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				Have you ever wondered what happens after we have read ‘and they lived happily ever after’? I have.

				I love the ancient myths, but I have always wondered what happened the next day, next week or next year. What did the Olympians do at the end of the stories?

				Their lives must have continued long after the 
last of their tales were told. But how?

				This is what I believe happened after 
Bellerophon rode Pegasus for the first time to slay 
the Chimera. And a very long time after Perseus 
killed Medusa which precipitated the birth 
of our beloved stallion, Pegasus.

				My stories are not retellings of the ancient myths 
– as they are already perfect.

				These are the new tales of what happened a 
long time after those ended . . .
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				In the Long Distant Past

				The war between the Olympians and the Titans had been fought and won. Jupiter, leader of Olympus, his two brothers, Neptune and Pluto, plus Chiron the Centaur and the three giant Hundred-handers gathered in the remnants of the throne room, facing the most vicious Titan warriors.

				The final battle had played out on Olympus. The landscape around them was scorched and destroyed. The beauty of the world, fouled. But from the ashes of battle, Olympus would rise again. It would be greater and more breathtaking than could ever be imagined.

				Standing before Jupiter, Neptune and Pluto – also known as the Big Three – was Saturn, their father and leader of the Titans. His manacled hands shook with rage as he glared at his sons. Locked in chains beside him were his brothers and most powerful followers, defeated, but still utterly defiant.

				‘You expect me to kneel before you?’ Saturn sneered. ‘Beg my children’s forgiveness for their challenge to my power?’

				Jupiter looked at his two brothers and shook his head sadly. ‘No, Father, we do not seek your apology. Nor would we believe its sincerity if you did apologize. Your words mean nothing to us.’

				‘Then what?’ Saturn demanded. ‘What can you do to me? You cannot destroy me or any Titan; we are too powerful.’

				‘You are correct, Father. We cannot destroy you. It grieves us that you would even suggest such a thing. We are still your children.’

				‘My children?’ Saturn spat at the ground. ‘You should never have escaped Tartarus. Ungrateful orphans – that is what you are. You are no children of mine!’

				Neptune sighed. ‘Your words and actions reveal the depth of your hatred for us. All you know is lust for power. You are a sickness that must be cut from our lives before you can spread your infection further.’

				Saturn laughed with contempt. ‘I’ll ask again: what can you do to me? You are nothing more than shadows of my greatness!’

				‘No, Father, we are not shadows,’ Neptune said. ‘It is you who fought with shadows.’

				‘You tortured innocent beings in order to create your army of Shadow Titans,’ Pluto agreed. ‘But even they could not defeat us. They are gone and we are still here.’

				‘It was your secret weapon that destroyed my Shadow Titans, not you. You have hidden the girl from me, but that is only a temporary setback. I will find her and when I do, my Shadow Titans will rise again and I shall finally rule these worlds as is my destiny.’

				‘Emily is beyond your reach!’ Jupiter shouted. ‘The war is over. You were defeated!’

				‘Jupe, calm down,’ Neptune said. ‘He is trying to bait you.’

				Jupiter took a deep calming breath. ‘Peace has returned to the worlds and in time Olympus, Titus and Earth will heal. Your dark presence will be erased and you will be forgotten.’

				Jupiter rose to his feet to give his sentence: ‘Saturn of Titus, you have been found guilty of crimes against Olympus. We condemn you to the same fate you set for us. You will be taken from here and imprisoned in the depths of Tartarus, never to experience freedom again.’

				‘Tartarus will never confine me!’ Saturn shouted. ‘Surrender now and I will be merciful.’

				Jupiter shook his head. ‘You do not know the meaning of the word mercy. No, Father, this ends now. You and your people will be taken to Tartarus and locked in the bowels of the prison. You will never see the light of day again.’

				‘You will yearn for death, Father,’ Pluto said darkly. ‘But I will not grant it. You will exist and you will suffer as we did for so long.’

				Saturn raised his hands. The heavy, metal manacles began to rattle. As his fury exploded, flames and lightning bolts burst from his hands towards his sons.

				Instinctively, Jupiter, Neptune and Pluto raised their hands together to create a shield to deflect the shot. Flames bounced wildly around the throne room, melting rubble and turning stone to glass. Olympians ran for cover and crouched behind columns, but thankfully the Big Three’s defences protected them from any harm.

				‘Father, stop!’ Jupiter boomed. ‘You cannot win!’

				‘Then I will destroy us all!’

				Saturn’s flames and lightning surged even higher until he began to tire and the blast weakened then tapered off completely. Saturn stood before his sons, covered in a film of sweat and panting to catch his breath. ‘This changes nothing.’

				Jupiter shook his head in disgust. ‘It changes everything.’ He nodded to the Hundred-handers.

				‘Take them away from our sight.’

				The three loyal giants, each with fifty heads, nodded and bowed awkwardly. Using their one hundred arms they caught hold of the protesting prisoners and dragged them away.

			

		

	
		
			
				

				1

				Olympus at night was as beautiful as it was by day. The air was clean and fresh and a sense of peace prevailed. The temperature dropped, but only by a fraction. Flowers that only bloomed after dark unfurled their delicate petals and released their fragrant perfume into the air.

				This was the time when the night dwellers emerged from their homes. Their pale, thin skin almost glowed in the starlight. Their voices hushed. Night dweller children never raised their voices – even while they played. And like all Olympians, the night dwellers bowed in respect as Emily, Flame of Olympus, strolled past.

				Emily walked through the gardens at the back of Jupiter’s palace with her dog, Mike, leaping playfully at her side. Mike was her newest family member, brought back from Athens on her last trip to the Human World. It seemed like a lifetime ago, even though it hadn’t been that long.

				Approaching the river, Emily saw the glow of torches and heard the sound of laughter. She smiled as she recognized her friends Joel and Paelen’s yelps and hurried her steps so that she could join in the fun.

				Just ahead she spotted Pegasus. The winged stallion’s head was held majestically high, his wings immaculately groomed as he glowed brightly with health and joy. The sight of him still stole Emily’s breath away.

				She stopped to appreciate the beauty of the stallion and just how much he meant to her. Her entire life changed the moment they met and they’d been through so much together. He was such a part of her now, she couldn’t imagine a day without him in it.

				Pegasus was with his twin brother, the winged boar, Chrysaor, who looked much less groomed. His coarse brown feathers stood at odd angles and he looked as though he’d recently been rolling in mud.

				Three young night dwellers were with them. A girl in her early teens with long white hair and a voice as soft as a gentle breeze turned and greeted Emily with a formal bow as she approached. ‘Flame, it is an honour to see you this night.’

				‘Hi,’ Emily said back. ‘Please, you don’t have to bow to me. Just call me Emily.’

				The night dweller gasped. ‘But you are the Flame of Olympus! I cannot call you anything else. It is said you have powers greater than Jupiter himself! You must be respected at all times.’

				Emily chuckled. She still wasn’t used to this elevated status. It was true that she fed the Flame of Olympus – the source of Olympus’s power. And there was even a temple dedicated to her. But most of the time she just felt like Emily Jacobs; a girl from New York City who happened to have a winged stallion as her best friend.

				She smiled at the night dweller. ‘I may be the Flame and yes I do have powers, but I’m still just a girl like you. Please, as a favour, would you call me Emily?’

				An odd colour rose in the girl’s ghostly-pale complexion and she nodded. ‘I am Fawn. This is my brother, Dax, and our little sister, Sapphire.’ Fawn smiled extra wide, displaying her small, sharply pointed teeth.

				The boy was a bit older than his sister, and even shyer. There was a calm beauty about them both as they stood with Pegasus. Emily was certain if you held their hands up to a bright light it would shine right through them.

				Their young sister looked about five or six. She was bright and bubbly and seemed more interested in petting Chrysaor’s wings as she talked non-stop to the winged boar.

				‘I see you’ve met Pegasus,’ Emily said, trying to draw Dax out. She stepped up to the winged stallion. ‘Hiya, Pegs – isn’t it beautiful out?’

				Pegasus nickered and pressed his head close to her.

				‘You are magnificent,’ Fawn said to Pegasus as she stroked the stallion’s muzzle. ‘I have seen you around Olympus all my life, but this is the first time we have had the opportunity to meet.’ She looked wistfully into his eyes. ‘It must be wonderful to have wings and fly.’ She turned back to Emily. ‘You are so fortunate to be friends.’

				‘I know,’ Emily agreed. ‘I’d be lost without Pegasus.’

				Emily watched Pegasus blush under the compliments. Then he neighed and pawed the ground lightly.

				Fawn’s dark eyes sparkled. ‘May we?’

				‘What did he say?’ Emily asked. Even though she had lived on Olympus for a very long time, she was still unable to understand the stallion’s words.

				Fawn was practically jumping out of her skin. ‘He said that one evening we can all go flying together. He will let me ride on his back.’

				‘That’s a great idea,’ Emily agreed. ‘There’s nothing better than flying with him – especially at night.’

				The stallion’s head bobbed up and down and he nickered softly to Fawn. She dropped her head shyly. ‘Thank you, Pegasus.’

				Emily had no idea what he said, but from the expression on her face, it had made Fawn very happy.

				Mike was barking, desperate for someone to play with him. Dax leaned over to pat him and before he knew it the large dog jumped up and wrestled Dax down to the ground. The night dweller’s soft laughter rang out as they rolled on the grass together.

				‘We’re going for a swim,’ Emily offered. ‘Do you want to join us?’

				‘Thank you, Flame – I mean, Emily,’ Fawn said. ‘But we must go to work.’

				‘What do you do?’

				‘We work in the nectar-tree orchards,’ Dax explained as he wrestled with Mike. ‘It is our job to draw nectar from the flowers. This can only be done when the sun is down and the stars are shining, which opens the flowers.’

				‘I carry water,’ Sapphire said. ‘It is a big job.’

				‘I’m sure it is,’ Emily agreed, completely enchanted by the young night dweller.

				Dax released Mike and rose to his feet. He caught his little sister by the arm. ‘I am sorry, but we must be going.’ He smiled shyly at Emily and she noticed how strangely attractive he was. His eyes were elliptical like a snake’s and even though they were as black as night, they still sparkled and shone. His features were sharp, but not unpleasant. It was then Emily noticed that his ears were pointed like elves’ ears. Fawn’s and Sapphire’s ears were mostly hidden by their long white hair, but Emily could now see their pointy tops sticking out.

				‘Of course,’ Emily said. She focused on Fawn. ‘Just let me know when you have a free evening and we can go for that flight.’

				Fawn’s eyes sparkled with excitement as her brother led them away.

				‘Pegs,’ Emily asked, watching them leave, ‘back when Jupiter allowed visits to Earth, did any night dwellers go?’

				The stallion nickered and bobbed his head.

				‘I’ve heard that they never go out in daylight because it hurts their eyes and burns their thin skin. Is that true?’

				Again, Pegasus nodded.

				‘Hmmm,’ Emily mused as she studied the other night dwellers in the area. ‘I wonder if they are the origins of the vampire myth on Earth. They have large, dark eyes and pale skin that burns in sunlight, just like vampires. I know the dwellers don’t drink blood, but their teeth are pointy and the nectar they collect is red – maybe that’s it.’

				Both Pegasus and Chrysaor nickered and squealed, but the meaning of their words remained a mystery to Emily. As they walked over to the river the sounds of shouts and laughter grew louder. Mike ran ahead and when he saw Joel in the water, he leaped in.

				Joel laughed as the dog paddled over to him. He looked up to Paelen, who was standing on the diving board. ‘C’mon, Paelen, just like I showed you – jump!’

				It had taken some effort for Joel to convince Jupiter that they needed a diving board. But once it was built, many of the Olympians enjoyed using it and there was talk of making another, taller board for where the river was deeper.

				Emily watched Paelen bouncing on the end of the board, wearing his silken Olympian water trunks. They weren’t too different from baggy shorts, but were solid white and had tiny, neatly folded pleats. His body was smooth and thin, but it didn’t reveal the great strength or unique ability it held to stretch out and manipulate its shape to fit any space or reach almost any distance. Emily met Paelen back when he had used these skills to be a great thief but, with those days behind him, Paelen was now one of Emily’s closest friends.

				Emily’s father, Steve, stood at the side of the river giving Paelen diving instructions, but they weren’t helping. As Paelen sprang on the board, he soared high into the air and over the water. But instead of putting out his arms and angling his body to dive, he crashed into the surface on his stomach.

				‘Ouch!’ her father cried.

				Paelen resurfaced, coughing and spewing out water. ‘I will never learn.’

				‘Sure you will,’ Joel laughed. ‘It just takes practice.’

				Joel’s laughter made Emily’s heart flutter and a smile rise to her lips. Like her, he had come to Olympus from New York City. And even though he was human, Joel looked right at home. His broad, strong chest and handsome Italian features meant he could easily be mistaken for an Olympian. The only thing that set him apart was his silver right shoulder and arm. He had lost his real one during the fight with the Gorgons, and Vulcan had made this powerful replacement.

				Three water nymphs surfaced behind Joel. Their pale eyes sparkled as they stroked Joel’s silver shoulder, where his artificial arm met his body. In the torchlight, the metal looked blazing gold.

				Both Joel and Paelen blushed at the beautiful nymphs as they started to sing.

				Paelen swam closer to them. ‘Yes, Joel has a silver arm, but look what I can do.’ He lifted his arm out of the water and used his powers to stretch the bones and muscles out. He wiggled the fingers on his hand. ‘Is this not as amazing as a silver arm?’

				The three water nymphs weren’t impressed. They turned from Paelen and smiled again at Joel, giggled softly and disappeared beneath the surface.

				‘Wait, do not leave,’ Paelen cried in disappointment. ‘Come back!’

				‘Let ’em go,’ Joel said. ‘You’ve still got to learn to dive.’ When his eyes landed on Emily at the shore he grinned. ‘Hey, Em, would you please show Paelen how to dive?’

				Any traces of jealousy Emily might have felt towards the beautiful water nymphs vanished when she was the focus of Joel’s bright smile. She handed her towel to her father and climbed up on to the diving board. She bounced twice and leaped gracefully into the air, performing a perfect dive.

				Joel splashed water at Paelen. ‘See, that’s how you do it!’

				‘That is exactly what I did,’ Paelen said. ‘I just looked a little different.’

				Joel burst out laughing. ‘What are you talking about? You belly-flopped!’

				‘Same thing,’ Paelen said as Pegasus entered the water, followed by Chrysaor. As Emily swam over to the stallion she noticed Paelen and Joel staring at something. Emily followed their gaze to see Diana, the great Huntress, striding towards the river.

				She was wearing a golden swimsuit and her long, black hair was out of its usual tight braids and flowed across her shoulders and down her back. She always looked beautiful, but they rarely saw Diana look relaxed like this. Diana’s face lit with a smile as Emily’s father turned to greet her.

				Emily laughed at her two friends with their eyes glued on Diana. She splashed water into their faces.

				‘Hey, why’d you do that?’ Joel demanded.

				‘You both look like you need cooling down,’ Emily teased.

				Emily’s father kissed Diana on the cheek. They entered the water and started swimming together down the river.

				‘Are you OK with that?’ Joel asked. ‘I mean, with your mother and all . . .’

				She nodded. ‘I know my dad really loved my mom. But she’s been dead a long time and he’s still young. I wouldn’t want him to be alone. And I know Diana really likes him.’

				Pegasus swam up behind her and gave her a gentle nudge. He nickered softly.

				‘Diana has been alone too long,’ Paelen told her. ‘Pegasus says he is happy that she is spending time with your father – they are a good match, as your father is unafraid of her temper.’

				Emily stroked the stallion’s white face. ‘I thought it would be weird seeing him with someone else, but Diana is different. She’s already like family to me.’ Emily turned her attention away and swam to shore. She climbed back up on the diving board to try to teach Paelen how to dive.

				Later that evening Pegasus escorted Emily back to the apartment they shared with her father, Joel and Paelen. Even though the stallion had his own suite, most nights he kept watch over Emily. She insisted she didn’t need protection, but welcomed the presence of her dearest friend.

				Pegasus dozed near the door while Emily lounged on her bed and shuffled through the pages of an old diary. It had been written by Agent B of the Central Research Unit. He had fought beside her when she had time-travelled back to the war with the Titans. At first enemies, by the end of the war, Agent B had become a very close friend.

				It was still hard to believe that she could ever call an agent of the CRU anything other than enemy. Almost from the first day she met Pegasus, the CRU had been a dark shadow hanging over them. They had hunted down the Olympians and created clones from their blood. They had tortured her and her friends for information. The CRU was the cause of most of their troubles. Yet, somehow, Agent B had proven to be a loyal and trusted friend.

				She had read the fading pages of his diary so many times she’d practically memorized each entry. But still she kept coming back to it. That book, her own diary and the silver Pegasus pendant she always wore were the only pieces of evidence left from their journey deep into the past.

				Of course, Mike was still with her. The abandoned street dog they picked up in Athens was snoring softly beside her. Occasionally he would growl and kick out his legs as he ran in his dreams. Emily wondered if he was fighting Shadow Titans again.

				But apart from the dog and a few of the Original Olympians who had experienced everything with her, no one remembered the events of the past. All the suffering they had endured, all the losses and, finally, the triumph, had been erased from the memories of those who had travelled through time with her.

				It was exactly as Agent B said it would be. After Emily used her powers to destroy the Titan weapon, a cosmic reset button had been activated. Everything returned to normal – as though finding the weapon in modern Greece had never happened.

				Not even Pegasus remembered their journey. That was the hardest thing of all. Not being able to talk to the winged stallion about it because, for him, it was part of a different time-line, and not one he experienced. Often she would look at the healthy, young winged stallion and suddenly recall the ancient Pegasus that had died in her arms.

				Because Pegasus had died in her arms – whether he remembered or not.

				Emily stopped on a diary entry she had read so many times before she could recite it by heart.

				Emily and Joel have grown so much closer. After the death of Paelen and now Pegasus, something has changed between them. They are inseparable – and it worries me. If anything should happen to Joel, I don’t think anyone could contain Emily’s rage. I’m convinced she’ll lose control of her powers. They’ll overwhelm her and none of us will survive it.

				I know Emily – talking to her won’t work. All I can do is be there for her and offer whatever guidance or support I can. I’m also going to keep a particularly protective watch on Joel. I’ve spoken with Jupiter and the others about it and we all agree. Nothing must happen to Joel. Not for Emily’s sake – or our own.

				‘He was frightened of me,’ Emily mused aloud as she looked down on Mike. ‘He was scared I might go ballistic and lose control of my powers and destroy everything.’ Emily knew that would not have happened.

				But then Joel’s handsome face, with its dark, smouldering eyes, high cheekbones and full, sculpted lips, flashed before her eyes and she thought again. Maybe Agent B was right. What if something had happened to Joel, what would she have done? She might well have lost control.

				Emily flicked through the pages of the diary and found a sketch Agent B had drawn. It showed Emily and Joel sitting close together, roasting Olympian apples over a campfire. They were laughing as ancient Pegasus rested beside her.

				She remembered many nights like that. Time spent with Joel – not always speaking, but saying everything. Knowing each day could have been their last made every moment together that much more precious.

				Emily tilted her head to the side. The sketch was good. Agent B had captured Joel so well. Looking at the picture made her heart skip a beat. She felt her face flushing as she recalled their special kiss.

				‘He loves you, you know,’ Riza said softly within her mind.

				Emily smiled. The voice of the ancient Xan living within her had scared her at first, but now Riza was like a twin sister to her and she couldn’t imagine her life without her.

				‘Yes, I know,’ Emily responded.

				‘And you love him.’

				Emily blushed brighter. ‘Yes.’

				‘So what are you going to do about it?’ Riza teased.

				Emily shrugged. ‘I don’t know. Joel doesn’t remember telling me.’

				‘You can’t fool me, Emily,’ Riza chuckled. ‘The problem isn’t Joel not remembering, it’s you. You are too frightened to tell him everything that happened back then. You should let him read Agent B’s diary.’

				‘I’m not frightened,’ Emily said in a voice that didn’t even convince herself. ‘It’s just that . . .’ She paused.

				‘Yes . . . ?’

				A strange sound from outside her window spared Emily from having to answer. Peering out, she caught a movement that was too quick to follow. Instantly on her guard, she called the winged stallion to the window.

				‘Pegs, there’s something strange happening outside.’

				Emily pointed when he reached her side. ‘I heard it first, and just as I got to the window, I saw something moving very quickly towards the back of the palace.’

				Pegasus nickered softly then sniffed the air. His head bobbed up and down. He peered at Emily and then dropped his wing to invite her on to his back. Without hesitation, Emily climbed up and hung on to his mane. Pegasus leaped gracefully out of the window and started to fly.

				The journey was short as the stallion beat his large wings and took them towards the back gardens of Jupiter’s palace. In the starlight, Emily saw they were heading right for the large green hedge maze.

				Pegasus touched down at the entrance of the maze and bobbed his head again.

				‘In there?’ Emily asked. She climbed down and, with Pegasus at her side, walked into the maze. She had no sense of danger, just a curiosity that couldn’t be ignored.

				Pegasus sniffed the air again and started to trot. As they neared the centre of the maze, Emily heard gentle sobs.

				Rounding a final bend, she saw what looked like a lion but with a human upper torso and large, eagle-like wings. It was crouched down in the corner of the path, weeping quietly.

				‘Alexis?’ she called softly.

				The Sphinx of Olympus had her head resting on her paws. Her large eagle wings were drooping to the ground. When Alexis looked up, Emily saw that her lovely green eyes were puffy and red.

				‘What is it?’ she called, racing to the Sphinx’s side. ‘Has something happened?’

				Alexis sat up and tried her best to wipe her eyes with her large paws. She sniffed back her sobs. ‘It – it is nothing.’

				‘This isn’t “nothing”.’ Emily reached out and gently wiped away the Sphinx’s tears. ‘Please tell us what’s wrong?’

				Alexis sniffed again. ‘It is Juno. She has commanded me to return to the palace. She feels I have been neglecting my duties here. She just does not understand how it is for me and the life I have chosen for myself.’

				‘With Tom, you mean,’ Emily said. ‘You don’t want to leave him.’

				Alexis nodded, as her tears continued.

				Emily sat back on her heels. Tom, once known as Agent T, had been a dangerous agent within the super-secret Central Research Unit. It was his job to hunt down and capture the Olympians to exploit their powers. Then Cupid enchanted him, and the lethal agent changed. But that change wasn’t complete until Tom met Alexis and travelled with them to Las Vegas.

				When Agent T met the equally deadly Alexis, it was love at first sight. But then Tom was critically wounded and paralysed. The only way Jupiter could save him was to turn him into a willow tree. From the moment he arrived in Olympus, he and the Sphinx had become inseparable.

				Alexis sniffed. ‘Tom is my life. I cannot bear to be away from him for a moment. But when I asked Jupiter to move him here, he said that Tom would not survive the transfer. At Juno’s command, we are to be parted.’

				Emily knew how deeply the Sphinx cared for Agent T and how much he loved her.

				‘She just does not understand,’ Alexis said. ‘To leave Tom is like ripping out my claws one at a time. But still she insists I must return to the palace.’

				Alexis looked miserable as she turned to Emily. ‘Tell me, what am I to do? How do I make her understand? I must not defy Juno, but I cannot stay.’

				‘I could talk to her if you want?’

				Alexis shook her head. ‘That will not work. She is adamant. Unless we find a safe way to move Tom here, I will lose him.’ Alexis lowered her head to her paws again. ‘It is hopeless . . .’ she wept. ‘Just hopeless . . .’

				‘Emily, there is a way,’ Riza spoke softly in her head. ‘I should have thought of it before. Leave Alexis here – I have an idea. But we’ll need Pegasus.’

				Emily patted the Sphinx’s shoulder. ‘Don’t give up, Alexis. We’ll find a way for you and Tom to stay together. I promise. Just stay here for a moment. I’ll be right back.’

				Gaining her feet, Emily directed Pegasus out of the maze.

				‘So what do we do?’ she asked Riza.

				‘Let’s get to Tom. This might just work.’

				‘Pegs, would you take us to Tom? Riza has an idea.’

				The stallion lowered his wing and Emily climbed up on to his back. In moments they were in the air and heading away from the maze. With starlight to guide them, they left the lush green lands of the palace area and crossed over a barren, sandy desert towards the home of the Sphinx.

				Pegasus touched down before a tall, green and leafy willow tree. Emily looked up and saw what looked like a large tree house built into the branches of the tree. It had a large flat platform and one wall. The rest was open for easy flight in and out of the tree.

				‘Tom?’ Emily called.

				‘Emily!’ the tree responded with its high, leafy voice. ‘And Pegasus. How wonderful of you to visit. But if you’re looking for Alexis, I’m afraid she isn’t here.’

				‘I know,’ Emily said. She stepped up to the tree and patted the thick trunk in greeting. ‘We just left her in Jupiter’s maze. She was crying.’

				The leaves on the tree started to shake. ‘Is she all right? Has something happened?’

				Emily shook her head. ‘No, she’s fine. She just misses you. Juno has commanded her to return to the palace but she doesn’t want to.’

				‘I don’t want her to go either,’ Tom said sadly. ‘The days and nights will be endless for me. But it is her duty. If Alexis understands anything, it is duty.’

				‘Tom, do you remember Riza?’

				‘Of course I do. Hello, Riza.’

				‘Hi, Tom,’ Riza called through Emily’s mouth. ‘I’ve had an idea that could help you both stay together. But we need your consent.’

				‘Really?’ Tom said, sounding more hopeful now. ‘Tell me, please.’

				‘Well,’ Riza started. ‘For many millennia, my people knew how to manipulate matter. Not unlike Jupiter did with you. But he was unable to repair your human body, so he did the best he could and made you as you are now.’

				‘And I am grateful to him,’ Tom said. ‘I wasn’t much of a human, if I’m perfectly honest.’

				‘You were fine,’ Emily said, taking over.

				‘And you’re a terrible liar, Emily Jacobs,’ Tom chuckled. When he laughed, his long leaves rustled gently, with a pleasant brushing sound. ‘Emily, you know as well as I do that I’m better now as a tree than I ever was as a man.’

				‘But you’ve changed,’ Emily argued.

				‘I’d like to think so.’

				‘Tom,’ Riza said seriously. ‘Jupiter didn’t have the power to restore your wrecked body. We do. But only if you want it.’

				‘You can really do that when Jupiter couldn’t?’

				‘Yes,’ Riza said.

				‘You mean it?’

				‘Yes.’

				There was a long pause. Finally the willow tree asked hesitantly, ‘If you have the power to restore me, could you turn me into something else instead?’

				‘That depends on what you want,’ Riza responded.

				‘You want to be a Sphinx,’ Emily guessed.

				‘Yes,’ Tom agreed. ‘So I can be just like my Alexis.’

				‘No problem,’ Riza said. ‘It will be so.’

				‘Are you sure we can do this?’ Emily asked.

				‘Yes,’ Riza said aloud. ‘But we need something from Alexis. Something that will help us replicate her pattern with Tom.’

				‘You mean like her DNA?’

				‘Exactly,’ Riza said.

				‘Like hair?’ Tom offered. ‘Her hairbrush is up here on her platform.’

				‘Perfect!’

				Emily climbed up the small ladder leading to the platform that Alexis called her home. Overstuffed satin pillows were scattered in one corner where Alexis lounged. On the other side of the platform was what looked like a dressing table with a mirror. Laid out in a neat row were different-sized combs and brushes that Alexis used to groom herself.

				Emily frowned. ‘How does she use these with her big paws?’

				‘It’s not easy,’ Tom answered. ‘It takes her ages, but Alexis is very determined.’

				Emily lifted one of the brushes and pulled out strands of long, dark hair. ‘Will this do?’

				‘Absolutely,’ Riza said. ‘We’ll also need a handful of new leaves from Tom.’

				Emily looked up and saw some opening buds. ‘Is it OK for me to take some of these new leaves?’ she asked Tom.

				‘Take as many as you need.’ He sounded excited. ‘I can’t believe this. You’re sure you can do it?’

				‘We are,’ Riza said.

				‘You are, you mean,’ Emily corrected. ‘I’d have never thought to try.’

				Riza chuckled softly. ‘That’s because you still don’t understand the depth of our powers.’

				Emily climbed down the ladder and stepped away from the tree. With Pegasus at her side, she looked up at the tall willow. ‘So what do we do now?’

				‘Emily,’ Riza said seriously. ‘You must let me take full control of us. This will take a lot of concentration – we can’t risk a mistake. Will you give me your full cooperation?’

				Emily didn’t hesitate. ‘Sure. How do I do that?’

				‘As I rise to the surface, I want you to relax. Don’t speak and try not to think. Just imagine yourself floating in a peaceful lake . . .’

				Emily felt Riza growing stronger within her. The Xan’s calm presence was lulling her into a gentle, peaceful state of mind. Emily felt no fear as Riza took full control of her body and mind.

				Through foggy, dream-like eyes, Emily watched Riza lift ‘her’ hands. She could feel immense powers course through her, almost like a kind of static electricity from rubbing shoes on a carpet. She felt that if she were to touch anything, there would be a big spark.

				Riza merged their powers together and then used them to intertwine the strands of hair and the willow leaves.

				‘Here we go!’ Riza called to Tom. ‘Don’t be afraid; you will be safe.’

				Energy coursed through Emily like she’d never felt before. Every nerve was electrified as Riza used their combined power to command the tree’s physical matter to change.

				As Riza drew more and more power, Emily started to feel peculiar. At first it was just an odd, tingling sensation. Not painful, but strange. Her calm feeling was fading away . . .

				‘Riza . . . ?’ Emily knew she shouldn’t speak but she had to warn the Xan. Something was going wrong. Pain started, deep in her mind. It was bad – very, very bad. ‘Riza, stop!’

				Emily’s tiny voice was lost in the crackling sounds of energy being drawn from their core. The Flame was there, as were all her other powers. But as the moments ticked by, something was starting to fracture and split apart. Their very centre would not hold much longer.

				‘You’re using too much power. Please stop!’

				Emily tried everything to make Riza hear. She pounded on the walls of her mind. She screamed louder than she ever had in her life. But nothing was reaching the Xan.

				More power surged.

				Emily was spinning uncontrolled in the tight confines of her mind. She could no longer see or hear anything. But still she felt the draw of power increasing. As she started to fade into darkness, she felt, more than heard, a great tearing deep within her. Unable to cry out, Emily swooned.
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				‘Emily?’ a deep, concerned voice called. ‘Emily, are you all right?’

				Emily’s head pounded as she struggled back to consciousness. A wet tongue licked her cheek and she didn’t need to open her eyes to know it was Pegasus. The stallion was whinnying and nudging her to wake up.

				‘Emily, please,’ the man’s voice repeated.

				Her eyes fluttered open. At first she saw the stars shining above her. Then Pegasus’s face, but that was soon replaced by the face of someone she hadn’t seen since Area 51.

				‘Agent T?’

				Tom’s eyes sparkled as he leaned closer to her. ‘My name is Tom, remember? You know me as Tom. Agent T is gone.’

				‘Wha-what happened?’

				‘A miracle,’ he announced. ‘You and Riza have made me the happiest man alive!’

				‘Riza . . . ? RIZA!’ Emily cried. She sat up quickly and checked herself over. Arms, legs – she was still all there. ‘I remember. She was drawing too much power.’ Emily closed her eyes and reached inside. ‘Riza – are you there? Talk to me!’

				She called again, but Riza didn’t answer. Emily recalled how much power the ancient Xan had drawn from them to restore Tom. The last time they had used too much power, Riza had gone silent too. But she came back. Emily prayed she would come back this time as well.

				‘Are you all right?’ Tom asked. ‘Even in this poor light, you look really pale. How are you feeling?’

				Emily frowned and rubbed her temples. ‘Really weak, and I’ve got a killer headache. I might be sick to my stomach.’

				‘It’s no wonder,’ Tom said gratefully. ‘Not after what you two just did for me.’

				Emily’s head cleared and her gaze rested on the ex-CRU agent. She inhaled sharply. His face hadn’t changed at all! The same angular features and pale-blue eyes were framed with long, dark hair. But from there, everything was different. His chest was bare and ended in a full, powerful lion’s torso. Instead of arms, Tom had lion’s paws with sharp, tearing claws. On his back was a large set of wings.

				‘It worked!’ Emily cried. ‘Tom, you’re a Sphinx!’

				‘I sure am!’ Tom’s rough paws pulled Emily up into a powerful embrace. ‘I thought I was content to remain a tree, but now I can see again! I can smell the sweet fresh air and feel the wind on my face. I can taste salt on my lips and I can touch you! You have given me more than I ever deserved. Thank you!’

				Emily laughed as she hugged him back.

				‘Just look at my wings! Can I really fly? I always dreamed of flying when I was a kid. But now, is it really possible?’

				‘I don’t know,’ Emily chuckled. She had never seen him behave like this. Tom was right. Agent T of the CRU was long gone. This was a man who finally understood happiness. ‘You’ll have to ask Alexis.’

				‘Alexis!’ Tom rose and started to hop around the area like an overexcited dog. His four large lion’s legs and paws were gangly and unruly as he tried to learn how to use them together. ‘Get up! We must find Alexis!’

				Alexis was still alone in the maze when Pegasus flew over it. Emily pointed down. ‘There she is – she hasn’t moved.’

				Tom’s large paws were wrapped tightly around her waist as he sat like a dog, behind her on the stallion’s rump. His wings were open and causing a drag behind them. He’d nearly fallen off twice on the way to Jupiter’s palace. Yet despite that, his spirits were higher than she’d ever seen them as he whooped and laughed all the way back.

				‘Don’t say anything,’ Tom whispered to Emily. ‘Let me surprise her.’

				Pegasus touched down on the ground beside the giant maze. Tom leaped off and crashed to the ground in an awkward heap. He laughed in embarrassment. ‘I think Alexis has a lot to teach me. I never realized how difficult it is to walk with four legs.’

				When he righted himself, he said, ‘Will you wait here for us? I’m sure Alexis will want to thank you.’

				Emily nodded. She closed her sore eyes and rubbed her aching shoulders. She still felt nauseous and as if she might be sick at any moment.

				Each beat of her heart seemed to cause her head to pound harder. ‘I need some aspirins,’ she said softly to Pegasus. She closed her eyes, leaned forward and lay down on the stallion’s neck to wait for Tom.

				Emily woke and rolled on to her back. A gentle breeze was blowing her bedroom curtains and the bright sunshine of an Olympian day greeted her.

				She sat up and yawned.

				Pegasus was standing at the window. He turned, nickered excitedly and trotted over to her bed.

				Emily rubbed her tired eyes. ‘You won’t believe the dream I just had. Alexis was in it. She was miserable because she was separated from Tom. So you and I went to Tom and, with Riza’s help, we turned him into a Sphinx. But something went wrong and I got sick . . .’

				Pausing, Emily became aware of the dull, throbbing pain in the centre of her head. It wasn’t as bad as the one from her dream, but it was there. ‘Actually, I really do have a headache. I guess that’s what started the dream.’

				Emily climbed out of bed and reached for her clothes. She frowned. ‘The funny thing is I don’t remember going to bed. We were swimming and then . . .’

				The stallion walked to her side and nodded his head. His eyes sparkled and she could feel his excitement. She had barely tied her braided gold belt around her waist when he leaned down, caught her hand in his teeth and drew her towards the door.

				‘What’s got you so excited this morning?’

				Pegasus led her into the main living area of the apartment. Her father was in the kitchen preparing breakfast. He was wearing his Olympian tunic, but had a very Earth-like apron tied around his waist.

				‘You’re up!’ he cried. He put down the dish he was carrying and greeted her with a hug. ‘I am so proud of you. That was the kindest thing you could have done for those two. Everyone is thrilled.’

				Emily frowned. ‘What are you talking about? Thrilled about what?’

				Her father stopped and stared at her. ‘Don’t you remember?’

				‘Remember what?’ Emily looked at Pegasus, puzzled. ‘Dad, why do you and Pegasus look so excited? What’s going on?’

				‘Tom and Alexis,’ he said. ‘Last night? Emily, you and Riza turned Tom into a Sphinx.’

				Emily was stunned. ‘That was real? It wasn’t a dream?’

				‘That was no dream. Alexis woke everyone in the palace with her shrieks the moment she saw him.’ His grin pulled in the dimples in his cheeks. ‘I have never seen her so excited. I thought she was terrifying when she was angry. You should see her happy – it’s even worse!’

				Emily laughed. ‘Tom was jumping around like an electrocuted cat. He doesn’t know how to walk on four legs.’

				‘I’m sure Alexis will teach him.’ He went back to preparing breakfast. ‘How you managed to sleep through the racket is beyond me. I’m sure they could be heard on Earth.’

				‘Was it you who put me to bed?’

				He nodded. ‘Me and Diana. We found you sleeping on Pegasus and brought you back here.’ He turned to her. ‘Really, Em, I am so proud of you. You have made those two very happy.’

				‘It wasn’t me,’ Emily admitted. ‘It was Riza.’

				Emily started to help her father prepare breakfast when an urgent banging on their door stopped her. Pegasus sniffed the air and then nickered softly and headed towards the door.

				‘We’ll get it,’ Emily called to her father.

				The moment she turned the door knob, the door sprang open and Alexis leaped at Emily. She was knocked to the ground as the powerful Sphinx pinned her down and started to kiss her all over.

				‘Thank you, thank you, thank you . . .’ Alexis cried. Her eyes were wild and her hair a tousled mess. But Emily had never seen the Sphinx looking so radiant.

				‘Alexis, please, let the poor girl breathe!’ came Tom’s voice.

				Tom helped Emily sit up, just as Alexis pounced on her again. She threw her paws around Emily and held her tight. ‘How can I ever thank you for this? Tell me, what can I do? I will be your slave forever.’

				Emily laughed as Alexis offered a list of things she would do for her. ‘Please, just let me up!’

				She climbed to her feet and was able to get a full look at the two Sphinxes together. Tom was taller than Alexis and his wings were much larger. But they made a handsome couple.

				‘Go on, tell her,’ Tom said, nudging Alexis.

				Alexis blushed. ‘We can never thank you enough for the joy you have brought us. Juno has just given me and Tom larger quarters here, near the palace. We can stay together and still serve Juno and Jupiter. And in time, Juno said she and Jupiter will preside over our Union Ceremony.’

				‘Union Ceremony?’ Emily asked.

				Tom grinned. ‘It’s kind of like a wedding. Alexis and I are engaged.’ His blue eyes sparkled as he looked at Emily. ‘And you made this possible for us.’

				Pegasus whinnied in celebration as Emily embraced Alexis again. ‘I’m just so glad Riza and I could help.’

				By the time Joel and Paelen joined them for breakfast, the Sphinxes had left so that Alexis could start to teach Tom how to fly.

				Joel sat down beside Emily and elbowed her lightly. ‘I never knew you were such a romantic.’

				Emily blushed. ‘I’m not. I just hated to see Alexis and Tom apart.’

				‘Yeah, right, I believe you. Millions wouldn’t, but I do.’

				Emily grinned and shoved him back. Her headache was still with her and was a reminder of what had happened the previous night. She realized that ever since she first entered the Temple of the Flame and stepped up on to the plinth to relight the Flame, she hadn’t been sick or had any physical illness at all.

				The pounding in her head stayed with her throughout the long day and into the evening. Normally she would stay up late with Pegasus and take a night flight over Olympus. She was still exploring new areas of this wondrous world and the winged stallion was her favourite guide.

				 But tonight she excused herself early and retired to her bedroom. She couldn’t stop yawning as she dressed for bed. From the moment she put her head down, Emily slipped into a deep, restful sleep.
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