
Chapter 49 
21th of December - Winter Solstice  
In a train in Romania, the Country of Vlad Dracula 

In the smoky confines of the Wagon Bar, Dionysos sat at a weathered table, his fingers drumming absently 
on the rough wood as he contemplated the dark liquid in his cup. The coffee was a travesty—thick, bitter, 
and lukewarm—but he drank it anyway, grimacing with each sip. The Norwegian minor goddess had 
departed only moments ago, leaving behind a lingering scent of wildflowers and the ghost of their passionate 
encounter. The scent of coffee pulled him back into the restless churn of his thoughts. 

He stared out the window at the countryside rolling by, fields of wildflowers painting a vivid tapestry of reds, 
yellows, and purples beneath the golden kiss of dawn. The mountains loomed in the distance, their snow-
capped peaks glittering like ancient sentinels. The peaceful landscape seemed a cruel contrast to the tumult 
within him. 

Dionysos reflected on his journey so far. Six labors had been completed—Madness, Theater, Mysteries, 
Creativity, Transformation, Growth—each one leaving its mark on his soul. Yet the path ahead was cloaked 
in uncertainty. Wine, Nature, Defying Authority, Transcendence, Liberation, Ecstasy...these challenges 
awaited him, their forms shifting and elusive. Would they find him as the others had, or must he hunt them 
down? 

He took another sip of the vile coffee, shuddering as the bitterness clawed at his throat. Just then, a scream 
shattered the morning calm, ripping through the air with a raw, primal force. "Murder!" The cry echoed 
through the wagon, sending a chill down his spine. 

Dionysos bolted upright, his senses sharpening, adrenaline surging through his veins. He grabbed a beer from 
the barmaid’s tray as she rushed past, barely registering her startled protest. With purposeful strides, he made 
his way to the source of the scream, his mind racing. 

In the next wagon, a ghastly scene unfolded before him. A body lay sprawled on the floor, blood pooling 
around it, the metallic scent sharp in the air. Five passengers stood nearby, their faces etched with shock and 
terror. The only exit was the bar wagon where he and the barmaid had been moments earlier. A swift glance 
confirmed that neither had seen anyone pass through. 

Dionysos set the beer down and pulled out a fedora and a pair of oversized glasses from his coat pocket, 
placing them on with a dramatic flourish. From another pocket, he produced a pipe, lighting it with an 
exaggerated flick of his wrist. In a theatrical British accent, he proclaimed, "Ladies and gentlemen, I am 
Sheflock Holmes, and it is abundantly clear that the murderer is among us. But who could it be?" 

He turned to the first suspect, an elderly woman clutching a knitting bag, her eyes wide and watery with fear. 
Her frail hands trembled as she spoke, "It wasn’t me," she whispered. "I was knitting by the window the 
whole time. Ask anyone; they saw me." She held up a half-finished scarf as if it were proof of her innocence, 
the delicate threads quivering in her shaky grasp. "Look, I haven’t even left my seat. The conductor came by 
to check tickets not five minutes ago. He can tell you I was right there." 

Next, Dionysos scrutinized a young man with slicked-back hair and a leather jacket, his demeanor 
reminiscent of a 1950s gangster. His eyes were hard and unyielding, but there was a flicker of fear behind the 
bravado. "I didn’t do it," he snapped defensively. "I was playing cards with the old man here. Check my 
pockets; the cards are still there." He pulled out a deck from his jacket, fanning it out to show the well-worn 
faces. "We were in the middle of a game. He dealt me a lousy hand, and I was about to fold when we heard 
the scream." 

A middle-aged man in a rumpled suit stood next, his eyes darting nervously. Sweat beaded on his forehead as 
he stammered, "I was on a business call. My colleagues can vouch for me. I wasn’t anywhere near the 
victim." He held up his phone, the screen still displaying the call log. "Look, I’ve been on the line with the 
office for the past twenty minutes. They’ll tell you the same. I was just finalizing a deal when all this 
commotion started." 



The fourth suspect, a small child clutching a stuffed animal, was sobbing uncontrollably. Between 
hiccupping breaths, the child managed to say, "I was with Granny the whole time. I didn’t see anything." The 
child’s tear-streaked face was a picture of innocence, and they clung to the elderly woman’s side as if seeking 
protection from the horror around them. "Granny and I were just playing with my teddy. We didn’t hear 
anything until the lady screamed." 

Dionysos turned his attention to the final suspect, a teenager with unnaturally pale skin, red eyes, and fangs 
that glinted in the light. Blood stained the corners of his lips, and he avoided Dionysos’s gaze. The teenager’s 
voice was barely a whisper. "I...I was just...hungry." 

Raising an eyebrow, Dionysos puffed on his pipe, the smoke curling around his face in lazy tendrils. 
"Hum...Truly a mystery. Who could it be?" He leaned in closer to the teenager, his expression one of 
exaggerated scrutiny. The boy shifted uncomfortably, his eyes flickering with guilt. 

"Tell me, lad," Dionysos said in his best detective voice, "where were you when the crime occurred?" 

The teenager’s voice trembled as he spoke. "I was in the corner...I didn’t mean to...I was just so hungry. I 
couldn’t help myself." 

"Mmh…Truly a mystery….". He turned toward the middle-aged lady of eight years. "What were you 
knitting again?" 

— — —  
21th of December - Winter Solstice  
New Rome 

Praetor Frank Zhang let a tear trace a solemn path down his cheek as he watched his fellow Praetor, Jason 
Grace, fall beneath the brutal onslaught of Hyperion and Iapetus. The Two Titans, embodiments of 
primordial chaos, moved with terrifying synergy, their strikes swift and merciless. Jason fought valiantly, his 
sword flashing like lightning, but against such overwhelming power, even the bravest heroes could only do 
so much. 

The battlefield of Camp Jupiter was a scene of utter devastation. Smoke curled into the sky, carrying with it 
the acrid scent of burning wood and the coppery tang of blood. The once-orderly camp was now a maelstrom 
of chaos, filled with the screams of the wounded and the clash of weapons. Fires raged, consuming tents and 
banners alike, casting a hellish glow over the carnage. 

"Rally to me!" Frank roared, his voice straining to rise above the cacophony. "For Rome! For Jupiter!" 

Around him, legionnaires fought desperately against a nightmarish horde of enemies. Cyclopes, their single 
eyes gleaming with malevolent glee, swung massive clubs that shattered shields and broke bones. Monstrous 
creatures from both Greek and Roman mythology tore through the ranks, their fangs and claws dripping with 
the blood of fallen demigods. Harpies screamed as they dove from the sky, their talons raking through armor 
and flesh. The ground was slick with gore, the air thick with the smell of sweat, blood, and smoke. 

Centurion Dakota maneuvered his troops with grim determination, his face a mask of resolve. "Hold the line! 
Don't let them through!" he bellowed, his sword flashing as he cut down a charging Hellhound. Despite the 
desperate situation, Dakota’s voice carried a note of defiance, a beacon of hope in the sea of despair. 

Frank’s heart pounded in his chest as he charged through the melee, his sword cutting a path through the 
enemy. The battlefield was a slaughterhouse, filled with the cries of the dying and the roars of the victorious. 
Blood splattered his armor, and the metallic taste filled his mouth as he fought on, refusing to yield. 

Then he saw her—Themis, the Titaness of divine law and order. She stood amidst the chaos, an island of 
calm in the storm of battle. Her appearance was immaculate, her robes pristine and untouched by the filth of 
war. Her eyes were blindfolded, yet she moved with an eerie precision, as if guided by some unseen force. In 
her hands, she held a massive, ethereal balance scale, its shimmering weight crushing legionnaires beneath 
its relentless force. 



"Justice must be served," Themis intoned, her voice cold and unyielding as she invoked the crushing balance 
to smash through his ranks, scattering soldiers like leaves in a storm. 

Frank roared in defiance, his body shifting, expanding, as he transformed into a massive bear. With a 
thunderous bellow, he charged Themis, his claws slashing through the air. But her power was immense; with 
a flick of her wrist, she deflected his attack, sending him sprawling. 

He struggled to rise, his vision blurred with pain and fatigue. Around him, his soldiers were falling, the lines 
breaking, the battle lost. He had to make a decision—a harsh, bitter decision that would haunt him forever. 
With a voice choked with emotion, he screamed, "Retreat! Fall back to the portal!" 

The secret portal Dionysos had gifted them through the greeks, a link to Camp Half-Blood, was their only 
hope. The order to retreat echoed through the ranks, a heartbreaking command that signaled the end of their 
stand. Soldiers began to fall back, fighting desperately to cover their retreat, their faces a mix of relief and 
despair. 

In the midst of this chaos, Hazel Levesque, Frank’s girlfriend, fought with a ferocity that belied her slight 
frame. She faced off against Tethys, the ancient Titaness of the primordial sea, whose watery form writhed 
and churned with the power of oceans. Hazel’s golden eyes blazed with determination as she called upon the 
earth, her geokinetic powers responding to her command. 

Tethys laughed, a sound like crashing waves, as she sent torrents of water lashing towards Hazel. But Hazel 
stood firm, her hands raised, summoning the ground beneath her feet. The earth trembled, and molten metal 
began to ooze from the cracks, glowing hot and viscous. With a mighty cry, Hazel directed the molten stream 
towards Tethys, encasing the Titaness in a prison of liquid fire. Tethys screamed, her form solidifying as the 
molten metal cooled and hardened, trapping her in a cage of Hazel’s making. 

Frank, even amidst his own struggle, caught sight of Hazel’s triumph. His heart swelled with pride and love, 
a brief respite in the horror of the battle. But there was no time to celebrate. The retreat was in full swing, 
and he had to ensure that his legionnaires made it through. 

"Hold the line!" Frank bellowed, his voice raw with desperation. "Cover the retreat!" 

He fought his way back towards the portal, his bear form ripping through the ranks of monsters that sought 
to overwhelm them. His claws slashed through flesh and bone, his roars shaking the ground. But despite his 
efforts, he could see the toll the battle was taking on his troops. They were weary, their numbers dwindling, 
their spirits crushed. 

Frank’s eyes met Hazel’s across the battlefield. She was bloodied but unbowed, her gaze fierce and 
unyielding. She nodded to him, a silent promise that they would survive this, that they would find a way to 
rebuild. 

As the last of his legionnaires stumbled through the portal, Frank allowed himself a moment of sorrow. The 
smoke and blood of the battlefield seemed to cling to him, a haunting reminder of their loss. Camp Jupiter 
had fallen, but their spirit, their resolve, would endure. With one final glance at the destroyed camp, he 
stepped through the portal, leaving behind the echoes of a battle lost but not forgotten. 

The survivors of Camp Jupiter emerged into the familiar surroundings of Camp Half-Blood, but instead of 
finding a sanctuary, they were greeted by the acrid scent of gunpowder and the deafening roar of explosions. 
The air was thick with smoke, and the metallic tang of blood was unmistakable. Frank's heart sank as he took 
in the scene before him. 

Camp Half-Blood was also under siege. 

A grim-looking Castor met them, his expression hardened by the ongoing battle. "Welcome to the front 
lines," he said tersely, his voice barely audible over the sounds of war. "We’re holding, but it’s chaos out 
there." 

Frank barely had time to process this new nightmare before a loud explosion shook the ground. He turned to 
see Beckendorf, the camp's master engineer, furiously working at a control panel. "Activating the mines!" 



Beckendorf shouted, his voice strained. A series of muted thuds followed, and the ground in front of the 
camp's walls erupted as hidden antipersonnel mines detonated, sending Cyclopes and other monstrous 
attackers flying. 

Frank could see the advanced defenses of Camp Half-Blood in action. Automated turrets spewed bullets, and 
magical barriers flickered and sparked as they absorbed the brunt of the enemy's assault. But despite these 
measures, the camp was struggling to hold its ground. Cyclopes roared as they charged the walls, only to be 
blown apart by the mines, their bodies falling in gruesome heaps. Harpies swooped low, screeching as they 
tried to breach the defenses, only to be cut down by a hail of arrows and gunfire. 

"Frank!" Hazel's voice cut through the chaos, bringing him back to the immediate danger. "We need to help!" 

Nodding, Frank transformed back into his human form, his mind racing with strategies. "We need to 
reinforce the weak points. Hazel, can you fortify the walls with your earth magic?" 

Hazel nodded, her eyes blazing with determination. "I can try. Just give me some cover." 

As Hazel moved to strengthen the camp's defenses, Frank rallied the remaining legionnaires from Camp 
Jupiter. "Form up! We fight together, Greeks and Romans, as one!" 

Centurion Dakota, still directing troops with unwavering resolve, joined the fray, his blade flashing as he cut 
down a charging harpy. "We hold the line here! No one gets through!" he bellowed, his voice a rallying cry 
for the weary defenders. 

Despite their efforts, the battle showed no signs of abating. The Titans' forces were relentless, and Frank 
knew they couldn't hold out forever. He had to make another painful decision. To their horror, a giant 
emerged from the fray, his towering form advancing toward the walls with terrifying determination. Frank 
wanted to scream in frustration. It was Hippolytos—the Bane of Hermes. 

Hippolytos was a monstrous figure, standing thirty feet tall, his burnt orange skin shimmering ominously in 
the twilight. His dragon-like legs ended in massive, clawed feet that gouged deep furrows in the earth with 
each step. He wore a massive velor tracksuit, the garish gold chains around his neck clinking with each 
movement, while his long black hair was slicked back, giving him the appearance of a mobster. Piper had 
once described him perfectly—like a nightmare gangster straight out of the underworld. 

With a roar that echoed like thunder, Hippolytos swung a colossal bat, fashioned from a solid piece of 
ironwood, against the walls of Camp Half-Blood. The ground shook with each impact, and cracks began to 
spiderweb across the fortified barriers. Cyclopes and monsters cheered and rallied behind him, their morale 
boosted by the giant's arrival. 

"Run, little demigods!" Hippolytos bellowed, his voice a mixture of mockery and menace. "Olympus will 
fall to the Mistress, and your efforts are in vain!" 
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