
Free 
Son of Time: A War on the Gods Companion 
Story (War on the Gods Companion Stories 

Book 2)
 PDF Download

 A. P. Mobley

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/nAXMa/Son-of-Time-A-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Story-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Stories-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/nAXMa/Son-of-Time-A-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Story-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Stories-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/nAXMa/Son-of-Time-A-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Story-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Stories-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/nAXMa/Son-of-Time-A-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Story-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Stories-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/nAXMa/Son-of-Time-A-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Story-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Stories-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/nAXMa/Son-of-Time-A-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Story-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Stories-Book-2
http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/nAXMa/Son-of-Time-A-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Story-War-on-the-Gods-Companion-Stories-Book-2


Three days. Three days have passed since the world ended.After defeating Echidna and barely

escaping the wrath of the Olympians, Valeria and Greg are on the run, massive destruction

and walking corpses at every turn.Soon the pair is discovered by Cyrus and Theia, two

demigods who claim they need Valeria’s help slaying a monster. They say that the gods have

resurrected the Lernaean Hydra, and that the creature has been sent to slaughter a band of

regular mortals who managed to survive the gods’ storm.Determined to protect innocent

people, Valeria agrees to help Cyrus and Theia on their quest. However, as she and Greg

spend more time with the demigods, it becomes clear things aren’t what they seem.Valeria will

be pushed to her limits as she fights to stay alive, unraveling impossible truths and deadly

secrets.Praise for Son of Time:"Be ready for some fantastic twists and turns!" --Marie Reed,

author of Once Upon a Name: Tales of the Strange and Unusual, &�&�&�&�&�"A. P. Mobley writes with

class and style and fully nails the comedy and series nature that this story is trying to provide,

and I have pulled these books into my heart." --Lauren Jade Case, author of Starlight (The

Starlight Trilogy, #1), &�&�&�&�&�"A. P. Mobley does a fantastic job of building a post-apocalyptic world with

seemingly likeable yet flawed characters that I could see myself teaming up with if (when) the

Greek gods inevitably cause mass destruction and death." --Hannah Baldwin, author of

Witches Aren't Wicked, &�&�&�&�&�"A. P. Mobley is a fantastic author that delivers great descriptions

without being overly excessive. The characters felt real." --Stephanie at The Little Bookish

Nerd, &�&�&�&�&�"The War on the Gods series is one of the best I've read in a while... there's a

masterclass in action in these novels." --JK at Book Odyssey, &�&�&�&�Don't wait to find out what

happens next to Valeria and Greg; get Son of Time and start reading now!

From School Library JournalK-Gr 3—This first-person narrative portrays a day in the life of a

loving family in a seaside mining town. As the tale begins, Schwartz lays the foundation for a

comparison of the boy's daily routines, illuminated by sunshine, with the father's world

underground. The rhythm is established and continued at logical junctures with the

protagonist's introductory words: "It goes like this…" He then describes what he notices when

he awakens, swings with his friend, eats a bologna sandwich, and visits the grave of his

grandfather—also a miner. As the boy gazes at the sparkling water or basks in the light pouring

through the diaphanous bedroom curtain, he is cognizant that "deep down under that sea, my

father is digging for coal." These phrases are also repeated periodically as the blackness that

occupies most of the related spreads presses down on—and eventually eclipses—a small

border depicting the father and coworker crawling through the mines. The voice is matter-of-

fact, without judgment, and self-aware. Readers are left to draw their own conclusions. As in

Smith's illustrations for Jo Ellen Bogart's The White Cat and the Monk, the ink and watercolor

scenes are characterized by companionable relationships and strong brushwork; effectively

evoking the story's subject and qualities, the blackness forms shadows, window frames,

silhouettes, outlines around objects (heavier around the father's teacup than the mother's),

and, at the family dinner, a tangled mass under the table. VERDICT Art and text meld for a

powerful glimpse at a way of life that begs inspection. A thoughtful and haunting book that will

stay with readers.—Wendy Lukehart, District of Columbia Public Library --This text refers to the

hardcover edition.ReviewAbout Town Is by the SeaNew York Times/New York Public Library

Best Illustrated Children’s Books AwardNew York Times Notable Children’s Books 2017Boston



Globe–Horn Book Honor BookSchool Library Journal Best Books 2017Kirkus Best Picture

Books 2017Horn Book Fanfare 2017CILIP Kate Greenaway Medal short-listALSC Notable

Children's BooksBank Street College of Education Best Children's Books of the

YearCooperative Children's Book Center Best of the Year"This quietly devastating book … stirs

timeless, elemental emotions."  � The New York Times"Hauntingly beautiful."  � Booklist, starred

review"A quiet book that will stay with readers long after they have closed it."  � Kirkus, starred

review"Art and text meld for a powerful glimpse at a way of life that begs inspection."  � School

Library Journal, starred review"This is a moving story, and a fine example of text and pictures

in perfect harmony."  � Horn Book, starred review"Smith’s expressive, evocative spreads contrast

the light-soaked landscape above with the night-black mine below … a sensitive way of helping

readers understand that, for some, the idea of choosing a career is a luxury."  � Publishers

Weekly"This is one of the most beautiful picture books you’ll see this year. It’s picture book-

making at its very best."  � BookPage"Exquisitely rendered, it's a subtle day in the life title …

This is, in short, a magnificent book."  � Elizabeth Bird, A Fuse 8 Production"A powerful and

profound work of art that tweaks our perspective and transcends its subject."  � Shelf

AwarenessAbout Pinny in Summer"Whether used as a read-aloud or a bridge between early

readers and chapter books, a serene treat." — Kirkus ReviewsAbout Sidewalk Flowers"An

emotionally moving, visually delightful ode to the simple powers of observation and

empathy. . . . A book to savor slowly and then revisit again and again." — School Library

Journal, STARRED REVIEWAbout The White Cat and the Monk"The watercolor-and-ink

artwork has both heft and humor, especially in the joyful depictions of the

manuscripts...Readers who consider the story’s underlying messages about necessities,

companionship, and fulfillment will come away enriched." — Booklist, STARRED REVIEW--

This text refers to the hardcover edition.About the AuthorJoanne Schwartz was born in Cape

Breton, Nova Scotia. Her first picture book, Our Corner Grocery Store, illustrated by Laura

Beingessner, was nominated for the Marilyn Baillie Picture Book Award. Her other books

include City Alphabet and City Numbers, with photos by Matt Beam, and two Inuit folktales with

Cape Dorset elder Qaunaq Mikkigak — The Legend of the Fog, illustrated by Danny

Christopher, and Grandmother Ptarmigan, illustrated by Qin Leng. Her most recent book is

Pinny in Summer, illustrated by Isabelle Malenfant. Joanne has been a children’s librarian for

more than twenty-five years. She lives in Toronto.Sydney Smith was born in rural Nova Scotia

and has been drawing from an early age. Since graduating from NSCAD University, he has

illustrated multiple children’s books, including the highly acclaimed wordless picture book

Sidewalk Flowers, conceived by Jon Arno Lawson, which won a Governor General’s Award

and was shortlisted for the CILIP Kate Greenaway Medal. He is also the illustrator of Grant and

Tillie Go Walking by Monica Kulling and The White Cat and the Monk by Jo Ellen Bogart.

Sydney has received the Amelia Frances Howard Gibbon Illustrator’s Award. He now lives in

Toronto and works in a shared studio space in Chinatown.--This text refers to the hardcover

edition.Read more
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Chapter OnePortalNovember 15th, 2018Cyrus sprinted along the shuddering pavement, chills

charging through him. He clasped his mother’s hand, dragging her behind, trying to ensure

they escaped certain death.Lightning flashed, illuminating the scene ahead. In all fifteen years

of his life, he didn’t think the Sixteenth Street Mall of Downtown Denver had ever been so

terrifying, and not even half an hour ago it had been a normal day. He’d just been released

from class at his high school, ridden the bus to the metaphysical shop his mom had opened

about a year ago, started getting ready for work at the restaurant tonight, and then . . .Rain

poured in sheets from the raging sky. Shattered glass and fallen trees littered the tremoring

ground, crashed vehicles lying every which way. There was a loud crack of thunder, and the

roar of buildings crumbling into the street sounded from behind. Hundreds of people rushed

away from the danger, darting around the obstacles blocking them from safety.More thunder

rumbled, and the earth jolted violently. Cyrus hurtled forward, the force ripping his hand from

his mother’s. He slammed into the sidewalk. His head ricocheted off the wet concrete.Sharp

pain seared his skull and neck, all other sounds suddenly replaced with a shrill ring, but he

couldn’t let that hold him back. He’d lost grip of his mother. She was all he had, all he’d ever

had. Ever since the accident, it’d been difficult for him to make friends because of his abilities—

because of his lack of control. He was different from everyone else, but she understood. She

always had. He needed to get back to her, needed to protect her.He bolted upright and blinked

hard, but his surroundings were a blur of raindrops and stampeding feet. “Mom!” he yelled.

“Mom!”Lightning flashed again. Cyrus’s surroundings cleared. For a few moments, he could

see everything that was happening.Many of the towering buildings lining the strip mall



collapsed like Lego towers being kicked in by a child. Debris fell from the structures, crushing

dozens of adults and children as though they were no more than ants. Skinny, shining objects—

gold and silver ones—soared down from the sky. As the objects grew closer, Cyrus realized

they were arrows. His gut clenched as the arrows pierced more people. They toppled lifelessly

to the ground.What the hell is going on? What—or who—is causing this? It couldn’t be Dad

and the rest of the gods . . . could it? Hot tears filled his eyes not only at the sight of all this

death, but also at the thought of his father, at the memory of the things his father had told him

nearly ten years ago, but he clenched his jaw and took a few deep breaths, holding back his

emotions as much as he could. He had to lock them away as Dad had always told him to; his

emotions had never gotten him anywhere in the past except into trouble, and now definitely

wasn’t the time to create more chaos. After all, what if he were to let go and get even more

people hurt today? Everything’s okay, he thought. It’s okay.Someone grabbed his shoulder. He

swung around, the ringing in his ears subsiding slightly. Immediately he recognized who stood

before him. Relief flooded his senses. His mother remained unmistakable, even within this

storm. Her regal facial features were drawn in concern, her braids sopping with rainwater and

plastered to the brown skin of her cheeks and neck, her long skirt blowing furiously in the

wind.She tackled him in a hug. “Cyrus, are you okay?” He knew she must be yelling over the

commotion, but he could barely make out her words.“Yeah, Mom,” he replied. “I’m fine.”His

mother hoisted him to his feet, grasping his wrists fiercely. “C’mon, we gotta run.” But before

they could make a move, the unthinkable occurred.Lightning ripped across the sky, followed by

a roar of thunder. The earth beneath them lurched and sent them flying. Cyrus tumbled through

the air, limbs flailing. He landed hard on his spine, and the breath escaped his lips, pain

shooting through his back. His mother rammed into the ground a few feet away from him.“Gods

dammit,” she said. Her voice was strained, as if her vocal cords had been ripped raw.Before

Cyrus could check to see if she was okay, there was a series of loud cracks and creaks above,

and he looked up, his stomach twisting into knots. Orange flames flickered atop the roof of one

of the buildings before them, and a jagged fissure split down the establishment’s middle as

though someone had cleaved the front half from the back half with a crooked blade. The

lightning, Cyrus thought, gasping for air. A burning smell scorched his nostrils. The lightning

must have done this.At the sight, the clusters of people near Cyrus and his mom let out a

volley of screams. Some of them trembled as they limped away, while many quickened their

pace as they continued running. The rest lay in the street, squirming in place but unable to

escape. Cyrus wished he could help them, but there was nothing he could do without making

things worse.Several more creaks reverberated from the broken building, and both halves

began to descend in opposite directions, the front half plummeting straight for Cyrus and his

mother.Cyrus leapt to his feet, lunged toward his mom, and seized her arm. He tried pulling her

up, but she couldn’t stand. Her skirt was lifted just enough to reveal the bloody bone jutting

from her shin. “Cyrus, get back!” she shrieked.“I won’t leave you!”“I’m right behind you.

Go!”There wasn’t time to argue, to think. Cyrus ran.The front half of the building crashed into

the street behind him, shaking the ground.Several moments passed, and Cyrus paused. He

needed to turn around and make sure his mother was okay. Mom’s fine, he thought, focusing

on keeping his emotions at bay. She crawled away, or the building didn’t actually hit her. That’s it

—everything’s okay. It’s okay.He looked back. Once more a blast of lightning lit the sky, rain and

the gold and silver arrows still cascading down, but he couldn’t see his mother anywhere.

Where the building had fallen, only a heaping pile of ruin lay.“Mom,” he called. His heart

hammered in his chest. Every inch of his body shook. “Mom!” He ran toward the debris,

shoving past people as they raced in the opposite direction.She’s not dead, he thought. His



breaths came in shallow gasps now. She just got trapped under the building. I have to dig her

out, that’s it. Everything’s okay. It’s okay. No need to freak out. No need to lose control.As

though to silence his thoughts, a familiar voice echoed inside his head. Greetings, my son. The

voice reminded him of grains of sand spilling through an hourglass. “Dad?” he asked, stopping

dead. It had been years since he’d last heard from his father, but that voice was distinctive. He

glanced up at the sky, hoping to find his dad near, but all he could see was the storm as it

raged on.Your mother is gone, my son, his father continued. I was not able to protect her, like I

have been protecting you, and now our time grows short because of the trials ahead. You must

calm yourself and escape before it’s too late. You must fulfill your destiny and become a

Warrior of the Gods.“What do you mean, she’s gone?” Cyrus replied, his voice cracking as he

spoke. He didn’t care about the gods or whatever else his dad had to tell him right now. He just

wanted his mom to be okay.Don’t you understand, child? She’s dead. Her body was crushed in

the destruction, and her soul will descend into the Underworld once I provide her with

adequate payment for Charon. But there is still hope for you, so long as you keep control of

yourself and leave this place.Cyrus balled his fists, fighting to keep himself calm, but the sights

around him were growing blurrier with every passing moment, and soon they began to spin. It’s

my fault, he thought, over and over. My fault. Tears streamed down his cheeks, mixing with the

icy rainwater pelting his face. But I can bring her back. I can. It’ll be like this never happened.

His father called his name again and again, surely trying to stop him. But he’d already let go.He

clamped his eyes shut and envisioned a clock going backward, the past being erased, the

Earth spinning and traveling in reverse on its axis around the sun. He imagined a world in

which Mom had never been killed or hurt. A burning sensation filled his chest, and all sounds

disappeared, as if he’d put everyone, everything, on mute.He opened his eyes and looked

around. Events that had transpired in the last few minutes were happening backward now, as

though they were a movie being rewound. Hordes of people ran in reverse. The rain and the

gold and silver arrows jerked toward the clouds. The building that had crushed Cyrus’s mother

picked itself up level by level, floated into its rightful place, then sealed its two halves back

together. All the while, the burning sensation spread throughout the rest of his body.Finally, he

released it all—the energies, images, and emotions—and dropped to his knees. He felt as

though scorching flames had engulfed his organs. Sound returned, the shouts of men, women,

and children ringing in his ears, events playing out in real time now.“Cyrus,” his mother called

from ahead. He glanced up, and there she was, alive and seemingly uninjured. She hastened

toward him. He let out a shaky sigh of relief, and the solace he felt at seeing her eased his

panicked senses.You’ve made a grave error, child, his father said. Time and space are fragile,

and you have corrupted them once again.Just as he finished speaking, a noise like planets

crashing into one another clamored, and Cyrus’s insides constricted. A beam of light tore

across the space behind his mother and slit through it as easily as scissors cutting flimsy

fabric. On the other side of the laceration, a starry galaxy glowed blue, pink, and purple.A

portal, he thought, and panic struck him as he realized what would happen next. He scrambled

to his feet and dashed toward his mom, but it was already too late. A gale swirled out from the

rip like a vortex and sucked up the rain and plants and rubble in its path as though it were a

super-powered vacuum. Before he could reach his mother, the current did. It caught her in its

trap and whipped her through the air. She screamed, spinning about until the wind pulled her

through the gash. She disappeared into the colorful galaxy.Cyrus kept running, praying the

gale would pick him up next and pull him in alongside his mom. Where they’d be taken next, he

had no idea, and at this point he didn’t care. However, as quickly as the portal had appeared

and stolen her away, it snapped shut, the current dying instantly.“No!” he cried, extending his



hand toward where the gateway had opened only moments ago. “Mom!”Hot pain seared in his

chest again and he groaned, slowing to a walk. He hadn’t given himself enough time to

recharge after turning back time, and now he felt as if his heart might burst. Would it matter if it

did?Cyrus’s knees gave out beneath him. He collapsed in the street, scraping his cheek and

palms. Rain still poured, washing over him, and the ground trembled only slightly now. There

were a few people left around him. They lay limp, their faces frozen in terror.I told you to always

keep your emotions at bay, his father hissed from inside his head. You knew what would

happen if you failed to control them.“I didn’t think it would be this bad,” Cyrus said, sniffling. “If

I’d known it would kill anyone, especially Mom, I never would have let go.”Foolish boy! No one

was killed because of you. But now the Olympians will be furious, especially Zeus. You have

put everything at risk—our world, their plans—and now I’ll be obligated to bandage up your

mess before things get any worse.Cyrus rolled onto his back and sat up. “Wait, you said no one

was killed. Does that mean Mom isn’t dead?”His dad sighed. She’s still alive, only gone from

this world, and judging by where she was transported to, she’ll be fine for now. However, I can

assure you that you will never be reunited with her, not unless you do as the Olympians wish.

They have a set of trials planned for you, and I’m sure now because of your folly, the difficulty

of those trials will be increased tenfold.“I’ll do whatever they want. Please, just tell me and I’ll

do it, trials and whatever else.”You’ll have to wait for them to reach you. When they do, they’ll

explain all that has happened and what you must do next.His father said no more, and with that

Cyrus waited for the Olympian gods to come to him.

Chapter TwoSiphonFall, Year 0 After StormThree days. Three days had passed since the world

ended.Valeria sat in the front passenger seat of Greg’s BMW, resting her head against the

leather as the pair drove down a highway in Wyoming. Stars shimmered in the night sky,

specks of glitter against a canvas colored black and blue, like a painting she’d done several

years ago. She’d won two awards for it at the state art show, and her dad had hung it on a wall

in the restaurant he’d owned, one of many in his once-growing chain that fused Korean and

American cuisines.“Now, Mr. Lee, where in the world did you manage to find this remarkable

work of art?” Valeria remembered one of her dad’s regulars had asked about the painting once

it was on display—a little elderly lady from somewhere down south who came in for a gyeran-

mari every Sunday after church.“My daughter painted it,” he’d answered. His face had crinkled

up, a massive smile spreading across his cheeks. “Val, you know. She loves her cartoons and

comic books, draws them all the time, but she’s a true da Vinci when she wants to be.”Tears

welled in Valeria’s eyes at the memory, at how proud of her he’d been. What she wouldn’t give

to see him right now. What she wouldn’t give to hug him, or to help him cook up some of his

famous burgers in their kitchen back home despite however many times she’d complained

when he’d asked her to do so in the past. What she wouldn’t give to watch his favorite cheesy

romance movies beside him on their old couch, even though the lovey-dovey stories were far

from her favorite genre. He always liked the sappy stuff, she thought, smiling sadly. The ones

with happy endings.An image of Orthrus, the two-headed hound who’d killed her father just

days ago, invaded her memories. She shook her head, trying to keep her grief at bay. She

couldn’t live in the past. It wouldn’t do her any good. That much she knew. And yet . . .Despite

her best efforts to remain stoic tonight, a single hot droplet slipped down her cheek. It was one

of many she’d cried since she’d been reunited with Greg. In fact, she was surprised she had

any left to release. Within the last few days, a hollow pit had formed in her chest, one she

wasn’t sure she’d ever be able to fill. After all, Dad was gone. And even though she was a

demigod child-of-Nike, with super-strength and -speed to boot, there was nothing she could do



to change her father’s fate.So, if there’s nothing you can do, she thought, focus on something

else. She turned her attention to the music playing in Greg’s car. It was an old pop CD of his—

early 2010s Britney Spears, Valeria was pretty sure—and it filled what would have been eerie

silence with upbeat tunes. Valeria wiped her eyes and, trying to get her mind off the memory of

her father, she said, “I think you’re the only person I know who still uses CDs.”Greg pushed his

shaggy blond hair out of his brown eyes. “And look how much better we are for it. Without

them, and without radio or the internet to play music on . . . well, I’m pretty sure we would’ve

gone crazy. I basically saved our asses from insanity. You’re welcome.”She smiled. “You’re a

dork. Athletically inclined, yes, but also a dork.”“I didn’t realize those things couldn’t

coincide.”“Well, obviously they can. You exist.”He grinned, then veered the car to the right,

dodging one of the cracks riddling the road. Valeria didn’t need to look out the window to know

that fog crawled along the ground and that entire craters infested the landscape beyond.

However, excluding the cavities the Greek gods’ massive Storm had caused, and the

occasional mountainous area, the terrain was mostly flat here.Greg glanced at the fuel gauge

and frowned. “We’ll have to get gas soon.”“Where at?” Valeria asked, yawning. “I doubt we’ll

find another working gas station. I still think the ones in Sundance and Glendo were

flukes.”“Flukes? Possibly. Or maybe they were bestowed upon us by the grace of your mother,

since she is a goddess and all.”Valeria gave him a skeptical look. She hadn’t spoken to or seen

Nike since the goddess had saved them from Apollo a few days ago, and the goddess’s

absence was starting to worry her. In the grand scheme of her life, Nike hadn’t played a part

until recently, but after everything that had happened, Valeria couldn’t help but care for her. “I

just hope she’s okay. I mean, I haven’t heard her talking in my head in a while. Do you think

Apollo hurt her? Or Zeus?”“Nah,” Greg replied. “How could they? Remember, she’s a goddess.

An immortal. What’s the worst a god can do to another god?” Valeria wasn’t sure, but she

prayed Greg was right. “Anyway,” he continued, “once we reach Laramie, we’ll stop for gas. I

have alternative ways of filling up a tank.”“And are any of those ‘alternative ways’ morally

correct?”“It’s literally the end of the world, Val. Let’s not concern ourselves with the morality of

my apocalyptic survival tactics.” Valeria chuckled in response.About a half hour went by, and

finally they made it to the city, a green street sign with LARAMIE printed in big white letters

alerting them to their destination. Valeria fiddled with a strand of her straight dark hair that had

escaped her ponytail, her heart beating faster and faster as the minutes ticked by. Was this

place destroyed, just like her and Greg’s little town in South Dakota had been? Was everyone

here dead, too? Or would they find survivors, people they could help?Greg shut off the music,

and as they drove farther into the city, Valeria peered out the windshield. The BMW’s

headlights coupled with the moonlight barely revealed the scene before them, but she could

already tell this place had been annihilated by the gods. The corpses of adults and children

were scattered along the fractured streets and sidewalks like toppled statues in a graveyard,

their expressions permanently contorted with horror. Gold and silver arrows littered the ground

and numerous piles of debris; they shimmered as the car’s headlights hit them.“Oh my God,”

Valeria said with a gasp. “All these people—massacred like they were nothing. Just like . . .”

She trailed off. Just like my dad. Just like Greg’s parents and sisters, like everyone else back

home.Gone forever because of the gods.A lump formed in her throat, the empty sensation in

her chest weighing her down. The tears she’d held back earlier returned in full force, and sobs

began to rack her body.As she cried, she looked over at Greg. His jaw was clenched, his hands

trembling as he gripped the steering wheel. Tears streamed down his face. “I need to pull over,”

he said, his voice cracking. She nodded, then rested her palm on his back as he brought the

car to a stop. Once it was parked, the pair fell into each other’s arms and, for what felt like the



millionth time, they wept.Once Valeria and Greg had calmed down, they dried their eyes and

blew their noses and continued driving. They dodged craters, vehicles, and bodies, and after

finding no working gas stations on the way, they reached a hardware store. The rightmost

quarter of the building had caved in, and the rest of the structure looked as if it might collapse

at any moment. A few trucks and cars lay on either side of a fissure in the parking lot. Despite

all this, Greg pulled into the lot and parked in front of the store’s entryway. He unbuckled

himself, grabbed a flashlight and his bow and quiver of arrows from the back seat, then

climbed out the driver’s door.Before the world ended, Greg had loved to practice the skill of

archery alongside his father. In fact, if he’d been able to participate in some kind of competitive

archery, Valeria guessed he probably would have done so, considering how many sports he

already played. After they’d fled town, Valeria had explained to Greg how the gods enchanted

monsters so that the creatures couldn’t be killed with modern weapons like guns, but only with

ones similar to those used in ancient times. Greg had immediately decided he’d try and use his

archery skills to fight if they were approached by more zombies or monsters. Luckily, he’d had

the tools to do so stored in his trunk from the last time he and his father had practiced.Valeria

began gathering her own weapons. She didn’t have the Shield of Nike or the goddess’s dagger

any longer, so she’d been forced to steal several knives and machetes from a sporting goods

store they’d stopped at. She would have paid for them, but they’d used all their money after

paying for gas and food twice, feeding dollar bills into pumps and leaving the proper amount of

cash on counters of shops they’d stolen food from, just in case.When they’d run out of money,

she, in an almost joking manner, pointed out that it was wrong to steal. In response Greg had

reminded her they didn’t have another choice. “We need provisions and stuff to defend

ourselves with,” he’d said. “If that means stealing from a store or a house or whatever, so be it.

If we had more money, we’d leave cash, but we don’t, so we have to take what we need.

Honestly, it’s not about doing what’s right anymore—the gods made sure of that. It’s about

doing what’s necessary to survive.”She grabbed one of the machetes by its black hilt, its

curved blade gleaming under the moonlight, then snatched the steel trash can lid she’d found

along the road yesterday. She stepped out of the car, slipped her left arm through the handle of

the lid, and gripped the makeshift strap, which she’d constructed with scrap metal and attached

to the shield for better control. It’s not a weapon of the gods by any means, but it’ll have to work

for now.Goose bumps rose on her skin, the brisk evening air sending an unexpected chill

through her body. “So, uh, quick question,” she said. “What exactly do we need from here?”“A

siphon pump so we can get some gas into the car.” Greg made his way to Valeria’s side and

snapped on the flashlight.“Okay, sounds good, but”—she gestured at the building’s wreckage

with the machete—“what if all the siphon pumps got destroyed when that part of the store

collapsed? Or what if they don’t even have siphon pumps?”Greg shrugged. “If that’s the case,

then we’ll try something else. It’ll be okay.”Valeria sighed. Greg’s reassurance didn’t make her

feel any better. What if they couldn’t find a pump, they ran out of gas, and they had to start

walking everywhere? What if they stumbled upon a monster and couldn’t drive away from it?

Fighting would prove to be far more difficult from now on. Although Greg had his bow and

arrows and Valeria had her knives, machetes, and makeshift shield, that wouldn’t be enough to

completely deter creatures like Orthrus and Echidna.Sure, Valeria could take on monsters by

using the abilities she’d inherited from Nike, but she and Greg had been injured while she’d

fought Echidna only two days ago. If Apollo hadn’t healed them, they probably would have died.

They didn’t have Apollo on their side anymore, either. He’d intended to kill them after they’d

refused to obey the gods. Any injuries they obtained at this point could prove fatal.Not only

that, but Valeria was certain the gods would come after them sooner or later. Nike had fought



off Apollo while Valeria and Greg escaped the god, but eventually someone else would be

notified of their treachery. When that happened, they would need every tool possible to stay

alive, including fast transportation. Until they could find somewhere safe to hide—if there was

somewhere safe to hide—they needed Greg’s car up and running.Greg seemed to sense her

fear. He set down his gear on the asphalt and stepped closer. With his free hand, he brushed a

few strands of hair behind Valeria’s ear and cupped her cheek with his palm. Her heart skipped

as he drew near. “Hey, don’t worry,” he said. “You’re basically a superhero now. If by some

miracle the world ever goes back to normal, you deserve your own comic. Hey, maybe you

could draw it and make millions. Also, I’m not as dumb as I look. I’ll make a good sidekick. Er,

at least, I’ll try to.” She giggled, and Greg continued, “We can get through this together,

Val.”Valeria bit her lip. Maybe he was right. Maybe she needed to remain hopeful for now. At the

very least, she would try, and with that thought, she closed the space between them, pressing

her lips against his. He kissed her back, and warmth spread through her.A few moments went

by before she pulled away and cleared her throat, her cheeks burning. She and Greg had only

just started “dating,” if one could really call it that in a post-apocalyptic scenario. Overall, she

was just grateful she didn’t have to go through this alone. She wasn’t sure she would have

made it this far if it weren’t for him. Thank God he’s with me and not in the stomach of some

bloodthirsty monster, she thought. Now I just have to make sure it stays that way.“All right,

then,” Greg said. “Let’s go find a siphon pump.” He picked up his stuff and they headed for the

entryway.Valeria forced open the automatic doors and they stepped inside, making sure not to

touch the shards of glass that cluttered the floor. All the lights were off in here, and the black

shadows of signs and shelves towered above them, although some had fallen to the ground.

Greg shined his flashlight at their surroundings, revealing that various utensils, building

materials, and other inventory had been flung down.He gasped and stumbled back. Valeria

jumped to attention, machete ready. “What is it?” she cried.He pointed the flashlight at an aisle

far ahead to illuminate a man who lay on the floor. Splatters of dried blood stained the

containers and tools surrounding him. Valeria couldn’t see his face, as one of the large boxes

of items above seemed to have fallen and crushed his head.Valeria’s heart pounded. She

wished she could wrap her arms around Greg and take him somewhere safe, somewhere he’d

never have to see anything like this again. “It’s even more gruesome to see them up close, I

know,” she said, breathing only through her mouth now. “When we were back in Spearfish, and

I fought all those corpses . . . it was awful.”Greg looked away from the man. “I’m fine, really. It

just—it just startled me is all.” He turned to the left and headed that way. “I think the siphon

pumps would be over here.” Valeria followed him.For about a half hour they searched, spotting

several more corpses. They hunted through piles of fallen inventory and shelves. They walked

along aisles with shelves still standing, and they even picked through the heaps of rubble on

the collapsed side of the store, but with no luck. Soon light began creeping into the building,

casting a pale-gray tinge over everything.“Well, looks like they don’t have any siphon pumps,”

Greg said, snapping off his flashlight and stuffing it into his pocket.“What now?”He scratched

his head. “There are other things we can grab. I saw a regular tubing hose a couple of aisles

back, which should do the trick. It might not work as well, but still, it would be something.

Something is better than nothing.”A loud moan echoed from behind Valeria, then another and

another, followed by what sounded like several pairs of feet shuffling toward them.The hair on

Valeria’s neck stood straight and she swung around. A stench like rotting meat in a garbage

dump hit her. Less than a hundred feet away a group of nine men and women stood, but they

were clearly no longer human.They appeared to be more of Hades’s walking corpses, arms

outstretched and movements stiff. Their puffy skin was a sickly shade of green, and where their



eyes should have been there were only deep dark sockets, as though the organs had sunk

back into their skulls. Dried blood and innards covered their clothes and bodies, and a foamy

substance dripped from their nostrils and the corners of their slack mouths.Despite appearing

to have no eyes, the zombies continued limping in Valeria and Greg’s direction, moaning and

groaning all the while.Valeria stepped protectively in front of Greg. Her stomach twisted into

knots as the corpses drew closer. It wasn’t that these things were hard to take down, at least

not compared to the monsters she’d faced, but the last time she’d had to fight them Echidna

had shown up in the middle of it, sent by the gods themselves. Was something similar going to

happen right now? Had Hades sicced these guys on her, and was this just the beginning of

another huge battle that would almost kill Greg and her?“The zombies you met before could be

killed when you smashed in their brains, right?” Greg asked.Valeria glanced over her shoulder.

Greg had grabbed an arrow from his quiver. “Yeah,” she said, trying to mask the slight tremor in

her voice. She turned back to face the deceased men and women. “That did the trick.”He

stepped up beside her and nocked the arrow, then positioned himself to shoot. “Then I think

we’ve got this.” He loosed his weapon. The projectile whizzed toward the corpse of a man at

the front of the group. It pierced him in one of his empty eye sockets. He let out a final groan

and crumpled to the floor.“You keep shooting at them,” Valeria said, readying her machete and

makeshift shield. “I’ll do the rest.”“Got it,” he replied.Valeria focused, tapping into her speed. A

familiar burst of pulsing, hot power spread through her chest and limbs, and she raced toward

the living dead. Not even a second passed before she reached them.One of them continued

hobbling toward Greg, but several shuffled for Valeria, their stiff arms reaching out to grab her.

However, they didn’t move near as quickly as the corpses she’d fought only days ago—

probably because they’d been decaying longer.Using her speed, Valeria dodged the zombies’

advances with ease. With swift thrusts of her machete, she skewered three of their skulls.

“Sucks to be so decomposed you can’t catch your breakfast, doesn’t it?”From the left, Greg

loosed another arrow. It barely grazed the shoulder of the corpse coming toward him. Panicked,

he shot another projectile. This time the weapon impaled the corpse through the temple. Just

four to go, she thought. We’ve got this.A dead woman who looked as if the bottom half of her

body had been smashed under a fallen shelf lumbered toward Valeria. She raised her

makeshift shield and shoved the woman back, then stabbed her through the brain.Something

cold and hard brushed Valeria’s arm, and she yelped, pulling away, afraid she already knew

what it was. She swung around to see the zombie of a man standing over her, bloated green

fingers twitching as he extended his hands. At the same time, two corpse-women limped

forward. It was almost as though the trio were trying to corner her, and she gagged. The putrid

stench of death grew heavier with each passing moment.Valeria swallowed back the sour vomit

fighting its way up her throat. She focused on her strength, her speed. She leapt high into the

air, ready to knock down every undead person in this store and get out with Greg as fast as

possible. But before she could even kick one through its rotting brain, a sudden gust of wind

more powerful than a tidal wave blasted her.She tumbled to the side, away from the zombies

and toward Greg, then crashed to the floor. Pain erupted in her shoulder.“Val!” Greg yelled from

behind her, but Valeria dared not turn to him, instead staring ahead to see whatever had

caused the gale. What else could have knocked her down like that but a creature sent by the

gods? Was her prediction coming true? Was this one of her last moments before being eaten

alive by a terrifying monster?As if in response to her thoughts, a girl—one who looked very

much alive—floated down from the ceiling, toward the remaining corpses. Swirling air currents

seemed to carry her, blowing back her wavy copper hair as she descended. She must be high-

school age and wore a gray sweatshirt, skinny jeans, and sneakers, a backpack slung over her



shoulder and a sword hanging from her belt.She landed before the zombies and unsheathed

her sword, which looked way too big for her tiny body. The wind around her vanished. The

undead moaned, starting toward her. But with only a few quick swipes of her blade, she

severed their heads from their necks. Their heads rolled across the ground, their bodies

toppling over.“Hey there, Daughter of Nike,” the girl said, a smirk on her lips. “It didn’t take near

as long as I thought it would to find you.”
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Marie Reed, “What a great book!. I loved this! Since reading the first War on the God's book

after reading the first Companion story, I have wondered how the two timelines will come

together. I still have absolutely no idea how they will, because starting around halfway through

this one, the author throws in so many unexpected things that it is now completely impossible

to even try to guess. As excited as I was for more of these, I'm even more excited now. Be

ready for some fantastic twists and turns!”

Stephanie G, “Great mythology series and novella!. Son of Time continues Valeria and Greg's

adventures after the apocalyptic storm in The Shield of Nike. As they are on the run, they meet

two more demigods who are on a quest to find survivors and save them from another immortal

monster.Son of Time is an action-packed novella. Valeria was easier to connect with than in

The Shield of Nike. A.P. Mobley is a fantastic author that delivers great descriptions without

being overly excessive. The characters felt real. They are demigods, but they are going through

a very tough situation and trying to survive while being literally surrounded by death

everywhere they go. They were forced to grow up extremely fast and they act vulnerable but
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strong. I love mythology so I thoroughly enjoy the story that A.P. has created and seeing the

mythological gods and monsters come to life. I can't wait to find out what happens in book 3!

Thank you to A.P. Mobley for the ARC in exchange for my honest review.”

The book by A. P. Mobley has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 2 people have provided feedback.
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