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Flynn Carter was trapped with a double curse - writer's block and a rapidly approaching
deadline. Then a goddess came knocking at his door, changing everything. Not just any
goddess: Aphrodite, the Greek goddess of love. Aphrodite claims that her son Eros has been
kidnapped, and that Flynn is the only one who can find him. To make matters worse, she
believes that it was Hephaestus, Greek god of the forge, who took him. Flynn is convinced he's
hallucinating, but he's never been the type to turn down a damsel in distress.Now Flynn and a
motley group of fellow relic bearers must find Aphrodite's son...but they are rapidly running out of
time, and Hephaestus seems less to blame by the minute. Will they be able to find Eros - and
whoever really took him - before it's too late?
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For Grandma Cover I hope you're still reading. Chosen of the GodsLovesickNatasha CoverOneIt
wasn’t supposed to be like this.Flynn Carter sat in front of his computer, his office darkened
around him. The screen glared white at him as the cursor blinked in emptiness, taunting him with
his failure.It should have been so easy; the first novel was the one that ought to have caused
problems. He had started off with some cheesy supernatural romance novel, knowing that there
was a market for it. The publishers had leapt on it and the populace had loved it. Flynn was given
his big break, and knew that he could now write anything he wanted – it would be so much
easier to get it published as an already successful author.That had been over a year ago. He had
enjoyed a few months off and then sworn to the reporters that something new and even better
was coming. A deadline had been set, and he had sat down and prepared to write.And then – it
struck. The dreaded writer’s block.Now Flynn sat before his computer, with only two weeks left
before he was supposed to hand something over to his agent. He had tried everything, from
action to mystery, even another romance like his first. Nothing clicked; no story seemed as good
as his first, and that had been terrible. He was stuck, and swiftly running out of time.His watch
chirped three, and Flynn cursed softly, running a hand through his slick black hair. His page
stared blankly at him, the cursor still silently mocking him. Flynn groaned as he leaned back,
wishing that the inspiration he had once felt would return to him.There was a soft knock on the
door, and Flynn blinked. He looked again at his watch, verifying the time, and then glanced
incredulously at the door. Perhaps he was imagining things.Flynn heaved a sigh and turned back
to his monitor, refusing to call it a night until he had written something, however bad. He reached
for the keyboard –Again there came a knock on the door, this time more insistent. Flynn turned
to look at it, grumbling. He obviously was not imagining things, which made this an all-time low
for the reporters. Sure, they had ambushed him before, but never this late – or early, he
corrected himself. Maybe if he ignored them they would go away, buying him a little more time
before he had to admit his failure. Logically speaking he should be asleep, right? Hopefully they
would take his silence as a sign of his slumber.Flynn turned to the computer once more,
determined. Perhaps he would write a story about a nosy reporter who got caught up in nasty
business and received their comeuppance…it was a better idea than some he’d had, and the
thought of it filled him with a certain vindictive pleasure. He reached for the keyboard again –A
fist pounded on the door several times, and Flynn let out a curse. He shoved back his rolling
chair so hard that it hit the opposite wall and stood, seething as he walked to the door. This
reporter was going to get what was coming to him, that was for sure. Flynn was not amused at
being bothered this late, and he would make sure he made that clear. Flynn flung the door open
with murderous intent…and found his tirade brought up short.Before him stood the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen. Her auburn hair fell in gentle waves to her slender waist, and
her long white dress showed off her tanned skin. A simple golden band wrapped its way up her
forearm, perfectly matching the metal of her woven belt. Her bodice was low cut but tasteful, a



thin chain necklace dangling just low enough to make Flynn wonder. Her lips were full, her
cheekbones stunning. Wide olive eyes gazed at him without any hint of self-consciousness. If
the woman wore any makeup, it was subtle enough to not be noticeable – but Flynn doubted she
wore any. She simply didn’t need it; she was honestly perfect. Had she been a character in his
book, Flynn could not have described her in any way to make her more beautiful. Even her bare
feet added to her elegance and mystery.Flynn finally realized that he was staring and blinked.
“You’re not a reporter,” he guessed.She threw back her head and laughed, which did interesting
things to her neckline. Flynn fought to keep his focus on her face. “Indeed not, Flynn Carter. But I
do very much wish to interview you.”He frowned, disappointed. “I’m sorry, lady, but maybe
another time. It’s pretty late.”She pouted, just a little, and Flynn’s heart skipped a beat. “I
understand, but I really do need to talk to you. You see, I’m in terrible trouble.”Flynn raised an
eyebrow. “I don’t know how I can help you, then. I’m just a writer.”The woman breathed a sigh.
“Oh, you’re much more than that, Flynn. Please, can we not sit down?” She breezed past him
and walked into his apartment as though she owned it, and Flynn didn’t even try to stop her. He
was obviously hallucinating – why not just let it play out? He nudged the door shut behind him as
he followed her into the living room.The woman was already stretched out on the couch when he
entered, and Flynn gingerly sat across from her, afraid that any sudden moves would make her
disappear. She smiled languidly at him as he settled down, and once again he had to blink and
force himself to stay focused.“I’m still not sure how I can help you. Maybe it would help if you
explained the problem? What kind of trouble are you in, my lady?” he asked.She beamed at him.
“Ooh, such a gentleman. Well, it is a matter of some delicacy. You see, my son has been stolen,
and I fear you are the only one who will believe me.”Flynn’s eyes widened, his disappointment at
her motherhood – and possible husband -outweighed by his concern. “If your son has been
kidnapped, then you should be talking to the police! I’d be happy to take you down to the station
–”She shook her head , her hair flowing as she did. “No, you still don’t see. Perhaps it would be
simpler if you knew who my son is. His name is Eros.”The writer frowned as his mind turned. The
name was familiar, but he couldn’t think where from. The woman leaned forward as if she
sensed his confusion. “Yes, Eros – but you might know him better by his Roman form, Cupid.
And I, noble sir, am Aphrodite.”Flynn felt his eyebrows climb as she settled back onto the couch.
For some reason his subconscious had decided to introduce him to the Greek goddess of love.
Well, fine – this was a story just begging to be told, and he wanted to see where his hallucination
led him. “Alright, sure. Who took your son?”She smiled and clapped her hands, seeming glad
that he had accepted her story. “Oh, I just knew you would believe me! But you see, that’s the
thing. I don’t know who took him. All I know is that he disappeared a week ago, and I’m terribly
worried. None of the other gods know anything, or if they do they’re keeping quiet.”Flynn frowned
and leaned forward, struggling to channel some mystery novel hero. What would they do in his
situation? What would Nathan Fillion do? “Well, it’s true that I believe you, but how do you think I
could possibly help?” he hedged.Her smile grew. “Ah, but that is the easy part! You will be my
champion. I’m going to send you on a quest. We gods have been doing that for quite some time



now.”“Hold on – I’d love to help you, but I don’t think I’m qualified-”She cut him off. “Oh,
nonsense! Besides, I doubt you’ll be alone. Other heroes always seem to show up to help on
quests like this. I just need you to be the one to lead this quest; you see, you possess the mind of
a writer, always dissecting and looking for motivation and plot. You’ll be able to get to the bottom
of this, I just know it!”Flynn stared at her incredulously. “And just where would you suggest I start
looking for a stolen god?”Aphrodite frowned delicately, not seeming to catch his sarcasm. “Well,
that is the question! I don’t know who took my son, but it must have been someone of great
power. I would think another god the most likely suspect, maybe even a god from one of the
other pantheons. I’m afraid I just can’t think who would do this to me! Unless…”“Unless?” he
prompted.She bit her lip, a move that made her look incredibly vulnerable. “Well, you see – you
do know the myths, don’t you?”Flynn nodded. “I’m a bit rusty on my Greek mythology, but I
remember the basics. Twelve major deities, with more minor ones below, and Zeus is king of the
gods. I think I remember most of the names – Ares, Demeter, Hades…”She bestowed an angelic
smile upon him, temporarily distracting Flynn from his recollections. “Oh, good! That will help.
Well, you see, I have a husband – Hephaestus, one of the twelve major gods that you
mentioned. I was forced into the marriage, and neither of us have made it too easy on the other.
I’m afraid that Eros isn’t his…and I wonder if Hephaestus might be behind all of this.”The writer
frowned, his mind turning. “Where would I find Hephaestus? And why not confront him
yourself?”Aphrodite gave a shudder, her eyes widening with fear. “Oh, but he is a brute! I don’t
know what I could do if he was the one who took my baby… and I’m afraid I don’t know where to
look. You would need to have some way of contacting him, I suppose – perhaps someone in the
Order?”“What is the Order? And what am I supposed to do if it is him? I can’t exactly tussle with
a god!”The goddess covered her mouth. “Oh, I’m so sorry! I haven’t mentioned the Order yet? It
must have slipped my mind with all of the stress. Well, no need to worry, I’m sure someone will
be along soon to explain it to you. You’ll need this, by the way.” Daintily she slipped off her
bracelet, handing it to Flynn. He stared in surprise as it changed before his eyes from a feminine
gold band to a thick masculine watch, almost an exact match of the one he wore. Aphrodite
smiled at him as he gawked at her. “Don’t worry, dear, that should help you. As to what you
should do when you find the kidnapper, well – as I said, I doubt you’ll be alone. And now I really
must be off!”Flynn stood as she headed for the door, his mind full of questions. “Wait, but –
please, I don’t understand!”She turned to him and gave him a stunning smile – literally stunning,
as it stopped him in his tracks. “You will understand soon enough. Be well, Flynn; and please,
find my son. You’re my only hope.”Flynn stared as she closed the door, shutting herself out of his
apartment. The room seemed dark without her there, as though all of the beauty had left with
her. Flynn hesitated for a moment before he made up his mind and flung open the door,
determined to get some answers – only to find the outside hallway empty. All that was left was
the subtle scent of her perfume.The writer heaved a sigh and closed his door, leaning against it
as he slowly sank to the floor. This was definitely the most interesting dream he’d had in quite
some time, but Flynn wished it made a little more sense. He had too many questions and not



enough answers – and he had absolutely no idea where to start.He frowned, his eyes closed as
he tried to sort things out. What was this Order she had mentioned? Who was going to explain it
to him, and what, exactly, were they going to explain? How in the world were other people going
to join his quest when he himself didn’t fully know what it was?Flynn opened his eyes and
fingered the watch she had given him, eventually slipping it on in place of his old one. It seemed
to glow with a rainbow light, and Flynn ran a finger across the watch’s glass face before
standing.Flynn blinked as he looked around. It wasn’t just the watch that shone with all the colors
of the rainbow – it was his entire apartment. The author stared as the beams grew more solid,
the colors more vibrant. A sort of cheer seemed to fill the air, though not nearly so strong as the
emotions the goddess of love had brought with her.The writer frowned, struggling to remember
the name that went with the rainbow image before him. Isis? he thought. No, Isis is an Egyptian
goddess…but the name was similar “Iris! Is that you?”The rainbow shimmered and a sound like
windchimes filled the air. Flynn gazed in wonder as the rainbow before him solidified into a gate,
which swung open to reveal a glimmering bridge that stretched into the ceiling. A pair of feet
appeared at the top, walking down slowly to reveal black slacks, a casual shirt with a flannel
jacket overtop, and a head of curly black hair. The man smiled shyly at Flynn as he descended, a
glass pan that smelled strongly of cinnamon held out in front of him. Flynn backed up, more to
give the stranger room to get off of the bridge than out of fear. At this point, he was way too
interested to be afraid.“Hello,” the man said as he stepped into the living room, the rainbow
bridge slowly fading behind him. He seemed completely calm, as if he found himself transported
by a goddess to a stranger’s living room all the time. “My name is Tom.”TwoThe man – Tom –
fidgeted as Flynn stared at him, and the author was relieved to see that his visitor was somewhat
unnerved by his silence. The stranger began to speak, but the writer held up his hand and
stopped him. “Please, just give me a minute. It’s been a very long day.”Tom nodded, setting his
baking pan on the coffee table. Flynn noticed with disappointment that it was empty, though the
delicious cinnamon-y smell of whatever had been inside continued to taunt him. “I can
understand that. Would you like to sit down?” The stranger’s voice was calm, even a little
reassuring.Flynn nodded and sank wearily into his cushy armchair, watching as Tom settled onto
the arm of the couch. “Let me guess,” Flynn mused. “You’re here to explain something to me.”The
man raised an eyebrow but nodded. “How did you know?” Flynn shrugged, trying to play it
suave. “A goddess told me.” Tom laughed. “It would be nice if that sentence wasn’t so familiar…
the watch, I presume?”The timepiece gleamed golden on Flynn’s wrist as he glowered at it. “A
gift from her, but I have no idea what it’s for. In fact, I have no idea why any of this is
happening.”The stranger sighed, crossing his arms. “This is going to sound a little odd, and it
might be a lot to wrap your head around. I think it’s fairly late in this time zone – do you want to
hold off until the morning?”
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wasn’t supposed to be like this.Flynn Carter sat in front of his computer, his office darkened



around him. The screen glared white at him as the cursor blinked in emptiness, taunting him with
his failure.It should have been so easy; the first novel was the one that ought to have caused
problems. He had started off with some cheesy supernatural romance novel, knowing that there
was a market for it. The publishers had leapt on it and the populace had loved it. Flynn was given
his big break, and knew that he could now write anything he wanted – it would be so much
easier to get it published as an already successful author.That had been over a year ago. He had
enjoyed a few months off and then sworn to the reporters that something new and even better
was coming. A deadline had been set, and he had sat down and prepared to write.And then – it
struck. The dreaded writer’s block.Now Flynn sat before his computer, with only two weeks left
before he was supposed to hand something over to his agent. He had tried everything, from
action to mystery, even another romance like his first. Nothing clicked; no story seemed as good
as his first, and that had been terrible. He was stuck, and swiftly running out of time.His watch
chirped three, and Flynn cursed softly, running a hand through his slick black hair. His page
stared blankly at him, the cursor still silently mocking him. Flynn groaned as he leaned back,
wishing that the inspiration he had once felt would return to him.There was a soft knock on the
door, and Flynn blinked. He looked again at his watch, verifying the time, and then glanced
incredulously at the door. Perhaps he was imagining things.Flynn heaved a sigh and turned back
to his monitor, refusing to call it a night until he had written something, however bad. He reached
for the keyboard –Again there came a knock on the door, this time more insistent. Flynn turned
to look at it, grumbling. He obviously was not imagining things, which made this an all-time low
for the reporters. Sure, they had ambushed him before, but never this late – or early, he
corrected himself. Maybe if he ignored them they would go away, buying him a little more time
before he had to admit his failure. Logically speaking he should be asleep, right? Hopefully they
would take his silence as a sign of his slumber.Flynn turned to the computer once more,
determined. Perhaps he would write a story about a nosy reporter who got caught up in nasty
business and received their comeuppance…it was a better idea than some he’d had, and the
thought of it filled him with a certain vindictive pleasure. He reached for the keyboard again –A
fist pounded on the door several times, and Flynn let out a curse. He shoved back his rolling
chair so hard that it hit the opposite wall and stood, seething as he walked to the door. This
reporter was going to get what was coming to him, that was for sure. Flynn was not amused at
being bothered this late, and he would make sure he made that clear. Flynn flung the door open
with murderous intent…and found his tirade brought up short.Before him stood the most
beautiful woman he had ever seen. Her auburn hair fell in gentle waves to her slender waist, and
her long white dress showed off her tanned skin. A simple golden band wrapped its way up her
forearm, perfectly matching the metal of her woven belt. Her bodice was low cut but tasteful, a
thin chain necklace dangling just low enough to make Flynn wonder. Her lips were full, her
cheekbones stunning. Wide olive eyes gazed at him without any hint of self-consciousness. If
the woman wore any makeup, it was subtle enough to not be noticeable – but Flynn doubted she
wore any. She simply didn’t need it; she was honestly perfect. Had she been a character in his



book, Flynn could not have described her in any way to make her more beautiful. Even her bare
feet added to her elegance and mystery.Flynn finally realized that he was staring and blinked.
“You’re not a reporter,” he guessed.She threw back her head and laughed, which did interesting
things to her neckline. Flynn fought to keep his focus on her face. “Indeed not, Flynn Carter. But I
do very much wish to interview you.”He frowned, disappointed. “I’m sorry, lady, but maybe
another time. It’s pretty late.”She pouted, just a little, and Flynn’s heart skipped a beat. “I
understand, but I really do need to talk to you. You see, I’m in terrible trouble.”Flynn raised an
eyebrow. “I don’t know how I can help you, then. I’m just a writer.”The woman breathed a sigh.
“Oh, you’re much more than that, Flynn. Please, can we not sit down?” She breezed past him
and walked into his apartment as though she owned it, and Flynn didn’t even try to stop her. He
was obviously hallucinating – why not just let it play out? He nudged the door shut behind him as
he followed her into the living room.The woman was already stretched out on the couch when he
entered, and Flynn gingerly sat across from her, afraid that any sudden moves would make her
disappear. She smiled languidly at him as he settled down, and once again he had to blink and
force himself to stay focused.“I’m still not sure how I can help you. Maybe it would help if you
explained the problem? What kind of trouble are you in, my lady?” he asked.She beamed at him.
“Ooh, such a gentleman. Well, it is a matter of some delicacy. You see, my son has been stolen,
and I fear you are the only one who will believe me.”Flynn’s eyes widened, his disappointment at
her motherhood – and possible husband -outweighed by his concern. “If your son has been
kidnapped, then you should be talking to the police! I’d be happy to take you down to the station
–”She shook her head , her hair flowing as she did. “No, you still don’t see. Perhaps it would be
simpler if you knew who my son is. His name is Eros.”The writer frowned as his mind turned. The
name was familiar, but he couldn’t think where from. The woman leaned forward as if she
sensed his confusion. “Yes, Eros – but you might know him better by his Roman form, Cupid.
And I, noble sir, am Aphrodite.”Flynn felt his eyebrows climb as she settled back onto the couch.
For some reason his subconscious had decided to introduce him to the Greek goddess of love.
Well, fine – this was a story just begging to be told, and he wanted to see where his hallucination
led him. “Alright, sure. Who took your son?”She smiled and clapped her hands, seeming glad
that he had accepted her story. “Oh, I just knew you would believe me! But you see, that’s the
thing. I don’t know who took him. All I know is that he disappeared a week ago, and I’m terribly
worried. None of the other gods know anything, or if they do they’re keeping quiet.”Flynn frowned
and leaned forward, struggling to channel some mystery novel hero. What would they do in his
situation? What would Nathan Fillion do? “Well, it’s true that I believe you, but how do you think I
could possibly help?” he hedged.Her smile grew. “Ah, but that is the easy part! You will be my
champion. I’m going to send you on a quest. We gods have been doing that for quite some time
now.”“Hold on – I’d love to help you, but I don’t think I’m qualified-”She cut him off. “Oh,
nonsense! Besides, I doubt you’ll be alone. Other heroes always seem to show up to help on
quests like this. I just need you to be the one to lead this quest; you see, you possess the mind of
a writer, always dissecting and looking for motivation and plot. You’ll be able to get to the bottom



of this, I just know it!”Flynn stared at her incredulously. “And just where would you suggest I start
looking for a stolen god?”Aphrodite frowned delicately, not seeming to catch his sarcasm. “Well,
that is the question! I don’t know who took my son, but it must have been someone of great
power. I would think another god the most likely suspect, maybe even a god from one of the
other pantheons. I’m afraid I just can’t think who would do this to me! Unless…”“Unless?” he
prompted.She bit her lip, a move that made her look incredibly vulnerable. “Well, you see – you
do know the myths, don’t you?”Flynn nodded. “I’m a bit rusty on my Greek mythology, but I
remember the basics. Twelve major deities, with more minor ones below, and Zeus is king of the
gods. I think I remember most of the names – Ares, Demeter, Hades…”She bestowed an angelic
smile upon him, temporarily distracting Flynn from his recollections. “Oh, good! That will help.
Well, you see, I have a husband – Hephaestus, one of the twelve major gods that you
mentioned. I was forced into the marriage, and neither of us have made it too easy on the other.
I’m afraid that Eros isn’t his…and I wonder if Hephaestus might be behind all of this.”The writer
frowned, his mind turning. “Where would I find Hephaestus? And why not confront him
yourself?”Aphrodite gave a shudder, her eyes widening with fear. “Oh, but he is a brute! I don’t
know what I could do if he was the one who took my baby… and I’m afraid I don’t know where to
look. You would need to have some way of contacting him, I suppose – perhaps someone in the
Order?”“What is the Order? And what am I supposed to do if it is him? I can’t exactly tussle with
a god!”The goddess covered her mouth. “Oh, I’m so sorry! I haven’t mentioned the Order yet? It
must have slipped my mind with all of the stress. Well, no need to worry, I’m sure someone will
be along soon to explain it to you. You’ll need this, by the way.” Daintily she slipped off her
bracelet, handing it to Flynn. He stared in surprise as it changed before his eyes from a feminine
gold band to a thick masculine watch, almost an exact match of the one he wore. Aphrodite
smiled at him as he gawked at her. “Don’t worry, dear, that should help you. As to what you
should do when you find the kidnapper, well – as I said, I doubt you’ll be alone. And now I really
must be off!”Flynn stood as she headed for the door, his mind full of questions. “Wait, but –
please, I don’t understand!”She turned to him and gave him a stunning smile – literally stunning,
as it stopped him in his tracks. “You will understand soon enough. Be well, Flynn; and please,
find my son. You’re my only hope.”Flynn stared as she closed the door, shutting herself out of his
apartment. The room seemed dark without her there, as though all of the beauty had left with
her. Flynn hesitated for a moment before he made up his mind and flung open the door,
determined to get some answers – only to find the outside hallway empty. All that was left was
the subtle scent of her perfume.The writer heaved a sigh and closed his door, leaning against it
as he slowly sank to the floor. This was definitely the most interesting dream he’d had in quite
some time, but Flynn wished it made a little more sense. He had too many questions and not
enough answers – and he had absolutely no idea where to start.He frowned, his eyes closed as
he tried to sort things out. What was this Order she had mentioned? Who was going to explain it
to him, and what, exactly, were they going to explain? How in the world were other people going
to join his quest when he himself didn’t fully know what it was?Flynn opened his eyes and



fingered the watch she had given him, eventually slipping it on in place of his old one. It seemed
to glow with a rainbow light, and Flynn ran a finger across the watch’s glass face before
standing.Flynn blinked as he looked around. It wasn’t just the watch that shone with all the colors
of the rainbow – it was his entire apartment. The author stared as the beams grew more solid,
the colors more vibrant. A sort of cheer seemed to fill the air, though not nearly so strong as the
emotions the goddess of love had brought with her.The writer frowned, struggling to remember
the name that went with the rainbow image before him. Isis? he thought. No, Isis is an Egyptian
goddess…but the name was similar “Iris! Is that you?”The rainbow shimmered and a sound like
windchimes filled the air. Flynn gazed in wonder as the rainbow before him solidified into a gate,
which swung open to reveal a glimmering bridge that stretched into the ceiling. A pair of feet
appeared at the top, walking down slowly to reveal black slacks, a casual shirt with a flannel
jacket overtop, and a head of curly black hair. The man smiled shyly at Flynn as he descended, a
glass pan that smelled strongly of cinnamon held out in front of him. Flynn backed up, more to
give the stranger room to get off of the bridge than out of fear. At this point, he was way too
interested to be afraid.“Hello,” the man said as he stepped into the living room, the rainbow
bridge slowly fading behind him. He seemed completely calm, as if he found himself transported
by a goddess to a stranger’s living room all the time. “My name is Tom.”TwoThe man – Tom –
fidgeted as Flynn stared at him, and the author was relieved to see that his visitor was somewhat
unnerved by his silence. The stranger began to speak, but the writer held up his hand and
stopped him. “Please, just give me a minute. It’s been a very long day.”Tom nodded, setting his
baking pan on the coffee table. Flynn noticed with disappointment that it was empty, though the
delicious cinnamon-y smell of whatever had been inside continued to taunt him. “I can
understand that. Would you like to sit down?” The stranger’s voice was calm, even a little
reassuring.Flynn nodded and sank wearily into his cushy armchair, watching as Tom settled onto
the arm of the couch. “Let me guess,” Flynn mused. “You’re here to explain something to me.”The
man raised an eyebrow but nodded. “How did you know?” Flynn shrugged, trying to play it
suave. “A goddess told me.” Tom laughed. “It would be nice if that sentence wasn’t so familiar…
the watch, I presume?”The timepiece gleamed golden on Flynn’s wrist as he glowered at it. “A
gift from her, but I have no idea what it’s for. In fact, I have no idea why any of this is
happening.”The stranger sighed, crossing his arms. “This is going to sound a little odd, and it
might be a lot to wrap your head around. I think it’s fairly late in this time zone – do you want to
hold off until the morning?”Flynn shook his head. “I’m fairly sure I’m asleep anyway, so we might
as well just keep going. What are you here to tell me?”Tom hesitated. “May I first ask the name of
the goddess? It might make things a little easier.”“She said she was Aphrodite – and she
definitely looked the part.”The stranger nodded. “Well, the first thing that you should know is that
the gods are real. They’re not gods, persay, not like the Christian God. These beings made a
habit of walking the earth, meddling in the affairs of mortals, getting into petty squabbles...They
were worshipped by ancient peoples because they were very powerful, but most people new to
this find it easier to think of them as aliens.”Tom looked startled as Flynn suddenly lunged for a



notebook, shoving papers out of the way on his table as he scrounged for a pen. The author
looked up with a grin. “Keep going, please. I just want to take some notes.”Tom shrugged and
continued, trying to ignore the author’s frantic scribbling. “Every now and then the gods dispose
of something they once owned, or they lose it, or they pass it on to a mortal. The myths are full of
stories like this, but what most people don’t know is that the gods never stopped giving up their
possessions. The relics – that’s what we call them - vary, but most contain at least a small trace
of power from the god that they belonged to. Lately the relics have been becoming more and
more powerful, though we’re not quite sure why. May I ask where you found yours?”Flynn
frowned over his notes. “What do you mean, found? Aphrodite showed up and gave it to
me.”Tom blinked, straightening. “In person? Or in a dream?”The author shrugged. “Depends on
whether or not this is a dream. She left right before you showed up.” He looked up in time to see
Tom bite his lip, obviously concerned with something. “I take it this isn’t common?”Tom shook his
head. “Gods normally appear only in dreams, if they show up at all. What did she say?”“Oh,
nothing much – something about an Order that you’re supposed to explain, and a quest she
wants me to go on. Apparently I’m her only hope, though she might just have dropped that line
because she knows no geek could resist it.”Tom stared, his confusion at the situation only
heightened by the author’s comments. “Well…I see she’s very thorough. Let’s start with the
Order, make sure you understand exactly what’s going on.” He waited as Flynn flipped to another
page before continuing. “The people who find, or are given, or have relics passed down to them,
are called relic bearers. These relic bearers have an Order, and it sends people out to explain
things to new relic bearers. The people who approach them are called Seekers.”“I take it you’re a
Seeker?” Flynn asked, underlining the term. Tom nodded. “How do they pick their
Seekers?”“Seekers are normally relic bearers who can move very swiftly or have the gift of
foresight, so that they can see where a new relic bearer will turn up. I’m one of the former, and I
was lucky enough to be near a man who can see everything that happens when you got your
relic – though he didn’t mention seeing Aphrodite.”Flynn frowned, still intent upon his notes. “And
the bridge you showed up on – was that made by the goddess of the rainbow? Iris, right? I don’t
recall anything like that bridge from the myths.”Tom hesitated. “It…Iris is the goddess of the
rainbow, yes. She’s a messenger herself, so I think she takes pity on Seekers sometimes. The
bridge is her way of helping us out.” He waited for a moment as Flynn finished jotting down his
sentence. The author was very glad that he had learned shorthand. “Do you have any
questions? You’re taking this far better than most.”The writer laughed. “I’m convinced that I’m
delusional, but at least it’s interesting. What exactly does this Order do, besides find new
bearers?”“It varies. Sometimes the gods send us tasks, though not often. We do our best to stay
out of mortal affairs and try to make sure that no one uses their relics for evil – hence the
welcome speech. It warns bearers who might want to use their relics for harm that they’re being
watched. For those who are more on the up-and-up, the Order offers a community that
understands what new bearers are going through. More experienced bearers can help the new
ones learn how to use their relic’s abilities, and to understand the mythology behind it. There



have been changes to the Order’s functions recently, so no one is quite sure what we’re doing
now, but those are the basics.”Flynn sighed. “So you’re not like the Justice League? Saving the
world, helping people, I mean.”Tom laughed. “Not the whole Order; it depends on the individual
bearer. I’ve a friend who’s a cop – he uses his powers to help him out in his line of work. Battle
reflexes, heightened perceptions, that sort of thing. And last year I had the honor of working with
a group that did save the world.”The author arched an eyebrow. “What happened?”Tom
shrugged modestly. “I was only there for part of it, but do you remember when the temperature
dropped and the red crack appeared in the sky?”Flynn nodded. “I thought it was some Doctor
Who promotion. What was it really?”“Basically the Apocalypse, but they stopped it. So you see,
sometimes we do get to have adventures.”“And you said sometimes the gods give out quests –
what kind?”Tom frowned. “Again, it varies. Why do you ask?”“Well, I’m pretty sure Aphrodite gave
me one. Positive, actually – she even called it a quest. She said that her son was missing, and
that I’m the only one who can find him.”The other man grimaced. “Any details on why or
how?”Flynn shook his head. “She thought Hephaestus might have kidnapped him, but she said
it was definitely someone powerful. She thought other heroes – bearers, I’m guessing – would
show up to help me out.”Tom stood, pacing. “Well, I’ll definitely do whatever I can to help you, but
I’m not sure what we can do against anything powerful enough to kidnap Eros. He’s no
lightweight.”“Isn’t he, like, Cupid? The chubby little guy from Valentine’s Day?”“Far stronger than
they portray him. He can make anyone fall in love with anything, and he’s a deadly shot. It’s
fortunate that he’s a benevolent god, rather than a malicious one.”Flynn nodded, still taking
copious notes. “Well, isn’t there a relic squad or something that you can call up? People that
usually handle this sort of thing?”Tom shook his head. “You were tasked with the quest, so you
have to be the one to go, if you’re willing. And remember how I said there had been some
shakeups in the Order? We don’t have any ‘relic squad’ set up just yet, though it’s a good idea. I
know a few people that I can call, but I make no guarantees.”The author frowned. “Do you think
the bracelet is why she wanted me along? You said they give powers, right? What can it
do?”“We’ll know when it does something,” Tom said with a shrug. “It depends on the god and on
the relic.” He fought a laugh as Flynn continued taking notes, trying to catch up with the
conversation. “Let me call my cop friend, find out if he can help us. Excuse me for a
moment.”Flynn nodded as Tom crossed the room, hitting the speed dial on his phone. He paced
for a few moments and then frowned. The author dimly heard the beep of a message machine
as he finished jotting down his last sentence.“Liam,” Tom began, “Sorry to call so late, but I’ve
had some things come up. There’s a quest, and I need your help. If you get this and aren’t busy,
give me a call back. Elena’s welcome as well; we could use her knowledge of the myths.”He
hung up, shaking his head. “I don’t know if he’ll be able to make it; he puts his work first.”Flynn
frowned. “Is there anyone in the Order you could call? Or is there some way to contact the
gods?”Tom grimaced. “I don’t know anyone in the Order who would be a great help. We Seekers
aren’t that good at quests, what with our powers being focused on finding bearers. I don’t know
most of the others in the Order. As for contacting the gods, I’d image Aphrodite tried appealing to



them before she came to you.”“So what do we do now?”“Well, I do have one lead –I was visiting
some friends, and one of them mentioned a woman who worked the Ren Faire with him.” Flynn’s
confused look made Tom back up and correct himself. “Sorry, the Renaissance Festival. It’s like
a medieval reenactment gathering that travels around the country. Some states shorten the
name to the Ren Faire. Anyway, my friend wanted me to check up on this woman; he says she’s
a bearer.”Flynn grinned. “Sounds great! Do you think your friend could come too?”Tom’s face
darkened. “I’m afraid not. Kieth and his wife have… another job, and they can’t leave it.”The
author frowned, sensing a story but also seeing that Tom was reluctant to share. “Alright, then –
where’s the woman we’re supposed to find?”“Her name is Joanna,” Tom said as he reached for a
paper in his pocket. Scanning it, he continued, “She’s currently working the Faire in
Minnesota.”Flynn smiled at the coincidence. “That’s only a couple hours’ drive from here! We
can take my car, if you’d like. Oh! Or we could call on Iris and go by rainbow!”“I’ve found it’s best
to not rely on the gods too heavily if you’re not one of their bearers. The rainbow bridge is useful
when there’s no other way to get where you need to go, but I think Iris would get annoyed if we
called on her all the time. In any case, I’ve got a better idea. Do you get vertigo?”“I – I’m not big
on heights, so I sometimes get it around them. Why do you ask?”“I want to show you what relics
can do, if you’ll let me.” He glanced at the grandfather clock that rested between two
bookshelves. “You’re sure you don’t want to catch some sleep, wait until morning?”“You’re joking,
right?” Flynn asked incredulously. “There’s no way I’m risking waking up now! Everything’s just
starting to make sense! Well, kind of.”Tom shook his head, amused. “Alright, then. Got everything
you need?”Flynn clicked his pen closed and grabbed a satchel, tucking both pen and notebook
into the bag. He looked around, making sure there was nothing he was forgetting, and then
nodded. “Let’s do this thing!” He shooed Tom out of the door and locked it behind them, almost
skipping as he headed for the stairs. Tom followed behind him, fighting laughter at the author’s
excitement for their mission.When they reached the ground level of the apartment building Tom
led the way outside. He looked around for a moment, making sure no one was watching – which
Flynn found amusing at four in the morning. Tom then extended a hand to the author, who looked
at it curiously.“Grab my arm,” Tom said with a grin. “You’re going to want to hold on tight.”Flynn
raised an eyebrow, unsure of what the man had planned. He cautiously complied, grasping
Tom’s forearm, and the stranger’s grin widened. “Hang on!” he exclaimed, and Flynn suddenly
felt a force wrench his arm forward, tugging him along behind Tom as the man took off running at
an incredible speed. The buildings and trees they passed became an indiscernible blur, and
Flynn squeezed his eyes shut, praying that their journey would be over soon.ThreeFlynn held his
knees, struggling to control his shaking. When Tom had mentioned powers, he somehow hadn’t
thought of superspeed. True to Tom’s warning, it had given him vertigo that was only just
beginning to wear off. Tom stood at his side, apologizing yet again, but Flynn waved him away.
The cold air was helping him to regain control. It was only a few weeks before Halloween and
Minneapolis already had snow – something for which Flynn was currently grateful.“It’s alright,” he
said after a moment, when he was sure his stomach was back under his control. “Just – let’s not



do that again. You were right – major vertigo.”Tom nodded. “I understand completely, and I'm
sorry; I shouldn’t have dragged you along after you said you got it. Are you sure you’re
alright?”“Yeah, I’m good. Don’t worry about it – I wanted to see what you could do. What now?”A
frown crossed Tom’s face. “Your quest - your choice. The Faire is probably closed, since it’s
crazy early in the morning. We can wait until it opens and buy tickets, or we can try and sneak in
now. Kieth said his friend Jo is a bit of a night owl.”Flynn grinned. “Two dashing heroes on a
quest of some urgency? We sneak in, of course!”Tom sighed. “Somehow I knew you were going
to say that. Come on, then.” He laughed as Flynn backed up, shaking his head. “Normal speed, I
promise. We’ll walk.”The author sighed in relief. “Had me worried for a minute there!”The night
was dark, the sky overcast. The duo was far enough on the outskirts of the city to not have any
streetlights, but what little light there was reflected off of the snow, offering enough luminosity to
see by. Tom pointed them in the general direction of the Faire and they headed for it, both unsure
what to expect.The fires of the forge cast light on the life-sized chessboard, the figures casting
eerie shadows onto the snow. The pieces almost seemed to move as the flames danced to the
sound of a steady beat.Jo hammered the folded metal, her mind far away. She did her best work
at night, when the others had gone and couldn’t see. They mocked her for it, but nervously, and
always behind her back. She ignored their gossip like she ignored the sweat trickling down her
brow – it was a minor annoyance, nothing more.With her bare hands she gripped the blade and
lowered it into the water, her callused palms barely feeling the heat of the steel – to her, it was a
pleasant warmth on a cold night. From behind her game a strangled gasp and Jo whirled, steam
rising off of the sword as she pointed it at the two strangers who stood there.“Peace, we’re
friends!” the taller of the two called out as the second man gaped at her. Joanna cursed mentally,
prepared for their fear, but the speaker seemed unafraid. The other man simply seemed
amazed, a slow grin lighting his impish face.“Faire’s closed – come back in a few hours,” she
growled without lowering her blade.The tall man shook his head. “We’re not here for the Faire –
Kieth sent me.”Jo blinked, shocked. “Prove it.”“He’s a berserk warrior who worked the Faire with
you as a fellow apprentice for three years. I’ve got your name and address here in his
handwriting if it’ll help.”She extended a hand and he passed it over, keeping a careful distance
from her sword. Joanna frowned; the letter was definitely Kieth’s handwriting, and the strange
man knew what her friend was. She reluctantly lowered her blade, still steaming in the cold air.
“Is Kieth alright?”The man hesitated. “Long story, but yes. He’s just out of town for a while.
Joanna, right? I’m Tom, and this is Flynn.”The other stranger thrust out a hand, his eyes still
wide. “Flynn Carter– maybe you’ve heard of me? And may I ask how in the world you’re not
screaming in agony?”Tom kicked him, hard, but Jo shook her head. “It’s fine, I’m used to worse.
Come in and sit, I’d like to hear your story. Kieth doesn’t trust many people with his background.”
She gestured them towards the benches that were set up around the forge, far enough away to
be out of the worst of the heat while still allowing a good view of the blacksmith’s work. They took
the seats gratefully while she tidied up the forge, her work done for the night.Finished, Joanna
settled before them. “Why did Kieth send you?” she asked Tom. “Why not just call me?”He shook



his head. “It’s nothing serious, he just wanted me to let you know he was alright. He…doesn’t
exactly have access to a phone right now. We’re part of the Order, by the way, so don’t worry
about what you can and can’t say.”She nodded gratefully. “Then in answer to your question,
Flynn, my relic makes it so that heat doesn’t bother me. Makes my job a bit easier.”“I’d ask which
god, but the fact that you’re a blacksmith kind of answers that question.”Jo laughed. “Yeah,
Hephaestus is my patron. No offense, guys, but couldn’t this have waited until morning? It’s been
a year since I’ve seen Kieth, a few more hours isn’t going to hurt.” She shot a puzzled look at
Flynn, who was writing swiftly in his notebook as they spoke.Tom frowned. “Ordinarily yes, but
things have gotten complicated. Flynn only just got his relic, and it came with a quest. Everyone
that I would normally call for help is busy, but Kieth’s recommendation carries a lot of weight with
me. I’ll admit that I was hoping you would help us out.”Jo leaned forward, intrigued. “What kind of
quest is it?”Tom nudged Flynn, who hastily finished his sentence and looked up. “Aphrodite says
that her son has been kidnapped – and, uh, no offense, but she kind of thinks your god is the
one who took him.”Her brow furrowed. “Eros is gone, huh? Why would Hephaestus take
him?”“Jealousy, maybe? Aphrodite says that Eros isn’t his son, which might explain it.”Jo looked
at Tom. “Were you there when he got the quest?”He shook his head. “I showed up right after she
left. From what Flynn has said I think Hephaestus would have the motive, and he certainly has
the means – but it doesn’t seem quite right. Why wait until now to act? Eros has been around for
thousands of years.”Jo nodded and began to speak, but Flynn held up his hand. “Hold on – did
anyone hear that?”She and Tom looked at one another. There was no noise save for the dying
hiss of the embers. “I don’t hear anything,” she murmured.Flynn frowned. “I would swear there
was something…” He stood, scanning the area around them. All of the ramshackle buildings
nearby seemed empty, without even wind to stir them, but each could potentially hold an
eavesdropper. The life sized chessboard with its pieces creeped him out even more than the
buildings, especially with the way the shadows seemed to dance across it. It almost made the
pieces seem alive.He stared at it, gesturing for quiet as the others tried to speak again. If this
was his book, Flynn mused, and if he wanted to write an ambush scene – well, then the chess
board was where he’d set it. It sounded stupid when he put it like that, but Aphrodite had said
she wanted him for his writer’s mind. Flynn intended to use it.“Back up,” the author said, his voice
surprisingly confident. “We need to get out of here.”Jo shook her head. “There’s nothing there,
Flynn. Besides, why would anything come after us?”Flynn looked to Tom, hoping for some
support. The other man hesitated before nodding at him. “It could be something, Jo. Better safe
than sorry.”She sighed but followed Flynn as he edged away from the board, doing his best to
keep the benches between it and him as they exited the forge. The shadows still danced in the
dim light of the fire, but the night was eerily quiet. If someone was out there, they weren’t making
any noise.Jo suddenly grabbed Flynn’s elbow. “The fire isn’t moving,” she whispered, her voice
harsh.He glanced at the forge full of dying embers, then back to her. “So?”Tom groaned, seeing
what she meant. “So why are the shadows?”The three looked at the chessboard, and all hell
broke loose.
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