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Meg

Odd	Couple

“What	do	you	think,	Meg,	chartreuse	or	lime?”
I	 finished	 the	 paragraph	 I	 was	 reading	 and	 turned	 my	 head	 slightly.	 Shar

towered	over	me	in	spiked	heels	and	yellow	and	green	striped	PJs.	She	held	up
two	hangers;	the	dresses	on	them	looked	nearly	identical,	as	did	the	colors.
“Lime,”	I	said,	and	went	back	to	my	page.
“You	didn’t	even	look!”
“Yes	I	did.”	I	kept	my	eyes	on	my	book;	I	had	to	finish	reading	another	act	of

Julius	 Caesar,	 and	 this	 had	 to	 be	 the	 ninth	 ensemble	 she’d	 put	 together	 that
required	 a	 second	 opinion.	 Each	 one	 was	 a	 different	 shade	 of	 green,	 the	 “it”
color	 for	 spring,	 or	 so	 she	 said.	At	 least	 she’d	 settled	 on	what	 shoes	 to	wear.
Some	things	never	change.
“I	 know,”	 she	 said	brightly.	 “You	 can	 do	 a	 reading	 for	me!	That’ll	 help	me

decide.”
I	take	it	back.	A	lot	has	changed.
Experience	and	I	had	made	a	believer	out	of	Shar;	 she’d	added	an	astrology

app	 to	 her	 phone	 and	 carried	more	 lucky	 charms	 than	 a	 gypsy	 in	 her	 purse.	 I
warned	her	that	overdoing	it	could	be	counterproductive—less	is	more—but	she
was	a	newbie	in	the	world	of	the	occult	and	still	dazzled	by	its	mysteries.
“Shar,	you	don’t	do	a	tarot	reading	to	pick	an	outfit,”	I	said	as	she	went	over	to

my	desk	and	started	fishing	through	the	litter	of	books,	papers,	highlighters,	and
pens.
“Fine.”	She	plucked	the	tarot	deck	in	its	black	drawstring	bag	from	behind	my

laptop.	“Don’t	tell	me	what	to	wear.	Tell	me	what’s	going	to	happen	today.	Then



I	can	narrow	down	my	choices.”
I	 gave	her	 a	 droll	 look.	 “You’re	 going	 to	meet	 a	 stranger	 and	 fall	 deeply	 in

love.	Go	for	the	lime	green.”
She	ignored	me	and	pushed	the	deck	into	my	hands.
“That’s	really	what’s	going	to	happen—I	don’t	need	to	do	a	reading	to	tell	you

that,”	I	offered	hopefully,	but	Shar	pouted.	Only	a	reading	or	a	thorough	analysis
of	her	extensive	wardrobe	would	appease	her,	 and	 I	didn’t	 feel	 like	discussing
the	finer	points	of	boot-cut	versus	flared	jeans.	Not	today;	I	needed	to	finish	my
homework	before	we	went	downtown.
I	 slid	 the	 cards	 out	 of	 the	 pouch.	 Shar,	 here’s	 what’s	 going	 to	 happen	 this

afternoon:	we’re	meeting	Jeremy	and	Ian	for	lunch.	I	get	to	see	Jeremy,	and	you
get	to	meet	Ian,	and	we’re	all	going	to	live	happily	ever	after.	The	End.	I	flipped
through	the	deck	quickly,	then	handed	it	to	her.
She	proceeded	 to	 shuffle	 the	cards,	 touching	each	one	carefully	 just	 like	 I’d

taught	 her.	Her	 lips	 twisted	 into	 a	 self-satisfied	 grin,	 pleased	 she’d	 gotten	 her
way.
“Remember	to	focus	on	the	question,”	I	sighed.
Shar’s	features	quickly	knit	into	an	expression	of	fierce	concentration.	While

she	 worked	 at	 forcing	 her	 will	 into	 the	 cards,	 I	 gazed	 past	 her	 and	 out	 the
window.	Our	 room	was	on	 the	 third	 floor	of	 the	dorm	that	housed	seniors	 like
Shar	and	me—talented	students	chosen	for	the	Academically	Independent	High
School	of	New	York’s	Fourth	Year	Live-In	Program.	It	overlooked	a	tree-dotted
courtyard,	 but	 from	my	vantage	point	 on	 the	 bed,	 all	 I	 could	 see	was	 the	 dull
brick	 wall	 of	 the	 opposite	 building.	 In	 fact,	 unless	 I	 walked	 right	 up	 to	 the
window	 and	 leaned	 out,	 there	 wasn’t	 much	 else	 to	 see.	 Scenery-wise,	 the
window	was	 useless.	Nothing	 like	 the	 view	 from	 that	 posh	 pad	we’d	 lived	 in
while	working	for	Hades	…
Damn!
It	had	been	just	about	two	months	since	we’d	kissed	the	Siren	life	and	Hades

goodbye,	 and	 I	 thought	 that	with	 every	 day	 that	 passed,	 the	 experience	would
become	more	 and	more	 distant	 and	 eventually	 fade	 into	 a	 hazy	memory.	 The
world,	however,	was	full	of	reminders.	Inevitably,	I’d	walk	down	the	street	and
pass	 someplace	where	 Shar	 and	 I	 conspired,	 planned,	 or	 shopped.	 Then	 there
were	 the	mornings	when	I’d	pull	an	 impossibly	priced	 top	or	 jacket	out	of	my



closet—something	that,	in	my	normal	life,	I	could	never	afford.	The	simple	act
of	taking	the	subway—the	place	where	it	all	started—conjured	memories	of	the
deal	we’d	made	with	the	Lord	of	the	Underworld.	He’d	tricked	us	into	becoming
his	Sirens.	I’d	never	felt	so	stupid	in	my	life,	but	it	all	happened	so	quickly	…
I	shut	the	thought	out	of	my	mind.
It	was	done,	over,	finis,	and	Shar	and	I	were	back	to	suffering	through	boring

bagged	 lunches,	 pinching	 pennies	 until	 they	 screamed	 for	 mercy,	 and	 settling
back	 into	 our	 old	 odd-couple	 life	 in	 the	 Live-In	 dorm.	 It	 was	 hard	 to	 believe
senior	 year	 was	 almost	 over.	 We	 only	 had	 a	 couple	 of	 months	 left	 until
graduation.	Then	summer.	Then	college.	It	felt	like	we’d	only	just	started.
“Okay,	 I’m	 ready.”	 Shar	 straightened	 the	 cards	 into	 a	 neat	 stack	 and	 placed

them	on	the	smooth	stretch	of	coverlet	between	us.
“What’s	 going	 to	 happen	 …	 later	 today?”	 She	 said	 the	 last	 words	 in	 a

Hollywood-mysterious	voice.
Shar	wasn’t	 the	only	one	looking	forward	to	this	afternoon—I	was	too.	Now

that	my	boyfriend	Jeremy	was	free	of	Arkady	Romanov—our	Siren	assignment
and	his	over-demanding	employer—he	was	re-enrolled	at	NYU,	and	between	his
classes	and	mine,	we	saw	less	of	each	other	than	when	his	doomed	boss	had	kept
him	on	a	short	leash.	Our	meetings	were	few	and	fleeting,	and	no	longer	seemed
to	 pass	 in	 slow	 motion	 like	 when	 we’d	 first	 met.	 Still,	 I	 always	 counted	 the
minutes	until	I	saw	him,	and	right	now	there	were	about	246	left.
Shar	 hadn’t	 met	 anyone	 who	 interested	 her	 since	 we’d	 come	 back	 to	 our

normal	lives,	but	hopefully	that	was	about	to	change.	Jeremy	told	us	he	met	Ian
in	 film	 class	 and	 said	 he	 was	 nice,	 good-looking	 enough	 to	 have	 done	 some
modeling	work,	and	most	 importantly,	unattached.	He	suggested	 the	four	of	us
do	something	together.	After	hearing	this,	Shar	promptly	embarked	on	a	crusade
to	find	an	“I’m	meeting	a	former	model	that	I	could	possibly	start	dating”	outfit.
I	turned	the	first	card	over,	revealing	a	picture	of	a	heart	being	pierced	by	three

swords.
Shar	picked	up	the	card	and	peered	worriedly	at	it.	“That	doesn’t	look	happy.”
“That’s	 the	past,”	I	said,	 taking	it	 from	her	and	placing	it	back	into	position.

“Broken	heart,	love	triangles.”
She	nodded	grimly—we’d	both	been	interested	 in	Jeremy	when	we	first	met

him.	 And	 then,	 of	 course,	 Hades	 tried	 to	 recruit	 her	 to	 be	 his	 spring-slash-



summer	lollipop	and	she’d	been	caught	between	him	and	his	wife,	Persephone.
Still,	 Shar	 looked	 doubtful	 as	 she	 said,	 “Makes	 sense	…	 you	 sure	 that’s	 the
past?”
“Yes.	It’s	what	your	experiences	were,	not	are	or	are	going	to	be.”
She	nodded	and	tapped	the	next	card.	“Good.	Moving	on.”
I	flipped	it	over.	Death.
“Oh,	great!”	Her	shoulders	slumped.
“Shar,”	 I	 started.	We’d	 been	 through	 this	 before—many	 times.	 “Remember

what	I	told	you	about	the	Death	card.	It	means—”
“Sudden	change,”	she	said,	cutting	me	off.	“But	couldn’t	they	express	it	in	a

different	way?	Why	all	the	skeletons	and	dead	people?”
“Look	past	it,”	I	said	with	a	dismissive	wave.	“You	want	change,	don’t	you?

Never	be	afraid	of	the	Death	card.”
“Next,”	she	grumbled.
I	flipped	the	card	over	and	Shar	let	out	a	little	squeal.	The	Lovers.
“Interesting,”	I	mused.
“Obvious!”	she	bubbled.	“Do	you	think	I’m	runway	ready?	Maybe	I’ll	have	an

actual	 date	 for	 the	Spring	Fling.”	She	got	 up	 and	 twirled	 around,	 catching	her
stiletto	heels	together	and	nearly	falling	over.
“Better	 work	 on	 that	 twirl,	 Naomi,”	 I	 said,	 trying	 not	 to	 laugh.	 Shar	 was

usually	graceful	in	everything	from	sky-high	stilettos	to	chunky	wedges,	but	she
was	 giddy,	 and	 when	 she	 was	 giddy,	 she	 got	 clumsy.	 “Remember	 the	 Death
card?	 Things	 aren’t	 always	 what	 they	 seem	 to	 be,	 so	 don’t	 take	 them	 at	 face
value.	I	wouldn’t	pick	out	his	’n	her	towels	just	yet.”
Her	lips	squished	together	into	a	tight	and	disappointed	pucker.
“It’s	not	bad,”	I	said.	“The	Lovers	indicates	that	there’ll	be	choices	to	make.”
She	 brightened.	 “Like	what	 to	wear!”	 She	 got	 up	 and	 sashayed	 over	 to	 her

dresser.	She	pulled	out	another	green	…	something.	I	couldn’t	tell	what	it	was.
Please,	no	more	outfits!	I	have	to	finish	my	Lit	reading!
“Does	abrupt	change	call	for	skinny	jeans	and	flats	or	a	mini-dress?”
“I’d	do	the	jeans,”	I	said	as	seriously	and	with	as	much	authority	as	I	could.	“If

you	fall	down	you	won’t	embarrass	yourself.”
“As	 if!”	 she	huffed,	 pulling	 a	 few	more	 things	out	 of	 her	 dresser:	 a	 scarf,	 a

different	 top.	 She	 arranged	 the	 things	 precisely	 on	 her	 bed,	 smoothing	 out



wrinkles,	adjusting	the	position	and	angle	of	a	sleeve,	a	collar.
“Perfect!”	she	said,	stepping	back	and	surveying	her	work.	Despite	myself,	I

looked	up	 again.	Shar	 had	put	 together	 a	 pair	 of	 form-fitting	dark	 jeans	 and	 a
slinky	blouse	 the	color	of	new	grass.	With	 a	 pair	 of	 fierce	 bronze	 heels	 and	a
stack	of	glittery	bangles	…	um,	wait	a	minute	…
A	 chill	 breeze	 flitted	 through	 the	 window,	 which	 was	 open	 a	 crack	 to

compensate	 for	 the	 baseboard	 heaters;	 Maintenance	 must’ve	 cranked	 the
temperature	up	to	90	degrees.	Shar	grabbed	a	bathrobe	and	kicked	a	neon	pair	of
pink	flip-flops	out	from	underneath	her	bed	with	her	toe.
“Going	to	take	a	shower.	Are	you	done	with	the	bathroom?”	She	looked	me	up

and	down	with	a	critical	eye.	“We’re	going	to	be	right	by	Century	21	and—”
“I	know,	you	want	to	stop	in	before	we	meet	the	guys,”	I	finished	for	her.	“I

showered	earlier,	just	have	to	get	dressed.	I	promise	I’ll	come	up	with	something
that	meets	with	your	approval.”
She	nodded	and	whooshed	her	way	out	of	the	room,	closing	the	door	behind

her	with	a	soft	click.	I	leaned	over	and	squinted	at	my	laptop;	the	little	clock	on
the	bottom	read	9:47.	 I	guessed	I	should	get	 ready.	Getting	up,	 I	stretched	and
sauntered	over	 to	 the	closet.	Without	 thinking,	 I	slid	 the	door	open	 to	my	half,
and	a	pile	of	shoes,	boots,	CDs,	and	clothes	gushed	out,	making	a	little	swamp	of
stuff	around	my	feet.
“Crap,”	I	said	aloud.
We	usually	kept	the	closet	door	shut	in	fear	of	an	

avalanche;	 this	 situation	 was	more	 the	 result	 of	 our	 indulgent	 Siren	 shopping
sprees	 than	 my	 general	 lack	 of	 tidiness.	 I	 kneeled	 down	 and	 scooped	 up	 an
armful	of	things	from	the	pile,	then	paused	for	a	moment	and	surveyed	the	room.
For	the	most	part	it	looked	as	it	had	from	the	beginning—a	kind	of	yin-yang,	my
brooding	darkness	against	Shar’s	perky	lightness.	Her	coordinated	bedding	was
bright	 and	 neat,	 her	 desk	 clear,	 her	 dresser	 orderly.	 On	 my	 half	 of	 the	 room
clothes	hung	out	of	every	drawer,	and	the	desk	was	a	burial	mound	of	textbooks
and	 half-finished	 papers.	 But	 here	 and	 there	 were	 tiny	 signs	 of	 welcome
intrusion—rosy	 scarves	 draping	my	bed,	 a	 glittery	 cat	 bank	with	 a	 raised	paw
watching	over	Shar’s	workspace	like	a	guardian.	I	felt	a	surge	of	comfort	wash
over	me.	Shar	and	I	were	the	same	people	who	had	met	back	in	September,	but
now	we	were	friends.



I	 got	 dressed:	 black	 skirt,	 semi-clingy	 black	 tee,	 a	 denim	 jacket.	Out	 of	 the
mess	of	my	 top	drawer	 I	got	some	glittery	socks.	 I	pulled	 them	on	and	started
looking	through	the	jumble	of	stuff	on	the	floor	for	my	shoes	when	Shar	breezed
in,	her	hair	done	up	in	a	towel	turban.
I	could	see	her,	out	of	the	corner	of	my	eye,	sizing	up	my	clothes.
“A	little	predictable,	but	 I	guess	 it’s	all	 right.	 I	 like	 the	socks—a	nice	 jolt	of

bling.”
The	muffled	tones	of	a	synthy	electronica	song	came	from	her	bag.	She	sighed

and	walked	over	to	the	purse	that	rested	at	the	foot	of	her	bed.
Digging	out	her	phone,	she	said	“Alana”	and	slid	it	open	to	read	a	text.
“She	wants	to	go	out	later.”	Shar	tapped	in	a	reply	and	tossed	the	phone	on	the

bed,	 then	 took	 the	 towel	off	her	head.	Almost	 immediately	 the	song	started	up
again.
Shar	read	the	new	text	and	shook	her	head.
“What’s	up?”	I	asked.
“Going	out	with	your	vampire	roomie	again?”	she	read.
Shar,	 Alana	 Dean,	 Kate	 Jones,	 and	 Caroline	 Cerillo	 were	 known	 as	 the

Fashion	Foursome;	all	of	them	were	going	to	the	Fashion	Institute	of	Technology
after	graduation.	They	weren’t	thrilled	when	Shar	had	the	unlucky	fate	of	being
paired	up	with	me	last	fall.	I	hadn’t	been	too	pleased	with	the	situation	either,	but
when	we	returned	to	school	after	winter	break—and	our	alliance	with	Hades—
Shar	tried	to	bring	me	into	the	fold.	But	it	just	didn’t	work.	Slowly,	she	cut	down
on	hang-time	with	her	former	BFFs	in	favor	of	studying,	shopping,	and	hitting
the	occasional	club	with	me,	the	vampire	roomie.
Shar	grinned	as	she	replied	to	the	message.
“What’d	you	tell	her?”	I	asked.
“That	I	can’t	go	out	because	I’m	meeting	a	former	model	for	a	lunch	date	and

hoping	it’ll	turn	into	something.”
I	brushed	aside	a	twinge	of	hurt	that	Shar	didn’t	mention	me	in	the	message,

rationalizing	that	if	she	had,	it	might	have	resulted	in	Alana	coming	down	to	our
room	for	a	“talk,”	like	she	did	when	things	first	started	getting	back	to	normal.
None	of	my	friends	would	do	that,	but	then,	I	wasn’t	part	of	a	posse	where	if	one
member	went	astray,	eyebrows	were	raised	and	questions	were	asked.
As	if	on	cue,	the	music	started	again.	Shar	looked	at	the	message	and	nodded.



“Go	for	it,	girlfriend!	We	want	a	full	report!”	she	read.	“That	means	I	won’t	be
hearing	 from	 her	 again	 today,	 but	 watch	 out	 tomorrow.”	 She	 started	 getting
dressed.
I	found	my	shoes	at	the	bottom	of	the	heap	and	started	strapping	them	on.
“Oooo!”	Shar	cooed	when	she	saw	them.	“Are	those	…	”
“Vivienne	Westwood.”
“Where	did	you	get	them?	How	did	you	get	them?”	She	picked	up	the	shoe	I

hadn’t	slipped	on	yet.	“They	look	like	you’ve	had	them	forever.”
“Vintage	store.	They	were	cheap	because	of	the	nick	on	the	side	here,”	I	said,

turning	it	so	she	could	see.
“Ewww!	 Foot	 germs!	 I	 would	 not	wear	 someone	 else’s	 shoes!”	 Her	 hand

jerked	away.
“But	they’re	designer!”
She	 squinched	 up	 her	 face.	 “At	 least	 it’s	 a	 leap	 up	 from	 all	 your	 previous

choices.	With	such	decadence,	how	can	you	live	with	yourself?”
“They’re	old,”	I	started,	putting	on	the	other	shoe,	“but	even	if	they	were	new,

they’re	not	made	in	the	third	world,	so	I	know	the	person	stitching	them	together
is	being	paid	a	living	wage.	And—”
“That’s	 enough!”	 Shar	 raised	 her	 hands.	 “They’re	 Westwood,	 they’re

awesome.	No	one	needs	to	know	their	life	story.”
“And	they’re	black,”	I	concluded.	“So	it	suits	me,	being	a	vampire	and	all.”
The	dig	wasn’t	lost	on	her.
“Meg,”	 she	 said,	 coming	over	 to	my	bed	and	 sitting	down	next	 to	me.	 “I’m

sorry	about	Alana.	Things	are	different.	But	I	couldn’t	…	”
I	pictured	Shar	trying	to	tell	the	abandoned	trio	about	the	subtle	change	in	their

and	our	 relationships:	Meg	may	be	a	 little	on	 the	 strange	side,	but	 she’s	 really
cool	when	you	get	to	know	her	…	No.	Not	happening.
I	nodded.	“I	know.	Come	on,	finish	up	and	let’s	get	out	of	here.”
An	hour	later,	we	were	browsing	the	top	floor	of	Century	21.
“Tell	me	 again	why	we’re	 here?”	 I	 asked.	 Shar	was	 digging	 through	 a	 rack

stuffed	with	jeans,	not	listening	to	me.	I	touched	her	arm.	“Haven’t	you	bought
enough	clothes?”
She	looked	up	from	her	search.	“I	really	thought	there	was	some	hope	for	you,

rocking	 those	 shoes,”	 she	 sighed,	 shooting	 a	 glance	 at	my	 feet.	 “But	 you	 still



don’t	 get	 the	 whole	 shopping	 experience.	 You’re	 still	 in	 mourning	 colors.
And”—she	 leaned	 in	 closer	 to	 me—“don’t	 you	 want	 to	 get	 something	 that
doesn’t	remind	you	of	…	him?”
I	 shrugged.	 I	 hadn’t	 bought	 as	 much	 as	 she	 had;	 she’d	 been	 practically

delirious	when	we	had	the	no-limit	credit	card	and	a	walk-in	closet	large	enough
to	house	a	taxi.	I	just	didn’t	attach	the	same	sentiment	to	clothes—Shar	acted	as
if	every	pair	of	jeans	had	a	personality.
I	 looked	at	my	watch	again.	We	didn’t	want	to	set	out	too	early;	 it	would	be

better	if	Jeremy	and	Ian	were	waiting	for	us,	rather	than	the	other	way	around.	I
followed	Shar	over	to	a	rack	of	dresses,	and	then	I	heard	her	gasp	and	click	her
tongue.
“What’s	the	matter?”	I	asked.	She	looked	really	angry.
“I	 can’t	 believe	 this!”	 She	 clutched	 a	 hanger	 furiously.	 An	 iridescent,

turquoise-colored	halter	sheath	hung	crookedly	off	its	plastic	arms.	One	of	them
was	broken.	Shar	shook	the	dress	violently,	the	silk	rippling	like	water.	“I	bought
this	 at	 that	 boutique	 when	 we	 were	 shopping	 for	 the	 show	 at	 the	 Met,”	 she
growled.	“The	sales	person	said	it	was	a	limited	edition	and	that	I’d	gotten	the
last	one.	Now	it’s	here	for	$99.97?	Do	you	realize	that	someone	who	buys	fake
Gucci	 off	 the	 street	 for	 ten	 dollars	 can	 walk	 around	 in	my	 $5,000	Alexander
McQueen	dress	for	a	hundred	dollars?!”
My	forehead	wrinkled	in	pity	for	her,	but	not	that	much.	“Shar?”
“What?!”
“What	does	a	yellow	dot	on	the	tag	mean?”
“That’s	an	extra	twenty	percent	off.”
“Well,	then	your	dress	will	only	cost	around	$80,	or	something	like	that,	with

tax	of	course.”
Her	 hand	 started	 to	 shake,	 and	 she	 stared	 at	me	 in	 a	way	 that	 reminded	me

uncomfortably	 of	 Persephone.	 She	 jammed	 the	 dress	 back	 onto	 the	 rack	 and
stormed	off.	Resigned,	I	followed	in	her	wake.
About	an	hour	later,	after	a	visit	to	the	shoe	department	and	some	serious	toe

curling	language	from	Shar	about	more	bargains	that	had	migrated	here,	we	left
and	started	making	our	way	across	town.
“When	 did	 you	 say	we	were	meeting	 them?”	 she	 asked,	 looking	 at	 the	 sky,

which	had	clouded	over.



“In	less	than	an	hour.”
She	grinned	hugely	at	me,	then	wrinkled	her	nose	as	a	fat	raindrop	hit	her.
“Hail	a	cab!”	she	cried,	shielding	her	face	with	her	hand.
“Don’t	want	to	smear	your	mascara?”	I	teased.	“I	think	I	have	an	umbrella.”	I

started	to	dig	in	my	bag.
“I’m	always	prepared,”	she	said,	reaching	a	hand	into	her	purse.	I	got	 to	my

umbrella	first;	it	was	one	of	the	accessories	hurled	at	me	by	the	Siren-dazed	guys
during	 that	 first	 shopping	 trip	 to	Henri	 Bendel.	 Black	 and	 lacy,	 it	was	 one	 of
those	 Goth-loli	 confections	 from	 Japan,	 daintily	 Victorian	 and	 intensely
feminine.	I	popped	it	open	and	held	 it	over	both	of	us	while	Shar	continued	to
search	in	her	bag.
Suddenly	her	face	registered	confusion.
“What’s	wrong?”	I	asked.
She	 stopped	moving	 forward	 and	 shuffled	 close	 to	 the	 building.	 I	 followed,

holding	the	umbrella.	From	the	depths	of	her	purse,	she	pulled	out	a	 light	blue
box.
She	opened	it	and	sucked	in	a	breath.	It	was	the	mega-sized,	crystal-clear	blue

diamond	 ring	 from	Tiffany’s,	 the	 one	Hades	 had	gifted	 to	 her	 but	 she’d	never
worn.



Shar

Not	You	Again!

“What	do	I	do	with	it?”	I	mused.	The	diamond	sparkled	on	its	snowy	cushion;	a
few	people	pushing	by	 stared	 and	gaped.	 “I	 didn’t	 know	 it	was	 still	 there.”	 In
fact,	the	last	time	I’d	seen	it	was	months	ago,	after	Hades	slipped	it	in.
“What	do	you	mean,	‘what	do	I	do	with	it?’”	Meg	replied.	“Wear	it.	Enjoy	it.”
“I	can’t	keep	it.	It’s	the	one	from	him.”	I	gave	Meg	a	duh	look.	Didn’t	she	get

it?
She	put	a	hand	on	her	hip,	annoyed.	“So?	Isn’t	most	of	your	wardrobe?”
“I	don’t	want	it.”
“What’s	the	big	deal?”
Was	she	really	serious?	 I	wondered	 if	 I	had	completely	corrupted	Ms.	Save-

The-World-from-Capitalist-Exploitation-and-Sing-We-Are-The-World.
“I	don’t	want	it	anymore,”	I	said.
“You?	Not	want	a	five	carat,	flawless,	emerald-cut	diamond?	From	Tiffany’s?”

Meg’s	mouth	hung	open.
“Guess	I’m	not	the	selfish,	greedy,	materialistic	girl	I	used	to	be.	You	take	it.”

I	thrust	the	box	at	her.
“I	don’t	want	it.”	Meg	clutched	her	umbrella	with	both	hands	so	she	couldn’t

touch	 it.	 “Besides	 being	 pretentious,	 unnecessary,	 and	 not	 my	 style,	 it’s
dangerous—baubles	that	big	attract	muggers.”
“I’ll	donate	it	to	charity,”	I	said.
“Good	 idea.	 But	 before	 you	 do,	 try	 it	 on.	 Just	 once,	 to	 get	 it	 out	 of	 your

system.”
I	gazed	at	the	ring.	“I	don’t	know.”	Anything	connected	with	Greek	gods,	I’d



learned	 too	 late,	meant	 trouble	 I	wasn’t	prepared	 for.	Besides,	Persephone	had
the	exact	same	ring,	although	 that	kind	of	 thing	was	only	a	problem	when	you
showed	up	at	a	soirée	in	a	one-of-a-kind	couture	dress	and	found	out	three	other
people	had	the	same	one	on.
“If	you	don’t,	I’ll	never	hear	the	end	of	it,”	Meg	muttered.	“	‘Oh,	I	should’ve

at	least	tried	it!’	”	She	raised	her	voice	to	a	squeak,	no	doubt	in	imitation	of	me
—though	poorly	done—and	tilted	her	head	from	side	to	side.
Like	I	really	did	that!	It	was	too	stereotypical	dumb	blonde,	which	I	am	NOT.
“One	quick	twirl	on	the	finger,	then	pop	it	back	in	the	box	and	we	can	drop	it

off,	or	send	it	to	whatever	charity	you	want,”	she	pressed.	“You	get	to	have	your
pink	frosted	cake	and	eat	it	too.	You	can	say	you	owned	a	massive	Tiffany	ring
and,	knowing	there	are	people	out	there	who	could	use	the	money,	you	donated	it
to	charity.	Miss	Benevolence	with	style.	And	 I’ll	never	have	 to	hear,	 ‘I	 should
have!’”
That	time,	she	did	sound	like	me.	I	grinned.	“Okay.	But	I’m	really	not	keeping

it.”	I	opened	the	box,	pulled	the	ring	out,	and	slid	the	cool	platinum	circle	onto
my	finger.	Holding	my	hand	out,	I	waved	it	back	and	forth,	eyeing	the	sparkle.
I	 felt	 nothing.	No	 smugness,	 no	 joy,	 nothing.	 The	 ring	was	 beautiful,	 but	 it

came	from	him.	I	didn’t	want	anything	from	him	or	any	other	god.
“I’m	done.”	I	pulled	the	ring	to	take	it	off.
It	wouldn’t	budge.
Okay,	 you’re	 just	 a	 little	 emotional	 remembering	 the	whole	 Sirens	 ordeal,	 I

told	myself.	Greek	 gods	 coming	 to	 life,	 contracts	 signed	 in	 blood,	 an	 ancient
man	sent	to	the	Underworld,	you	and	Meg	almost	turning	into	birds.
I	tugged	and	tugged.	Panic	started	to	choke	me.	Get	it	off!	Get	it	off!
“Having	a	hard	time?”	Meg	teased.
“It	won’t	come	off!”	She	had	to	see	the	fear	on	my	face	or	hear	it	in	my	voice.
An	 arm—warm,	 muscular,	 and	 not	 Meg’s—slid	 around	 my	 shoulders.	 The

breath	of	temptation	slid	into	my	ears.
“I	believe	I	can	assist	you	with	that.”
Hades,	Lord	of	the	Underworld,	personal	nemesis,	and	all-around	studly	hunk.

His	hands,	sleek	and	bronzed	and	gentle,	twirled	the	huge	diamond	ring	around
my	trembling	finger.	Holding	my	hand	up	to	 the	 light	so	 that	 the	ring	sparkled
like	a	star,	he	asked,	“Stunning,	isn’t	 it?	Even	though	it	pales	in	comparison	to



you.	Are	you	sure	you	want	to	take	it	off?”
Goose	 bumps	 raced	 down	 my	 skin.	 Please,	 please,	 please,	 let	 me	 be

hallucinating.
“What.	 Are.	 You.	 Doing.	 Here?”	Meg	 could	 barely	 get	 the	 words	 past	 her

clenched	 jaw.	 I	 remained	 too	 dumbfounded	 to	 speak.	On	 the	 busy	 city	 street,
people	passed	by,	oblivious	to	the	scene	of	desperation	occurring	in	their	midst.
Horns	blared,	cyclists	zipped	past,	a	nippy	breeze	fluttered	scarves	and	coats;	it
was	surreal.
He’s	blocking	 the	sight	of	our	 little	drama	from	human	eyes.	It	was	our	own

little	piece	of	the	Twilight	Zone.
“I’m	delighted	you’ve	decided	to	renew	our	agreement!	After	our	last	meeting,

I	 thought	 you	were	 actually	 tiring	of	me.	 I’m	 so	glad	 I	was	mistaken.”	Hades
leaned	forward	so	his	head	was	between	us.	First	he	smiled	at	Meg,	then	turned	a
suggestive	leer	on	me.	“So	many	delights	I	have	planned	for	you	two.”
I	shuddered	and	leaned	away.
Meg	threw	off	his	arm.	I	followed	her	example.	At	least	someone’s	brain	was

working	today.
“Renew	our	agreement?”	she	croaked.
I	cringed	at	 the	 thought	of	our	previous	encounter	with	Hades.	 In	his	 sultry,

sexy,	 too-good-to-be-true-and-we-should-have-known-better	 manner,	 he’d
promised	to	get	us	out	of	a	dilemma	that	he’d	set	up,	the	snake.	In	exchange	we
agreed	to	become	his	one-time	Sirens	and	send	an	old	guy—a	creepy,	nasty	sort
—down	to	Tartarus.	I	still	cringed	at	the	fact	that	Hades	had	managed	to	fool	us
into	the	deal,	but	he	was	smooth.	And	here	he	was	again,	with	his	brooding	looks
of	dark	forbidden	promises,	his	wavy	auburn	hair,	and	his	chiseled	abs.
“What	do	you	mean?”	Meg	continued.	“We	finished	our	deal.	Hera	said	so.”
“And	she’s	the	queen	of	all	of	you,”	I	added.	Tough	talk!	But	it	was	all	I	could

think	of	at	the	moment,	with	his	Calvin	Klein	Eternity	cologne	teasing	my	nose.
Then	 I	whirled	 around	 and	 slapped	 a	 hand	 against	 his	 classically	 cut	 silver-

sheen	 suit,	 so	 perfectly	 accessorized	 with	 a	 purple	 tie	 and	 lighter-shade	 shirt.
With	thick	silver	cuff	links,	of	course.	He	knew	how	to	dress	to	muddle	a	girl’s
brain.	I	shook	my	head	to	clear	it	of	the	enticing	god	in	front	of	me.	Meg	and	I
weren’t	going	to	go	without	a	fight.
“Save	the	charm,	it	won’t	work!”	I	yelled.	“We	don’t	care	how	nice	you	act,	or



how	many	perks	you	throw	in—nothing’s	changed!	We	are	NOT	getting	sucked
in	again!”
“Never.”	Meg	gave	him	a	steely	blast	of	her	icy	blues.	If	anyone	could	resist

Hades,	it	was	her.	For	all	her	5’3”	stature,	she	was	a	dynamo.	Very	few	people
got	past	her	 if	she	didn’t	wish	it.	At	half	a	foot	 taller	and	minus	the	dangerous
curves,	I,	Sharisse	Johnson,	was	a	wuss.	Well,	unless	it	involved	a	pair	of	sexy
red	stilettos	with	little	gold	embellishments.	That’s	what	started	this	whole	mess
—not	knowing	when	to	walk	away	from	the	perfect	shoe.
“Go	away,	Hades.	Shar,	let’s	get	a	little	soap	to	slide	that	ring	off,	then	we	can

return	it	to	Tiffany’s.	Or	drop	it	in	the	collection	basket	at	the	Salvation	Army.”
Meg	grabbed	my	arm	and	hauled	me	down	the	street,	never	looking	back.
Neither	of	us	had	to.	Suddenly,	lounging	carelessly	against	the	shiny	glass	of

the	 Victoria’s	 Secret	 in	 front	 of	 us	 and	 buffing	 his	 blood-red	 ruby	 ring	 was
Hades.	 Mannequins	 in	 pink	 polka-dot	 bikinis	 smiled	 down	 at	 him	 from	 the
window	display.	Meg	 swung	 us	 both	 around—and	we	 promptly	 slammed	 into
his	hard,	sculpted,	only-in-my-wildest-dreams	body.	The	breath	whooshed	right
out	of	me.
“It’s	 not	 so	 simple,	 ladies.	 I	 truly	 had	 no	 intention	 of	 interfering	with	 your

insignificant	mortal	lives	again,	but	you	summoned	me	back.”
I	gasped.	Meg	growled.
“We	did	no	such	thing!”	she	argued.
“Not	on	your	life!”	I	added.
His	smile	was	slow,	seductive,	and	really	scaring	the	life	out	of	me.	Ooh,	this

was	so	not	going	 to	be	good;	I	 just	knew	it	all	 the	way	down	to	my	You-Can-
Never-Be-Too-Pink	toenail	polish.
“You	put	the	diamond	ring	on,”	he	said	to	me,	showing	his	supermodel	teeth,

then	turned	to	Meg.	“And	you	persuaded	her	to	do	it.”
“Our	contract	never	specified	that	we	couldn’t	use	the	things	we	bought,”	Meg

said.	“Or	that	we	had	to	give	them	up	once	we	finished	our	task.”
She	was	right.	After	we’d	been	duped	by	Hades	and	his	divine	cronies	for	the

umpteenth	time,	she’d	reviewed	the	details	of	the	contract	and	committed	them
to	memory.	It	paid	to	be	paranoid.
“But	Sharisse	didn’t	buy	the	diamond,”	Hades	replied	smoothly.	“It	was	a	gift.

From	me.”



Meg	opened	her	mouth	 to	speak,	but	Hades	held	up	a	slim	 index	 finger	and
waggled	it.
“Some	 gifts,	 like	 rings,	 come	 with	 conditions.	 If	 you	 accept	 the	 ring,	 you

accept	the	conditions.”
This	was	one	of	those	moments	of	clarity	that	pop	into	your	head	so	suddenly

it	almost	hurts.	His	gifts	were	tainted.
“Like	an	engagement	ring?”	I	squeaked.
He	nodded	slowly,	a	saturnine	smile	making	its	leisurely	way	across	his	face.	I

couldn’t	breathe.
“And	because	I	convinced	her—”	started	Meg.
“You	are	just	as	liable,”	he	concluded	with	a	smirk.
And	we	were	indentured.	Again.
“We	give	everything	back!”	Not	caring	about	the	skin	I	would	forfeit,	I	yanked

off	 the	 ring	and	 threw	 it,	all	 five	horrifying,	evil	carats,	 right	at	him.	Bye	bye,
Tiffany’s	best.	I	tried	to	reach	for	Meg’s	hand	and	make	a	run	for	it,	but	as	if	in
slow	motion,	Hades	stepped	back	and	caught	the	ring	in	midair.	How	Matrix.
He	shook	his	head	sadly.	“It	doesn’t	work	that	way,	my	darling.	You	accepted

a	gift,	and	so	you	are	beholden	to	me	once	more.”
“Hera!”	Meg	shouted.
Yes!	Call	the	queen!	She’ll	hand	Hades	his	posterior.
Nothing	happened.
Or	not.
“She	 won’t	 come,”	 he	 chuckled.	 “You	 are	 the	 ones	 who	 initiated	 a

continuation	of	 the	contract.	She	can’t,	 and	won’t,	 interfere.	Nice	 try,	 though.”
His	 gaze	 turned	 ominous.	 “This	 time,	 however,	 things	 are	 going	 to	 be	 a	 little
different.”
It	 suddenly	 got	 dark.	 But	 only	 where	 I	 was	 standing.	 I	 could	 see	Meg	 and

Hades	 clearly,	 like	 the	 sun	 shone	 only	 on	 them.	 In	 an	 instant,	 I	 felt	 like	 I’d
dropped	over	the	biggest	hill	on	that	vomit-inducing	roller	coaster	at	Six	Flags	I
was	 dumb	 enough	 to	 ride	 on	 last	 summer.	 I	 felt	 weightless,	 yet	 was	 hurtling
through	space.
The	sensation	of	falling	stopped	almost	as	soon	as	it	started.	Meg	and	Hades

were	still	in	front	of	me,	but	there	seemed	to	be	a	glass	barrier	between	us.
I	banged	on	the	pane	with	my	fist;	it	was	thick	and	unmoving.	I	swung	around.



There	was	nothing	but	gloom	behind	me.	I	stretched	out	a	hand	into	it,	touching
a	 cold	 nothingness.	Quickly,	 all	 the	 air	 around	me	 chilled.	A	whorl	 of	 steamy
breath	curled	from	my	lips	before	dissipating.	When	I	wrapped	my	arms	around
my	waist	to	stop	the	shivering,	my	hands	touched	bare	skin;	he’d	dressed	me	in	a
pink	 polka-dot	 bikini,	 just	 like	 the	 mannequins!	 And	 in	 those	 infernal	 red
stilettos!
My	Life	Ruined	By	Shoes,	as	told	by	Sharisse	Johnson.	Oh,	I	was	going	to	give

him	the	shoes—right	in	the	privates!
Whipping	 back	 around,	 I	 threw	myself	 against	 the	 glass	 barrier.	 My	 hands

were	pressed	against	it,	and	my	breath,	drawn	in	panic,	created	a	fog	on	the	glass
in	front	of	me,	making	it	hard	to	see	Meg’s	face	clearly.	I	swiped	it	clean.	Her
eyes	 grew	 huge	 when	 she	 saw	 me.	 She	 banged	 on	 her	 side	 of	 the	 glass.	 I
pounded	back,	but	it	made	no	sound	or	vibration.	All	I	could	do	was	cry.	She	put
one	 hand	 over	 her	 mouth	 and	 paled.	 Was	 there	 no	 getting	 out?	 Frantic,	 I
screamed	for	her.	As	the	pane	darkened,	my	last	vision	was	of	Meg	kicking	the
glass,	tears	streaming	down	her	face.
I	don’t	know	how	long	I	stood	there.
Alone.
In	the	dark.
Shaking	with	dread	and	cold,	I	wobbled	a	few	steps	away	from	the	glass	to	see

how	far	back	my	crystal	prison	extended.	The	gloom	of	a	cavelike	space	yawned
behind	me.	Searching	around	slowly,	I	saw	pinpoints	of	light,	which	allowed	me
brief	glances	into	the	dimness	beyond.	Shadows	moved,	but	I	couldn’t	make	out
what	they	were.	I	got	goose	bumps	on	my	goose	bumps.
I	want	my	cashmere	sweater!
“Hello?”	I	called.	A	faint	echo	bounced	back.	This	place	was	huge.	I’d	been	in

Howe	Caverns	in	upstate	New	York,	but	not	for	long.	The	winding	and	twisting
passageways	 were	 too	 claustrophobic.	 This	 place	 was	 too	 big,	 too	 dark.	 I
trembled.	Where	was	I?
Whenever	Hades	whisked	me	off	 someplace,	 like	a	privately	owned	 tropical

island	 or	 Ferragamo’s	 in	Milan,	 it	was	 to	 tempt	me.	But	 there	was	 absolutely
nothing	 in	 this	 scenario	 that	 was	 the	 least	 bit	 beguiling.	 I	 couldn’t	 figure	 out
where	he	dumped	me.	 I	 sniffed.	 It	was	dark.	And	moldy.	And	 icky.	 I	could	be
anywhere—a	sewer,	a	subway	tunnel,	a	mine.



First	 lesson	 about	mortal	 females,	Hades,	 is	NOT	 to	 send	 them	 to	 a	 skanky
dark	place.	And	dressed	in	the	wrong	outfit!



Meg

Fleeced!

I	ran	up	to	the	window	and	banged	violently	on	the	glass.	Shar	stood	on	the	other
side	of	it,	her	low-slung	jeans	and	bright	green	top	gone,	replaced	by	a	neon-pink
bikini	identical	to	the	ones	worn	by	the	mannequins—and	the	red	shoes.
“Shar!”	I	yelled.	“Shar!”
She	 hammered	 away	 from	 her	 side,	 but	 I	 couldn’t	 feel	 or	 hear	 the	 beat.

Suddenly	she	gave	up	and	just	stood	there,	crying.	I	pummeled	the	glass,	harder
if	possible,	 then	backed	away,	 looking	frantically	for	 the	entrance	door.	People
swarmed	 around	me,	 interfering	with	my	 view.	Maybe	 if	 I	 could	 get	 inside,	 I
could	make	my	way	into	the	window	displays;	but	then	I	stopped	dead.
Shar’s	 hands	 pressed	 against	 the	 glass,	 ghostly	 halos	 of	 moisture	 forming

around	 her	 palms	 and	 fingers.	With	 every	 breath	 she	 took,	 shallow	 and	 quick
from	the	looks	of	it,	a	little	cloud	formed	on	the	window,	obscuring	my	view	of
her.	Behind	her,	a	black	background	brightened,	becoming	three	dimensional	and
shadowy	like	the	mouth	of	a	gaping	cave.
“Shar!”	 I	 screamed	again.	The	glass	 started	 to	darken	and	 I	backed	away	 in

horror,	putting	my	hand	over	my	mouth	to	stifle	my	scream.	“No!	Oh	God,	Shar
…	”	I	ran	up	to	the	window	and	kicked	it	again	and	again.	The	pane	suddenly
went	black.
I	 felt	my	voice	catch	 in	my	 throat	and	whirled	around	 to	 face	Hades.	“What

did	you	do	with	her?”
I	wasn’t	completely	surprised	by	him	slithering	back	into	our	lives.	Somehow

I	knew	we	weren’t	that	easily	rid	of	him;	I	never	allowed	myself	to	let	my	guard
down,	and	I	looked	for	him	in	dark	corners	and	in	crowds.



“Really,	Margaret,	you’re	making	a	spectacle	of	yourself.	Don’t	worry	about
Sharisse.	I	assure	you,	she’s	fine.”
“No	she’s	not!	She’s	 scared	and	crying.	Where	 is	 she?”	Turning	back	 to	 the

window,	I	felt	cold	fingers	of	terror	creep	across	my	neck.	Shar	was	gone.	The
mannequins,	 plastic	 grins	 and	 all,	 stood	 in	 their	 places	 as	 if	 nothing	 had
happened.	“Where	is	she?”	I	demanded	again.
“She’s	perfectly	safe,”	Hades	said,	waving	a	hand.	In	an	instant	he’d	moved	us

several	blocks	uptown,	and	we	were	seated	at	a	round	table	under	an	umbrella	at
the	vegetarian	cafe	where	Shar	and	I	were	supposed	to	meet	Jeremy	and	Ian.	The
lone	omnivore,	Shar	agreed	to	this	place	only	because	they	served	pesto-soaked
pasta,	 one	 of	 the	 few	 non-meat	 dishes	 she	 would	 condescend	 to	 eat.
Remembering	 the	 double	 date	 we’d	 never	 have	 because	 she’d	 been	 whisked
away,	my	anxious	stomach	constricted	painfully.	I	clenched	and	unclenched	my
hands,	my	nails	digging	into	my	palms.
“Relax,”	Hades	drawled.	“She’s	alive	and	well.	In	my	keeping,	in	Tartarus.”
“Tartarus!”	 I	 closed	 my	 eyes	 then	 rubbed	 the	 spot	 between	 them	 and	 the

bridge	of	my	nose	in	worry.	“She’s	all	alone	down	there,”	I	said,	more	to	myself
than	him.	“Does	she	even	know	where	she	is?”
“I’m	sure	she’ll	figure	it	out,	Margaret.	I	promise	you,	no	harm	will	come	to

her	and	she	won’t	be	alone.”	He	held	up	a	hand	as	if	he	were	swearing	a	scout’s
oath.	My	instincts	told	me	that	he	was	probably	telling	the	truth;	for	now,	Shar
might	be	safe,	but	I	knew	she	had	to	be	terrified.	And	did	he	mean	she	wouldn’t
be	alone	because	he’d	be	with	her,	or	someone—or	something—else	would?
An	 aproned	 waiter	 brought	 us	 tall	 glasses	 of	 iced	 water	 with	 thin	 slices	 of

lemon	 floating	 on	 top.	 Hades	 barely	 nodded	 at	 him	 and	 he	 scurried	 away.	 “I
ordered	you	the	hummus	plate.”
“I’m	 really	not	hungry	at	 the	moment.”	 I	glared	at	him.	 “And	 I	 really	don’t

want	 to	 talk	 about	 this	 here.”	 The	 tables	 positioned	 closely	 around	 us	 were
tightly	packed;	I	could	hear	the	woman	next	to	me	slurping	up	noodles.
“Surely	you	know	by	now	that	all	our	conversations	are	private	and	unseen—

at	least	by	human	ears	and	eyes.”
I	 shook	my	head,	 trying	 to	make	sense	of	 it.	Shar	was	gone,	 to	Tartarus	 if	 I

took	Hades’	word	for	it.	But	if	that	was	true,	why	was	I	still	here?
“Anyway,”	he	continued,	“as	 I	 stated	before	Sharisse	 left	us,	 the	 two	of	you



are	again	in	my	service.	I	have	another	mission	for	you.”
“Pffft!	Of	course	you	do!”	I	sneered.
Hades	sipped	his	mineral	water,	looking	bored.
“I’m	going	to	take	the	fact	that	you	haven’t	seen	me	for	a	while	as	an	excuse.

You’ve	forgotten	to	whom	you	are	speaking,”	he	said	slowly	and	evenly.	“Unless
you	 want	 your	 immediate	 future	 to	 be	 even	 more	 difficult,	 I	 suggest	 you
moderate	your	tone.	I	am	well	within	my	rights	to	renew	your	services—”
“But	Shar	isn’t	here.”	I	ignored	his	threatening	tone.
The	waiter	came	and	plunked	a	plate	on	the	table;	it	was	artistically	arranged

with	hummus	and	vegetables	 in	 a	 swirling	 shape,	 like	a	whirlpool.	 I	pushed	 it
away,	not	wanting	to	be	reminded	that	I	was	being	sucked	into	something	awful
yet	again.
“The	 contract	was	 signed	 by	both	of	 us,	 Shar	and	me,”	 I	 added.	 “Like	 you

said,	I	convinced	her	to	put	the	ring	on,	so	I	should	be	down	there	with	her.”
He	 gave	 a	 humorless	 laugh.	 “I	 appreciate	 your	 facilitation	 of	 the	 whole

process	and	your	eagerness	to	join	Sharisse	in	Tartarus,	but	with	her	there,	I	need
you	for	an	assignment	up	here.	Divide	et	impera.”
I	raised	my	eyebrows	at	him,	confused.
“It’s	 Latin	 for	 ‘divide	 and	 conquer.’	 Those	 Romans	 did	 have	 a	 way	 with

words,	I’ll	give	them	that.”
“I	can’t	work	alone,”	 I	 insisted,	narrowing	my	eyes	at	him.	“You	know	that.

The	Siren	powers	work	better	when	we	were	together.”
“They’re	stronger	when	you’re	 together,	but	very	much	usable	 individually,”

Hades	answered	smoothly.	“You	still	have	the	voice,	Margaret.	All	you	need	to
do	is	focus	your	intent.	As	a	Siren,	males	will	naturally	be	drawn	to	you.”
“And	I’ll	sprout	a	few	more	feathers.”	The	acidic	tone	of	my	voice	wasn’t	lost

on	him.	He	gave	me	a	weary	look.
“Not	this	time.	Adding	in	that	kind	of	motivation	is	only	amusing	once.	And

don’t	 think	 I’m	 such	 a	 Kracken—I	 sympathize	 that	 you’ll	 be	 doing	 this
assignment	on	your	own,	so	take	your	time.	There’s	no	deadline.”
“I	guess	that	makes	Shar’s	time	in	Tartarus	unlimited	as	well.”	I	leaned	closer,

scared	but	not	showing	it.	“I	know	what	your	game	is.	I	have	until	the	end	of	the
summer,	when	your	wife	comes	back,	right?”
He	eyed	me	coldly	for	an	instant,	but	then	his	features	quickly	smoothed.	“I’m



sure	you	won’t	need	 that	 long	 to	finish,	Margaret,	but	 I	don’t	want	you	 to	feel
any	pressure.	Of	course,	if	you	should	fail”—he	licked	his	lips—“Sharisse	will
have	 to	 stay	 in	 Tartarus	 and	 you’ll	 be	 joining	 her.	 You’ll	 be	 roommates	 for
eternity.	At	my	every	beck	and	call.”
I	 slammed	 my	 hands	 on	 the	 table,	 and	 the	 glasses,	 dishes,	 and	 silverware

jumped.	“This	is	completely,	totally,	and	absolutely	unfair!”
“Spare	me	 the	dramatics,	Margaret.	 I	 have	 it	 in	writing.”	An	unfurled	 scroll

hovered	 over	 the	 table,	 our	 signatures	 at	 the	 bottom.	 Hades	 sighed	 heavily.
“Where	 and	 How	 Sirens	 Are	 Placed	 is	 at	 My	 Discretion;	 Section	 One,
Paragraph	Six.	Now,	you	 can	 continue	your	 tantrum	about	 this,	 or	we	 can	go
over	the	particulars	and	I	can	send	you	on	your	merry	way.	We	shouldn’t	keep
Jeremy	waiting.”
Instantly,	 all	was	 silent.	 The	 tinkle	 of	 silverware	 on	 plates	 and	 the	 constant

chatter	of	people	around	us	ceased.	The	woman	at	the	next	table,	who	was	sitting
almost	at	my	shoulder,	sat	as	still	as	a	statue,	 the	fork	she’d	 twirled	with	pasta
stuck	midway	between	her	plate	and	her	mouth.
I	 turned	back	to	Hades.	There	was	no	way	out	of	 this;	I	had	no	other	choice

but	to	comply.
“What	do	I	need	to	do?”	I	said,	closing	my	eyes	and	letting	out	a	long	breath.
“That’s	 more	 like	 it,”	 he	 said,	 snapping	 his	 fingers.	 Sound	 returned	 to	 the

world.	I	had	to	remember	not	to	push	him	too	far;	Shar	and	I	were	caught	in	his
nasty	 little	web.	 I	 sympathized	with	 the	 fly,	doomed	 just	because	 it	was	 in	 the
wrong	place	at	the	wrong	time.
“Your	next	assignment	is	to	deliver	Paulina	Swanson	to	me.”
“As	Shar	would	say,	Hello?	Paulina	sounds	female—the	Siren	powers	won’t

work	on	her.	I	won’t	be	able	to	do	it.”
Hades	 tsked-tsked.	 “There	you	go	with	 that	 negative	 attitude.	You	can.	You

must.”	He	 ran	 a	hand	 through	his	 auburn	 locks.	 “Besides,	 you’re	not	going	 to
need	your	powers	anyway.	I	have	something	else	in	mind.”
He	rose	and	picked	up	his	linen	napkin	from	the	table.	After	a	delicate	dab	on

his	lips,	he	shook	it	out,	then	snapped	it	in	a	fluid	motion,	and	a	marble	statue—
minus	 arms—appeared	 on	 the	 sidewalk	 next	 to	 our	 table.	 Draped	 around	 its
shoulders	was	a	short	and	shimmering	coat	of	golden	fur.	It	was	fluffy	and	made
the	statue	look	broad	and	puffy.



“Fur	is	murder,	no	matter	what	color	it	is,”	I	said,	disgusted.
“It’s	not	fur,”	Hades	huffed.	“Show	a	little	respect.	Few	mortals	get	to	lay	their

eyes	on	this.	Behold,	the	legendary	Golden	Fleece!”
“Fur	or	fleece,	that	has	got	to	be	the	ugliest	thing	I’ve	ever	seen.”
“How	dare	you	criticize	one	of	the	most	revered	objects	in	ancient	myth!”
“Would	you	wear	that?”	I	asked,	pointing	to	it.
“My	 taste	 leans	 more	 to	 the	 modern	 classics,”	 he	 snapped.	 “But	 that’s

irrelevant.	You’ll	need	the	fleece	to	complete	your	mission.”
“The	 ram	 you	 got	 it	 from	 was	 sacrificed,	 wasn’t	 it?”	 I	 asked,	 trying	 to

remember	the	story.	“That	pelt	probably	has	eons	of	bad	karma	attached	to	it.”
He	picked	an	imaginary	speck	off	the	sleeve	of	his	suit	jacket.	“Yes,	the	fleece

has	a	long	history.	The	ram	was	the	son	of	Poseidon,	and	so	the	fleece	has	divine
powers.	 It	was	 the	price	of	Jason’s	kingdom;	he	had	 to	brave	many	dangers	 to
retrieve	 it	 and	 regain	 his	 throne.	But	 don’t	worry	 about	 the	 ram—Zeus	 turned
him	into	a	constellation.”	He	grinned	mischievously.	“Now	he’s	a	star!”
“I	don’t	want	to	touch	it.”	I	crossed	my	arms	over	my	chest,	emphasizing	my

defiance.
“You’d	better	get	over	your	aversion,	Margaret.	The	fleece	is	the	only	way	you

can	send	Paulina	to	Tartarus,	thus	freeing	Sharisse.”
I	looked	at	him	like	he	was	insane.	“What	do	you	want	me	to	do,	smother	her

with	it?”
He	 stared	 at	 me	 with	 dark,	 piercing	 eyes.	 “Anyone	 who	 dares	 to	 wear	 the

Golden	Fleece	is	immediately	dispatched	to	Tartarus.	All	you	need	to	do	is	get
Paulina	to	put	on	the	fleece—”
“Which	she	won’t	do,	if	she	has	any	sense	of	style	or	ethics,”	I	interrupted.
“Get	her	to	wear	the	fleece,	Margaret,	and	your	job	is	done.	Sharisse	returns

home.”
“Sorry,	Hades,”	 I	 retorted	sharply,	“but	you	don’t	 truly	expect	me	 to	believe

this,	do	you?	I	have	barely	any	time	constraints	on	this	assignment,	no	worries
about	 turning	 into	a	bird,	and	all	 I	have	 to	do	 is	get	Paulina	whoever-she-is	 to
wear	…	 this?”	 I	waved	 a	 hand	 at	 the	 statue	 and	 a	 ripple	 of	 vibrations	 danced
over	my	open	palm.	I	jerked	my	arm	back.
“You	can	feel	the	power,	can’t	you?”	Hades	said	softly,	menacingly.	“But	yes,

Margaret,	 that’s	 correct.	 And	 it	 won’t	 take	 you	 long	 to	 find	 Paulina.	 I	 think



you’ll	find	she’s	the	type	you	won’t	mind	sending	to	me.”
“I	have	reservations	about	sending	anyone	to	you,”	I	snapped.	“And	no	matter

what	you	say,	I	still	don’t	trust	you.”
He	gave	me	a	mock	pout	and	stirred	a	finger	in	his	glass.	“You’re	getting	to	be

as	maddening	 as	 Sharisse,”	 he	 said.	 “She	 doesn’t	 trust	me	 either,	 and	 I	 never
harmed	a	hair	on	her	beautiful	blond	head.	But	that	may	change	…	”
I’d	 forgotten	 about	 Shar	 for	 a	 few	 moments;	 now	 my	 fears	 for	 her	 came

rushing	back.
“What	are	you	going	to	do	to—”
“You	have	enough	to	worry	about,”	Hades	replied	crisply,	looking	at	a	chunky

gold	watch	on	his	wrist.	“Don’t	you	have	a	lunch	date	soon?	I	wouldn’t	want	to
delay	you.”	He	winked	at	me	and	vanished,	 leaving	me	alone	at	 the	 table.	The
statue	was	gone,	but	a	thick,	black	dry-cleaning	bag	was	draped	over	the	back	of
my	chair.
When	 I	 could	 stop	myself	 from	 staring	 at	 it,	 I	 remembered	 Jeremy.	With	 a

shaking	 hand,	 I	 unbuttoned	 the	 breast	 pocket	 of	my	 jacket	 and	 pulled	 out	my
watch.	Shar	and	I	were	supposed	to	meet	him	and	Ian	…	now.	But	Shar	wasn’t
here.	 How	 was	 I	 going	 to	 explain	 that?	 Sudden	 illness?	 Family	 emergency?
Eventually	 they’d	 want	 to	 reschedule,	 but	 there	 was	 no	 way	 I’d	 be	 able	 to
produce	Shar	in	the	foreseeable	future.
Wearily,	I	rested	my	elbows	on	the	table	and	buried	my	face	in	my	hands.
“Hey,	gorgeous.”	I	heard	Jeremy’s	voice	behind	me.
I’d	 settled	 on	 “family	 emergency”	 as	 an	 excuse	 for	 no	 Shar—that	 would

account	for	at	least	several	days.	I	took	a	deep	breath;	tried	to	put	on	a	face	that
registered	concern,	disappointment,	and	apology;	and	turned	around.
Jeremy	smiled	down	at	me.	He	was	alone.
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