies, this is about Gaea and the giants.”

      “Death to the Greeks!” Screamed the voice of Victoria.

      “No!” Nike shouted. “Destroy Rome!”

      Frank winced. “As if my dad wasn’t enough screaming.”

      The goddesses form momentarily shifted into that of Victoria. “You, boy. You are a child of Mars are you not? A praetor of Rome? No true Roman would spare the Greeks. I cannot remain split. Kill them! Make me whole!”

      “Not gonna happen,” Percy said, taking a step forward. “We are friends. We don’t fight each other.”

      “You!” The goddess reverted to her two different halves. ‘You are the cause of my pain. A child of Greece and Rome? Preposterous. You are an abomination.’ She turned to address the others in the group. “Destroy this boy. And I may aid you.”

      Percy looked at the others. Leo’s hands were flickering with flames. Frank had his bow in his hand, his knuckles white from how hard he was gripping it.

      Annabeth stepped between him and Nike. “No. You’re not touching him. You’re going to help us.”

      Percy looked over Annabeth at the towering form of Nike. “Hey, if you hate me so much. Why don’t you fight me yourself? Don’t make them do it. I’ll take you on one-on-one.”

      Nike’s form glowed and grew. “Very well boy. To the stadium.”

    
    

    
      Alright, next chapter will be the battle against Nike.

      Last chance to poll the audience. Comment with what you want to see. Should it be Percy and Nike 1-on-1? The 5 of them against Nike? Percy versus the others?

      Please comment with what you want. Your engagement and feedback is crucial to the writing process.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 5

    
      Well, the vote was certainly definitive. I think you can all guess what kind of fight this is going to be.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      It didn’t take them long to reach the arena. It looked like a smaller version of the Coliseum he had been forced to fight in in Rome. Just the sight of it made him angry. It brought back far too many memories. The smug look on Bacchus’s face when he finished the twins and then took credit for the whole fight. The crypt under Rome where he had been separated from Annabeth.

      Nike guided them through an archway and into the arena.

      “Percy, this is crazy,” Annabeth said.

      “I agree,” Frank added. “There’s five of us, you don’t need to fight her. Besides, diplomacy is still an option here.”

      “No,” Percy said resolutely. “She wants me dead, she said so herself. She was going to have the four of you kill me. As long as I’m alive, she won’t help, not willingly. I have to do this.”

      “Dude,” Leo whispered. “This is a goddess we are talking about. An immortal goddess. How the hell do you think you’re gonna do that?”

      Percy shrugged, “I beat Ares when I was twelve, Leo.”

      “This is different,” Annabeth looked frantic. “Ares was arrogant and underestimated you. Besides, this is Nike, victory incarnate. I don’t think she is capable of losing.”

      “Guess we’ll see,” he looked at all of them seriously. “I need to do this, guys. You go sit in the stands and watch. If I fall, then balance will be restored, and she might help you.”

      “What are you saying, Seaweed Brain?” Annabeth looked like she was on the verge of tears. “You’re not allowed to die, remember? Never separated again, you promised!”

      He kissed her on the forehead. “Have a little faith in me, Wise Girl. I’m not planning on losing.”

      Tears in her eyes, she spun around and walked quickly to the stands. The rest quickly followed, with Frank giving him a reassuring pat on the shoulder as he turned to walk away.

      Once they were gone, he turned to face Nike. Wait, she was Victoria now. Made sense, Victoria was the warlike one.

      She stood there in full battle armor, spear in her right hand, shield in her left, wings extended.

      Wordlessly, Percy uncapped Riptide and held it in spear form. He figured since she was carrying a spear, it made sense to start with Riptide in that form. Also, if she didn’t know it had a sword form, he might be able to surprise her if he could get in close. He also had his Drakon bone swords strapped to his back. However, this seemed like an enemy where he couldn’t divide his focus between two hands.

      For all his confidence before, he now felt a bit nervous. He had no armor, and no shield. And unlike when he had the curse of Achilles, his skin was still vulnerable.

      Deep down he knew, he knew he would have to use all of his powers to win this fight. So far, he had avoided using his powers in front of the others, especially Annabeth. Annabeth had been pretty freaked out when she heard about him having Kronos’s essence, so he figured she wouldn’t like to see him use his powers.

      But this was a goddess, he had no choice.

      With a shout, Victoria dive bombed him. She was quick, he barely managed to roll away from her jab. This was seriously not going to be an easy fight. She could fly, and he couldn’t. She kept floating in the air, dive bombing him again and again. Percy had no option but to dodge continuously. If he was constantly on the defensive, he would lose. He didn’t have infinite energy.

      It seemed like that was Victoria’s plan, tiring him out. He had to think quickly if he was going to counter it.

      And so, while dodging, he began to feel for any water nearby. One thing he had realized in Tartarus, he could sense bodies of water that were hidden beneath the ground. He had been able to sense the rivers of Tartarus flowing below the ground. He had even been able to distinguish which rivers were which.

      Finally, he found it. There was water buried deep below the north side of the arena. It didn’t seem like a lot, but it would be enough for him to manipulate, plus it would rejuvenate him. He had pulled water significant distances before. During the battle of the Labyrinth, he had pulled a giant wave of water through the forest to save Juniper from fire.

      He dodged yet another dive from Victoria. With all of his recent dodges, he had begun rolling towards the north end of the arena. Now he was standing directly above the buried pool of water.

      While Victoria was circling around, he concentrated. He felt a pull in his gut, and he knew that he had connected with the water. This time, when she dived, he didn’t dodge. Instead, he yelled and the ground around him exploded into geysers of water. Apparently, there had been a lot more water buried underground than he had initially realized. All around him, water exploded 30 feet into the air. It doused Victoria and brought her crashing to the ground.

      She landed hard, cursing all the while. She didn’t stay down long, however. She was immediately on her feet. She tried to take off again, but her wings were soaked and heavy, so she got off two flaps before she fell again.

      That in and of itself was a victory. Now that she was on the ground with him, he had a chance. The burst of water had also given him new strength.

      And so, for the first time in this fight, he advanced. He stabbed again and again, only for his attacks to be blocked by her shield. He might have been able to level the playing field a bit by bringing the fight to the ground, but she still had armor, a shield, and godly constitution. In a normal fight, he would have been able to make up for the armor and shield discrepancy by being light and agile and tiring out his opponent. But there was no tiring out a goddess.

      The one thing he still had going for him was water. The water he had pulled from below now formed a large puddle. With the water so close by, he was able to use it to defend himself. A couple of times, he had used bursts of water to blind Victoria or to launch him away from an attack.

      Then he had a thought. He remembered his first fight against Hyperion, and his fight against Kronos. Grover had used nature magic to snare their feet and slow them down. He couldn’t do that, but there was water around her feet.

      Perfect, no blood control needed. And so, with Victoria’s next jab, he froze the water around her feet. She shifted her weight forward, but couldn’t step forward, so she crashed down to the ground. Percy used this opportunity to charge in and knock her shield out of her hand. That was one step closer to an even playing field. He didn’t just stop at knocking her shield away, he took it. It had been a long time since he had used a shield, and Jason had never trained him on spear and shield combat, but he trusted his instincts.

      The shield was large and heavy, so he focused on it, and it shrunk down to a more manageable size and weight. His powers of reality-manipulation were definitely getting stronger, though they were still limited to weapons. He said a quiet thank you to Bob for helping him.

      With his new shield, Percy was able to maintain his lightweight, fast-paced fighting style while also defending himself more effectively. One thing he had realized that was different between sword and spear combat, you had to dodge more. In sword combat, you could parry strikes from an opponent with your own sword. With spears, that opportunity rarely showed itself. It was mostly jabbing and stabbing, so one always had to dodge rather than block. Now that he had a shield though, he was able to block more and dodge less. This would go a long way in maintaining his stamina.

      Victoria looked even more murderous than before. Apparently, taking a goddess’s equipment was a no-no. But Percy wasn’t worried. In fact, an angry Victoria meant an impulsive one. If he could maintain his calm demeanor, he would be able to find a way to win. He remembered his fight with Koios. Koios had been the most formidable foe he had ever fought. He had been calm and collected the entire time, and he fought with brutal efficiency. Now, Percy tried to emulate him.

      And so, they kept on fighting. Percy couldn’t have said for how long they were fighting. He was completely focused on staying alive. He focused most of his strikes to her legs, as she was lightly armored there.

      Then everything fell apart, he lunged, and his foot landed on dry land. Victoria had somehow managed to lure him away from the center of the pool of water. The moment his foot hit dry land; the energy burst he had gotten began to fade. Stupid. How could he be so stupid?

      He tried to step back into the water, but before he could, Victoria jabbed under his shield and stabbed him in the side.

      The moment the spear hit him, he roared in rage and unleashed a giant shockwave. Victoria tumbled away. He concentrated and pulled all of the water towards him. With it, he formed the largest hurricane he had ever made. The winds roared and lightning flashed. But his rage didn’t limit his powers to the air and the water. No, the ground shook. Before he knew it, pockets of water he hadn’t felt before exploded into the sky.

      Soon, the entire arena was one massive stormfront. Without meaning to, he had made a real storm. This wasn’t just a personal hurricane; this was a giant storm. In the distance, he could see his friends scrambling to get out as the stands shook. Annabeth looked like she was yelling something at him, but her voice was drowned out by the wind.

      Then the wind quieted. He looked up and saw that he and Victoria were in the eye of the storm. The storm filled the entirety of the arena, so it had to be at least 100 feet across. The eye of the storm left them a circle maybe 20 feet across to fight in. Here, the winds were still present, but they were lighter.

      This time, when he rushed in to attack, Riptide was in sword form. He was more comfortable with a sword, and he could do far more damage with one. This was no longer just about winning, this was about making this goddess pay. She thought he was a monster, an abomination. She had tried to turn his friends against him, and now she had tried to kill him.

      So, blood dripping, he attacked. He swung again and again. Victoria was scrambling to avoid his furious blows. She tried to take off, but the winds pulled her back down. As she came crashing down, Percy rushed in and sliced off her right wing to prevent her from taking off again. She screamed bloody murder, but he was past caring; without mercy or remorse, he took off her other wing.

      He rushed in again.

      “WAIT!” Victoria screamed. “YOU WIN!”

      He paused mid-swing. He looked at her, and no longer saw an imposing goddess. No, staring up at him was a scared young woman.

      He put his sword at his side. “What?”

      “You win,” Victoria said between gritted teeth. “You have beaten me.”

      “Great,” Percy said. “What happens now?”

    
    

    
      Alright, there is you Percy vs Nike 1-on-1 fight. I think I saw maybe 1 or 2 people that wanted something else, but the majority definitely ruled on this one.

      I hope you like what I did with it. I ended up not using Blood powers, as I want the revelation of Percy’s new abilities and power to be more gradual for the rest of the crew. This time, they got to see how powerful he is with his vanilla-Poseidon powers.

      Time for more reader input, I don’t have a clear idea what I want to do now that the fight is over. I saw some people suggesting that Nike/Victoria give him a blessing of some kind. Is that what you guys want? Should he kill her? Enslave her? What do you guys want to see.

      Comment or PM me if you have longer responses.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 6

    
      Ok, somewhat shorter of a Chapter today, but I don’t to make too many big story decisions without asking you guys what you think.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      “Great,” Percy said. “What happens now?”

      Victoria lay on her back before him, stumps of her wings still dripping ichor. She looked at him in fear.

      “Let me go,” Victoria said. “If you release me, I will grant you my blessing.”

      “You’re blessing?” Percy asked. “What kind of blessing?”

      “I am the daughter of Styx,” Victoria said. “I can amplify the blessing she gave you. You will be faster, stronger, tougher.”

      It was a very tempting offer. With more power, he could ensure that nothing bad ever happened to his Wise Girl again.

      “And what do I have to do to get this blessing?” he asked.

      “Let me go,” Victoria said again. “That’s it.”

      He paused. This time he actually processed what she said. “I… I can’t. Not until we stop the fight between the two camps.” As he was talking, he saw her form begin to flicker again.

      “No!” Nike yelled. “You cannot imprison me!”

      “I have no choice,” Percy said flatly. He was exhausted from the fight. All of the rage drained out of him. As it did, the storm around them began to lessen.

      “Then you will receive no blessing!” Victoria shrieked. “I curse you, abomination! You will suffer pain and heartbreak, even in victory. I curse you on my mother’s name! Even when you win, you will lose what you hold most dear!”

      Her words instantly brought his anger back to the fore. He went blind with rage. He walked forward and grabbed Nike by the shoulders. All of a sudden, her form began to glow red. Then the red glow began to spread to envelop him. As it did, Victoria began to shrink. Her armor melted off of her.

      As this happened, Percy caught himself chanting words in a language he didn’t even recognize. He couldn’t tell where it was coming from. Like when he had healed Jason, it just happened without any real explanation.

      “WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!?” Victoria shrieked at the top of her lungs.

      Percy’s vision cleared. The storm around them was fading once again. Before him was Victoria, but she was different. He had cut off her wings before, but now there was no indication she had ever had them. Her armor was gone, so now she lay before him in just a purple Roman style dress. And most interestingly, she was younger. She had been a fully-grown woman before. Now though, she took the form of a teenager. She couldn’t be more than seventeen, just like him.

      Percy finally processed her words. “What are you talking about?” he asked.

      “You stole my power!” she screamed. “You have made me mortal!”

      “I… I did what?” He reflected on what he remembered. That red glow… what was it? “Wait, what were those words I was chanting?”

      “That was the ancient language of the Titans,” Victoria said. Her eyes were full of tears. “An ancient ritual for stealing divine power. Only the Titan of Mortality should be capable of it. How have you done this?”

      “The Titan of Mortality…” It finally dawned on him. “Bob. Iapetus. He’s the Titan of Mortality.”

      “Yes!” Victoria said. “How have you done this?”

      “He gave me his blessing as I was escaping Tartarus.”

      “But no mortal should be able to wield his power!”

      “Kronos,” it was all starting to make sense to him. “Kronos fused his essence with mine. I’m no ordinary mortal.”

      “Abomination!” Victoria screeched once again. “I may no longer have my divinity. But curses know no limit. I curse you, Percy Jackson! You will suffer for all eternity!”

      “Oh, shut up!” Percy yelled. “Enough!”

      Instantly, Victoria grew meek and quiet.

      “I get it, you hate me. Well take a fucking number.” Percy was seriously sick of all the gods and their bullshit. “Look, you’re going to come with me. You will stay with us on the Argo II. And if things go well, I will give you your divinity back after the war with Gaea is over, ok?”

      The girl he saw before him was very different than the imposing goddess that had almost destroyed him. “Ok…”

      “When I give you your power back, will you remove your curses?” Percy asked calmly.

      “Yes…” was the timid reply.

      “Great.” By now the storm had completely abated. “Now, will you come quietly back to the ship, or am I going to have to restrain you?”

      “I’ll come willingly.”

      With that, they began to walk toward the entrance of the arena. As they walked, Percy tried to make sense of what had just happened. Apparently, Bob had given him the power to strip gods of their divinity. But more than that, he hadn’t just removed it, he had taken it within himself. That’s what that red glow had been, he realized.

      “So…” he broke the silence. “Which one are you now, Nike or Victoria?”

      “Victoria,” came a timid response. “It was the form I was in when you stripped me of my divinity. I can no longer shift forms.”

      “Well, it’s nice to know what to call you.” He tried to think of something to say to make things less awkward. “So, how do your powers work?”

      The glare he got from her made it very clear that that question was not making things better. He resigned himself to the awkward silence.

      Finally, they reached the archway through which they had entered the arena. Waiting nervously in the courtyard were the rest of the group. When he saw them, he smiled and walked towards them.

      “Hey guys,” he said casually. “Miss me?”

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      Wow, just wow. The nerve of her Kelp-headed boyfriend. Miss me? That was the best he could come up with after almost scaring them to death?

      She had seen a lot of scary things in her life. Most of the scariest had been moments when Percy almost died. Watching him fight Ares, Atlas, Anataeus, Hyperion, Kronos. Each fight had been terrifying for her. But this had been the worst of all. First, she had watched him get stabbed, then she had heard him scream. Then she couldn’t see anything. A massive storm had erupted out of nowhere, forcing them to retreat. The only consolation she had taken from that was that it clearly meant that Percy was still alive.

      And now he just walked out of the arena and casually said Hey guys.? If she weren’t so relieved, she would have been angry.

      She ran forward and hugged him. He caught her easily and hugged her fiercely.

      When they pulled apart, she finally noticed the girl standing behind him. She looked so shy and scared.

      “Percy… who is that?” she asked hesitantly.

      “Oh,” he responded. “This is Victoria. She’s agreed to come with us until the conflict between the Greek and Roman camps is resolved. Isn’t that great?”

      “Dude,” Leo said. “How did you get her to agree to help us?”

      Victoria looked like she was going to say something, but Percy beat her to it. “Oh, you know, I can be pretty persuading when I need to be. Isn’t that right, Victoria?”

      Victoria met his eyes and then just nodded her head silently.

      “See?” Percy said easily. “It’s all good. Now, let’s go back to the ship.”

      “Wait,” Frank said. “I hear what you’re saying about her agreeing to help us. But we should restrain her just in case. She is a goddess after all.”

      “Oh, that’s not an issue.” Ok, Percy was acting a bit too casual about this. “She’s not going to cause any trouble, isn’t that right, Victoria?”

      Victoria just nodded again. “Yes, I swear on my mother I won’t cause any problems.”

      “Told you,” Percy said again. “Now seriously, let’s go back to the ship.”

      “Wait,” Victoria spoke up. “I have something I must tell you.”

      “What is it?” Annabeth asked.

      “One of you here, one of you five, is going to die before this war is over.”

      Percy glared at her. “What!? What are you talking about?”

      “I foresee victory,” she responded. “There is no victory without sacrifice. I can see it now, one of you here is going to die to ensure the defeat of Gaea.”

      “No,” Hazel said resolutely. “I refuse to accept that. There is always another way.”

      “A child of Hecate, huh?” Victoria looked at Hazel. “You hope for the physician’s cure? Do you not realize what will stand in your way? The poison of Pylos, the chained god’s heartbeat in Sparta, the curse of Delos. No group of heroes has ever managed this. Not since the days of the first Argo.”

      “Enough,” Percy said. Instantly, Victoria grew quiet. It was almost like she was afraid of him. That didn’t make sense though, she was an immortal goddess. “Seriously guys, let’s go back to the ship. We can regroup there and plan our next move.”

      Without waiting for them to give an answer, Percy began to walk towards the ship. Victoria glanced quickly at the rest of them, then quickly followed in Percy’s footsteps.

    
    

    
      Well there you go. Victoria is now mortal and aboard the Argo II.

      What kind of powers should Percy have gained now? I was thinking something about being able to magically summon armor, but I am open to ideas.

      I’m also curious as to what you want to see happen to Victoria. Should she be a prisoner? An ally? A potential love interest?

      Comment or PM me your ideas.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 7

    
      Alright, don’t get any ideas. Just because I’ve released multiple chapters in short succession, it doesn’t mean I will always keep to this schedule. It just worked out this way because I was able to think of what to write. So don’t get used to anything.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      It didn’t take them long to reach the ship. When they arrived, they saw Jason and Piper leaning over the railing looking for them. Their faces were full of concern.

      “What happened?” Piper asked. “We saw the storm from here.”

      “And who is this?” Jason added when Percy and Victoria climbed aboard.

      “This is Victoria,” Percy said. “Or Nike if you’re Greek.”

      “Just Victoria,” Victoria said quietly.

      “Oh,” Jason looked confused. “I see. Well, um… welcome aboard Victoria.”

      By then, the rest of the group had come to join them. The eight of them stood on the deck.

      “So, what now?” Piper asked.

      “We need to have a proper meeting to discuss everything,” Annabeth said. “It looks like our journey got more complicated.”

      “Alright, let’s go to the mess hall then,” Jason said. He then paused and looked at Victoria. “Um, what are we going to do with her?”

      “I’ll watch her,” Percy volunteered. “You guys just fill me in later with what plans you’ve made.”

      “Um, Percy,” Annabeth said hesitantly. “We were kinda hoping you could fill us in with everything that happened during the storm. That was going to be a part of the meeting.”

      “There’s nothing else to say,” Percy said dismissively. “I told you that already.”

      The look on Annabeth’s face made it clear that this discussion was far from over. But she relented. “Fine, you two can stay here, we’ll talk later.” With that, the rest of them went below decks, leaving Percy and Victoria alone.

      Percy sat down in his usual spot and leaned against the mast. Victoria sat down a few feet away.

      “So…” Percy tried to find a way to break the ice. “How are you feeling?”

      “I feel strange,” she said. “I have never been made mortal before.”

      “I was actually thinking about the Greek-Roman split. You said before that you can’t shift back and forth, does that mean you’re more centered?”

      She looked up at him. “Yes, it does. The headache I had before is gone. I’m just Victoria now.”

      “Well, I guess there is a silver lining after all,” Percy tried to sound upbeat. When he saw the look on Victoria’s face, he sighed. “Look, I didn’t want to take your power you know. I didn’t even know it was something I could do. But we couldn’t let you go free while the Greek and Roman camps are on the brink of war.”

      “I know.”

      “Besides,” he added. “Look at it this way, if you still had your divinity, we would have had to restrain you. Instead, you get to sit in the sun with no shackles. And there’s no more headache.” He was trying hard to make things seem better. Was he trying to convince her or himself? He couldn’t tell.

      “I understand,” she said. “You made the choice you made. Let’s leave it at that.”

      “For what it’s worth,” Percy added. “I’m sorry. And I promise, when all this is over, I will give you your power back.”

      She looked at him oddly when he said that. “…what?” he asked.

      “You would part with godly power so freely?” she asked as if the idea was inconceivable.

      “Um, yeah. I guess. I’ve never really wanted power for its own sake. I only ever wanted to keep the people I care about safe. What?” he asked when he saw that she was still staring at him.

      “You… you really are an—”

      “Don’t you dare say abomination,” Percy interrupted.

      “— anomaly,” Victoria finished. “You are a strange one, Percy Jackson. In all my millennia, I have never seen a mortal quite like you.”

      “That’s the thing about mortals,” Percy said. “We’re surprising. You should get used to that now that you’re one of us.”

      “Half,” Victoria said.

      “What was that?”

      “Half-mortal. You are not a true titan, so you were not able to remove all of my divinity.”

      Her candor was really surprising. “So, what are you now?”

      Victoria smiled slightly. “I am more like you than you know. You brought me down to the equivalent of a demigod. Maybe a little above.”

      Percy smiled at that. “Well then,” he said as he stood up. “You and I should be pretty evenly matched then.”

      “Evenly matched?” Victoria asked as she looked up at him.

      “For our rematch,” Percy said. ‘No powers, just spears. Maybe after you can teach me how to fight with a spear and a shield?’ When she looked reluctant, he added, “Oh come on, I’ve met some of your children. They can never say no to a challenge. Come on, get up.”

      She smiled broadly at that, “Bold words, Percy. You may have taken my power, but I still have millennia of experience.”

      Percy shrugged casually. “I’m a quick study.”

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      “So, what happened?” she said as soon as they sat down.

      “What do you mean?” Annabeth asked. “I thought you said you saw the storm. You should know what happened.”

      Ok, something was definitely up with Annabeth. Piper would have to take some time after the meeting to check up on her.

      “Yes,” she said slowly. “I meant more what caused it.”

      “Percy,” Leo said. He had looked really pale and shaky when they had come back. Now that he was sitting down, color was starting to come back to his face. “That dude is terrifying.” Frank and Hazel just nodded when he said that.

      “Yeah,” Frank said. “I’ve seen Percy do incredible things, but that storm was something else.”

      “Let’s not forget the fact that he fought Nike one-on-one,” Leo added. “And he won. He literally beat victory. Is that even possible?”

      “I’m guessing not ordinarily,” Hazel said. ‘But there’s something you should know.’ She looked at Annabeth, “You already figured it out, didn’t you?”

      Everyone else was looking at the two of them in confusion. Annabeth just silently nodded.

      “Um,” Jason interceded. “For those of us who aren’t as smart as Annabeth…”

      “Victoria is mortal now,” Hazel said. “I can sense an aura of death around her.”

      Silence. They all stared at her aghast.

      “How?” was the only word Leo was capable of. He was back to being utterly pale.

      “Percy,” Annabeth said hoarsely. “He did something to her.”

      “Oh my gods,” it suddenly dawned on her.

      “What is it Pipes?” Jason asked.

      “Percy,” Piper said. “He told me that he was blessed by Bob, and that he was the Titan of Mortality.”

      Everyone looked at each other nervously.

      “So…” Frank finally broke the silence, “Percy can take immortality away?”

      “It looks that way,” Hazel said. “Wow, that’s scary.”

      “I’m glad he’s on our side,” Leo said.

      “We need to protect him,” Annabeth’s voice was barely audible.

      “Protect him?” Jason looked lost. “I think he can do that himself. If anything, we need protection from him.”

      “That’s my point,” Annabeth said. “The storm that he unleashed, it happened because he was injured. We were lucky enough to get out unscathed because they were on the other end of the arena. But what if they had been closer?”

      “I see your point,” Frank said. “When Percy gets hurt, he lashes out, and there is collateral damage. We all saw the storm he unleashed; if he did that here, he would tear the ship apart with all of us on it.”

      “But what if we need him?” Jason didn’t look convinced. “That’s a lot of raw strength we’re trying to contain.”

      “Percy is strong enough on his own, when he’s in control,” Annabeth said. “You didn’t see his fight with Victoria before the storm, he was holding his own.”

      “Ok, can we address the thing that Victoria said back in Olympia now?” Leo finally spoke up. “One us is going to die.”

      “Wait what?!” Piper said. “Why didn’t you lead with that?”

      “Doesn’t matter,” Annabeth said. “Let’s deal with it now.”

      Frank cleared his throat. “She said that one of the five us that were present were bound to die. So that means the two of you are safe.”

      “She also said there’s a way around it. The physician’s cure,” Hazel said. “Apparently, it can bring someone back from death. What were the three parts we needed again?”

      “The poison of Pylos, something about Sparta, and the curse of Delos,” Piper was surprised that Leo remembered all that.

      “Pylos… Sparta… Delos” Jason muttered as he looked over the map of Greece laid out on the table. “Well, it’s not too far out of our way. We have to sail around the peninsula anyway. Sparta is more inland than I would like, but if we can stop someone from dying, that’ll definitely be worth it.”

      “Great,” Leo said with a smile. “I’ll tell Festus to set course for Pylos. I personally am looking forward to not dying.”

      With that, they all began to disperse. Piper took the first possible opportunity and followed Annabeth into her room.

      “Oh, hey Piper,” Annabeth said as she was putting something away. “What’s up?”

      “What’s up with you?” Piper asked. “You’re acting really different. Something is clearly bothering you.”

      Annabeth sighed and sat down on her bed.

      “It’s Percy, isn’t it?” When Annabeth didn’t answer, Piper knew she got it right. “Talk to me.”

      “I don’t know,” Annabeth said. “He’s been so distant. Like, he’ll be present one moment, then the next he’ll be somewhere completely different. And back in Olympia, he was so evasive. He should have told me about Victoria. Why didn’t he?”

      “I wish I knew,” Piper said. ‘Do you want me to talk to him?’ When Annabeth gave her a wild look, Piper laughed. “I obviously wouldn’t tell him that you sent me. Come on, I’m more subtle than that. I could just kinda talk to him and try to get some info out of him.”

      “No, that’s ok,” Annabeth said very unconvincingly. “I’ll figure this out on my own.”

      “I know you will,” Piper reassured her. ‘You and Percy are solid, you’ll see. This is just him adjusting to being back from Tartarus, that’s all.’ Annabeth didn’t look convinced, but she smiled regardless. “Thanks Piper.”

      Then all of a sudden, their moment was interrupted by a cry for help. It was Leo. Wordlessly, the two of them bolted to their feet and out of the room. They made their way to the deck.

      When they got there, they saw what Leo had called about. Oh gods…

    
    

    
      Well, I don’t really know if you can call that a cliffhanger. I guess it could be, but I did that primarily because I want you guys to tell me what you want them to see. What sight should be waiting for them on the deck?

      After reading the comments on the previous chapter, I am leaving the door open to Victoria being a potential love interest. I am not saying that she and Percy are going to end up together. I’m just leaving myself that option. If nothing else, Victoria’s presence will serve to create some tension between Percy and Annabeth, something I started to set up a little bit here.

      Comment or PM with things you want to see in future chapters.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 8

    
      I’m just gonna be up front with all of you, this is not gonna be one of my better chapters. I struggled with how to continue the story from where I left it. I’m releasing it now because I didn’t want a full week between chapters. It’s short, and honestly I’m not super proud of it. Hope you guys can forgive me.

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      Her hands shook with rage and fear as she saw Victoria trying to kill Percy again. Leo stood aghast on the deck as Percy and Victoria went at each other with spears. The speed and ferocity of their blows was unbelievable. Percy was holding his own for now, but what if he got hurt again?

      Suddenly, Frank, Hazel and Jason bounded up the stairs behind them. It took them less than an instant to process the sight before them. Wordlessly, Jason, Annabeth, Piper and Hazel rushed towards the pair while Frank readied an arrow. Annabeth barely registered the sound of Frank’s arrow flying over her head as he let off a shot.

      Percy and Victoria both noticed the shot, however. With lightning fast reflexes, Victoria ducked under the arrow. Their fight interrupted, Percy turned and watched the others advance on Victoria.

      Without hesitation, Percy jumped in front of Victoria, arms spread wide.

      “Woah!” he yelled. “Everyone stop!”

      The four of them stopped rushing, but Frank had already unleashed another shot when Percy jumped in the way. “Percy! Watch out!” he yelled.

      Percy didn’t even duck. He just stood stock still, watching the arrow flying towards him. At the last second, his arm flashed, and he plucked the arrow right out of the air.

      Everyone just stood silently on the deck.

      “Ok,” Percy said finally. “What is going on?”

      “We could ask you the same question,” Annabeth said angrily. “What is going on here? Why are you defending her?”

      Percy looked at her flatly. “Because you guys were needlessly attacking her. Tori and I were sparring, that’s it.”

      “Tori?” Piper said.

      “Yeah, Victoria,” Percy said. Now that everyone was watching her, Victoria was much shyer.

      “Seriously guys, we were just sparring. We figured we should have a rematch. Now, I don’t get why you all flipped out.”

      “Yeah, um, Percy,” Frank said. “Maybe avoid having a rematch with someone less than an hour after your first bout, especially when the first fight led to you almost leveling an entire building.”

      “Calm down, Frank,” Percy said as he tossed Frank his arrow back. “I’m telling you all, Tori is not a danger to us. She’s agreed to help us. I was thinking she could have Coach Hedge’s Cabin.”

      “Um, sure,” Jason said. “I can show her around, I guess. Leo, you wanna come with?”

      “Huh?” Leo said, clearly distracted. “Oh, um, sure.”

      “Cool,” with that, the three of them went below decks. Frank, Hazel, and Piper also dispersed in various directions.

      Once they were alone on the deck, Annabeth turned to Percy. “Ok, what is going on with you?”

      “What are you talking about?” he asked.

      “You’re acting weird,” she replied. “You’re keeping things from me. Why didn’t you tell me about your new powers? And what is going on with you and Victoria?”

      Percy sat down in his usual spot. “I didn’t tell you about those powers because I didn’t know they existed,” he sighed. ‘It’s not like Bob left me a manual when he was shoving me through the Doors of Death. I don’t know how any of my new powers work. Ooh, I did figure this one out though.’ He concentrated, and a small shield materialized around his left wrist. “Pretty neat huh? I think I got that from Tori.”

      “Ok, that’s the other thing,” Annabeth said, totally ignoring the impressive feat Percy had pulled off. “What is it with you two? Why are you defending her?”

      “Well,” he shrugged. “I don’t know, I just feel like I understand her. I mean, I did take some of her essence. Besides, she’s one of us now.”

      “One of us?” Annabeth asked.

      “Yeah, she’s basically a demigod now.”

      “Ok,” she said. “But I really don’t like the way she looks at you.”

      Percy sighed. “Wise Girl, I get that you may not like her. But are you really going to try to say we shouldn’t incorporate someone into our crew who literally fought the Giants in the first war? Think about the experience and knowledge she brings to the table. Also, she stabilized in her Roman form, so she’s the one that generals and emperors asked for help planning military strategy. Do you still not see why I think we should keep her around?”

      Annabeth sighed deeply, “No, I… I get it.” She sat down next to him.

      Percy raised an eyebrow. “Wise Girl, are you… jealous?”

      The question caught her off guard. She didn’t even know the answer to that herself, was she in fact jealous? Did she have reason to be? If she was, how did Percy pick up on that before she was even aware of it?

      “Wise Girl?” Percy asked.

      She broke out of her musings. “Should I be?” she asked.

      Percy rest his hand on her shoulder and looked her in the eyes. “No,” he said. “Of course not. Nothing is ever going to get between us.”

      She wished she could say that put her mind at ease, but it didn’t. Something was still bothering her.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      She and Jason were sitting in the mess hall, just enjoying a quiet afternoon as Festus steered the ship towards Pylos.

      While she was enjoying some peace and quiet with her boyfriend, she also had some things weighing on her mind. Oh well, might as well talk about them with someone.

      “So,” she said, finally breaking the silence. “What do you think about Victoria?”

      “Tori?” Jason said. “I don’t really know. It’s weird, in my head, I know she’s a goddess and everything, but seeing her in mortal form, it just doesn’t click. If I didn’t know that beforehand, I would think she was just like any regular teenager.”

      “Yeah, I guess.” Something was bothering her about Victoria. Maybe it was something she had picked up on when she was with Annabeth. “She does seem oddly normal. And you can definitely see the resemblance with her kids back at camp.”

      “Oh totally,” Jason said. “She’s also super competitive. That’s how she and Percy ended up sparring you know. He challenged her, and she just couldn’t say no.”

      “Do you think she’s going to cause trouble while she’s here?”

      He shrugged. “Maybe, but it won’t be intentional. You remember when Frank and Leo were sorta competitive with each other? I think she might add that kind of tension. But it’s not like it’ll really be her fault.”

      “Yeah…” she remembered that. Things between them had really cooled down now that Leo was in love with Calypso. Before, when Leo had liked Hazel, the two of them had always been trying to show each other up.

      Suddenly, she started to piece together why she was so uneasy. She was starting to see the beginnings of a similar dynamic unfolding.

      She got up suddenly. “Piper?” Jason asked. “What’s up?”

      “Oh nothing,” she said. “I just thought maybe I should go get to know her firsthand rather than hearing about her from you.”

      Jason nodded. “Makes sense, I think she’s in her new room.”

      “Ok, I’ll see you later.” With a kiss, she left the mess hall.

      She knocked on Victoria’s door. It creaked open slightly.

      “Yes?”

      “Hi, Victoria. Can I come in?”

      “Oh,” her voice quiet. “Um, sure. I guess that would be ok.”

      She opened the door wider and Piper stepped into the room.

    
    

    
      Before you say anything, I know. Not one of my better chapters.

      Like I said, this chapter was a struggle. Trying to incorporate a love interest into the story pulls this story further away from the source material, so it’s harder for me to work with. I am also completely new to story writing, so I have no experience with Love interests.

      If you have experience writing stuff like that, please PM me. I could use all the tips I can get.

      I thought having Piper talk to Victoria would be a good way to get stuff out in the open rather than leaving it unsaid. Should their talk be from Piper or Victoria’s POV?

      Also, there’s not much to write about in Pylos. But as for Sparta, should Percy go down and face the giant? Let me know.

      Hope this chapter was ok.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 9

    
      Alright, here’s the next chapter. I think I’ve got a better sense of how this story is going to go, so future updates shouldn’t be as sporadic.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      As Piper stepped into the room, she was struck by how quickly it was transforming.

      When this room had belonged to Coach Hedge, it was a mess. Clothes, food, sports equipment, all of it lying all over the floor. Dust had covered half of the surfaces in the room.

      Now, the room was halfway to looking livable. Victoria had been busy. A giant bag full of trash stood next to the door. The floor looked like it had been swept. A quick glance revealed a broom in the corner.

      But it was still going to take a lot of work to get rid of all of Coach Hedge’s mess.

      “Jeez, this place is a mess,” Piper said as she looked around. “How can I help?”

      “Oh, um,” Victoria said as she looked around. “Maybe you can grab some of that sports equipment? I don’t know what to do with it.”

      “Oh, I think there should be plenty of storage space in the stables. I’ll take care of it.”

      When she returned from her trip, she was astounded at how quickly and diligently Victoria had been at work. The trash was gone, the floor was spotless. The room now finally looked suitable for human habitation.

      Victoria was just in the process of removing the last few things when Piper came back into the room.

      “Oh, hey,” Victoria said without looking up. “Thanks for the help, I think it’s pretty much done.”

      “No kidding,” Piper said. “I’m impressed. You got this clean fast.”

      “I hate a messy environment.”

      “I can see that.”

      “So anyway,” she said as she sat down on her bed. “What’s going on? I know you didn’t knock on my door to help me clean my room.”

      “Oh, well,” she stuttered. “I guess I just wanted to check in on you. It seems like you’re the new member of the crew, so I thought I would just come and say hi.”

      “Oh really, there’s no need,” now that she wasn’t actively doing something, Victoria was much more fidgety and shy. She wouldn’t meet Piper’s eyes. “I’m fine. And let’s be real, this is more a cell than it is a cabin. You don’t trust me.”

      “No, no. That’s not true, we—”

      “It’s ok,” Victoria cut her off. ‘You’re right not to trust me. I tried to kill Percy.’ She looked down at her hands. “I regret doing that. It was wrong of me.”

      “Hey, its ok,” Piper reassured her. “You didn’t. And it looks like he’s not holding a grudge about it. That’s good, right?”

      “He’s pretty much the only one who isn’t,” she huffed. “Why is it that the guy I almost killed is the one defending me? And who is the blonde who hates me so much? And why does she hate me?”

      “Oh, that’s Annabeth,” Piper said. “And she doesn’t hate you, she’s just scared. Percy is her boyfriend, and she is very protective of him.”

      “I see,” she said quietly.

      “Look, don’t worry about Annabeth,” Piper reassured her. “She’ll calm down once she sees you’re not trying to hurt Percy.”

      “Thanks,” Victoria replied.

      “No problem,” she turned to leave.

      “Piper?” Victoria asked.

      She stopped and turned back. “Yeah?”

      “What happened to Percy?” Her voice was barely a whisper.

      The question brought her up short. “What do you mean?”

      “I mean, what happened to him? How did he get the power of Iapetus? Why was he in Tartarus? What could possibly have happened to him that would make him able to brush off my almost killing him?”

      Piper sighed. “I can’t really say. Percy doesn’t talk about it with us. I get the feeling that he’s scared of how we will see him. From what I’ve seen, he went through a lot. That’s why he’s so strong now. But he also had to make decisions that haunt him. I think he is afraid we will think less of him if we know what he has done. But I believe he is still a good guy, despite the darkness.”

      “I think you’re right, he is a good guy.”

      She raised her eyebrow at that. “Oh really? Why do you say that?”

      Victoria shrugged. “Well, he promised to give me my divinity back once the war is over. When I asked him about that, he said he only ever wanted power to protect people, he never wanted power for its own sake. I’d say that classifies him as good guy material.”

      Piper looked at Victoria analytically. As a daughter of Aphrodite, she had learned to pick up on nuances in relationships and feelings. If she didn’t know any better, she could have sworn that Victoria was developing a crush on Percy. The way she talked about him, the way she said his name. She liked him.

      “Is there anything else?” Victoria asked.

      “Oh!” she was jumped out of her musings. “Sorry, what was that?”

      Victoria looked at her oddly, “You were staring at me.”

      “Oh, was I?” she asked nervously. “Sorry, I guess I zoned out. I’ve got a lot on my mind. I’ll leave you to it. Bye!” She hurried out the door.

      Once the door closed behind her, she caught her breath. Oh boy. Things were going to get complicated. Piper guessed that Victoria hadn’t figured out her own feelings yet. How could she? She was still adjusting to a mortal form and all of the new feelings that come with that. But Piper could see the beginnings of Victoria’s feelings for Percy.

      This could prove to be a major problem. Percy and Annabeth’s relationship had been pretty rocky ever since Annabeth had found out about Kronos. Percy also adamantly refused to talk about it, which was causing a lot of additional strain. Throwing Victoria into the mix could seriously damage things, especially if Annabeth found out about her having a crush.

      Whew, she needed to get some fresh air. She decided to take a walk out onto the deck.

      “Oh gods! Why can’t you just leave it alone!?” That was the first thing she heard when she stepped out onto the deck. “I told you I don’t want to talk about it!”

      “You don’t get to just shut me out Percy!” Annabeth and Percy were in the middle of a fight. “I’m your girlfriend. You can’t just keep secrets from me!”

      “You’re not entitled to answers.” Percy was no longer shouting, but his voice was angry. “Why do you have to keep prying? Why can’t you just trust me for once?”

      “What is that supposed to mean?” Annabeth asked.

      “It means exactly what it sounds like,” Percy snarled. “You don’t trust me. You never have. Not since the day we met. You’ve always thought of me as unreliable, untrustworthy. No matter how many times I swore I would fight beside you and for you. It’s just never enough for you, is it? It doesn’t even matter that I fought my way through Tartarus for you. What I do is never enough, you always want more.”

      “Oh, that is so not fair!” Annabeth shouted back. “You—”

      “Hey!” Piper interrupted. “Stop!”

      They were both mere inches apart, screaming in each other’s faces. They turned to look at Piper and immediately separated. It seemed they had been so caught up in the heat of the moment that they hadn’t noticed they were making a huge scene.

      “Both of you, calm down!” She laced some charmspeak into her speech, and it seemed to have some effect. Both of them relaxed their posture somewhat.

      “Now,” she said. “What is going on here?”

      “Nothing,” they both said in unison.

      “Bull,” she shot back. “You were at each other’s throats. You were shouting. Now, what is going on?”

      “It’s nothing Piper, stay out of it,” Annabeth must have been seriously mad to dismiss her like that. Without looking at Percy, she stormed off to her cabin.

      Percy just sat down in his usual spot.

      Oh well, might as well start with Percy. “Ok, what happened?”

      Percy rested his head on his knees and looked down. “Nothing Piper, stay out of it.”

      “Oh, come on,” she shot back. “You’re seriously going to pretend it was nothing when you were screaming at each other? And what was all that about Annabeth never being satisfied with you?”

      Percy shrugged, “What’s more to say? She always expects more.”

      “Ok, I don’t think you’re being very fair to her. And I also don’t think you actually believe that. Just take a breath and calm down.”

      There was a moment of silence. Piper looked around the deck. Leo was at the helm, pretending he hadn’t heard Percy and Annabeth fighting. Piper knew she would have to check on Annabeth later too. But Percy was before her, so she might as well start there.

      He sighed loudly, “You’re right.”

      She sat down next to him. “Yeah, I know. Now, what is going on?”

      He sighed again. “I don’t understand. Why does everyone want me to relive what I went through? I don’t want to think about it again, but you guys just won’t let it go. You haven’t left me alone since I came back. It’s like you don’t trust me anymore, any of you.”

      “That’s not—”

      “Don’t deny it,” Percy snapped. “You think it’s a coincidence that I have never been alone this whole time? I’m smarter than you guys give me credit for. I know you’re watching me, and I know Annabeth put you up to it. She’s the one driving the investigation into what I went through. But this prying is too much. If I don’t want to talk about it, I shouldn’t be forced to. You all need to learn to let it go.”

      “Ok, ok,” she put her hands up. “I’m sorry. You’re right. We have been crowding you. We’re just worried. You’ve clearly been through a lot, and we want to support you. We thought that we could do that best if we knew what you went through. But clearly we were wrong.”

      “Look,” Percy sighed. “You all meant well, I know that. It’s just… I should be free to talk about it as I’m comfortable. You guys shouldn’t be trying to force or trick it out of me. I’ll talk about it when I’m ready. And seriously, I don’t need a babysitter. The best thing you guys could do for me is to trust me.”

      “You’re absolutely right. I’m sorry.” She moved to stand up. “I think we should be getting near Pylos. I’ll talk to Annabeth.”

      “Thanks.” He said without looking up.

      “Don’t mention it.” With that she went below decks to talk to Annabeth.

    
    

    
      Well there you have it. I decided to focus on Piper for a little bit. I think she provides an interesting outside perspective.

      I think I’m going to keep it as Piper and Annabeth going to Sparta. So, I set it up that they can have a different kind of heart to heart talk.

      Future chapters should be much closer to the source material so I should be faster with updates.

      As always, PM me or comment with your likes/dislikes, as well as any plot points you would like me to incorporate.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 10

    
      Well, here is another update. I know I said there wouldn’t be this long of a wait between chapters, but it was a rough week for me. It’s also short one, but I hope to be able to get back into it once my life starts to normalize.

      Anyway, I hope you like it.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      She and Frank climbed back aboard the Argo II after a long, tiring day looking for poison in Pylos. Frank had eventually managed to find it among his old relatives. Now, they were all gathering on the foredeck to discuss their next move. As they talked, Percy stared off into the distance. Partly because he was still upset, partly because he was keeping an eye on a huge sea serpent that was off to port.

      “So, what have we got Frank?” Annabeth asked.

      “Alright,” he said. “My Pylosian cousins said that the chained god we’re looking for in Sparta is my dad… uh, I mean Ares. Greek Version. Apparently, the Spartans kept a statue of him chained up in their city so that the spirit of war would never leave them.”

      “Well alright then,” Leo said. “The Spartans were freaks.”

      Percy scoffed, “They worshiped Ares, so definitely.”

      “Hey!” Frank said indignantly.

      “No offense Frank,” Percy added. “You’re a good guy, but your dad is a douchebag. Especially in his Greek form.”

      “Anyways,” Jason said quickly. “We have to go to Sparta next. But honestly, how does a chained god’s heartbeat help us find a cure for dying?”

      “We could ask Tori,” Percy said. He still wouldn’t look at any of them. “She gave us the info in the first place. She might know what it means.”

      “No,” Annabeth said coldly. “We can’t trust her.”

      “What? Why?” Percy turned his back on the serpent to look at her. “She’s been nothing but helpful so far. She was the one that sent us on this quest to begin with. She’s trying to keep one of us from dying.”

      “Yeah, after she tried to kill you!” Annabeth snapped. Piper was grateful that Victoria had chosen to stay in her cabin. She really didn’t want her to be here for this.

      “Oh gods,” Percy huffed. “So did Jason once remember? So did Thalia. And Luke tried to kill both of us more times than we can count. Didn’t stop you from siding with him, did it?”

      “Oh, that is so not—”

      “Guys!” Piper interrupted. “Now is really not the time.”

      Percy and Annabeth both looked at her. Then Percy huffed and turned back to look at the sea.

      “Good. Now, I saw a vision in my dagger, Annabeth and I are exploring some ruins—”

      “Ruins!” Leo chuckled. “That should make it easy. There can’t be that many ruins in Greece, right?”

      “Shut up, Leo,” Annabeth scolded. “So, you think it was Sparta?”

      “It’s possible,” she said. “In the vision, we ended up in this dark cave-like place. We’re standing in front of a bronze statue. In the vision, I touch the statue and flames start swirling around us.”

      “Flames,” Frank shuddered. “I don’t like that vision.”

      “Me neither,” Percy said. “If flames are involved, I should be the one to go. Or Leo could go too, I guess. Also, if Ares is gonna be there, I should definitely go.”

      Annabeth looked at her boyfriend, who still wouldn’t meet her eye. “If Piper saw us going, then that’s the way its gonna have to be.”

      Off to port, the sea serpent splashed around.

      “Ok, it’s definitely getting closer,” Percy said. “Let’s cut this short and take to the air.”

      “No problem,” Leo said. “Festus, take us up!”

      All of a sudden, the entire ship creaked and vibrated as Festus shifted the ship into aerial mode.

      “Awesome, we should reach Sparta by morning,” Leo announced.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      He was glad when they all finally left. Percy hated enclosed spaces, so he spent almost all of his time on deck. He hadn’t been in his cabin since before he fell into Tartarus. Downside to that, he never had his own space.

      Now though, it looked like he had finally gotten through to the rest. No more babysitting. He was finally able to be alone.

      He stood on the deck and began to run through some spear moves. He was definitely starting to grow more comfortable with the spear.

      As the sun set, Tori made her way out onto the deck. He smiled when he saw her. It was weird, he hated the gods, and all of his crewmates had started to get on his nerves, but he didn’t mind Tori. Maybe it was because he took on some of her essence, but he felt comfortable around her.

      Granted, most of their time spent together was a competition of some sorts. It was just their nature. Most of the time they sparred. Thanks to her vast knowledge, Percy was an expert in multiple ancient and near forgotten forms of combat.

      As she approached, he noticed the Drakon bone swords that hung from her belt. Now that Percy had learned to manipulate Riptide’s form, plus his new shield, he hardly used them anymore. So, he had decided to loan them to Tori.

      “Hey,” she said softly.

      “Hey Tori,” he said back. “What’s up?”

      “Oh, not much,” she said. “I just thought I’d get some air.”

      “Yeah,” he said as he sat down. “It looks like it’ll be a nice night.”

      She sat down next to him. “Yeah, it does. You know, I never really appreciated the stars until I heard you talk about them. They really are beautiful.”

      “Yeah they are,” Percy answered. The sun had now set, and the very first stars were just starting to come out. With the Argo II in the air, there were hardly any clouds to worry about. It was slightly cold, but by now, Percy had gotten used to it.

      “I do wonder though, why do you watch the stars so much? Shouldn’t you sleep?”

      Percy shrugged. “I don’t need much sleep these days. And after being stuck in Tartarus where there is no sky, I guess the stars make me feel at peace.”

      He looked down from the sky to see Tori studying him. “What?”

      “Nothing,” she said as she looked back up to the stars. “It’s just, hearing you say that, I noticed it. You do seem far more at peace during the night.”

      “I guess I’m also still not used to the Sun.”

      “How long were you down there?” she asked.

      Percy shrugged. “Honestly, no idea. It took the rest of the crew 2 weeks to get to the House of Hades. But Bob said that time was different down there. Looking back, I remember the things that happen, but I couldn’t tell you how long I was down there. It could have been days, or it could have been months.”

      “Wow,” she said softly. “That’s awful.”

      “Look,” Percy finally said. “I try not to think about it. I’m just trying to deal with the things in front of me. Stopping Gaea, that’s the only thing I care about right now. Please, just leave it alone.”

      “Of course, sorry.” That response stopped him cold. He wasn’t used to that. Everyone else just kept poking and prodding. Tori just backed off. Even when she had brought it up, it wasn’t like she had gone searching for information. It had just kinda happened organically within the scope of the conversation.

      “No, you’re fine,” he said finally. “Don’t worry about it.”

      She brushed herself off and stood up. “So, wanna spar? I don’t think anyone is gonna stop us this time.”

      “Sure,” he said. “Sword or spear?”

      “Actually…” she said. “How do you feel about Axes?”

    
    

    
      Well there we are, some more normal interactions between Percy and Tori. I am trying to set her apart as someone completely different than the people Percy is used to dealing with.

      Should Percy also learn Axe combat? Any other forms of combat? (I’m currently playing Fire Emblem so I have a bunch of different fighting styles in my head)

      As always, feel free to PM me with ideas or thoughts.

      I will try to get back to a faster update schedule, and hopefully the chapters will be longer too.

      But regardless of chapter length or update schedule, I am not going to abandon the story, so don’t worry about that.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 11

    
      Alright, here is another chapter. I’m going to try and write a bit more this weekend, but for the most part, I think my new schedule is going to be a chapter every weekend. Anyways, enjoy.

    
    

    
      “Actually…” she said. “How do you feel about axes?”

      “Hm,” Percy mused. “It’s an interesting question. But I think I’ve got a better one. What do you know about Tridents?”

      Tori grimaced. “Oof, I should have known you would ask that.”

      “Well of course, Poseidon and all,” Percy answered. “So? Do you know how to fight with one?”

      “Yes…” she said. “But the Trident is one of the most difficult weapons to fight with. It’s not just a big spear. You’re going to have to work your way up to it.”

      “Wait, seriously? How is it not just a three-pointed spear?”

      She sighed and sat down, then patted the deck next to her. “I’ll explain.”

      Percy sat down as she started to talk. “So, yes, a trident is a variant of a spear, but it is utilized in a drastically different way. With spears, you mostly just stab, but you swing tridents around in a very different way. Tridents are also much larger, so you can’t use them one handed. That means shields are not an option. Because of that, you have to learn to block with the trident, and you have to be fast and nimble to dodge while holding the heavy weapon.”

      Percy looked at her, “Seriously? My dad always made it look so easy.”

      Tori laughed, “Your dad is a god. And he has been fighting with his trident for millennia.”

      Percy laughed at that. “Alright, fair enough. Go on.”

      “Ok, well. At the opposite end of the trident is an additional point. Originally it was just used as a counterweight, but most of the time, it is sharpened and used as another piece of the weapon. If you really want to fight with a trident, we have to start with a quarterstaff, not a spear.”

      Percy nodded, “Ok, that’s fine. I’ve always wanted to be able to fight with a quarterstaff anyway.”

      “Good, wait here.” With that, Tori ran below deck.

      While she was gone, Percy took a moment to just sit and look at the stars. As he did, he thought about Tori. Why did he feel so differently about her? Ever since he had gotten back from Tartarus, he had never felt like he could truly relax. Sure, there had been times when he had momentarily put Tartarus out of his mind, but it always seemed to come back. Eventually, he got irritated at his friends.

      But Tori was different for some reason. She never annoyed him. He felt comfortable talking about things with her that the others had had to pry out of him. It was all so strange.

      He broke out of his thoughts as she came back onto the deck holding two quarterstaffs.

      “Where did you get those?” he asked.

      “I found them in my room as I was cleaning it,” she replied casually.

      “Of course, Coach Hedge. Considering all the kung fu movies he watched, I’m not surprised he owned quarterstaffs.”

      “If you say so,” Tori answered. “Here.” She tossed the staff at him. He caught it easily.

      “Alright,” she said. “We’re gonna just start with some standard sparring. I want to see what your instincts are with the staff. That’ll tell me how to go about teaching you. I’m also not really going to teach you how to fight with a staff. It’s just a vehicle for learning how to fight with a trident.”

      “I don’t get why we can’t just start with a trident.”

      “A couple of reasons,” Tori said. “But honestly, it’s mostly a safety thing. If you’re twirling a trident like a staff, there’s 4 sharp points flying around. It’s easy for one of us to get hurt. Also, I figure, if we’re sparring with staffs, your friends are less likely to flip out.”

      “Fair enough,” Percy said. “So, you ready?”

      She smiled, “you have no idea.”

      They got into their ready stances. Percy was hesitant, he had managed to beat Tori a few times with swords and spears, but that was because he was experienced with those. This was completely unfamiliar territory.

      From their previous bouts, Percy knew that he was bigger and stronger, but she was faster and more nimble. So far, they had been pretty evenly matched in their sparring matches. There had been a lot of them so far. One thing he had realized recently, after taking her divine essence, he was noticeably more competitive.

      Then suddenly Tori shifted her feet and lunged. He managed to block the blow to his head, but immediately after, she hit him in the ankle with the other end of the staff.

      He fell down to his knees. Hard. Tori started laughing. “Well, that was quick. Wasn’t it?” she asked cheekily.

      He stood up, “Very funny.”

      She smiled, “Don’t feel too bad. I have a lot more experience than you do. Just don’t think so much, use your instincts. That’s the whole point of this.”

      Percy brushed off his knees. “Point made, let’s go again.” They got back into position.

      This time, Percy was more prepared. He made sure to pay attention to both ends of the staff. Unfortunately, he paid so much attention to the ends of the staff that Tori managed to whack him in the face with the shaft.

      Without a word, they got back into position. By now, they knew each other well enough that they didn’t need to say they wanted another round. They both knew their stopping points. Until they reached them, it was always assumed they would keep going.

      Gradually, Percy began to get a better sense for how staff combat worked. Their rounds began to go for longer and longer periods of time. Percy even managed to get on the offensive a couple of times.

      Tori was absolutely right, he needed to trust his instincts. Staff combat was even more fast paced and explosive than sword fighting. From his experience, spears were the slowest. When you were in a spear fight, you fought carefully and methodically. There was a lot of circling and pacing, with interspersed bouts of jabs and lunges.

      Sword fighting was more active. The bouts were longer and the spaces shorter. There was a lot more emphasis on disarming, so a lot of the blows were aimed directly at the blade itself.

      But staffs were different. The bouts were long and incredibly fast-paced. There was hardly any separation once combat was engaged. As Percy grew more comfortable with this form of combat, Tori started to push him more. She would incorporate other appendages into the fighting. Several times, he would block a strike from her staff, only for her to kick his legs out from under him.

      For the most part, however, Percy manage to hold his own. Slowly, he began to view the staff as an extension of his own arm. He could feel where the staff ended. As he did, he began to fight more aggressively. One time, he used his staff to support his weight, and drop-kicked Tori so hard she flew across the deck.

      She hit the railing and went over.

      “TORI!” he screamed. In a sheer moment of panic, he ran to the edge and jumped over.

      As he fell, he had a moment to think. What are you doing? You’re not Jason! You can’t fly!

      But Jason and Frank were both asleep below decks. By the time he had gotten to them, Tori would be dead. And so, he dove. He streamlined his body to make the fall faster.

      It was dark, but by now he was fairly accustomed to the dark. He ignored the whistling in his ears and looked around for Tori.

      There. A bit to his left. Percy adjusted his fall and began to fall towards her.

      He caught her, wrapped his arms around her waist, and then… nothing. Nothing?

      They weren’t dead. But they weren’t falling anymore. He heard a flapping sound behind him, was that Blackjack?

      “Percy…” Tori said quietly.

      He craned his neck. “What the fuck?!” he yelled.

      Wings. Since when did he have wings? But sure enough, they were there.

      “Wings…” Tori said, her voice was barely audible. “You have my wings.”

      “Your wings?” Percy asked incredulously. “How is that possible?”

      “You took my powers,” her voice was slowly coming back. “Now, do you think maybe we could continue this conversation on the ship?”

      “Um,” Percy said awkwardly. “I have no idea how to use these. I didn’t even know I had them.”

      She looked at him. “How many times do I have to tell you? Trust your instincts. You jumped to save me because some part of you knew you could do this. Now, just close your eyes and concentrate on getting us up. Don’t think about how, just let it happen.”

      He did as she said. With his eyes closed tightly, he felt his wings start to beat harder and faster. He felt the wind blowing past his face as they made their way up.

      Then, he felt his feet back on solid footing. He opened his eyes slowly and saw that they were back aboard the Argo II. Then he realized he was still holding Tori, so he hastily let go.

      Then he realized the wings were gone. They had disappeared just as quickly as they had come.

      “Ok,” he said finally. “What the fuck is going on?”

      “A lot,” Tori said breathlessly. “We can talk about it later. But I think it’s safe to say we’re done sparring for tonight. For now, I think I’m going to go to bed.”

      “Ok, goodnight,” Percy said. “Have a nice—” he was interrupted when her lips met his.

      He was so stunned by the kiss that the next few minutes were a blur. All of a sudden, he found himself standing alone on the deck. Tori had left.

      “What the fuck is going on?” he said to himself.

    
    

    
      Well, that was a lot wasn’t it. Wings, and now Tori is starting to show some of her affection.

      I know some of you are still really hoping this is going to be a Percabeth story, while others like the idea of a new, non-canon pairing. Just going to clarify this now, I have not definitively made a decision. I am leaving both choices as possibilities. When it gets time to make that decision, I will hold a poll and let you guys decide which it is going to be in the end.

      All that being said, I am curious. Should I write some more “amorous” scenes between Percy and whoever he ends up with? This story is technically rated M but I honestly don’t feel like I have written anything that would put it at that level. Should I?

      Let me know via Reviews or PM’s

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 12

    
      Sorry for the delay. I’ve just really been struggling with motivation recently. But, as promised, I haven’t abandoned the story.

      Edit: Apparently people couldn’t see this chapter when I posted it, so I am reuploading it in hopes that everyone can read it.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      That night, Piper had a horrifying nightmare.

      She found herself standing in a massive set of ruins. Then she realized that some of what she had believed to be pillars were actually the legs of the multitude of giants gathered. In the midst of her dream, she felt herself floating above the heads of the giants.

      Otis and Ephialtes were there, dressed in similar construction outfits. A giant with dreadlocks dripping in poison, going by Percy’s description, that must be Polybotes. And then there was Enceladus, her skin crawled with the memories of what he had done to her father.

      Then a new giant entered the room. He wore a gaudy tracksuit with gold chains. He looked like a mafioso from those old movies. He walked toward the center of the room, stopping before the empty throne. “Where is Porphyrion?” he demanded. “I have news!”

      Enceladus stepped forward. “Tardy as usual, Hippolytus. I hope your news is worth the wait. King Porphyrion should be…”

      He was cut off when the ground rumbled. The earth before the throne split in two, and from the crevice emerged an even larger giant than the rest.

      “King Porphyrion is here,” announced the giant.

      The giant Hippolytus kneeled. “My king, I bring word of the enemy!”

      Porphyrion sat in the throne. “Speak.”

      “The demigod ship sails around the Peloponnese. They have already destroyed the ghosts at Ithaca and captured the goddess Nike in Olympia!”

      The room was filled with grumbling from the lesser monsters. But Porphyrion just laughed. “Hippolytus, do you wish to kill your enemy Hermes and become the messenger of the giants?”

      “Yes, my king! More than anything!”

      “Then you will have to bring fresher news. I know all of this already. None of it matters! The demigods have taken the route we expected them to take. Taking the other way would have been suicide.”

      “But my lord, they will arrive at Sparta by morning! If they manage to unleash the makhai—”

      “Fool!” Porphyrion’s voice made the earth shake. “Our brother Mimas awaits them at Sparta. You need not worry. The demigods cannot change their fate. Even with Nike captured, she will not aid them. They have no means of killing the giants with the gods incapacitated. One way or another, their blood shall be spilled upon these stones and wake the Earth Mother!”

      The crowd roared approval and shook their weapons. Hippolytus bowed but did not move.

      “You have more to say?” Porphyrion growled.

      “Yes, my king,” Hippolytus answered. “It is about the boy, Percy Jackson.”

      “Ah yes,” Porphyrion answered. “The one who fell into Tartarus. What of him? He will not survive our father’s wrath.”

      “My king,” Hippolytus answered. “He has escaped from Tartarus. He closed the Doors of Death and killed Clytius.”

      “Impossible!” Polybotes shouted. “That boy was swallowed up by Nyx! There is no way he managed to escape. And no mortal can kill a giant without the aid of the gods.”

      “I do not know how he managed it,” Hippolytus said. “But reports from my messenger network say that he is alive and stronger than ever before. It was him who wiped out the ghosts at Ithaca, almost single-handedly.”

      Porphyrion growled, and the room grew still. “It matters not. One mortal cannot stop us. Mimas will stop them in Sparta. Polybotes, make your way to the sea. If they make it out of Sparta, I leave it to you and our ally to stop them.”

      “Yes, my king,” Polybotes answered and left.

      “We will crush this boy and his allies!” King Porphyrion rose and spread his arms in triumph. “The time of Gaea is imminent. We will destroy the gods and their children, and we shall rule the cosmos for all time!”

      The crowd cheered and shook the room. Then she realized someone was shaking her awake.

      “Hey,” Annabeth said. “We’re landing in Sparta. You ready?”

      Piper sat up slowly, her heart still beating fast.

      “Yeah…” she grabbed Annabeth’s arm as she stood to leave. “But grab Percy, there’s something the two of you need to hear.”

    
    

    
      The moment she mentioned her dream to Percy, the ships toilets exploded.

      “No, no way.” Percy growled. “You two are not going down there by yourselves.”

      Leo ran down the hall waving a wrench. “Dude! Did you seriously have to destroy the plumbing?”

      Percy paid him no mind. Water rand down the gangway. The hull rumbled as more pipes burst and sinks overflowed. Beyond that, the sea outside churned and storm clouds began to form.

      Pipers blood ran cold at the sight of Percy’s glowering expression and display of power.

      “Percy, calm down.” Annabeth said as she laid her hand on his arm. The simple touch seemed to relax him somewhat. The ship stopped shaking, but water was still flowing from all the busted pipes around the ship.

      Percy glared at Piper. “So, they know who I am. Great. And who is this Mimas dude? I’m guessing he’s a giant?”

      “I assume so,” Piper answered. “Porphyrion called him our brother. And he mentioned that we can’t kill a giant.”

      “But I can,” Percy said. “They’re clearly scared of that. I’m going with you.”

      “No,” Annabeth said firmly. “If the giants want our blood, then we can’t send a boy and a girl together. Remember? They want one of each.”

      “Then I’ll get Jason,” Percy said. “And the two of us will—”

      “Seaweed Brain, are you saying that two boys can handle this better than two girls?”

      “Well, I mean… usually no. But I can kill a giant. I have to go down there.”

      Annabeth kissed him on the cheek. “We’ll be fine. Piper saw us going down, so we have to go.”

      The kiss mollified him somewhat. He took a deep breath. “What if I go down with you and help you find whatever you’re looking for? And then you two can go deal with it yourselves. I’ll just be a backup.”

      Annabeth and Piper shared a look. Figuring it was better than arguing, Piper nodded. “I think that would be fine.

    
    

    
      A while later, Piper and Annabeth sat atop the tallest hill in Sparta. They sat among the ruins of what Annabeth said was the ancient Spartan acropolis. Percy had split off from the two of them and searched another part of the city.

      And so, they sat and caught their breath. Annabeth stared down at the Argo II where it was floating above the city. She was toying with a red coral pendant on her necklace — a gift Percy had gotten her when they started dating.

      “You’re thinking about Percy,” Piper said. Annabeth just nodded.

      “He seems to be doing better,” Piper said. “He doesn’t get as angry anymore. And you know he still loves you as much as ever.”

      “I don’t know,” Annabeth sighed. “I don’t know why it’s bothering me so much right now. But that fight that we had. He just got so angry out of nowhere.”

      Maybe Piper was just picking up on Annabeth’s concerns, but she was starting to get agitated and nervous as well. Percy scared her too. Without even trying, he had blown up all of the plumbing on the ship. Just how much damage could Percy do if he really tried?

      “Look,” Piper sighed. “I don’t want you to think I’m taking his side or anything. But he did have a point, we were smothering him. He doesn’t need a babysitter. We need to trust him.”

      “I know…” Annabeth eyes were wet. “I just worry. I thought he was dead. And now I’m really scared to let him out of my sight. I’m worried about the kind of trouble he will get into by himself.”

      “Hey,” Piper laid a hand on her arm. Annabeth was shaking. “I know you’re scared. But you just need to have some faith. Percy survived Tartarus for you. Nothing is ever going to come between you. He loves you. Never forget that.”

      Tears began to stream down Annabeth’s face. “I know. And I love him, so much so that it hurts. I’m scared Piper. Gods I’m so scared. I can’t lose him. He means everything to me. And when he got so mad, it felt like he had stopped loving me…”

      “Stop that,” Piper cut her off. “Don’t think like that. Percy will always love you.”

      “What am I supposed to do, Piper?” Annabeth cried. “I can’t be there for him if he won’t talk to me.”

      A crazy idea popped into her head. Before she even thought it through, she just spoke. “Well, I can think of one way he might open up.”

      Annabeth looked at her, “How?”

      “Well, men reveal a lot during pillow talk. And, it might be an effective way of reminding Percy how much you care about him.”

      “Piper!” Annabeth looked scandalized. “What exactly are you suggesting?”

      “I’m not suggesting anything.” She smiled. “I’m just saying that Coach Hedge isn’t around anymore to yell at you for spending the night together.”

      “Piper—” she was cut off when roaring flames leapt into the air from one of the pits they had looked at before.

      “What was that?” Piper asked.

      Annabeth sighed and shrugged. “I don’t know. But I have a feeling we are going to have to check it out.”

      “Should we signal for Percy?” Piper asked.

    
    

    
      Alright, there you have it. Future chapters should be easier to write now that it’s going to follow the original story more closely. So keep your eyes out for future updates.

      As for the next chapter, should Percy be a part of it? Or would you rather see Piper and Annabeth deal with it on their own?

      As always, review and PM me with feedback and suggestions.

      I will try to update soon.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 13

    
      I am so sorry for the delay. As I said last update, I’ve been struggling. I am committed to continuing the story, but as things are right now, I can’t commit to a consistent update schedule. I hope you all can understand and be a little gracious with me.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      “Should we signal for Percy?” Piper asked.

      “No,” Annabeth said resolutely. “I get the feeling that this is something we should deal with ourselves.”

      Piper guessed there was probably more to it than that. Part of it was Annabeth’s pride, not wanting to admit she needed Percy, but part of it was probably her desire to protect Percy. After all of the things he had seen, Annabeth didn’t want him to have to face more darkness.

      Not wanting to argue, she said nothing. They approached the source of the flame. There were three pits side by side, like the finger holes on a recorder. They were perfectly round, about two feet across. They looked like wells, but no one would dig three wells right next to each other. Every couple of seconds, one of the three pits shot a random column of fire into the sky. The flames were random, and had different color, intensity and height every time.

      “This doesn’t make any sense,” Annabeth shook her head. “There’s no pattern, I don’t understand it.”

      “Do you think we activated them in some way,” Piper mused. “Maybe it was tied to the surge of fear that you… I mean we felt earlier.”

      Annabeth didn’t register that Piper had said anything. She just walked around the pits, counting silently in her head. “This is wrong, there’s no consistent logic to it.”

      The flames shot up again, when they did, Piper felt an intensifying of the emotions she felt earlier.

      “It’s not logical, it’s emotional,” she finally said.

      Annabeth looked at her like she grew a second head. “How can fire pits be emotional?”

      Without thinking, Piper held her hand over the pit. Instantly, flames leapt up. In the nick of time, Piper managed to pull her hand back.

      “Piper!” Annabeth scolded, “What were you thinking?”

      “I wasn’t,” she replied. “That’s the point. I was feeling. You can’t find any logical pattern to these flames because there isn’t one. You have to feel your way through, not think it.”

      “What do you mean?” Annabeth asked.

      “Watch,” Piper replied as she jumped.

      “Piper!” Annabeth screamed. The sound was torn from her ears by the hot wind blowing past her face as she fell. The tube opened, and she saw lights. On instinct, she tucked and rolled, absorbing the impact of the fall.

      As she rolled to a stop, she noticed flames shooting out in front of her. Without hesitating, she pulled her sword and swung. A bronze dragon head, cleanly decapitated, wobbled across the floor. She looked around the room, there were two more dragon heads, aligned with the remaining holes. Quickly, she sliced off the heads of the remaining dragons.

      Then there was silence, no more roaring of flames. “Piper?” Annabeth’s voice echoed from above.

      “You’re good!” Piper yelled up at her, “Flames are taken care of.”

      As she waited for a response, Piper took the time to look at the room she was in. It was a circular chamber, about half the size of the dome in the House of Hades. The walls were covered with Greek carvings, both letters and graphic violent scenes. At the other end of the room from where she had fallen in was a statue. It was bronze, with heavy bronze chains wrapped around it, anchoring it to the floor.

      “The chained God,” she said to herself. On either side of the statue were two dark archways, about ten feet high. At the peak of each archway, Annabeth had told her those were keystones, were two stone faces carved into the rock. They looked like a cross between lion and man, one face looked like it was screaming in fear, the other looked like it was roaring.

      Suddenly she heard a rope being dropped from one of the holes in the ceiling, shortly after, Annabeth shimmied her way down.

      “Piper McLean,” Annabeth growled. “That was without a doubt one of the dumbest risks I’ve ever seen anyone take, and I’m dating Percy.”

      “Haha, thanks.” Piper laughed, trying to alleviate the tension she was feeling deep in her stomach. She nudged the nearest dragon head. “Turns out that was the source of the flames, Ares’ sacred animals, right?”

      “Yeah,” Annabeth panted. She looked surprisingly pale. “And that looks like the chained god, but what do you think about the arches?”

      Piper paused, “Do you hear that?”

      The room seemed to be shaking, it was a consistent beat, like a heart.

      “The heartbeat of the chained god,” Piper whispered. “It’s probably coming from the statue.”

      “I don’t like this, Piper.” Annabeth said. “We should leave.”

      “Not when we’re this close.” Her eyes shifted to the lion faces. “Wait, this shrine is amplifying our fears, didn’t Ares have two divine sons?”

      “Phobos and Deimos,” Annabeth stuttered. “Panic and Fear. Percy fought them once in Staten.”

      Shaking off the comment about Staten Island, Piper gestured to the faces. “I don’t think this place is a shrine to Ares, I think it’s a temple of fear.”

      All of a sudden, the heartbeat was drowned out by a deep rumbling laugh. From the right wall, a giant emerged. He didn’t come from any doorway, he just materialized from the earth.

      By giants’ standards, he wasn’t huge. He stood about 25 feet tall. Unfortunately, that gave him plenty of room to swing his giant sledgehammer in this size of room. He wore stygian iron armor, which blended with his charcoal black skin and dragon-scale legs. His oily-black hair hung in braids around his shoulders.

      “Very good, child.” The giant smiled. His voice was deeper than anything Piper had ever heard before. It also seemed to come from all around her as he spoke. “This is indeed a Temple of Fear, and I am here to make you true believers.”

      As he spoke, waves of fear began to wash over her. She began to see some of her most horrifying memories. Her father tied up and beaten on Mount Diablo, Percy and Jason’s fight to the death, their trip to the nymphaeum in Rome.

      As she stood frozen in fear, she almost missed the giant raising his hammer. As he swung down, Annabeth tackled her out of the way.

      “Piper, focus!” Annabeth said. While she had been distracted and emotional earlier, in a combat situation like this, she was hyper-focused and unafraid. “This place is messing with your mind.”

      “Very good, child.” The giant’s voice rumbled. “It seems you have courage. Perhaps you have not seen enough to be afraid.”

      “I’ve seen enough,” Annabeth growled defiantly. “There is nothing you can show me that will keep me from defeating you.”

      The giant reared back his head and laughed. “Perhaps. Perhaps there is nothing you have seen that will make you succumb to fear, but what about the things you have not seen?”

      Annabeth stood defiantly, dagger in hand. “What are you talking about?”

      “You are not like the other one,” the giant replied. “You don’t fear the things you’ve seen. You fear the things unknown. Would you like to see them? Would you like to know what your beloved Percy Jackson did in the depths of Tartarus? Aren’t you curious to know what he won’t tell you?”

      Annabeth froze as he said that. Piper reached out and grabbed her free hand. As she did, images began to flash in her mind. She saw Percy standing on the edge of a river of fire, facing down a group of empousai. Then the vision shifted, and she saw him fighting Arachne. Piper had never seen her, but she matched Annabeth’s description.

      She felt Annabeth tense. Clearly, she was seeing the same things. By grabbing her hand, Piper was able to see the same visions. They saw Percy fighting a guy with three torsos. Piper gasped as she saw Percy form a sword from a pool of blood. Gods, Percy could manipulate blood? This must have been why Percy was so reluctant to share the things he had seen. In just those brief visions, Piper’s fear grew significantly. She also could feel Annabeth start to shake.

      For a while, the giant had been content to just stand there and watch the fear on their faces, but now he was starting to lumber closer. Fortunately, he was pretty slow, and was carrying an unwieldy hammer. He swung, but Piper tugged at Annabeth’s hand and pulled them out of the way.

      Running quickly, struggling to pull a sluggish Annabeth behind her, Piper managed to duck into the nearest tunnel. They fell into complete darkness.

      Annabeth stopped walking, forcing Piper to stop too.

      “What are we doing?” she asked. Piper couldn’t see her face, but she could hear the fear in her voice. “We’re lost. We don’t have a plan. We can’t beat him.”

      Piper grabbed her by the shoulders. “Annabeth,” she said sternly but calmly. “I usually always listen to you. But I can’t this time. Reason and logic don’t work here. This is a palace of emotion; we can’t think our way out of this.”

      The ground around them rumbled as the giant laughed. “Despair, Annabeth Chase! I am Mimas, born to slay Hephaestus. I am the breaker of plans, the destroyer of well-oiled machines. Nothing goes right in my presence. Maps are misread. Devices break. Data is lost. The finest minds turn to mush! Come out! You wish to know what happened to your precious Percy Jackson in Tartarus, don’t you? Surrender to me, and you will know all before you die!”

      Piper still had her hands gripped tightly to Annabeth’s shoulders. She shook her lightly. “Annabeth listen to me, not him. He is messing with your mind. We can’t even be sure the visions are real.”

      “You saw it too?” Annabeth asked shakily.

      “I did,” Piper said. “Maybe it’s real, maybe it’s not. But I’m telling you, don’t think, feel. You love Percy, you trust Percy. Focus on those feelings, ignore everything he is telling you.”

      “I… I will,” Annabeth said. “You’re right. Now, what do we do?”

    
    

    
      Ok, final input opportunity. The end of the confrontation with Mimas is going to happen in the next chapter. This is your last chance to let me know whether they should do it on their own or if Percy should show up.

      Regardless of if he does or not, Annabeth is starting to see behind the curtain a little bit. I have a plan in place for how Percy is going to finally tell her everything, so keep your eyes out for that.

      As always, reviews and PM’s are welcome.

      Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 14

    
      Authors Note: Told you I’d be back.

    
    

    
      (Piper POV)

      “What do we do?” Annabeth asked.

      “I think we just have to trust our instincts. Go out there and fight.”

      “Ok…” Annabeth was still a little shaky.

      The two of them gathered themselves and got ready to rush out when they heard Mimas roar in pain.

      “No!” he shouted. “You will not stop me!”

      There was a loud boom and the ground shook. Someone was fighting Mimas.

      “Percy,” Annabeth whispered. Without another word she took off in the direction they had come from. Piper was quick to follow.

      When they came back into the room they had been in, they saw Mimas swinging his hammer wildly while Percy dodged and rolled away. He had Riptide in his hands in spear form. Every time Mimas swung, Percy stabbed him a couple times before rolling away, like a bee attacking a bear.

      Unfortunately, Percy’s stabs didn’t seem to be doing very much damage. In fact, they just seemed to annoy Mimas.

      When Percy stabbed Mimas in his hand, he roared. Then he dropped his hammer and grabbed Percy with both hands. His hands wrapped all the way around his torso, pinning his arms to his sides. Riptide hung loosely in his hand, completely useless. Percy wriggled and tried to escape, but Mimas just held on.

      “No!” Annabeth screamed. And with that she rushed at Mimas. Without thinking, Piper followed.

      But they couldn’t do much. With barely a glance, Mimas kicked both of them away and they slammed into the wall. Then everything went dark.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      The moment Piper and Annabeth hit the wall and collapsed; Percy instantly forgot about the pain in his ribs. With no regard to his own health, Percy began to struggle more and more, dropping Riptide in the process.

      “Despair! Percy Jackson.” Mimas taunted. “Struggle! Fight! You will not beat me. You have killed my brothers, and for that, you will die slowly.”

      “Fat. Chance.” Percy grunted.

      “There is much defiance in you.” Mimas snarled. “Perhaps you simply have not had enough despair. Perhaps you need to see your beloved die before your eyes.”

      Hearing that made Percy snarl with anger. Something within him snapped. Like it had in Tartarus. He felt a ball of heat and power within himself and drew it forth. Suddenly the power burst from him.

      Mimas’ hands began to sizzle until he suddenly let Percy go. But Percy didn’t drop. He simply floated in the air. Looking behind himself, he saw that his wings were back, only now they were made of solid gold. Imperial Gold. Percy thought to himself. That’s why his hands burned.

      “You will die!” Mimas roared as he picked up his hammer and swung it overhead.

      Percy didn’t really know how to use his wings, but he willed himself out of the way and the wings responded.

      Dodging the next swing, Percy dove to the ground and picked up Riptide. He resumed his quick stabbing strategy. It was much more effective now, as Percy was able to stab beyond just Mimas’ legs.

      With every stab Mimas grew more and more angry. Meanwhile, Percy thought back to his fight with Koios. Koios had been dangerous because he was cold and detached. Emotion had no place in a fight. Percy realized, the only way he was going to win this fight would be to discard his emotions and act on instinct.

      Soon, the battle began to blur. Percy dodged through the air, stinging Mimas over and over again. Eventually, Mimas began to slow, the injuries finally catching up with him. He seemed smaller, lesser.

      Percy landed. His wings disappeared. Mimas was no longer a giant. He stood at only about 8 feet.

      “What have you done to me?!” Mimas roared.

      Percy had no idea. But at this point it did not matter. Mimas had to die. He had to make sure that Annabeth and Piper were safe.

      Percy didn’t answer. He simply shifted Riptide into spear form and got ready to end this. Wordlessly, Percy continued to dodge and roll. Not only did Mimas seem smaller, but he also moved more slowly, and his swings were weaker. Meanwhile, Percy wasn’t winded at all. In fact, he felt stronger than ever.

      Sensing that the tide in the fight was shifting, Percy decided to end the fight. He ran at Mimas. At the last second, he ducked underneath Mimas’ swing and slid under his legs. Percy shifted Riptide back into sword form as he slid and sliced both of Mimas’ ankles.

      Just like that, the fight was over. Mimas’ tendons were cut, and he fell over. Standing over him, Percy ended the fight with a single stab to the center of his chest.

      Then, something strange happened. Instead of crumbling into dust and disappearing. Mimas disintegrated into a cloud of smoke, which instead of dispersing, surrounded Percy and then moved into him. When the smoke passed through him, Percy’s strength surged momentarily. His wounds healed and his soreness vanished.

      Percy paid the smoke little to no mind. As soon as Mimas was dispatched, he raced over to Annabeth and Piper. They were stirring as he approached.

      “Percy… what happened?” Annabeth’s voice was quiet, she seemed disoriented.

      “Hey, its ok.” Percy kept his voice soft and low. “Take it easy, you took a big hit.”

      “Mimas!” Annabeth sat up suddenly and looked around, she swayed and almost fell over.

      “He’s gone,” Percy said. “You don’t have to worry about him, just take it easy.”

      “You took out a giant by yourself?” Piper asked as she sat up. She had a big gash on her forehead and was bleeding heavily.

      “Wasn’t the first time,” Percy said nonchalantly. “Here, let me take a look at that.” He touched Piper’s forehead and healed her wound. Unlike when he healed Jason, he barely felt anything.

      As soon as Piper was healed, Percy turned his attention back to Annabeth. “How are you doing?” he asked.

      “I’m ok,” she said. “Minor cuts and bruises, slight concussion.”

      “Here,” Percy touched her forehead as well and healed her.

      “Thanks,” Annabeth said. She moved to stand up, “Ow, ow.”

      “What’s wrong?” Percy asked.

      “Broken arm, didn’t feel it until I tried to push myself up.”

      “On it,” Percy laid a hand on her arm and healed that too.

      “You ok?” Annabeth asked. “I know healing people hurts you.”

      “Not really,” Percy replied. “Guess I’m getting better at it.”

      “Now what?” Piper added.

      “Don’t know,” Percy said. “Find the chained gods heartbeat?”

      They stopped to listen, the heartbeat was faint, but present. Percy’s eyes followed the sound and fell on a statue of Ares wrapped in chains at the end of the room. “Guess it’s that one.”

      They approached. Standing in front of Ares’ statue, Percy remembered his fight with Ares when he was 12. Crazy to think that as a child he started a feud with a literal god.

      “So, what do we do? Take the statue?” Annabeth asked.

      Percy shushed her, “Listen.”

      “…I don’t hear anything,” Piper said.

      But Percy did, he heard something else besides the heartbeat. Whispers, he realized.

      Free us, the voices called to him. As if transfixed, Percy slowly walked towards the statue, uncapped Riptide, and chopped Ares’ head off. “Percy!” Annabeth exclaimed.

      But as soon as the statues head was removed, flames erupted from the neck. These flames surrounded Percy and the voices grew louder.

      We are the makhai. The voices said. The spirits of battle. You have won a great victory today, Percy Jackson. And your power has grown. You have a great destiny ahead of you. When the time comes, we will answer your call. And without another word, the flames dispersed.

      The silence that followed was startling. Annabeth was the first to break it. “..They’re gone” she said tentatively. “The makhai abandoned us.”

      “No they didn’t,” Percy answered. “I heard them talk to me, they will come when we need them.”

      “Ok, cryptic,” Piper said. “But bigger question, how do we get out of here?”

      “Oh, I got this,” Percy said. He concentrated and was able to summon his wings. This time, they where pure white feathered wings, like those of an eagle.

      “What the hades are those?!” Annabeth exclaimed.

      “Calm down,” Percy answered, “I got these wings when I absorbed Victoria’s divinity. Now hold on, I’ll fly us out of here.”

      Annabeth and Piper stepped forward and embraced him. He wrapped his arms around both of them, concentrated, and flew back through the opening in the ceiling and back to the ship.

    
    

    
      Authors Note:

      Okay, okay. I know this chapter is unbelievably late. It’s been a crazy time for me (moving, new jobs, etc.)

      But I’m back now. I promised I wouldn’t abandon this story and I won’t.
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    Part 2: Chapter 15

    
      Don’t get used to this guys. I haven’t started my new job yet. I won’t be able to update this often, at least not consistently. I was just inspired.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      As soon as they got back to the ship, Percy sought Tori out. Something had been bugging him about his fight with Mimas. Why had he shrunk? And what was that smoke that went into him?

      “Ok, go over it again, slowly,” Tori was saying. They were sitting on the deck, Percy in his usual spot, leaning against the mast.

      “During the course of the fight, Mimas got smaller. By the end of the fight, he seemed weaker, slower. He was barely eight feet tall when I finished him off,” Percy didn’t know how to explain something he barely understood himself. “And then when he died, he didn’t crumble into dust like other giants, he vaporized into smoke, and then the smoke, I don’t know, went inside me?”

      “Oh boy,” Tori answered.

      “Tori, what is happening to me?” her response was not making him feel any better.

      “I think you’re experiencing what happens when my powers mix with the Titan of Mortality’s. When you defeat an immortal in combat, you absorb their power, their divine essence. You no longer need to perform the ritual you did with me.”

      “So, you’re saying that with every victory in combat, I get stronger? Is that why I no longer had any drawback from healing Annabeth?” This was an exciting development, their victory against the Giants seemed much more certain now.

      “Yes… but I’m afraid there is a risk involved.” Tori looked very nervous as she said this.

      “What risk?”

      “As you gain more power, you will become less and less human, eventually, you will lose your humanity entirely. Not to mention, you’re absorbing the power of giants, malevolent creatures. I’m afraid if you keep going, you will transform into someone you barely recognize.” Tori was pale as she said all of this.

      Percy was stunned, then defensive. “But that might not happen, right? I mean, I’m still me. I absorbed Mimas’ power and I’m not different.”

      “I’m not saying it’s guaranteed Percy, but it’s a serious risk. And that risk gets bigger every time you absorb power. Eventually, you will be more divine than human, and you will forget what it was to be human. It would take serious willpower to hold on to you humanity in the midst of all of that.”

      Percy stood up abruptly, “This is ridiculous, I’ve met good gods and bad ones, good titans and despicable ones, heck, I’ve even met a good giant. The good ones cared about humanity, and they had some of their own. No matter what happens to me, I’m not going to turn evil.” Percy started to walk away. Then he stopped suddenly, “Don’t tell anyone about this, especially Annabeth. She had enough to worry about.”

      “…ok”, Tori was worried. But she would keep this secret for him. After all, he was the one who saved her life.

    
    

    
      (Tori POV)

      Tori had retreated to her room to think about this new development. After a significant amount of time mulling it over, she realized the Percy had a point, there was a chance he could retain his humanity. If not, he could at least retain his goodness. But she didn’t agree with Percy about keeping it a secret. If he was going to fight the pull of inner darkness, he would need help.

      She was shaken out of her thoughts when the ship suddenly lurched. As she stood up from her bed, she realized the ship was rocking back and forth violently. Something was seriously wrong.

      She stumbled into the hallway. She could hear Hazel in her room, groaning. Tori had forgotten just how bad her seasickness was.

      As she got out onto the deck, she found the ship caught in the mother of all storms. The crew struggling as waves washed over the ship, nearly knocking them off in the process.

      Leo was lashed to the controls trying to steer the ship. But every time the ship lurched, he was slammed into the control board.

      Piper and Annabeth were working together to try and save the rigging.

      Frank had turned himself into a gorilla, swinging off the side of the starboard railing. In his gorilla form, he had the strength and dexterity to try to untangle the broken oars. If he succeeded, they might be able to get the ship into the air.

      But the sky didn’t seem that much safer. Jason stood at the bow of the ship, he was doing his best to deflect lightning bolts from hitting the ship, all the while trying to wrangle numerus venti as they blew around in the sky.

      Percy seemed to be the only one having any impact. He stood at the center of the ship in his usual spot. His hands were stretched out, and every time a massive wave lurched, he did his best to minimize it. When the ship tilted, he managed to push the other way and stabilize the ship.

      The storm being what it was, it seemed Percy’s newfound power was the only thing keeping the ship from sinking. It was clearly taking all his concentration though. Normally he would stay dry even when submerged in water, the fact that he was soaking wet showed that he had no spare concentration for keeping himself dry.

      As Tori struggled onto the deck. Percy suddenly seemed to sense something beneath the waves. Without a word, Percy ran to the starboard rail and dove straight into the sea.

      “PERCY!” Annabeth screamed. The fact that Tori could hear her over the sound of the storm was impressive.

      But clearly Percy’s actions were having some kind of effect. After a few minutes, the waves subsided. They didn’t stop entirely, but they no longer threatened to topple the ship.

      Finally able to concentrate, Jason was able to subdue the biggest of the venti, after that the others dispersed. Lightning still flashed in the storm clouds, but no bolts threatened to strike the ship.

      Annabeth and Piper climbed down the rigging. Having a moments respite, the crew gathered midship.

      “What the hell was he thinking?” Annabeth was saying.

      “I have no idea, but clearly it worked,” Jason replied. “Look, we don’t need to worry about Percy, he’s strong, stronger than any of us.”

      “Jason’s right,” Leo said. “Whatever he did, he saved the ship. But we’re not out of this yet.”

      “How do we know the storm won’t pick up again?” Hazel had finally joined them from below decks. She was still shaky, but no longer quite as green.

      “We don’t,” Frank replied. “Which means we don’t have time to lose. The storm has calmed down for now, this is our chance to fix the ship. When Percy comes back, we should be ready to take off.”

      “Good idea,” Leo said. “Frank, can you keep fixing the oars, we’re not getting in the air without them. Jason, you can fly, do you think you can handle the port side oars?”

      “On it,” Jason said, without another word, he flew off.

      “What else do you need Leo?” Annabeth asked.

      “Keep doing what you were doing,” Leo said. “The rigging is in shambles. We’re going to need to straighten out all the ropes if we’re going to have a chance at flying straight.”

      Leo turned to Tori, “Tori, Hazel, can you check below decks, things are bound to be a mess. Check the storeroom, we’ve got Greek Fire and all other sorts of incendiaries down there.”

      “You got it.”

    
    

    
      (Time Skip)

      It had been a while since Percy had jumped into the sea. By this point, they had gotten the ship pretty much back under control. The oars were damaged but salvageable. The sail had some tears in it, but it was still useable. Unfortunately, now they had nothing to occupy their minds. Leo decided to go down to the engine room to see if anything went wrong. Hazel went to lie back down as she was still feeling quite seasick after the storm. Frank went down with her to keep an eye on her.

      As for the rest of them, they just sat on the deck and caught their breaths after the storm. All except for Annabeth. She refused to sit still, choosing instead to pace back and forth along the deck.

      “Annabeth,” Piper said. “You need to calm down, Percy’s going to be fine. Water is his element, remember?”

      “Piper’s right,” Jason said. “Percy’s pretty indestructible on land already, nothing can possibly stop him down there.”

      “In my head, I know you’re right,” Annabeth answered. “But I can’t shake this feeling that something is going really wrong down there.”

      No sooner had she said that then Percy rocketed out of the water like a dolphin and landed on deck.

      “Percy!” Annabeth exclaimed and ran over to check on him. The others were not far behind.

      “I’m ok,” Percy panted. “Just a bit tired.”

      Indeed, he did look ok. At least, he looked unharmed. But something wasn’t right, Percy looked diminished, frail. He had a dark look in his eyes that Tori had never seen before.

      “What happened down there?” Jason asked. “What was causing the storm?”

      Percy shook his head. “Not now,” he answered. “I will tell you about that another time, but for now, I need to lie down.”

      “Good idea,” Annabeth said. “Lets get you into bed.”

      With that, the two of them went below decks.

    
    

    
      Hope you guys enjoyed. As I said at the beginning, I won’t be able to update this often. I was just inspired this week. Tune in next time to hear about what happened under the sea. I decided it would work better to hear about it as Percy confides to Annabeth, rather than having it be Percy POV.

      Hope you liked it.

      Btw, thank you for all the encouraging reviews. Thanks for sticking with this story despite the long hiatus.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 16a

    
      *TRIGGER WARNING*

      This chapter is dark. It’s also not technically super relevant to the plot. I will be uploading the other half of this chapter soon. If the topic of suicidality is too much for you, just skip this one. I promise you’ll still be able to follow the plot.

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      Percy lay down on his bed, but he didn’t go to sleep. Instead, he just lay on his back and stared at the ceiling with a blank look.

      Annabeth sat down on the bed next to him and placed his hand in both of hers. “Percy, please talk to me. Don’t shut me out, please.”

      Percy took a shaky breath. “The storm was caused by Kymopoleia, goddess of violent storms, and my half-sister.”

      “Ok…” Annabeth answered tentatively, she didn’t understand why this would affect Percy so strongly.

      “But she wasn’t the only one down there. Polybotes, the anti-Poseidon giant was down there. He has the power to turn water into poison, I swam at him to try and fight, but I swam right into a poison cloud.”

      “Oh my gods, are you ok?”

      “I’m fine. But being there, trapped and choking, brought back bad memories.”

      “What kind of memories?”

      Percy took a deep breath, as if trying to prepare himself for something. “Something I did, in Tartarus.”

      Annabeth took a sharp inhale. Percy had so far refused to talk about Tartarus, what could have been so bad that he would be willing to now?

      “While I was down there, I met Akhyls, goddess of misery. In order to reach the Doors of Death. I needed to get something called the Death Mist to hide me from monsters, and she was the only one who could give it to me. She brought me to the very edge of Tartarus, to a cliff overlooking the void into Chaos. And then, she attacked me. She summoned poison and tried to kill me with it. But the poison she used was partially liquid, so I turned it against her. I surrounded her in her own poison and nearly killed her. The only reason I didn’t was because Nyx showed up and stopped me.” Percy was beginning to shake with this revelation. He turned his head to the wall, refusing to look at Annabeth.

      Annabeth didn’t know what to say. She was horrified and afraid, but she couldn’t show that to Percy. Right now, he needed love and support, not fear and judgement. She spoke gently, “And then?”

      “Nyx made me go through several trials through the Mansion of Night. I had to face my innermost darkness. And I saw Gabe.”

      “Your stepfather?”

      “Yeah, only this time, I saw him for what he really was. A pathetic, weak man who took out his frustration with his own inadequacy on me and my mom. I felt rage, rage I had never felt before. I beat him up, and then I poisoned him with manticore poison.”

      “Why are you telling me this now?”

      “Because…” Percy turned back to her, there were tears in his eyes. “Being down there, choking on poison. I finally understood. I felt the agony I had inflicted. And in that moment, I stopped fighting. I wanted to die. I was ready to die. Because after everything I’ve endured, everything I’ve done, dying felt like a release.” With that, Percy began to cry in earnest.

      “Oh Percy!” Annabeth lay down next to him and took him in her arms. She cradled his head against her chest and held him as he cried.

      “I’m so tired Annabeth.” Percy choked out between his sobs. “Every battle feels like it is chipping away at my soul.”

      “But you’re here. You’re alive. You came back to me.” Annabeth did her best to reassure him, but the truth was, she had no idea how.

      Percy managed to gain some of his composure, enough to speak normally, though his voice was soft and still cracked here and there. “I’ll always come back for you. You were the only thing that got me through Tartarus. The thought of you gave me the hope and strength to survive. I will never abandon you Annabeth. You are the only thing that makes my life worth living.”

      Tears streamed down Annabeth’s face. She hadn’t thought it was possible to love Percy more than she already did, but hearing his heartfelt confession, seeing his true self, she fell in love with him all over again.

      They lay there in silence together, just holding each other.

    
    

    
      Well, I did warn you it would get dark. But there is always a little bit of light in the darkness. Sorry for those of you who were hoping this would be a PercyXTori pairing, but after giving it some thought, I couldn’t bring myself to break up Percabeth. I’ll upload another chapter soon I think, but for now, writing this one took a toll on me.
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    Part 2: Chapter 16b

    
      Wow, people were really upset about PercyxTori not being endgame. Sorry to say, I don’t bow down to pressure like that. You don’t like it, stop reading. For those Percabeth shippers out there, enjoy the rest of the story.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      The trip to Mykonos was a pain. The rest of the crew had managed to fix up the ship quite a big while he had dealt with Polybotes, but the damage was still extensive. They were unable to fly, so they slowly limped their way across the Aegean. After he had had his rest, Percy now had to stand on the deck and shoo off sea monsters at every turn.

      He was glad for the distraction though. He was glad he had been able to get stuff off of his chest with Annabeth, and even more glad that she had accepted him, but he was still troubled. His mind drifted back to his conversation with Kym.

    
    

    
      (Flashback)

      “I’m impressed, Percy Jackson,” she said. “You took out our fathers most powerful antithesis all on your own, didn’t even need any help from me.”

      “Thanks,” Percy was winded, or whatever the equivalent was at the bottom of the ocean. “By the way, I totally get it. I’m pissed with the gods too. You’re well within your rights to hate them, I just can’t get behind you siding with Gaia. So, am I going to have to fight you too?”

      Kym shook her head. “No, you won’t. From now on, I’m going to stay out of the conflict. But I will give you a parting gift, two actually.”

      “Oh yeah? And why would you help me?”

      “Because I know you will help me in return. Only you have the power to change the Olympians, you can get me the recognition I desire.”

      “Fair enough, so what do you have for me.”

      “Yes, the first is my blessing. I know you have absorbed much divine power from giants, I can feel it pulsating within you. With my blessing, hopefully you will be able to channel that power without losing yourself.”

      “You can really do that?” Percy was shocked by her sudden revelation, even more so by her quick shift in allegiance.

      “Yes, I am the goddess of violent storms. Nothing is more chaotic than the sea in storm. With my blessing, you will be able to tame that storm inside you, channel it. But know this, you will need to be strong. My blessing will not be enough, it will take great mental fortitude to withstand what lies ahead.”

      “What do you mean ‘what lies ahead’?”

      “There is only one way to defeat a primordial, Percy. My second gift to you is information. If Gaia wakes, the only way to defeat her will be to remove her from the source of her power. But I fear you may not survive this fight. It will require all of the power you have amassed thus far.”

      “That’s encouraging,” Percy retorted. “Got any good news?”

      “This is serious, Percy Jackson.” Kym’s expression was grim. “Even if you were to survive battle with Gaia, I fear for what you will become. But for now, take my blessing.” She reached out her hand, and the water around Percy began to writhe and swirl. Suddenly, the swirling bubbles went into him and the water stilled.

      “Thanks,” Percy answered. “And I promise you this, I will make sure the gods properly acknowledge you. I have made promises to a lot of people, so what’s one more? I promise, when this is over, I am going to have a serious talk with the Olympians. Things are going to change.”

      Kym gave him an odd smile. “I look forward to seeing that… brother.”

    
    

    
      What she had said had sparked a memory near forgotten. It was the vision Kronos had shown him in Tartarus. How Ouranos had been killed. He had been held down against the earth, separated from the sky.

      His mind swirled with ideas. Kym was right, there was a way for him to take out Gaia. Through storm or fire the world must fall. Percy realized now that he was the storm. He didn’t know what the fire part was about, but he knew that through him, Gaia must fall. It had to be by his hand.

    
    

    
      Hope you’re still with me. I’m guessing I lost some readers with my last chapter, but hopefully I can deliver for those who remain.

      This one is another short chapter, but it is technically part 2.
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    Part 2: Chapter 17

    
      And I’m still here. For those of you who are sticking around, enjoy.

    
    

    
      As Percy stood on the prow of the ship and kept sea monsters at bay, Annabeth tentatively approached him from behind.

      “Percy…?” she said softly.

      “Wha..?” he turned. “Oh hey, sorry. Didn’t hear you. Been a bit busy.”

      “Yeah, I know.” Annabeth seemed different, timid almost. “I didn’t want to bug you, but I’ve been doing some thinking, and I owe you an apology.”

      Percy turned towards her, “You do?”

      “Yeah, I do. I have not been a good girlfriend ever since you got out of Tartarus. You went through so much, and I should have been there to support you. But I failed. I was so busy worry about trying to figure out exactly what happened to you that I violated your privacy and trust. You were absolutely right. I should have trusted you more. I never should have tried to force you to tell me what happened.”

      Percy was quiet for a moment, “Thanks for saying that.”

      “I know there is no excuse, but I was just so scared. I thought I lost you for so long, and when you came back, you were different. I was scared you wouldn’t be the same Percy anymore. And when I’m scared, that’s when my walls come up. I get all analytical and attack the problem head on. But that was what was best for me, not for you. I’m sorry.” Annabeth was in tears now.

      Percy took a deep breath to steady himself. “Annabeth, its ok. I forgive you.”

      Annabeth blinked through her tears, “You, you do?”

      “I love you, always will. I know I didn’t make things easy for you. Maybe I’m not the same Percy as before. I wasn’t exactly quick to trust the rest of you either.”

      Annabeth cried even harder, but she smiled through her tears. “No, you’re still you. You’re still my Seaweed Brain. And I promise, I will be better from now on. Whatever you need me to do, I will. I will do whatever it takes to make up for my actions.”

      “Wise girl…” Percy whispered as he took her in his arms. He held her as she sobbed, as she released all of the pent up emotion she had been holding on to.

      As her sobs calmed down, she breathed out, “I promise, I’ll never push you like that again.”

      Percy just laughed, “Liar, you wouldn’t be you if you didn’t. It’s ok, we’re ok.”

      Piper cleared her throat from behind them and Annabeth jumped a bit in his arms. “Sorry to interrupt,” she said, “but we’re in Mykonos. We were all going to go ashore and check out the area.”

      Annabeth straightened up, “Good idea, let’s go.” She grabbed Percy’s hand and they walked towards the dock.

      The crew spent a quiet afternoon together. They found a little gelato shop overlooking the harbor and sat down together. For the first time in several days, they just had a regular afternoon. No monster attacks, no violent storms. For the time being, they were not demigod heroes, they were just teenagers.

      But the gelato wasn’t enough to distract Percy from what Kym had told him, what he remembered Kronos telling him. It was July 30th, 48 hours from when Gaia would wake and try to destroy the earth. 48 hours before Percy had to put his life on the line.

      Piper set her ice-cream down, “So, the island of Delos is just over there across the harbor. Artemis and Apollo’s home turf. Who’s going?”

      “Me,” Percy didn’t hesitate.

      The crew turned to him, several of them looked shocked.

      “What?” he answered. “I have history with both of them, they’ll listen. Besides, Frank and Jason agreed to help out.”

      “We did?” Frank sounded confused. “I mean, yeah, we totally did.”

      Jason gave him a knowing look, “..right. Yeah, that sounds good. Leo and Annabeth, you guys probably need to keep working on the ship, right?”

      “Yeah,” Leo said. “Annabeth, I could really use your help.”

      “Ok,” Annabeth was resigned. “I guess that’ll work.”

      “Great.” Percy forced himself to sound upbeat. “No time to waste then, let’s go.”

      With that, he grew wings and took off. Jason followed not far behind him and Frank took the rear in his eagle form.

      They found the twins not long after they landed. They looked exactly how Percy remembered them. Apollo looked about 19, with curly blonde hair and a perfect tan. Artemis hadn’t changed a bit either, taking her usual 13-year-old form, wearing standard huntress gear.

      “That’s them?” Frank asked after he turned back into human.

      “That’s them,” Percy confirmed. “Exactly the same as the last time I saw them.”

      “Good enough for me,” Jason said. “You sounded like you had a plan, care to lead the way?”

      “Yeah, I got this.” Percy walked into the amphitheater calmly.

      As he did, there was no reaction from either of them. Apollo continues to play a mournful tune from his ukulele, Artemis solemnly carved a bow out of wood.

      As he got to the front of the amphitheater Artemis finally spoke. “There you are,” she didn’t look up from her work. “We had started to wonder.”

      “You knew I was coming? That we were coming?” Percy asked.

      “I sensed your presence hours ago. I knew it was only a matter of time before you found us.” Artemis alone was the only one who spoke. Apollo just stayed hunched over his instrument.

      “Well, that’s good, I guess.” Frank said. “Is there a reason you two are just hiding out here? Why aren’t you in this fight?”

      Artemis looked up from her bow, her eyes had always been pale, but now they didn’t resemble moonlight, they were flat, dull. Lifeless. “Delos is where we were born. Here, we are unaffected by the conflict between Romans and Greeks. Believe me; if I could, I would be with my Hunters, facing our old enemy Orion. However, if I were to step off this island, I would instantly become incapacitated by the pain of the split. Instead, I am stuck here, forced to watch from afar as Orion slaughters my precious followers. Too many have been lost protecting the accursed Athena Parthenos.”

      “The Athena Parthenos,” Jason said. “Nico, Reyna, are they ok? Are they safe?”

      “SAFE?” Apollo sobbed. “None of us are safe! Gaia is rising!”

      Artemis gave Apollo a withering glare. “Your friend is still alive. He is a brave fighter. If only that were true of everyone here.”

      “You wound me!” Apollo wailed. “I was misled by Gaia and that horrible Roman.”

      Frank coughed, “You mean Octavian?”

      “Do not speak his name!” Apollo strummed on his ukulele. “Oh Frank Zhang, if only you were mine. I heard your prayers, you know. All those weeks you prayed to me. But alas! Mars gets all the good ones. I get, that creature, as my descendant. He filled my head with flattery. He told me of the amazing temples he would build in my honor. He said he wanted to make Rome strong again. I said fine. I gave him my blessing.”

      “If I recall correctly,” Artemis said. “He also promised to make you the most revered god in the pantheon, above Zeus.”

      “So? That’s not what matters. I never thought he would start a war. Gaia must have been influencing my mind, whispering in my ear.”

      “Yeah,” Percy snapped. “I get it. You screw up and throw the world into chaos, and now we are left to clean up the mess. We don’t have time for your self-pity, we need your help.”

      Percy told them about the directions Juno had given them, about Tori and the instructions she had given them regarding the physician’s cure.

      “The physician’s cure?” Apollo stood and smashed his ukulele over the stones. “That’s your plan!?”

      “Hey! Cool it.” Percy barked. “You made this mess, and now we need your help to fix it. So, you’re going to give us the final ingredient for the cure. Now you can do that willingly, or I can make you.”

      Apollo turned to him in anger and began to glow and change. Jason and Frank each took several steps back, but Percy stayed resolute, knowing there was almost nothing Apollo could do to hurt him at this point.

      But before they could come to blows, Artemis laid a hand on Apollo’s arm, and he stopped glowing. “Enough, brother. I will speak with Percy Jackson about the cure. You go with Jason and Frank and warn them about the Twelfth Legion, about the things you have foreseen.”

      Apollo shrank back down to his previous form. “Fine,” he said dejectedly. “Frank Zhang, Jason Grace, come with me.”

      As they left the room, Artemis sat back down facing him. At some point she must have aged herself back up, because a young woman sat in front of him now. She gestured to the bench in front of her. “Sit, Percy Jackson. Let us speak civilly, from one soldier to another.”

    
    

    
      There we go. Some redemption for Annabeth and a brighter future for both of them. I hope you don’t think that character change is too sudden. Truth is, I admit I didn’t write Annabeth to be the most sympathetic character so I thought things needed to change between them.

      I hope you like the change I made with Artemis and Apollo. Tune in next time to see how that plays out.

      Is there anything you want to have happen between the two of them? Should he get power from her too? Feel free to leave a review or PM me.

      P.S. I started a new job recently so I am still very busy and acclimating to the new schedule. New chapters will likely come out on the weekends when I have time and energy to work on them, but no promises as to a set schedule. But, now that I’m back in the habit of writing, there probably won’t be another massive hiatus.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 18

    
      Enjoy.

    
    

    
      Percy cautiously took a seat across from Artemis. After all the interactions he had had with her, he did not expect her to be this civil. She had always been very transparent about her distain for men.

      “How much have you figured out already?” Percy asked, not knowing how else to start.

      “You have surpassed half-blood status. You have survived Tartarus. You have slain Giants single-handedly. You have become an impossible thing, Percy Jackson. Apollo and I have seen all these things, but not their cause. I would hear how this came to pass, and your plan for facing Gaia, as well as your plan should you emerge victorious. Only then will I determine whether I will help you walk this path or not.”

      And with that, Percy began to tell Artemis the story about how he survived Tartarus. About the blessing of the Styx, his friendship with Bob, Kronos’ essence, Nyx’s trials, and finally Bob’s sacrifice and blessing at the Doors of Death.

      Artemis gave nothing away as he spoke, her face an impassive mask.

      Percy continued. He told of his fight with Nike, how he took her essence. His fight with Mimas and Polybotes. His conversations with Kym and his plan for taking on Gaia.

      “I already talked to Victoria about it, and after talking to Kym, I realize it might be our only chance. But I wouldn’t mind getting another opinion. So, tell me, would it work?”

      Artemis was quiet for a moment. “I believe so, but the cost would be high. And the power required…”

      “Would likely kill me, I know.”

      “No, that’s not my concern. If that were the only danger, I would help you complete the physicians cure without hesitation.”

      “…oh” Percy hadn’t expected that answer.

      “No, my concern is for you, if the opposite were to happen.” Artemis’s cool façade was starting to crack. She looked shaken, scared.

      “The opposite?” Percy didn’t understand.

      “You have absorbed the essence of every immortal you have fought since Nike. What happens if you beat Gaia, and take her essence into yourself? It might overwhelm you, yes. But if it doesn’t, you could become just like her. With all the dark essence you have absorbed, if you take Gaia’s as well, you could become a dark and vengeful god. More powerful than Gaia ever was. And there would be no one strong enough to stop you. Even the combined might of the pantheon would not be enough to stop you.”

      “You’re worried I’ll become like Gaia? After all the effort I am going through to try and stop her?”

      “Don’t act coy, Percy Jackson. You have not made your distain of the gods a secret. I saw how you stood up to my brother. I know of your anger towards Zeus and Hera. It is not a stretch to imagine you would turn on us, just like Luke. You were the hero in the previous war, and you might be the key to winning this one. But how do we know you won’t be the cause of the next one?”

      Percy grew still. He hated to admit it, but she had a point. He was so full of anger these days. He hadn’t meant to talk to Apollo the way he had; it just came out. Maybe all of his friends were right to fear him. Maybe Annabeth had been right when she thought he needed to be watched.

      But he also couldn’t see another way out. There was no other way to defeat Gaia. He knew for the sake of the mission, he needed to make a deal with Artemis for the Curse of Delos. Victoria had said someone would die, and only the physicians cure would prevent it. Percy couldn’t bear the thought of losing someone else.

      All that being said though, Percy couldn’t just set aside his anger. He couldn’t just forget the carelessness of the gods.

      “I’m tired of war. I don’t want to keep fighting. I am only in this war because it is what is needed to keep my friends and family safe. I have always fought for them. I would never do anything to put their lives at risk.”

      “And what about the Gods? Your distain for us is clear. What assurances will you give us?”

      “What assurances can I give? I can’t trust any deal we make. After the last war ended, I made you all swear on the Styx, but you broke your promises. I know for a fact that Calypso was never released. I know there are still unclaimed demigods out there. The first thing that comes to mind for me is that as soon as this war is done, you stop interfering with humanity. But I’m not naïve; even if you were to swear on the Styx, that wouldn’t be a guarantee. And if I were to give up the power I collected, I would have no way of making you keep your word.”

      “So, we are at a stalemate then?” Artemis had regained her composure, but she still looked somewhat on edge. She sighed, “Percy, the gods can’t just isolate from the world. Look at me, I lead the hunt. Every day for millennia, I have walked this world and safeguarded humanity. Athena has inspired history’s greatest inventors and propelled humanity forward. Without Hephaestus, the industrial revolution would never have happened. I know you have suffered at the hands of the gods; I know you have been treated unfairly. But the world without us would not be a better place. Humanity needs us, more than you can possibly understand. So, what is it you really want? What can be done?”

      Percy was silent for a long time. He considered what Artemis was saying. Maybe he was being unrealistic and unfair. Not all of the gods were the problem. Then the answer came to him, an audacious and bold answer. “Zeus.”

      “What about Zeus?” Artemis looked puzzled.

      “I want him off the throne,” he said with finality. “And Hera too. The rest of the gods aren’t the problem, but you need a new king and queen.”

      Artemis was stunned. “Percy! You can’t expect such a demand to be met.”

      “Oh, I can.” Percy was surprised by his own determination. “If you’re too scared to deliver my message, I’ll deliver it myself. I will finish this war. And when I am done, Zeus will abdicate his throne, only then will I relinquish my power.”

      Artemis was silent, “Is there nothing that will sway you from this path?”

      “No, now, will you give me the Curse of Delos?”

      Artemis sighed, “I suppose I don’t have a choice, do I? We have no hope of defeating Gaia without you. I hope you will win. And I hope you have the strength to stay on the path of light.”

      Without another word, Artemis bent and picked a yellow wildflower from the ground, she breathed on it, and it began to glow slightly. “Here, take the Curse of Delos. Take it to Asclepius in Epidaurus. He will be able to make the Physicians cure for you.”

      Percy took the flower. “Thank you, and relax, like you said, fighting Gaia could destroy me, at which point none of you gods will have anything to worry about.”

      Artemis sighed heavily, “That is a poor jest, Percy.”

      “I’m not entirely joking,” Percy answered. “I’ve made peace with my death. If that’s what it takes to save the planet, so be it. I suggest you ask yourself what you are willing to sacrifice to guarantee the future of humanity.”

      Before Artemis could answer, Jason and Frank came back, their expressions grim. When he turned back to Artemis, he found that she was gone. The three of them stood alone in the amphitheater.

      “How did it go?” Jason asked.

      Percy held up the flower. “Got it,” he said. “What about you? What did Apollo tell you?”

      Frank rubbed his forehead. “That we are in a lot of trouble. Octavian has bolstered his forces with Cyclopes-built onagers.”

      “What’s an onager?” Percy asked.

      “Just about the biggest catapult ever used by the Roman legion,” Jason answered. “If Apollo is right, there will be about 6 of them rolling into Long Island sound tomorrow night. That’s what Octavian has been waiting for. At dawn on August first, he will have enough firepower to completely wipe out Camp-Half Blood without risking a single Roman centurion. He believes it will make him a hero.”

      Frank muttered a Latin curse. “But because Octavian is an idiot, he has also summoned so many monstrous ‘allies’ that the legion is surrounded on all sides by wild centaurs, tribes of dog-headed cynocephali, and who knows what else. On paper, they owe their loyalty to Rome, but once the Camp Half-Blood is gone, the monsters will turn on Octavian and destroy the legion.”

      “And Gaia rises,” Percy sighed. “Well, this just confirms what must happen.”

      “What do you mean?” Frank asked hesitantly.

      Percy told them his plan, or parts of it anyway. The more he talked, the paler their faces grew. When he was done, they were both silent for a long time.

      “There is no other way,” Percy said. “Tori confirmed it, Kymopoleia confirmed it, even Artemis confirmed it. This will work. The others would never stand for it, especially Annabeth. But you two, you do. It’s why I chose you to come to Delos with me. You know all about sacrifice.”

      “Percy..” Frank started to speak.

      “Frank,” Percy interrupted. “You were willing to burn your own essence to free Thanatos. Tell me, how is this any different?”

      Frank grew silent at that. Then Jason spoke up, “and me? What exactly made you think I would just go along with this?”

      “Because I saved your life,” Percy said plainly. “I hoped I wouldn’t have to leverage that over you, but I guess you’re not leaving me any choice. You owe me, Jason. And to repay that, you are going to keep this secret and help me do this.”

      “So you keep me from dying? And my way of repaying that is to help you die?” Jason asked. “In what world does that make sense?”

      “I’m not gonna die,” Percy said confidently. “And even if I do, that’s what the Physician’s Cure is for.”

      Frank and Jason were stunned. But like true Romans, they schooled their emotions.

      “Hey, don’t worry. I got this. Now come on, lets get back to the ship.”

      With that, they all took to the air and flew back to the others, carrying heavy in their hearts the knowledge of what was to come.

    
    

    
      Well? What’d you think? Seriously, please continue to give me feedback. It is hard to write this story for just me.

      Anyway, we are now approaching the final stretch. Enough so that I can actually tell you approximately how many chapters are left. Getting the Physicians Cure is one, then there will be one for Athens, followed by one for the Final Fight back at Camp Half-Blood. Whether or not there is an epilogue depends largely on whether or not you find the conclusion to your liking.

      Till next time, Peace.

      

    
  




    Part 2: Chapter 19

    
      Sorry for the wait, here’s another.

    
    

    
      (Percy POV)

      By the time they got back to the ship, Annabeth and Leo had managed to get it into good enough shape to fly. It wasn’t a smooth flight, but at least they were able to leave the water and give Percy a break from being on watch the entire time.

      Now, they were hovering over the ancient temple of the healing god Asclepius, hoping to find the god so that he could complete the physician’s cure.

      They were all peering over the railing, looking for any sign, when Annabeth suddenly pointed to a disc-shaped structure about fifty yards off their port side. “There,” she said.

      Leo smiled, “Haha, of course the architect knows what to look for.”

      The others gathered around, staring at the same place.

      “It just looks like a bunch of rubble,” Frank said. “Just a stone circle”

      “No, it isn’t,” Percy said. ‘Look, closely, there are ridges and grooves carved around the rim. It’s not a circle, it’s a gear.’ He pointed at something else, “which means that those concentric circles are like mechanical gears inside a lock. That’s a massive stone door.” He looked around at the rest of the crew, all starting at him silently. “What?”

      Leo quietly answered, “that’s… exactly right. Wow.”

      “What?” Percy asked, “I’m smarter than I look you know.”

      “Yeah, no kidding” Piper chimed in.

      Annabeth kissed him on the cheek, “Good, I can’t be seen dating an idiot.”

      “So how do we turn the lock?” Jason asked.

      “Way ahead of you,” Leo answered.

      Not long after, Leo lowered a grabber arm from the hull of the ship and latched it onto the rings. With little effort, they were able to turn the gears and unlock the doors.

      “So, it’s open, what now?” Leo asked. “Any volunteers?”

      “Well, I have to go,” Percy said. “The makhai said I had to summon them. And I was thinking Piper should come along in case we need charmspeak. Who wants to finish off the trio?”

      “Me,” Annabeth said. “Now let’s do this.”

      They descended slowly and carefully into the vast space below them. At the bottom of the stairs, they found themselves in a large cathedral-like room with rows upon rows of benches. But at the front of the room, where normally there would have been an altar, instead there was a 10-foot statue of pure white stone. A young woman in a white robe, a peaceful smile on her lips. In one hand she had a cup outstretched, with a golden serpent coiled around her arm, its head over the goblet.

      Piper looked around the room, “This must have been the sleeping area.”

      “That’s right,” Annabeth said. “I read about this. Patients stayed here overnight, and Asclepius was supposed to send them a dream, asking them what cure they needed.”

      “And who’s that?” Percy asked, pointing at the statue.

      “That’s Hygeia, the daughter of Asclepius,” Piper answered. “She’s the goddess of good health. That’s where we get the word hygiene from.”

      “Neat,” Percy answered. “But we should really move on.”

      They reached the front of the room, and next to the statue was a door. It was locked.

      Percy pulled on the door, and suddenly, the statue came to life. Its lips didn’t move, but suddenly a voice asked them, “Do you have an appointment?”

      Piper stepped up, “Hello, Hygeia. Apollo and Artemis sent us. We need to see Asclepius.”

      “Well then, before anyone can see the Doctor, they must first be sanitized. Please, step forward.”

      “Um,” Percy hesitated. The way she had said sanitize sounded very threatening. “I think we’re good, thanks.”

      “Oh, you misunderstand,” the voice answered. “Sanitizing is not optional!” The snake lunged at them.

      Percy’s reflexes were too sharp for the snake to catch him off guard. He easily sidestepped the snake as it lunged. In the meantime, Piper and Annabeth attacked Hygeia. Quickly, they slashed through the statue’s legs, causing her to tip over. As she fell, her chalice splashed steaming acid all over the floor, which they were nimbly able to avoid. When they moved in to finish the job, they found the statue back in working order, Hygeia’s legs magically reattached.

      “Unacceptable,” she said. “No one can see the doctor until they are properly sanitized.”

      She swung at Annabeth. Without thinking, Percy raised his arm and froze her in place. The snake lunged at him and he stopped it with his other hand.

      Piper and Annabeth caught their breath. “What did you just do?” Piper asked.

      “I froze them in time,” Percy answered. “We can’t beat these things, they keep regenerating. But I figure I can hold them long enough for the two of you to get through this door.”

      “But…” Annabeth started to say.

      “No time,” Percy interrupted. “Just get to work, I won’t be able to hold them for long.”

      Percy hadn’t tried this since Tartarus. Back then, freezing anything for even 30 seconds would have exhausted him completely. Now, he barely felt anything as he held the statue and snake frozen in place. Percy got curious, and found he was able to telekinetically move the snake from where it floated in the air to where the statue was. Next, he discovered only one hand was needed to hold both frozen. He wasn’t really keeping them frozen individually so much as he was creating a bubble of frozen time. Huh. Percy thought to himself.

      Eventually, Annabeth and Piper managed to work the door open.

      “Percy, come on.” Annabeth said.

      “You go first,” Percy said. “I’ll drop my hands as soon as I walk through, then you’re going to have to close the doors as quickly as possible.”

      As soon as Percy was safely behind the door, that’s exactly what he did. Percy didn’t stick around long enough to find out what happened after time resumed. He turned around and found a long hallway. “Come on,” Percy said, “Asclepius awaits.”

    
    

    
      (Annabeth POV)

      They opened the door at the end of the hallway and walked into a cozy office. Inside was a simple wooden desk. The rest of the room was filled with bookshelves, Annabeth could barely understand the titles, but they looked like stacks upon stacks of medical journals and research studies. The wall behind the desk was covered in diplomas for different medical degrees.

      Sitting behind the desk was a normal looking man, with a kind smile, crinkles around his eyes, salt-and-pepper hair, and a well-trimmed beard. He reminded Annabeth a bit of Paul, Percy’s stepdad. He wore a white lab coat over a business suit, with a stethoscope around his neck. He would have looked like the stereotypical doctor, if it weren’t for the polished black staff with a live green snake coiled around it.

      “Hello!” Asclepius said cheerfully.

      “Doctor,” Piper gave a warm smile. “We’d be so grateful for your help. We need the physician’s cure.” Annabeth continued to be amazed with how good Piper’s charmspeak had gotten.

      Asclepius put his hand over his heart. “Oh, I would be delighted to help. Please, come in, take a seat.”

      Piper and Annabeth took the two chairs opposite Asclepius. Percy chose to stand between them.

      Asclepius leaned back. “I can’t tell you how nice it is to actually talk with patients. The last few thousand years, the paperwork has been crazy. Forms, red tape. Not to mention the giant stone statue guardian that kills everyone in the waiting room.”

      “Yeah,” Percy answered. “Hygeia doesn’t make the best greeter.”

      Asclepius gave a warm smile. “My real daughter Hygeia isn’t like that, I promise. She is actually very nice. Now then, what seems the be the problem.”

      He leaned forward and looked at Piper. “Hmm, Broken arm when you were six. Fell off a horse?”

      Piper’s jaw dropped at that. “How could you possibly know that?”

      “Vegetarian diet,” he continued without noticing her comment. “No problem, just make sure you get enough iron and protein. Ah yes, a little weak in the left shoulder. I assume you got hit with something heavy about a month ago?”

      “A sandbag in Rome,” Piper said. “That’s amazing.”

      “Alternate ice and hot pack if it bothers you,” Asclepius advised. He turned to Annabeth, “Same to you, you broke your ankle around the same time, yes?”

      Annabeth just nodded.

      “Other than that you’re pretty much sorted,” Asclepius continued, “some minor nicks and bruises, not to mention some psychological damage from what I can see, but you should be fine in time.”

      He turned to Percy, “And you…. Oh my.” His expression turned grim. The friendly twinkle in his eyes faded. “Oh, I see…”

      “What?” Annabeth sat up suddenly, “What’s wrong with Percy?”

      “Nothing,” Percy interjected suddenly. “Now Doctor, we came for the physician’s cure. Can you help us? I’ve got some Pylosian mint here and a nice yellow daisy.” He set the ingredients on the desk.

      “Hold up,” Annabeth said. “What’s wrong with Percy?”

      Asclepius coughed and cleared his throat. “I… nothing. Forget I said anything. Now, you want the physician’s cure.”

      Piper frowned, “Wait, but—”

      “Guys,” Percy said. “I’m fine. Let’s focus on the imminent end of the world, huh?”

      Asclepius grabbed the flower. “So this daisy was picked by my father, Apollo?”

      “No, your aunt Artemis,” Percy corrected.

      Asclepius held the flower to his nose and took a sniff. “Ah yes, I can sense that now. Now, the only missing ingredient is the heartbeat of the chained god.”

      “No problem,” Percy answered. “I can summon the makhai at a moment’s notice.”

      “Fantastic, just one second.” Asclepius shook his staff, “Spike, are you ready?”

      The snake reared up and sniffed the room.

      Asclepius set the daisy and poison in front of the snake. “Pylosian mint — certainty of death. The curse of Delos — anchoring that which cannot be anchored. And the final ingredient: the heartbeat of the chained god — chaos, violence, and fear of mortality.” He looked at Percy, “You may release the makhai”

      Percy closed his eyes. Wind began to swirl through the room. Angry voices wailed. Then the snake unhinged his jaw and swallowed the angry wind. He snapped up the flower and the vial of Pylosian mint immediately after.”

      There was a terse silence, then the snake spat up a new vial, a stoppered glass tube no bigger than Annabeth’s pinky. A dark red liquid glowed inside.

      “There we are,” Asclepius picked up the vial. ‘The physician’s cure. Wait,’ his face turned serious, then confused “why did I agree to make this?”

      Piper stood up. “Because we need it to save the world, it’s very important. You are the only one who can help us.”

      Asclepius relaxed. “Yes, yes of course. Now, the potion must be administered as soon as possible after death. It can be either poured into the mouth or injected into the patient. And there is only enough for one. Do you understand?” He looked directly at Percy.

      “Got it,” he said quickly. “Thanks Doc.”

      With that they turned around and left. As they walked through the waiting room, Annabeth saw that Hygeia and her snake were still stuck where Percy had frozen them. Somehow, Percy’s powers had somehow stuck them in time permanently..

    
    

    
      And there we go, another chapter down.

      If my counting is correct, the next one will be Athens. Then the final battle. Then the Epilogue. I might split Athens into two, one setup, one fight (plus a fun confrontation between Percy and the gods?)

      Anyway, I hope you enjoyed this chapter. Please, don’t hesitate to leave reviews, I love reading all of your feedback.
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