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THE OSTERIA CHRONICLES 

Hundreds of years ago, North America 
experienced The Disaster. In what was once 

the Northwest, the survivors built a new 
world, Osteria, which was then divided into 

twelve city-states. 

To this world came the gods formerly 
worshipped by the Ancient Greeks. The gods 
have not changed—they are still powerful, 

petty, and consumed with rivalries and 
jealousy. 

And just as before, the gods do not play 
fairly with those who stand in their way. 



 

CHARACTERS IN THE MAZE 
THE GODS 

Aphrodite: Goddess of love and beauty, wife of Hephaestus, patron god of Vancuse 
Apollo: God of the sun, driver of the chariot that moves the sun, brother to Aphrodite, 
patron god of Bendria 
Ares: God of war, son of Hera and Zeus, patron god of Aryana 
Artemis: Goddess of wild places and animals, patron god of Cedonia 
Athena: Goddess of justice and battle, patron god of Athenos 
Demeter: Goddess of grain and harvest, patron god of Demos 
Dionysus: God of wine, patron god of Illamos Valley 
Hades: God of the dead, oversees the Chasm 
Hephaestus: God of volcanoes and metal working, husband to Aphrodite, patron god of 
Helena 
Hera: Goddess of marriage and family, wife and sister to Zeus, patron god of Portaceae 
Hermes: Messenger to the gods, patron god of Tillaceae 
Poseidon: God of the seas, brother to Zeus and Hera, patron god of Astoria 
Zeus: The god of the gods, husband and brother of Hera, father of many bastard children 

TITANS 
Kronos: Progenitor of all titans; father of Zeus, Hera, Hades, and Poseidon, former 
husband of Rhea  
Prometheus: Friend to mortals, titan who provided fire in their darkest times 
Typhon: Son of Hera, father of the hydra, Nemean lion, and Chimera 

THE POLI 

ARYANA 
Pasiphae: Member of the Osteria Council for Aryana, lover of Ares, daughter of the titan 
Helios, sister to the sorceress Circe 
Pelias: Former commander of Arean vigiles 

ATHENOS 
Aegeus: Ruler of Athenos, father of Theseus 
Kyros, Pheres, Zethros: Aegeus’s closest friends, guards, and advisors. 
Theseus: Born in the Helena province, bastard son of Aegeus 

DEMOS 
Hector: Eldest son of Priam 
Paris: Youngest son of Priam 
Priam: President of Demos, member of the Osteria Council 

ILLAMOS VALLEY 
Jason: Prince of Illamos Valley, son of Aeson and Polymele 
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Odysseus: Commander of the Illamosian vigiles, Jason’s cousin, husband of Penelope 

PORTACEAE 
Eurydice: Wood nymph, engineer, former servant on Doliones Island, wife of Orpheus 
Iolalus: Current Solon of Portaceae, cousin to Hercules 
Maxinia: Head of the Herenes (priestesses of Hera) 
Orpheus: Musician striving to be an engineer, husband to Eurydice 

SEATTICA 
Agamemnon: Brother of Menelaus, Co-member of Osteria Council for Seattica 
Menelaus: Brother of Agamemnon, Co-member of Osteria Council for Seattica, 
infatuated with Helen 

TILLACEAE 
Bellerophon: Former sailor aboard the Argoa, friend of Theseus 

VANCUSE 
Castor & Pollux: Twin sons of Leda and Tyndareus, brother to Helen and Clytemnestra 
Helen: Formally betrothed to Jason, sister to Clytemnestra, Pollux, and Castor 
Tyndareus: Father of Helen, ruler of Vancuse alongside his wife Leda 

THE KINGDOM OF COLCHIS 
Aeetes: King of Colchis, nephew to Nephele 
Medea: Daughter of Aeetes, niece to the sorceress Circe, estranged wife of Jason 
Phrixus: Former lover of Medea, husband of Glauce 

THE KINGDOM OF MINOA 
Ariadne: Priestess in the Temple of the Bull, advisor and friend to Minos 
Minos: Ruler of Minoa 

OTHERS 
Achilles: Son of the nymph Thetis, supposed warrior 
Acrisius: Member of the Osteria Council, grandfather of Perseus 
Briseis: Teacher at Chiron’s Fields 
Chiron: Centaur, serves as teacher and mentor to high-born children 
Circe: Sorceress, aunt of Medea 
Hercules: Bastard son of Zeus 
Iole: Daughter of Hera, former Herene, wife to Hercules 
Perseus: Captain of the Argoa, born in the Astoria polis, raised in the Docklands, bastard 
son of Zeus 



CHAPTER 17 
IOLALUS 

Despite getting up to walk the length of the station platforms at each 
stop, my leg aches after enduring the long train journey from Athenos to 
Minoa. When the engine finally rumbles up to its terminus in Minoa, 
Theseus and Odysseus follow me out of the carriage and both immediately 
gaze upward at the soaring buildings. I decided we should arrive a day early 
to allow me time to evaluate Minos and his kingdom, to assess what might 
really be going on here. I think of my last trip to Minoa with my cousin 
Hercules. I hadn’t been tortured by Eury yet and I was full of confident 
vigor. I wasn’t Solon, Portaceae was in near ruins, and I was in awe at the 
gleaming perfection of Minoa.  

How different things are this time. Not only do I walk with a limp, and 
sometimes a crutch, but I now think Minos would be the one envying my 
home. 

Passing from the train platform through the Minoan entry gate, the state 
of the kingdom makes me wonder if we are in the right place. Certainly one 
could ignore the dirt in the streets and the dead pansies drooping in hanging 
baskets, but it’s the change in the people that surprises me most. The 
Minoans once seemed to me to be the most carefree and confident people in 
Osteria. Before, you couldn’t turn your head without witnessing a joke 
being exchanged or a Minoan happily greeting his leader with admiration 
and respect. Now, faces hang as limply as the flowers above my head and, 
as he shuffles toward us, the only acknowledgement Minos receives from 
his people is men throwing scowls in his direction and mothers hustling 
their children away from the once great man. 

And I do mean once-great. Minos is a shell of his former jolly bulk. It’s 
as if he had been inflated with happy confidence and, now that his joy has 
gone, so has his heft. I wanted to hate him for what he’s doing, for making 
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me even consider sending my polis into war against him, but when I see 
him all the anger dissolves into pity. 

"I know," he says, greeting me with the shake of a hand that feels frail 
and cold. "I look like something that escaped from Hades’s Chasm." 

I expect something smart to fly from Odysseus’s mouth, but he keeps 
surprisingly quiet. I’ve told him and Theseus all about Minoa and Minos on 
our journey here. After seeing the man before us and the conditions in the 
kingdom, my two companions probably think I was drunk beyond 
comprehension the last time I was here. 

Minos looks around, confused. "The others?" 
"They will arrive on tomorrow’s morning train. They wanted more time 

to say their goodbyes," I add to see his reaction. His color fades even more 
and he slumps as his chin begins to tremble. This is the maniac of Osteria? 
He’s a beaten shell of a man, not a tyrant. 

Stirring me from my thoughts, Theseus nudges me and points just past 
the entry gate. A porter waits with three horses. I hadn’t liked the idea of 
placing them in the confined carriage for livestock—knowing very well 
what it feels like to ride in one—but since none of us were certain to where 
or how fast we would have to travel after Theseus’s time in the Maze (or if 
we would still be a party of three), I thought it best to bring our own steeds 
to Minoa. 

Minos looks at the horses and then to the men beside me. Even this is a 
change. Before he would have been sizing up the horses and admiring every 
bit of muscle and mane then reaching out for my friends’ hands and 
introducing himself while bustling us into his favorite eatery. Now, he 
stands as meekly as a shy youth waiting to be introduced, but without any 
real expectation of being noticed. Before I can wonder what has happened 
to this once boisterous man, a woman in a green gown slinks up beside him. 

"I’m Pasiphae, representative for the Osteria Council," she says, 
stepping in front of Minos and holding out a slim hand. I give the cold 
fingers the briefest shake. This is the woman who delivered Minos’s 
supposed demands to the Council. It doesn’t take an oracle’s sight to realize 
this woman does nothing she doesn’t want to do. Besides, if she is so 
frightened of Minos that he forced her to go to the Council, why does she 
return to Minoa to attend every round of victims? I think she has lied. I 
think, for whatever reason, she has trapped Minos into a game that he can’t 
get out of. And the rest of Osteria is paying for it. 



"I’m Iolalus, Solon of Portaceae. This is Odysseus, commander of the 
vigiles of Illamos Valley. And this is Theseus, heir of Athenos.” 

"Why are non-Athenians here? Have you come to declare war?" she 
asks with a hint of mocking delight. 

"There’ll be no need for war," Theseus says to her, then glares sternly at 
Minos. "I intend to kill the minotaur and put an end to this." 

"We’ll see." Pasiphae says dismissively. "And you, Iolalus. You know 
Portaceae’s seat on the Osteria Council is empty. You should join us. After 
all, your bold friend here may not win and you’ll need any allies you can 
get." Her cruel smile makes the hair on my arms stand on end, but I will not 
back down from this bullying woman. 

"I’m sure Theseus will have no trouble in the maze," I lie, "but if he 
does not succeed I intend to declare a war on Minos in defense of Osteria." I 
have thought about this on the train journey and debated it with Odysseus. 
Even though there are rumors the Council is writing up a war declaration, 
no document has been delivered to the poli. They’ll bide their time and 
allow every young person to die before bothering to act. Someone needs to 
defend the poli and this is no time to drag our heels. I hate that I might have 
to fight the man who was once a friend. I don’t know what I would do if I 
met Minos on the battlefield. I pass Minos an apologetic glance expecting to 
see dismay or defiance on his face, but instead I’m met with a look of relief. 
So, he wants this to be over even if he has no will left to end it himself. 

"If that’s how you feel," Pasiphae says. I had thought she would argue 
against my proposition of war, saying that it was a matter for the Council to 
debate and declare, but she seems pleased as a cat who has just been given 
an entire trout to devour. "No sense delaying the inevitable. Of course," she 
says, looking at Theseus with a judgmental eye, "we must play by the rules 
and give you a fair chance. Since your companions won’t arrive until late, 
you will spend the night in Minoa and in the morning, you’ll enter the 
Maze. I suppose you expect to lodge in the palace?" 

Another woman strides up behind Minos. She’s tall and broad-
shouldered, but pretty with warm skin and bright eyes. Although she’s taller 
than the average woman, the Minos I knew would have dwarfed her, but in 
his current state he looks like a doddering old man beside her. She is dressed 
in the red robes of the priests who I recall tending to the sacred Minoan 
bulls. 

"I don’t remember you being the one to decide who receives hospitality 
and who doesn’t," the tall woman says. "Just because you’ve taken over 



  !  9

several rooms in the palace and keep making unwelcome returns to Minoa, 
does not make you its queen." 

I bite back my smile. Everything in the priestess’s tone implies that she 
would like to hurtle this Councilwoman across the Middish Range. 

Pasiphae fixes a harsh stare on the priestess. The woman’s cheeks flush 
as red as her robe, but she does not look away. After a tense few heartbeats, 
Pasiphae breaks eye contact and snaps her fingers. Two Arean guards, 
wearing olive green tunics and breastplates embossed with two crossed 
arrows, fall into place beside her.  

"Minos, we have matters to discuss," she orders. Minos flinches again 
and looks to the priestess. Her face softens and she gives a slight nod. 
Apparently reassured by this, Minos hurries behind Pasiphae like a 
trembling dog behind a cruel master. 

A breeze delivers a deliciously familiar scent of rich broth. My stomach 
grumbles. "I think we could use some food before we have to place 
ourselves under the same roof as that woman," I say, pointing toward 
Yerni’s shop. 

"Oh, of course," the priestess says, suddenly flustered. It’s as if now 
that she doesn’t have to put on a show of bravado, she is having trouble 
falling into her true self. A couple boys, clad in red robes run up to us full of 
excitement. 

"We can take the horses," they say in unison and I wonder if they’ve 
been spying on us or if Minos encouraged them to come. I settle on spying 
since I don’t think Minos does anything right now without Pasiphae’s 
express command and she certainly wouldn’t care if our horses were tended 
to while we ate. 

"Thank you, boys," the woman says. "Take them to the temple’s stables 
and make sure they’re—" 

"Watered, brushed and fed. We know," the bigger boy says, adding 
exasperated emphasis to the final word. 

Each boy takes one horse and then, rather than argue over who will 
take the third, they both hold the reins of Theseus’s stallion as they guide 
the steeds through the streets. 

"They’re a bit mouthy, but quite good with the animals," the priestess 
says. "Shall we?" She gestures towards the eatery and we make our way to 
it. Yerni hasn’t changed. He is still scrawny and again I wonder how he lifts 
the huge vats of hunger-inducing stew into the holes set into the counter 



before him. As before, he gives no sign of welcome, but I do notice a flicker 
of hope cross his face as he sees the priestess. From the look of Minos, it’s 
been some time since he’s set foot into Yerni’s establishment. 

"He’s not with me," the priestess says as she indicates which stew she 
wants.  

Yerni shrugs as if he doesn’t care either way, but then says, "Minos 
makes a big dent in my bottom line, but I keep hoping he’ll return to his 
normal self and devour my stews with as little restraint as he used to. Maybe 
then—" Yerni stops as if he’s met his word quota for the week. He ladles 
from the pot until her bowl is filled to the rim and then takes our orders. 
Carrying trays heavy with food, we join the priestess who has tucked herself 
into a table set within a corner of the shop. 

"I’m Ariadne." She extends a hand that is rather elegant for its size. We 
make our introductions. I don’t miss the blush that reddens her cheeks as 
she shakes Theseus’s hand. "And don’t worry, I made sure Pasiphae keeps 
to only a few rooms of the palace. I may not be able to bar her altogether, 
but I can at least restrict where she goes so you don’t have to deal with her." 

"Thank the gods for that," Odysseus says. "She seems about as pleasant 
as a harpy’s twat." 

I shoot a chastising look at Odysseus for saying such a thing in front of 
a priestess, but Ariadne laughs. "I’d rather deal with any part of a harpy than 
her. I think you know my cousin," she says to me with delight. "She serves 
you as Head Herene." 

Maxinia is half-giant and towers above me, although I’m so used to her 
size that now I barely notice. Even a drop of giant’s blood would explain 
why Ariadne is so much taller than the average Osterian. 

"More like I serve her. She’s kind enough to share her office space with 
me."  

"What’s happening here?" Odysseus asks when I stop to take the first 
bite of my stew; it tastes just as good as I remember. I’ve noticed Theseus 
hasn’t had much of an appetite since we left Athenos, but the savory smell 
of the broth and noodles before him appears to win out over his nerves and 
he practically dives into his bowl of food. Ariadne watches him, her cheeks 
warm more deeply and I know it’s not from the steam of her stew wafting 
over them; the expression is too soft, too caring. And I don’t miss Theseus 
sneaking admiring glances at her. 

"The kingdom is in ruins," she says. "No one trusts Minos, no one 
believes Minoa will survive this, and so no one wants to do anything for the 
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kingdom. Many have moved away. Since Pasiphae sits in the Council seat 
for Aryana, they assume she must work for Ares and they’re afraid of his 
wrath that they proclaim is coming any day now. But those that have stayed 
are bitter over Minos’s apparent weakness. They’re itching for a fight as 
much as you." 

"I’m not exactly itching for a fight," I say, "but if this continues, if we 
continue going through round after round of this butchery, there will be no 
young people left." 

"I know. I’ve thought the same thing." She continues on as we eat, 
explaining what truly happened between Minos and Pasiphae, and—
confirming my earlier suspicion of Pasiphae’s lies—describing the 
blackmail she suspects has put the minotaur in their kingdom.  "So to be rid 
of the minotaur, he would have to give Minoa over to the Osteria Council or 
wage war on the poli. Instead he is allowing his kingdom to fail. We’ll soon 
be attacked, if not by you, then by someone else. I don’t know when, but the 
poli are tired of losing their children, and I can’t blame them. The only way 
to win is if someone defeats the beast," she says, looking at Theseus. 

"That’s why I’m here," he says although his voice lacks the cocky 
surety it had when we departed Athenos. 

"Can you see in the dark? Because that’s the only way to win," 
Odysseus says bluntly. I stare at him. Now is the time to build Theseus’s 
confidence, not to add to his fears. "I’m right, aren’t I, priestess? It’s pitch 
dark down there from what I’ve heard." 

"He’s right," Ariadne says, wiping a piece of bread around her bowl to 
get the last of her stew. Yerni comes over with a tray of four bowls, 
brimming with another serving of what we just ordered. As he sets it down, 
his apron string slips forward and gets caught under the tray. Seeing what is 
about to happen, Ariadne deftly whisks the string out from under the tray 
before he can back up and drag the tray of stew with him. She holds the 
string a moment. The look on her face is as if an idea is trying to come to 
the surface, but doesn’t quite make it. 

She lets go of Yerni’s apron string and thanks him. Once he leaves, she 
continues in a distracted tone. "Not only is there the trouble of killing the 
minotaur, but also of finding your way out once you do. If you can’t get out 
of the maze before day’s end, you are considered to have failed, whether 
you kill him or not. The minotaur lurks in the depths of the maze making it 
impossible to find your way around." 



"Challengers have to get from the palace to the agora, right?" I ask, 
wondering if there is a map somewhere of the maze that Theseus could 
study. 

Ariadne shakes her head as she takes a bite of stew. "Killing the 
minotaur negates that rule. I added that stipulation when the Tillaceans 
came. When we were still hopeful," she says quietly. She takes a bite of her 
food before continuing. "If you don’t kill the monster, you still have to 
travel from the palace side to the agora side of the maze, because otherwise 
you could just sit there at the palace end and hope the minotaur doesn’t sniff 
you out before sunset. However, if you do kill the minotaur, and if you and 
all your companions are at either end—agora or palace—by sunset—" 

"Then this will be over," I finish, clapping Theseus on the shoulder. 
"You could keep Osteria from war." 

Theseus stares at us. His face shows none of the elation I feel.  
"Oh sure, no problem. Wend my way through a series of underground 

passages." He sets down his spoon and ticks off his challenges on his 
fingers. "Kill a man-eating beast, keep eleven other people alive, and find 
my way back through the passages to get them all out. In the dark," Theseus 
says, his voice filling with increasing worry as he lists each challenge. 
Ariadne looks abashed at his blunt pessimism. The hero she was hoping for 
may not be at this table after all. Other than his lack of appetite, Theseus 
hadn’t shown any worry on the way to Minoa. In fact he boasted endlessly 
of how women would flock to him, how it would be no different than 
fighting the bull in the arena, and on and on until I wanted to remind him of 
my own adventures. Riding a hydra and cutting off her newly-sprouting 
heads while avoiding her poisonous blood at the same time is no easy 
matter, believe me. Now it's as if the stale air of Minoa has sapped him of 
his courage and confidence. 

"Even if you kill the minotaur, you could get lost in the maze. Even 
with torches it's difficult to find your way. The people who used to revel 
down there would run a rope from the entry unless they were hoping to get 
lost," Ariadne says thoughtfully, and again I think there’s a hint of an idea 
swimming just at the surface of her mind. 

"But I can't take anything in," Theseus says.  
"Even the stupidest Arean guard—and trust me," Odysseus says, 

"Arean vigiles take stupid to a whole new level—would notice torches and 
a length of rope. I mean, while you’re stocking up your kit, why not take a 
weapon in, too?" 
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"People's lives are at stake," I say. "All of Osteria is about to go to war 
against Minoa. What exactly will happen if Theseus killed the minotaur 
with a bit of contraband?" 

Ariadne thinks a moment then tells us that the rules state the guards 
must inspect each person who goes in. If the guards find nothing, that’s the 
final word. The person is qualified to go in. If he or she and the eleven 
others make it out, the Council must withdraw. 

"I don’t understand what the Council has to do with this. Why did 
Pasiphae go to them when she could have just had the Arean vigiles punish 
Minos for his supposed crime?" 

"Here’s how I see it: Aryana wants Minoa. They want our resources, 
our army. But if they invade, then the Council has recourse against them for 
being the aggressor. However, if they go in with the Council’s approval, 
they can legally invade and—" she trails off, letting us fill in the blank. 

"I never did trust the Council," Odysseus says.  
"We’re still left with the fact that I can’t take anything in. I mean, how 

big is the maze? A guideline would be great, but I can’t hide a length of rope 
long enough. I don’t doubt my ability to put up a good fight against the 
minotaur, but to get back out seems impossible." 

He’s right. When it all comes down to it, the maze is a trap, the 
minotaur is a monster, and Theseus will be fighting blind. The Athenian 
pushes his food away while we finish our second helping in morose silence. 



CHAPTER 18 
HERA 

Despite spring just getting in the swing of things below in Osteria, the 
gardens on Olympus bloom as brightly as if it were mid-summer. Part of the 
perks of being a god is never having to endure the muck and decay of 
autumn, nor nature’s slow re-awakening from winter during a cold, wet 
spring. I inhale a deep sniff of a heliotrope cluster, but raised voices disturb 
me from taking full pleasure in its sweet scent. I peek around the bend to the 
next garden and catch sight of Hermes, his helmet wings buzzing with anger. 
I nearly duck back. I am not speaking to him and I don't want to be caught 
spying. He betrayed me by helping Zeus with Io, I tell myself, but the thought 
no longer has the same conviction it once did. 

"He’s your son. You cursed his mother. You made him. Don't you feel 
any responsibility to destroy him?" Hermes is gesturing at the water in an 
ornate bird bath where he must have conjured a gazing pool. 

Poseidon comes into view, his muscular frame is bulky next to the lithe 
figure Hermes maintains. 

"Do not tell me what to do or how to feel." He steps in menacingly. The 
wings on Hermes’s helmet still beat their frustration, but the wings at his 
sandals have tucked themselves in like an animal hiding to avoid danger. 

"So every youth in Osteria must die and war must ravage the poli and 
kingdoms before you’ll stop the monstrosity you created?" 

Poseidon raises his hand as if to slap or punch Hermes. The force would 
break half the bones in Hermes’s face. Sure Hermes is a god and would heal 
within the hour, but we still feel pain. 

"Brother," I say casually as I step forward. "Oh, were you giving out 
boxing lessons? Sorry to interrupt." Poseidon lowers his fist. The red flare in 
his cheeks adds a fearsome glow to his blue eyes. "No, no, don't let me 
interrupt. Maybe I can learn a thing or two," I say as perch myself on a bench 
and look up at the pair as innocently as possible. 

Poseidon glares at Hermes then moves in closer. Hermes flinches, but 
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does not back down. Poseidon looms over him for a moment before turning 
away. On his way back inside he mutters, "He's got a lot of lessons to learn. 
Boxing isn't one of them." 

"What would be one of them?" I call with taunting curiosity. 
"Business. As in minding his own," he yells over his shoulder.  
I give a small laugh at his quip, but then cut the sound short. Hermes and 

I are alone. It’s the first time since his betr—  
Oh, stop calling it betrayal. He was only obeying Zeus's orders and 

nearly died trying to do so.  
I shift my eyes in his direction without moving my head. I can’t get up, 

that would be like running away. But neither do I have any notion where to 
start a conversation with Hermes even though every time I hear a bit of news 
lately, it’s him I think of hurrying to to share it with only to stop myself since 
we are not on speaking terms. I sift through my head searching for a topic I 
could lead in with. 

"Thank you," Hermes says. I twitch a little from the surprise of hearing 
him address me. The sincerity in these two words tightens my throat. I cannot 
let him see how much hearing his voice again means to me. No, I will 
forgive, but I will not appear weak. I clear the emotion and give him my 
haughtiest look, even raising my chin a little to look down my nose as I turn 
to him. 

"I wouldn't want you having to waste time repairing your helmet. I know 
how you care—" Here my voice breaks and all pretense of disinterest falls 
away as hot tears fill my eyes. 

Hermes swoops down in front of me and grips my hands before I can 
wipe the stupid tears away. 

"Oh, Hera, I'm so sorry. I should have never gone for Io. I should have
—" 

"Nonsense. You would have had to face the wrath of Zeus if you hadn't. 
I'm the one who should have realized that sooner." 

"Yes, you should have." He releases my hands and produces a piece of 
cloth. I dry my eyes and wipe my nose. "It’s been so boring with no one to 
chat with. Did you know that Demeter and Dionysus—" 

I cut him off. "What were you arguing about Poseidon? The minotaur?" 
"Yes." His voice grates with irritation. He plunks down on the bench next 

to me. "I think he should help, that he should intervene, but when I bring it 
up, he refuses to listen." 



"He's just angry because he's after someone who hasn't flopped over on 
her back yet." 

"Who?" Hermes asks enthusiastically and my heart swells at the eager 
look in his eyes. I have missed him. 

"Some priestess of Athena's. I'd be worried if Athena didn’t keep a tight 
rein on her ladies, but as it is, it's entertaining to see Poseidon not getting what 
he wants and moping like a teenager over it." 

"Yes, but time can drag on forever when you can’t have what you want," 
Hermes says thoughtfully and I wonder who he means. Certainly not Ares; 
Hermes made it very clear he no longer pines for my cruel son, but I don’t yet 
feel we’ve mended our friendship well enough to ask him to reveal his heart.  

"Time dragging or not, you’re absolutely right. Poseidon does need to do 
something about this son of his. Portaceae could be next and I would hate to 
have done all this hard work to strengthen my polis only to see its people 
killed by a monster." 

Hermes stands and walks to the gazing pool. When I angle my head to 
fix a pin in my hair before going to join him, I notice a couple faces peeking 
out from the common room. Probably yearning to witness another verbal 
fight between me and Hermes. They will be sadly disappointed.  

"I believe I taught you better than to lurk in doorways. Join us if you’re 
going to, if not go find some seeds to count." As Demeter and Dionysus 
sheepishly enter the garden, I remind myself to ask Hermes what gossip he 
was on the verge of telling me about them. 

With my hair back in order and my cheeks wiped of any moisture from 
my silly outburst, I walk over to see what Hermes is looking at. A jolt of fear 
strikes my heart. 

"What are they doing there?" I ask, pointing to Iolalus and Odysseus 
striding through Minoa with the young Athenian Theseus and a tall woman in 
red robes. "It’s not Portaceae’s turn, is it? Iolalus should be home managing 
Portaceae." 

"Perhaps he feels you're managing it well enough. I’d like to know why 
Odysseus is there," Hermes says incredulously. "He’s supposed to be hunting 
down Medea. Why he would be halfway across Osteria when she was last 
seen near Athenos? Do you know why he would be in Minoa?" he asks 
Dionysus, the patron god of Illamos Valley, Odysseus’s home polis. Although 
really, Hermes should know better than to ask Dionysus anything that doesn’t 
pertain to wine or winemaking. Besides, Hermes, as Odysseus and Jason’s 
great-grandfather, always knows more about his descendants than Dionysus 
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could ever dream of. 
Dionysus, fixated on the scene in the gazing pool, appears not to have 

heard the question. After several moments, Demeter nudges Dionysus. He 
looks at her, his face somewhere between confusion and awe. Demeter nods 
her head toward Hermes. "Who?" Dionysus asks, proving my point about his 
concern for his two highest-ranking Illamosians. 

"Odysseus. Nephew to Aeetes and cousin to your polis’s current ruler. 
Perhaps you've heard of him?" Hermes points to Odysseus who is now seated 
at a table with a large bowl of something that looks entirely inedible before 
him.  

Dionysus turns his attention back to the scene in the water, but doesn’t 
answer. When I follow his gaze, I am certain it’s locked on the tall woman in 
red. 

"Who is that?" he asks distractedly, practically caressing the image as he 
indicates who he means. 

"Ariadne," Demeter answers. "Priestess of Minoa and about the only 
wise head in the kingdom lately." 

During the meal, Ariadne and Theseus, probably thinking each is being 
discreet, sneak glances at one another. At least the Athenian may find some 
pleasure tonight before he lose his life in the maze. 

"And who is that?" Dionysus asks, pointing to Theseus. The tone in his 
voice is that of someone who has found a dog turd on their doorstep. 

"Theseus," Demeter says. 
"Are you completely unaware of anything going on in Osteria?" Hermes 

snaps, asking the same question that was on the tip of my tongue. 
Dionysus doesn't respond but continues to watch the interaction between 

Ariadne and Theseus with his lips pinched tight enough to crush marble. 
Hermes looks at me, rolls his eyes at Dionysus’s sudden infatuation, and 

winks. I smile back, glad to have my partner in crime back by my side. 



CHAPTER 19 
APHRODITE 

Completely irritable over Ares’s fascination for this mortal woman, 
Pasiphae, I find myself unable to concentrate on anything but sulking in 
my rooms and watching the skinny woman arrive yet again in Minoa. 
What is it that he sees in her? It had taken every bit of self-control not to 
let him kiss me when I gave him the dove statuette, but I had hoped 
leaving him wanting would have had him rushing into my room with 
desire by now. Just as I think this, I hear someone behind me and warm 
breath slips over my neck. My heart leaps. Ares! I tame my excitement 
and put on a mask of coy disinterest before I turn around. 

"Oh, it’s you," I say, my face falling with disappointment I turn back 
to my gazing pool. My brother peers over my shoulder to see who I’m 
watching. 

"I thought you said she couldn't win," Apollo taunts, disrupting me 
from watching Pasiphae striding around the palace of Minos as if she 
owns the place. 

"The poli haven't revolted. That can’t be a point in her favor." It's a 
thin branch, but it’s the only one I can grasp at the moment. Yes, 
Pasiphae’s monster is making short work of dozens of Osterians and the 
poli are getting restless, but so far Ares does not have the war Pasiphae 
promised. This skinny Arean woman may be on the brink of success, but I 
know Ares. I know how impatient he can be to get what he wants. "In that 
regard, she is failing," I say with more confidence than I feel. "Surely that 
monster can't win every time." 

"The last I heard the poli were at a breaking point." Apollo snaps his 
fingers and a glass of sparkling wine appears in his hand. He raises the 
glass to me and lifts his eyebrows—his way of asking if I want one too. I 
shake my head to decline. Sparkling wine is too celebratory for my bad 
mood. Apollo shrugs and takes a sip. "If the Minotaur wins once more 
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there will be war." 
"Then I’ll just have to make sure the monster doesn’t win," I say as if 

this is an obvious and easy thing to make happen. 
Apollo laughs and stretches out on my couch. "Even if it’s killed, how 

can they get out? They don’t call it a maze for nothing. I'm sorry, dear 
sister, but I think you have lost. You may even have to return to 
Hephaestus." 

"I'd take you as a lover before going back to that bore." 
Apollo's eyes brighten and in a heartbeat he’s by my side, his arm 

around my waist. I push him away and flop in a very un-goddess-like 
manner into the chair. 

"Do you not have someone besides me to fawn over?" The moment I 
ask the question my stomach gives a little jump. Possessively, I hope he 
says no.  

"No. You frighten them all away," he says and leans down to kiss my 
cheek. "Come on, shift the view." He waves his fingers at the scene in my 
gazing pool; the action does nothing since only the god who brought up 
the scene can control it. "I really don’t want to watch that scrawny 
female."  

I move the scene to the gates of Minoa. Theseus enters the city with 
Iolalus and Odysseus at his side.  

"Theseus is representing Athenos," Apollo tells me. "Pretty bold for a 
Helenian, I have to admit. Still can’t figure out why those other two are 
with him though. According to the rules, they can’t go into the maze. Not 
that they’d want to."  

Seeing Odysseus reminds me of Jason, Hera’s most recent favorite, 
and his quest for some silly pelt she was all in a tizzy about. Apollo’s 
fingers snap again. I glance up to see his glass has refilled, but my 
attention quickly returns to the pool. Like the bubbles in my brother’s 
glass, an idea drifts its way to the surface of my mind. It took one of my 
spells to help Jason succeed. Could love be the answer this time as well? I 
don't miss the irony that I'm considering using love to prevent one war 
with the hope of starting another. 

As if answering my question, the group has been joined by a woman. 
She’s pretty in her own way, not gorgeous, but she’ll do. Certainly I could 
have made a love match between Theseus and a Minoan man, but I 
remember from his eagerness in Lemnos that his preference is for females. 



As the group sits in some dirty diner eating what looks like bowls of 
worms—humans will put the most revolting things in their mouths—I 
draw a line from Ariadne to Theseus. At first I think that will be enough, 
she’ll now do anything to see him survive. Then I consider how the last 
love spell I cast turned out when I made only Medea love Jason. One-
sided love is never a happy thing and that situation truly ended up being a 
disaster. How was I to know her love drew out such murderous 
tendencies? To ensure matters will fall together more harmoniously this 
time, I turn the love line into a loop as I trace back from Theseus to 
Ariadne. 

"And how will that help?" Apollo asks. 
"He’s brave and she's clever. Make them love one another and she 

won't want to see him die. She may even break a few rules to prevent it, 
and he will think whatever she suggests is pure genius." 

"But how can she help? She can’t go into the maze and tie up the 
minotaur so Theseus and the other Athenians can kill him." 

"She will help," I say, but in truth I have no idea how and I feel Ares 
slip from my fingers a little more until I see the big woman holding the 
string of a stick-thin man’s apron. "Tying up," I mutter. 

"I’m game if you are," Apollo says, setting down his glass and 
producing a silk scarf with a clap of his hands. 

I roll my eyes at his hopefully lusty expression and point to the scene. 
"Not you." Apollo looks at me as if I’ve gone mad. 

"A dirty apron? Will the smell of it kill the minotaur, or something?" 
"No. Theseus needs to get in and kill the minotaur and then find his 

way back out. He’s a good fighter, but ten steps into the darkness and he’ll 
be lost." I pull off the belt that my husband made me for our wedding. It’s 
a lovely thing and very delicate, so delicate it wouldn’t be noticed by any 
guard if it was worn under a tunic. I wave my hands over it then tell 
Apollo to hold one end as I walk to the other side of my room, quite a 
distance as Zeus has given me the second largest room on Olympus. The 
belt stretches without weakening. Closing my eyes and clasping the belt to 
use it as a guide, I follow it to Apollo and kiss him on the nose. When I 
hold it up to show him, the belt has returned to its original size. 

I bend down and scoop up Apollo’s glass, raise it to him in a toast 
then take a swallow, enjoying the tingle of the bubbles on my throat. I pull 
the scarf from his grasp and give him a teasing look. When he starts to 
reach for me though, I tie the scarf around my waist to replace the belt. 
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Letting out an exasperated huff, he drops back onto the couch. 
"Okay, but how are you going to get him to understand how the belt 

works? He’s not going to instinctively know what you want him to do with 
it. And even if he did work it out, he knows the guards will take the belt 
away if they find him wearing it, so I doubt he’s willingly going to put on 
that piece of artwork before heading to his death." 

I set the belt down next to Apollo and walk back over to the gazing 
pool. Ariadne is looking at Theseus and he her, the love spell already 
blooming inside them. "I think Ariadne is going to have a very vivid 
dream tonight. In the morning she’ll realize it wasn’t a dream, but a vision 
from the gods," I say these last four words so dramatically that Apollo 
laughs. "Especially when she finds the very belt she dreamt of right there 
in her room." I stride over to where Apollo is sitting and pick up the belt 
making exaggerated gestures of surprise and awe. Apollo laughs so hard, 
wine comes out his nose. He cries in pain and giggles at the same time. "I 
will make sure she knows what it can do and that she gets him to wear it." 
In a grand move I drop to one knee and present Apollo the belt. He takes it 
with mocking, wide-eyed glee. "After all, what hero could refuse a gift 
from his love?" 

Apollo applauds. I stand and take a bow then sit down leaning against 
him. He snaps his fingers and a full bottle of Illamos Valley’s finest 
sparkling wine appears. This time, full of excitement and with reason to 
celebrate, I don’t refuse when he offers me a glass. As the wine dances 
through me, joy and triumph fill my face with a broad smile. Theseus is 
going to succeed, the poli won’t go to war (not yet anyway, not until I’m 
ready for them to). Pasiphae is going to fail, and when she does, I will be 
at Ares’s side ready to provide him the war he wants.  



CHAPTER 20 
THESEUS  

The plate of eggs and toast has gone cold. When the servant brought it 
to me, the smell of the melting butter on the thick bread made my mouth 
water, but my stomach churned at the sight of the long-sleeved tunic I’m 
meant to wear in the maze draped over his arm. After he placed the food 
and the garment on the table in my room, I dismissed him and then 
ignored the items. How in the world am I expected to eat at a time like 
this? 

To distract myself, I brush my hand along Owl’s blade. Will I ever see 
my father again? What kind of fool am I to have thought I could go in 
blind, find a monster before it hunts me down, and—without any weapons
—kill it when so many others have already paid the highest price to prove 
how impossible the minotaur is to defeat? I slide the sword back in its 
scabbard with a sense of resolve; I have committed to this task and I will 
see it to its end even if it means my own end as well. I’m ready as I’ll ever 
be to face this day. 

I steel myself and turn the doorknob. When I pull open the door, 
Ariadne is there, her hand held high as if about to knock. My heart jumps 
at the sight of her and suddenly I don’t want anything to do with the maze. 
I want to guide her over to my bed and not come out of this room for at 
least a week. 

"This is for you." Her beautiful face blooms with excitement as she 
holds out what looks like a thin belt of delicate silver links. "To wear. You 
have to wear it," she says excitedly, her words spilling out and making no 
sense. 

I can’t help but look at her as if she’s gone mad. Has seeing too many 
Osterians go to their deaths affected her mind? 

"I have a belt," I say cautiously. 
"Not one like this. May I?" she asks. Even if it’s only for a little 

while, I feel compelled to be with her. I gesture for her to come in. 
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"How can that possibly help?" 
"You’ll think I’m crazy, but little fragments of an idea kept popping in 

my head yesterday, you know, after you said your biggest worry was 
finding your way back out." I nod encouragingly although my fear of 
getting eaten alive is far greater than my worries of navigating the maze. 
"Then last night I had a dream of you following a guide rope through the 
passages. I saw you removing a belt—this very belt!—handing an end to 
someone. You held the other end as you walked deeper and deeper into the 
maze, then turned around and followed the guideline back out. When I 
woke up this," she holds up the belt, "was on my dressing table. It has to 
be a gift from the gods." 

"I thought the kingdoms didn't believe in the gods," I say mockingly 
even though a hopeful excitement bubbles in me. 

"We believe they exist; we just don't bow to them." 
"I don’t see how it can work," I say, letting the chain slip over my 

fingers. It feels like liquid moving over my skin. "It’s too delicate and too 
short." 

"Watch." 
She hands me one end of the belt, tells me to stay put, then walks 

across the room. As she walks, the belt stretches. "I already tugged on it a 
bit this morning. It was only half this length, but once it stretches it 
doesn’t immediately rebound back to its original size." She lets go of her 
end and I flinch, expecting the cord to snap back, but it remains about as 
long as a man is tall. I run my fingers along its length as I pull it in. The 
stretching has created no weak spots. It won’t be of any use to strangle the 
monster, but it will give me some guidance in the dark.  

"If I can kill the beast, I can get back out." I feel stupid stating the 
obvious, but this object could save my life. Dear gods, if I manage to kill 
the minotaur (and now I suddenly feel like that’s in the realm of 
possibility) this length of links could save all of Osteria. 

"Exactly. And the guards won’t give a second look at a simple belt. 
You just need to take it off when you get in, hand one end to one of your 
fellow—" she pauses, biting her tongue against using the word sacrifices. 
"One of your friends, then follow it back." 

"And kill a ravenous monster." 
"Well, yes." 
"Do you really think this will stretch long enough for the whole 



maze?" 
"I have a feeling it will be as long as it needs to be." 
She has stepped closer to me. I want to put my arms around her, to 

pull her to me, and kiss her full lips. I reach my hand out, level with her 
waist. Just as I can feel her warmth, a bell starts clanging and I jump back 
as if I’ve set off an alarm. She looks at me. All the excitement of her 
discovery has been replaced with concern. 

"It’s the call to the maze. You should get dressed." She indicates the 
long-sleeved tunic I've been provided. 

"Why the long sleeves?" I ask, holding it up. It’s no longer than the 
standard knee-length tunic most men wear, but the sleeves will hang down 
over my wrists. 

"For warmth. The maze is underground and quite chilly." 
I laugh. I can’t help it. "If they're so concerned about our well-being 

they could just call an end to this madness." 
Ariadne gives a wavering smile, then turns to leave. 
"Stay with me," I say, surprising myself. 
The priestess turns back, the smile, although still hovering on the edge 

of turning to tears, is warm and pleased. I quickly slip out of my usual 
tunic and into the new one. I instantly feel encumbered by the long 
sleeves. The sun is high and the spring day is already unseasonably warm. 
The beams coming in the window heat the room making the garment 
uncomfortably hot. Ariadne holds out the belt for me to take, but instead I 
step closer to her and raise my arms out to the side. 

She grins and blushes, but does not hesitate to loop the length of the 
belt around my waist. She smells of roses and a little bit like fresh hay 
from her time in the bulls’ pens. It takes four loops to use up the belt’s new 
length from our testing it. 

"It's not too tight, is it?" she asks, looking up at me. 
"No," I say, a little breathless. 
Once I'm fully encircled, she knots the ends together to hold the belt 

in place. When she is done she doesn’t back away. I wonder if I could ask 
for a kiss for luck and if that kiss could lead us to take advantage of the 
bed that practically begs me to pull her into it. I see her blush even more 
deeply as if she can read my thoughts. The bells clang again, calling me to 
my fate. She quickly leans forward, delivers a lingering kiss to my lips, 
then whispers, "Make it back." 

I take her hand and we step out from my room together. I don't let go 
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until we reach the foyer. It’s empty except for Pasiphae, Minos, Iolalus, 
and Odysseus. The other Athenians should be here. I wonder if they have 
already gone to the maze’s entrance, but then I notice the faces of my 
companions. Where I expect to see knowing grins at my entering with 
Ariadne, I see only angry concern. My neck hairs instantly bristle. 

"What’s going on? Where are the other eleven?" 
"The train has been delayed," Pasiphae says with more than a hint of 

amused gloating in her tone. 
"Delayed? For how long?" I have no idea how long it will take me to 

find the minotaur in the maze, but I do know that even with the guideline 
Ariadne has provided, in the pitch dark I will be moving slowly, 
cautiously. I need all the time I can get. 

"A runner from the train has said it should arrive by midday," she 
responds.  

"So, we’ll go in tomorrow morning?" I ask hopefully. 
"Today is the scheduled day. No exceptions." 
"You have to let them rest," Odysseus blurts. "You can’t expect them 

to go straight from the train and into the maze." 
"The others did," Minos says, his voice distant as if he’s replying to 

something mentioned long ago. 
"Yes, the fact that Theseus has gotten a night’s rest before entering the 

maze is a breach of the rules. And the only one I will allow."  
I swear I can feel the belt glowing, announcing its presence and 

importance under her stare. I fear she’ll rip it off, but she turns away to 
look at the mural on the far wall.  

"Let me go in alone," I offer. After all, I intend to make the others 
wait in one spot while I search for the minotaur. Going in alone will be no 
different except for finding somewhere to tie off one end of the belt 
instead of having someone hold it. 

Pasiphae looks over her bony shoulder. "Not part of the rules," she 
says languidly, then turns her attention back to the painting. 

"Well, can we at least stop the clanging of those idiotic bells," I shout 
and storm out of the room.  

I immediately learn I’m not allowed to leave the palace—another of 
the rules that I swear are made up on the spur of the moment solely to 
annoy me. I stomp up to my room, my ridiculously long sleeves flapping 
as I go. I kick the breakfast that has now congealed. The plate smashes 



against the wall, thick orange slime trails down from where the eggs hit. 
Iolalus and Odysseus knock on the door, but I will only lash out at them so 
don’t answer. 

I know I must calm myself. With the limited time, I’ll have in the 
maze I’ll need to focus. I can’t do that if I’m fuming over this stupid 
councilwoman and her rules. It strikes me that Minos is not to blame, not 
entirely, anyway. He’s a pawn. This is all Pasiphae, either acting on behalf 
of the Council or Ares. When I volunteered to do this, I think I wanted to 
kill this monster just to show off. Now I want it dead to thwart her. I lay 
on the bed, forcing my mind to collect itself. It takes a while, but 
eventually the anger and annoyance that would distract me get locked 
away behind a door of determination to destroy Pasiphae’s plans. 

Before I know it, the bells are clanging again, startling me from my 
meditation. I take a deep breath, feel a pang of guilt over the egg yolk that 
has dried onto the wall, and promise that I will scrub the wall myself once 
I kill the minotaur. 

 Again, I go down to the foyer. This time I join the group who will go 
down the maze with me. They are my age but somehow look younger. The 
long sleeves make them look small and scrawny, as if they’re children 
dressed up in their parents’ clothes. They’re sweaty and weary from the 
long train journey, but even if they weren’t, this clearly isn’t a group of 
fighters. I do not know them. I have only spent a few weeks of my entire 
life in Athenos. I should ask their names but worry that becoming familiar 
with them will cloud my mind with personal responsibility. As I learned in 
my vigile training, to keep a clear head, I need to think of them as 
anonymous strangers. They look at me expectantly. They’re looking for a 
leader. I’m glad for that; it will make it far easier to get them to listen. 

"I'm Theseus, son of your ruler, survivor of the Argoa, and vigile 
lieutenant. When we get in the maze you will obey my orders or you will 
get us all killed, and I have no intention of becoming minotaur food." And 
I would very much like to see Ariadne again. "Understood?" 

They give an unenthusiastic and disorganized, "Yes, sir." One man has 
a peevish air, but none look ready to challenge me. I catch Ariadne’s eye 
and nod to indicate we’re ready. My little group and I follow her out of the 
palace to the entrance of the maze. 

Odysseus and Iolalus are already there. They greet me with 
encouraging smiles, but before they can shake my hand, as Odysseus 
seems keen to do, a group of guards—Arean I assume from the decoration 
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on their breastplates—cuts them off. Pasiphae makes her way from the 
palace with Minos in tow. I have to say, when I saw him for the first time, 
I was shocked by Minos’s appearance. I had always heard he was a big 
man. His belt certainly looks as if it were cut for a bigger girth. But with 
Pasiphae striding tall and confident before him, he looks like an old, 
bedraggled bull being goaded along by a stern master. Pasiphae and Minos 
step up to the raised platform that has the roughshod look of having been 
built in a hurry. The smell of wood emanating from the planks tells me it 
must have only been put up recently. 

Ariadne joins them. My heart leaps like a schoolboy at the memory of 
that kiss. I meet her eyes then force myself to look away. I need to keep 
my head clear. I focus on Minos, his eyes are brimming with tears. This is 
not the monster everyone in Osteria thinks he is; this is a man beaten by 
the Council and I wonder what game he has lost. 

"Athenians," Pasiphae says, addressing me and my companions, "you 
have been asked here today for the whims of this one man. We will now 
read the rules so all is clear." 

The crowd murmurs at her choice of words. None of them look 
pleased about this. None look like they condone this. I glance from the 
crowd to Minos. Again, I wonder what’s truly going on here. His is not the 
face of a tyrant. Indeed, he looks like someone about to be ill. He looks 
defeated. Pasiphae on the other hand is haughty, triumphant, with the 
appearance of someone getting exactly what she wants. She expects us to 
believe Minos is planning an attack against the poli? I don’t think so. I 
think Pasiphae is gaining something from this. I have to tell Ariadne, or 
even Iolalus or Odysseus before I go in. That way if I don’t make it— 

I halt that line of thought to listen to Pasiphae. The Minoans, who 
have heard these conditions several times already, shift and make sounds 
of derision. I hope to make this the last time they have to listen to this 
speech. 

"First, you twelve will enter the maze here, the palace end. You will 
then pass through the maze to its terminus, the agora end, by sundown. If 
you make it to the agora, you are free, your time has been served. If any of 
you don’t make it, if even just one fails to get through, you will all remain 
in the maze." 

A couple Athenians next to me whisper in fretful tones at this news. 
No doubt, like me, they were under the impression that, if you got 



through, you survived regardless of what happened to the others. I turn to 
them. "That is why I need you to listen to my orders," I hiss at them. "I 
won't be stuck down there because one of you wants to play hero. Got it?" 
This time even Mr. Peevish doesn't hesitate to accept what I say. 

"Are you done?" Pasiphae asks, an eyebrow arched in amusement. I 
nod. "Prior to entering you will be inspected by these guards." She 
indicates the Areans flanking her. "If they find no weapons on you, you are 
qualified to enter the maze. Any weapons you do have, will be taken from 
you." 

"And when they kill the minotaur?" Odysseus asks. "What then for 
Osteria?" 

Pasiphae gives a derisive laugh, confirming what I suspected. She's 
certain none of us, not just my twelve, but no Osterian, will ever make it 
out of this death trap. But, like a true con artist, she plays her falter off. 

"I was just getting to that. If you kill the Minotaur, you have earned 
the right to exit at either end of the maze. However, the rule still applies 
that all twelve must be present. If any one of these twelve doesn’t survive, 
if a single one gets lost in the maze, or fails to reach either exit before 
sundown, you will all remain in the maze. I would have covered this, but 
I’d hate for them go in with false hope." 

"No. You wouldn’t dare let them go in with anything that might give 
them a fighting chance," Ariadne says and I’m surprised Pasiphae doesn’t 
burst into flames right then and there under the burning hatred of 
Ariadne’s glare. 

"Enough. Guards, inspect them." 
The guards run their hands over each of us in turn. I would've liked 

my lifeline to be something more substantial than a thin belt, but when I 
see the guards remove the leather thong Mr. Peevish had been wearing—a 
belt no different from what any Athenian would wear—I’m thankful for 
Ariadne’s cleverness and whichever god’s favor I’ve been granted. The 
women’s belts are thin bands of braided yarn, no thicker than the chain I 
wear around my waist. These don’t draw the guard’s notice and remain in 
place. When my turn comes my gut churns with worry as the guard slips 
his hands over me. He thoroughly checks my arms and legs, especially the 
empty scabbard I wear out of habit at my calf. But he leaves it and moves 
up to my torso. He eyes the belt then runs a finger under it. One flick of 
the wrist and he could snap the chain and yank it from my waist.  

But to my surprise he steps back and, with a grunt, tells me to step 
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over to a heavy iron gate that opens onto a narrow staircase. My sense of 
relief is short-lived as I stare down through the gate. It’s like looking into 
the mouth of an underground cave. I can see nothing, but a smell of dank 
moisture emanates from the maze’s entrance. Even with Minoa’s tall 
buildings and cooling fountains, the sun beating upon the palace hill has 
warmed the air, but a stale chill drifts up from the cavern. Goosebumps 
break out on my legs and I tell myself it’s only the maze’s coolness 
causing them. 

A few other Athenians linger behind me at the entrance of the maze 
while we wait for the remaining victims to be inspected. I say nothing to 
them. I’m not being snobbish; I need to focus on myself in the maze, not 
on protecting them, and if I come to know them, if I come to like them, I 
will feel the need to keep them safe. Someone mutters something and 
someone else laughs, but it’s a nervous laughter of false cheer.  

Once we’re all together, I turn to them. I need them to be aware of my 
plan. 

"When we get in, we’ll go down these stairs. Then, I need you to 
remain there. Understand? You are not to move from the stairs," I say with 
emphasis. 

"No, you heard her. We have to get to the exit. We have to get out," 
Mr. Peevish says with a panicked whine.  

"You will get out,” I say evenly, trying to give them a sense of calm 
that I don’t feel. “But I will kill the minotaur first. I need you to stay near 
this entrance so I don’t have to waste time looking for you when I’m done. 
We all need to get out and it will be much easier to simply walk out this 
gate again than to try to find the exit at the agora end." 

A somber looking woman nods. Something in her long, tranquil face 
speaks of an authoritative calm. I can tell she’s one with a level head who 
can make people listen without raising her voice. She’s the one I’ll leave 
in charge of the group. I need someone reasonable, someone who won’t 
panic, someone who will stay put and hold one end of the belt. It will do 
me no good to leave my lifeline with someone like Mr. Peevish who might 
scurry into the depths of the maze at the sound of a pebble dropping. 

"What’s your name?" I whisper. 
"Agata, sir." 
"I’m going to need your help. Can you keep a level head?"  
She nods. "I work as an emergency medic. It’s my job to keep a level 



head." Her eyes carry a small flicker of pride. 
Minos steps before us. He appears ready to speak, but when his eyes 

scan the eleven behind me, emotion grips tight to his throat and he cannot 
form the words he wants to say. His mouth opens and closes like a fish 
gasping for air. Pasiphae steps forward, pushing him out of the way.   

"I do sincerely hope the gods are on your side today. You are aware of 
the rules. I hope to see you soon." Not a single syllable the 
councilwoman’s speech sounds sincere. 

Odysseus and Iolalus step around her. She looks about ready to say 
something, but Odysseus cuts her off. 

"I heard no rule against saying goodbye." 
He reaches to take me by the arm much like couples do when they’re 

having the marriage cloth wound around them. As he does so, his hand 
deftly slips up my long sleeve. When he grasps my forearm, it’s not his 
hand I feel but an object I recognize instantly. Trying to control my 
surprise, I meet his warm blue eyes that, even in the most serious situation, 
always look as though he’s holding back some secret joke. He pulls me 
into a hug and whispers. 

"For once I’ve taken the time to sharpen it. Make good use of the 
thing. And you better bring it back." 

There’s no way we would have gotten away with the exchange if I 
was dressed in my usual vigile tunic with its short sleeves, but the long-
sleeved tunic the Council insists its victims wear covers my forearm well 
enough to ease the dagger up and hide it from view. I just have to hope no 
one else tries to grab my hand. It’s not Owl, which I have placed in 
Iolalus’s care, but it will suffice to slit the minotaur’s throat if I can get 
close enough to him. 

Once he’s sure I have hold of the weapon, Odysseus lets me go, gives 
a nod, and is replaced by Iolalus. The Solon pulls me into a hug and 
wishes me well. I mentally urge him to say he’ll see me in a few moments. 
He may deny he has the sight, but he does seem to know things, and words 
of a future meeting would be a great comfort right now. When he says 
nothing but a warm goodbye, a speck of my confidence crumbles away.  

"Pasiphae is responsible for this, not Minos," I say before we let go. 
When we step apart our eyes meet. He gives a single nod of his head and I 
know he’s had similar thoughts. 

"Are you ready now?" Pasiphae says irritably. A cry that’s a mix of a 
bull’s bellow and lion’s roar comes from the depths of the maze. My 
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stomach clenches, but I force my face to remain impassive. I give one 
glance back to the eleven behind me. Many faces have blanched, but 
Agata still looks strong and unwavering. I congratulate myself on a good 
choice for my second-in-command. 

I look to Ariadne. She’s not crying but I can see tears hovering on the 
edge of her lashes. I give what I hope is a brave smile then look away 
before I lose my resolve. 

"It’s getting hot out here," I say directly to Pasiphae. There’s no way I 
will let her see that Iolalus’s silence or Ariadne’s tears have shaken me. 
"Let us in so we can cool down." 

Pasiphae’s upper lip wrinkles in annoyance. She snaps her fingers and 
a guard swings the iron gate open. I don’t hesitate to pass through it and 
begin the long march down the stairs into the depths of the maze. I’m 
thankful the steps have been built evenly because the light from the 
entrance quickly fades to utter darkness. One riser too tall or one runner 
too shallow would have me tripping and breaking my neck before I ever 
got a chance to slay this menacing beast. When I’ve counted twenty-six 
steps, the cavern fills with the clang of the iron gate being shut and a 
heavy clank as a bolt locks into place. We have all made it through without 
incident. I’m proud that no one tried to run like one the Tillaceans had and 
continue my descent into the maze.  

At the bottom of the stairs, I step aside to make room for my 
companions and to tuck Odysseus’s dagger into the empty sheath at my 
calf. I then remove the belt. My hands tremble as I fumble with the knot 
Ariadne has made. I want to hurry, but I tell myself if I do I could make 
the knot worse. As my fingers tease the ends loose, someone brushes by 
me, bumping my shoulder. I’m thankful the belt isn’t loose yet otherwise 
the jarring might have knocked the guideline from my hand. I shoot out a 
hand and grab at whoever it is. When my fingers dig into his arm, he lets 
out a yelp that sounds very much like my very own Mr. Peevish. 

"Unless you have a death wish, you’re going nowhere," I say pulling 
him back like a misbehaving mongrel. 

"I’d rather just get it over with. I’ve made my peace with the gods. 
I’m ready for Hades to come take me to the Chasm." 

I roll my eyes and push him back toward the stairs with the others. I 
go back to teasing apart the knot. 

"First off, there’s nothing for you to get over with other than a bit of 



waiting. Second, it’s Hermes who takes you to the Chasm. Hades just 
checks you in." 

"And Athena?" he whines. "She leaves the polis at a time like this? 
Isn’t it obvious she has forsaken us? She has no sense of justice if she 
would allow us to come here for slaughter." As he speaks the whine turns 
into mounting panic. I’m tempted to slap him, not only to bring him back 
to himself, but also because it would be a terrific way to release some of 
my tension. But I don’t want to cause trouble. Still, he needs to be shut up 
before his panic infects the others.  

"Damn Athena and damn you," I curse both at him and Ariadne’s 
knot. "We will get out of here, but only if you trust me." 

"I suppose you think you’re going to save us all." His tone has switched 
from fear to insolence. Mr. Peevish sure has his mood swings. It’s annoying, 
but at least I’ve snapped him out of his panic.  

"You think that just because you’re good in the arena that you can do 
anything," a woman snaps. Her harsh voice makes me feel sorry for any 
man who ends up marrying her. "You’re not even Athenian. You’re just a 
Helenian bastard." 

"I’m a bastard Helenian who not only is the son of your leader, but 
who has his backing and will likely rule over you one day." A wave of 
relief hits me as I finally feel the knot loosen. "And yes, I do intend to 
save us, even you. Although if you keep up your attitude, I’ll let the 
minotaur rape you before I kill him. Now, where is Agata?" I ask, slipping 
the belt from my waist 

"Here," she says as if I’ve just called roll in school. I step toward her 
voice and don’t mind that I step on a few toes as I do. Ungrateful idiots. 

"Hold out your hand." It’s full dark down here, but already my eyes 
are adjusting to it and picking up the faintest hint of light. I can see the 
vague shape of her hand at level with my waist. My other senses seem to 
be waking up as well and I can feel the heat coming from her. 
Unfortunately my ears have always been sensitive and have been detecting 
growls and heavy hoofbeats from somewhere in the maze. In the back of 
my mind I tune in to where they are coming from, hoping I can start by 
heading the right direction.  

Only now do I wonder what will happen if the minotaur makes his 
way to my group before I find him. They will be dead and my guide line 
back to this spot will be lost. But I cannot risk fastening the chain to the 
bars of the gate at the top of the stairs. Some guard or passerby might untie 
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it. Nor can I waste time groping around down here for something to tie it 
to. Someone must hold it. I place one end of the belt in her hand. She takes 
it from me with cool, steady fingertips. 

"Hold this and do not let go. I need you and the others to stay here. 
You are in charge. Do not let them wander off." I want to tell her again not 
to drop the string, but repeating my orders will demean her and will reveal 
the seed of fear growing within me.  

Without a word, I grip my end of the belt and step into the darkness. 
In little time I can no longer detect any light. I could have my eyes closed 
and it would make no difference, but fear has them wide open. I walk with 
one hand grazing along the wall. It feels damp, not wet, but as if a deep 
moisture from the bowels of the earth is slowly working its way to the 
surface. My other hand grips the belt. I know I should relax, that I 
shouldn’t wear out even the smallest of my muscles, but I dread dropping 
the line that will be my only way out of this engulfing darkness. The air 
around me is chilly yet humid.  

I slip around a corner, turning right. I’m lead straight to a dead end, I 
curse under my breath. Tension and fear tremble through my legs, but this 
is the test isn’t it? This is why I have the belt. I feel my way back along the 
cool metal, following the niche out and around to my original direction. 
Only when my back starts to tire do I realize I’m crouching forward, 
subconsciously avoiding knocking my head on any low ceilings.  

Turning another corner, my foot catches on something. I stumble over 
it and one knee comes down hard, crunching the object underneath. I tell 
myself to hold onto the belt, hold onto the belt. I take a moment to steady 
my shaking legs. The stumble has unnerved me. Even before I reach down 
to feel what’s strewn across my path, I know what it will be. Still, I’m 
compelled to run my hand across the smooth long thing that, if I were 
foolish, I could imagine was nothing more than a branch. But I know by 
the knobs at the end and its length that this is a femur, the leg bone of an 
Osterian I may have met once. And I know, although I try to push the 
thought away, that if there are bones here, the minotaur must spend time in 
this portion of the maze. He could be only an arm’s length away and I 
wouldn’t know. A hollow spot develops in my stomach. I slowly stand. I 
have to command my legs to move forward before I can continue my way 
deeper into the maze.  

With my eyes blinded, my ears pick up every thud of my heart. I 



swear I can even hear the belt’s metal links stretching.  
How far can it go? Can it really extend throughout the entire maze?  
But it’s my sense of smell that bears the brunt of this heightened 

awareness. Over the musty scent of damp stones hovers a stronger scent of 
animal sweat and waste and flesh that has gone putrid. It’s a smell as if 
someone took a pack of starved dogs, locked them in with horses that were 
still sweaty and dusty after a hard ride, left the beasts for several weeks, 
then returned to find the horses in pieces, the dogs full to bursting, and the 
waste from both animals fouling the space. It’s this smell that—more than 
the dark, more than even the bone middens—breaks my resolve and makes 
me want to flee. This is a wild, feral smell proclaiming that, although this 
is place made by man, no mortal belongs in these depths. Cold sweat 
trickles down my chest and I clench the belt for a minuscule amount 
comfort. 

The next time my foot encounters something, I pat my hand gingerly 
along the floor praying I don’t dip my hand into the rotting flesh of a 
fellow Osterian. Thankfully, I find only a dry pile of bones. The monster 
has picked them clean but none feel broken. He's clearly getting enough 
meat to not bother with the marrow or at least not the marrow of this one. 
Fighting down the revulsion at the thought that I may have known this 
person, that I may have been in vigile training with him, I feel bone after 
bone looking for a femur. Although the dagger will be handy—I think how 
in daylight I would be able to hurl it straight into the beast’s throat—in the 
dark I'll have to be close to my target. And the only way I can get close 
safely in this blinding darkness is to knock the monster senseless. 

Angled across a rib cage I find one femur. It’s no club of hardwood. 
In truth, it’s a poor weapon and likely to shatter after one blow, but 
wielded correctly I can hope to hit the monster in the jaw and drop him as 
I've seen Castor and Pollux do with their fists in boxing matches. 

After turning three more corners I'm hit with the pungent stink of 
animal dung and human sweat more intensely than before. I pause, not 
knowing if the beast is within reach or if I’m just nearing his lair. 
Although pointless in this darkness, I close my eyes as I would do above 
ground to better focus my hearing. Except for the swish of blood 
drumming through my ears I hear nothing. Still, the hairs on my arms and 
neck jerk upright making my skin tingle. 

But all is quiet. Giving a reassuring tug on the belt, I start forward 
again. I take one step. As I raise my foot for the next step I hear it: the 



  !  35

heavy, huffing exhale of a bull. I pause, my foot hovering mid-stride. Even 
though the first breath sent shivers along my spine, I need him to breathe 
again. I need to pinpoint where and how far he is from me. I grip the 
femur more tightly. 

A growl sounds from my right. It's not a growl from the throat, but 
from the belly. The beast is hungry. Before I can wonder what I might 
taste like, heavy hoof beats charge towards me. I whirl around, raising the 
femur. Just as I can feel the heat of him near me I step aside. There's a rush 
of stinking air and I follow it with the bone. It connects but I can tell from 
the sound I’ve only hit flesh. I grip tighter to my makeshift weapon. 

The blow hasn’t caused any advantageous harm, but it has pissed off 
my opponent. Perhaps he's not used to his meals fighting back. His 
breathing huffs faster now and the stench of sweat throbs from him. I 
wonder how well he can see down here. Better than me, that's obvious. 
And that's all that matters. I need to focus on my ears, my nose, and my 
skin’s ability to detect his warmth. Again, I close my eyes as if to remind 
myself they are pointless down here. 

The pounding of hoof against stone comes again. This time I spin 
aside as I strike. I hit something bony. The minotaur lets out a satisfying 
yelp, but I also hear the femur crack. Feeling along the length of the bone, 
I find the fracture is toward the top. I grip the bone, break off the 
weakened end, and hurl it toward where I can hear his angry breaths. It 
hits him and he lets out a grunt that is both agonized and annoyed.  

I whirl the femur around so the other end can serve as my mallet. I’m 
clutching the belt so tightly my hand aches. I have to stop doing this or 
one quick move will jerk the chain right out of Agata’s hand. With the 
shortened bone in my right hand, I ease the grip on my left hand and tell 
myself to maintain this. Not an easy task when one's mind is occupied 
with not becoming a monster’s snack. 

Having just been struck twice, the beast is more cautious now. His 
vision can't be perfect down here if he can't tell how poorly I'm armed and 
this thought encourages me to inch forward even though every part of my 
body wants to flee. The smell of him is enough to make me want to 
retreat. If death had a smell it would be the odor that clings to this 
creature. The warmth emanating from him tells me I'm close. But I need to 
know where his head is if I'm to make use of the femur. I wish I knew 
more about this monster so I knew better how to fight him. How tall is he? 



Does he stand on his feet like a man or does he go on all fours like a bull? 
Another wet huff of air rushes over me. The breath grazes across the 

top of my head and down my back. So, he’s taller than me. And he's 
within reach. Just as I'm about to jut the head of the femur upward, his 
stench smacks me with its proximity. I move to duck aside. Before I can 
complete the motion, I’m jerked off my feet. A searing pain flares through 
my shoulder. Every ragged breath I try to take overwhelms me with pain 
and with the putrid smell of his breath and body. Hot saliva dribbles down 
my back as his teeth sink into me.  

**END OF SAMPLE**  
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