
 



 
 

 

CURSE OF DEATH 
 

(The Legend of Medusa) 
 

by Kelly Hashway 
 



 As Medusa sat by the sea’s edge, the wind blew her long golden hair. She caught her reflection 
in the water and tilted her head to the side. She had always questioned her appearance and why 
she was so different from the rest of her family. She was mortal—always had been. Born to sea 
Titans hadn’t seemed to have an effect on her, except for maybe her beauty. Even her sisters 
were jealous of her appearance. 

 “Admiring your reflection again, Medusa?” Euryale asked, drumming her brass claws on her 
arms and walking up alongside Medusa.   

 Medusa cringed at the scraping sound Euryale’s claws made on against her scaly skin. 
Medusa turned her head and ran her fingers through the water. “No, I was just watching the 
ripples in the water. Sometimes small fish tickle my toes. I wanted to see what they looked like.” 
She hated lying to her sister, but if she admitted her growing curiosity about the sea, Euryale 
might figure out she was really watching for Poseidon. And if Euryale found out, she’d tell 
Stheno, and then the entire world would know, starting with their parents and ending with the 
goddess Athena.  

 “Are you sure you weren’t doing something else?” Euryale bent down and studied Medusa’s 
reflection in the water. “The sun even catches your golden hair in the water. How is that 
possible?” She reached for Medusa’s hair, running her fingers through it. 

 Medusa inched away, scooting across the sand. “It doesn’t. The sun’s only reflecting off the 
water.” But she knew it was a lie. It could be the dark of night and her hair would shine like a 
thousand stars. Why her hair wasn’t straggly and serpent-like as her sisters’ was a mystery to her. 
Although, since she feared snakes, she was thankful for this difference. 

 Euryale stood up, giving Medusa a stern look. “You never were a good liar.” She turned on 
her heel and walked away, leaving Medusa alone with her reflection. She was mesmerized by it. 
Everyone was, really. Men couldn’t take their eyes off her, which was another reason why she 
liked to sit alone by the sea. She didn’t want attention from just any men. There was only one 
eye she wanted to catch. Poseidon’s. But she was mortal, and he was god of the sea. It was 
forbidden. Still, she could dream. 

 She stood up and walked into the water, letting the waves wash over her until she was 
completely submerged. Tiny fish swam around her, playfully brushing against her arms and legs. 
She laughed and dunked her head to swim among the fish. To her surprise, she could see clearly 
under the water. Her hair fanned out, her golden strands wiggling in the water, shiny and full of 
light. The fish swam through the strands as if it was a playground. 

 “They like you.”  
 Medusa’s head jerked up to see Poseidon floating in the water in front of her. She swam to 

the surface and inhaled deeply, thinking her imagination had gotten the better of her. Poseidon’s 
head broke the surface only two feet in front of her. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”  

 Something weaved between Medusa’s fingers. At first she thought it was the fish, but 
Poseidon raised their interlacing fingers out of the water and kissed the back of her hand. “I don’t 
think we’ve been formally introduced. I’m Poseidon.” 



 Her heart pounded as she stared at the god of her dreams. His long golden hair almost 
matched hers. His perfectly sculpted chest was only inches away. He couldn’t have been more 
intimidating—not even if he had his trident pointed at her head. Medusa opened her mouth, 
realizing she hadn’t spoken a word, but all she could manage was a squeak. 

 Poseidon smiled. “You’re Medusa, am I right? Daughter of Porcys and Ceto? Younger sister 
to Stheno and Euryale.” 

 Of course he knew who she was. He was god of the sea, and her parents were sea Titans. It 
made sense, but everything inside her was giddy with excitement because he knew her name. 
She reached her free hand to her hair, a nervous habit. She hid behind her beautiful locks when 
she was uncomfortable. Now it served that purpose, but it also highlighted one of her best 
features. “Yes,” she managed to say. 

 “Would you care to go for a swim with me? There’s something I’d like to show you.” 
Poseidon gently pulled her farther from the shore. How could she say no? He was a god. As a 
mortal, she shouldn’t have any contact with him, but being a god, he must be obeyed. 

 “If that’s what you wish,” she said. 
 Poseidon stopped and stared deep into her eyes. “Is it what you wish?” 
 Medusa’s heart melted for him. Her entire being screamed, “Yes!” This was what she 

dreamed, but it was wrong. It wasn’t supposed to happen. If Athena found out… No, she 
wouldn’t think of that. “I’d like that very much.” 

 His smile widened, and he kissed her hand again. “Then I’d like to take you to my castle.” 
 His castle? She’d drown! Did he wish her harm? Was he here to punish her for her 

inappropriate thoughts? Medusa panicked, thinking Athena had surely found out about her 
feelings for Poseidon. Everyone knew Athena wanted him for herself, and she always got what 
she wanted.  

 “Do not look alarmed,” Poseidon said. “Nothing will harm you when you’re with me.” 
 Medusa lowered her eyes, unsure of how to argue with a god without insulting him. “But I 

cannot breathe underwater, and from what I understand, that’s where your castle resides.” 
 Poseidon cocked his head to the side. “Do you not trust me?”  
 She didn’t really know him. All she knew were stories she’d heard, mostly from her sisters, 

and they weren’t the most reliable sources. Of course there was Athena, too, but even though 
Medusa and her sisters served as priestesses to the goddess of wisdom, they weren’t exactly 
privy to Athena’s personal life or her relationship with Poseidon.  

 “I see,” Poseidon said, lowering his head. 
 “Oh!” Medusa raised her hand to her mouth. She hadn’t meant to let his question go 

unanswered. “I’m sorry. Please, forgive me. Of course I trust you.” 
 He raised his eyes to hers. “Please, do not be intimidated by me.” 
 How could she not? “But, my lord—” 
 He raised a finger to her lips. “Poseidon. You may call me Poseidon.” Medusa remained 

quiet, so he persisted. “I insist.” 



 “Yes, Poseidon.” The name felt funny coming from her lips. She’d said it a thousand times, 
but only in private, only in her daydreams. 

 “Good.” He gently pulled her hand, which was still in his, and swam deeper into the sea. He 
lowered himself in the water, completely submerging his head. Medusa took a long breath before 
going under, but the second he saw her puffed cheeks, Poseidon shook his head. “You can 
breathe when you’re with me—just like you were able to see clearly under the water when you 
swam with the fish.” His voice wasn’t muffled by the water at all. “Trust me.” He squeezed her 
fingers. 

 Medusa let out the air in her lungs. Her eyes lingered on Poseidon’s. What did she have to 
lose? If he wished her dead, it would be so. But she didn’t think he wanted that. He wanted her 
company. She inhaled. Her lungs filled with air, not water. She smiled. Her sisters would never 
believe this—breathing under water or being with Poseidon. It would be her secret. Her secret 
from everyone, even the goddess she served. 

 They dove deeper through schools of fish and the deepest blue of the sea. But the darkness 
didn’t affect Medusa’s vision. As Poseidon had said, with him, she could see and breathe 
normally. He was gifting her with his abilities, and it was the most alive she’d ever felt. With 
Poseidon, she felt like a goddess. It was unheard of for a mortal to experience this. 

 The castle came into sight. All white stone with pearls shimmering as if the sun was shining 
on them. The archways reminded Medusa of dolphins leaping from the water. It was the most 
beautiful thing she’d ever seen. She glanced at Poseidon who was watching her reaction. “It’s 
incredible,” she said. “Absolutely breathtaking.” 

 “As are you.” He raised her hand to his lips. His kiss felt like tiny air bubbles dancing across 
her fingers. Everything about him was magical. 

 He led her inside and to a throne room. Medusa pulled back slightly. Amphitrite should be 
sitting upon her throne. But the room was empty. “Where is your wife?” she asked, knowing the 
term only loosely applied to Amphitrite. Her marriage to Poseidon was more of an arrangement 
than anything else.  

 “She likes to be at sea most of the time. She doesn’t stay here much.” 
 “That’s sad,” Medusa said. “A marriage without love.” 
 “Some unions are meant for other reasons.” Poseidon sat upon his throne and motioned for 

Medusa to take the seat next to him. She stared in horror at Amphitrite’s throne. 
 “I couldn’t.” 
 Poseidon nodded. “I just want to see if you like it more than she does.” 
 “Poseidon.” Medusa stared at her hand in his. He hadn’t once let go of her. “Why have you 

brought me here?” 
 He closed his eyes for a moment as if deep in thought. “You are well sought after, are you 

not?” 
 Medusa felt her cheeks blush. “No more than others, I suppose.” 



 “You are being modest. Your beauty is known even among the gods. Why do you shy away 
from it?” 

 “You know I serve Athena. She has taught me much about what is wise and what is not.” 
Medusa lowered her head again, but Poseidon lifted her chin with his index finger. 

 “Athena believes she knows what is best. Being the patron god of Athens has gone to her 
head.” 

 Medusa knew Poseidon was second to Athena in the eyes of the people of Athens. “You rule 
the sea. Do you still wish to rule Athens as well?” The moment she said it, she shrank in on 
herself. To talk in such a way to a god, to be so bold and question his thoughts… “I’m so sorry. 
Please, forgive me. I’m not used to speaking with the gods. Even though I serve Athena, I have 
only spoken with her a few times. I do not wish to offend—” 

 Poseidon pulled her chin toward him and pressed his lips to hers. She froze, unable to pull 
away or return the kiss. This was surely a crime punishable by death, but to disobey a god would 
be no better. He pulled away only enough to speak. “Do you not find me attractive?”  

 “Very.” The word left her mouth before she had time to think about it. 
 “Then do not think of Amphitrite or Athena. Think only of you and me.” 
 You and me? He was speaking as if… His lips met hers again, and this time she didn’t 

hesitate. She kissed him back, exactly like she had in her dreams each night. She let her feelings 
well within and swim to the surface.  

 He pulled away, staring into her eyes. His fingertips traced her temples. “Your eyes are as 
green as the Aegean Sea.” His fingers lowered to her lips, brushing them lightly before kissing 
them again. “Your lips are redder than roses.” 

 “You are being kind.” Medusa had heard compliments like this before, but never from a 
god. Her cheeks warmed at his words. 

 “You think I’m only flattering you.” Poseidon let go of Medusa, and she lowered her head, 
afraid she’d offended the god of her dreams.  

She felt ashamed for so many reasons. Her very presence in Poseidon’s castle was a betrayal 
to Athena. She’d lied to Euryale. And now, she’d offended a god. Medusa wanted to bury her 
head in the sea grass. Sometimes being a mortal among gods was the most difficult thing in the 
world. 

 Poseidon gently took her by the shoulder and turned her so she was facing him. “Look.” He 
handed her a small mirror. Although not grand in size, it was spectacular in design. The handle 
was pure gold with a delicate design of a seahorse. Medusa was so enamored with it she didn’t 
even notice her own reflection. 

 “How is it that someone as beautiful as you does not even glance at her own image?” 
 “This mirror is exquisite,” Medusa said. “I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.” 
 “That’s because you haven’t yet looked at your reflection in it.” Poseidon lifted Medusa’s 

chin, forcing her to look at herself. 



 Medusa stared at her long golden locks, her piercing green eyes, and her smooth skin. But 
all she saw was a reminder that she was different. She wasn’t like her sisters or her parents. She 
was alone. Except for Athena. Athena was good to her. She allowed Medusa to be a priestess in 
her temple. And now, here Medusa was…with the god Athena desired. 

 She looked away from the mirror, feeling the sting of tears in her eyes. “Please, take it 
away.” She pushed the mirror toward Poseidon. “I must go. I shouldn’t be here. Athena will be 
looking for me.” 

 Poseidon took the mirror, placing it on his throne. “Do you fear Athena will find out about 
us?” 

 Us. Was there an “us”? “She is the goddess of wisdom. She knows things others do not.” 
 “Does she know of my feelings for you?” Poseidon reached for Medusa. “Does she know 

I’ve been watching you as you sit by the water’s edge? That I visit you in your dreams?” 
 Her dreams! Poseidon had been there in her dreams. They weren’t just the creation of her 

imagination. “You—” 
 He put a finger to her lips. “Yes. I had to see if your feelings for me were true. I take great 

risk in coming to you, in bringing you here.” 
 It was a big risk for Medusa, too. She could lose everything because of this. “We can’t,” she 

murmured under his finger. 
 Poseidon lowered his hand. “Don’t say that, my love. I am a god. That should allow me 

certain privileges. Don’t you think?” His arms wrapped around her waist, pulling her into his 
body. “You feel the same for me. I know you do.” 

 She nodded without thinking of the consequences. Poseidon didn’t need any encouragement, 
yet she’d given it to him anyway. He leaned forward, kissing her passionately. All thoughts of 
Athena left Medusa’s mind. It was only Poseidon and her. 

 
*** 

 
 “Where have you been?” Euryale asked, her hands on her hips as Medusa swam to shore. “You 
were supposed to report to Athena’s temple.” 

Medusa stepped onto the shore, looking away from her sister and back out over the water. 
Poseidon’s head sank below the surface before Euryale could see him. “I—I was feeling ill. I 
thought a swim might help.” Looking up at the setting sun, Medusa realized she’d spent the 
entire day with Poseidon, or more accurately in Poseidon’s arms. She felt as if she were waking 
from a magical dream, and all she wanted was to go to sleep so she could be with Poseidon once 
again. 

 “You look fine to me,” Euryale said. 
 “I’m feeling much better now.” Medusa lowered her head, hoping her sister wouldn’t see the 

look of love that must have been all over her face. How could she conceal her love for Poseidon? 



Surely, she’d have to figure it out because she couldn’t let Athena see her like this. “I’m very 
tired. I think I’ll be heading to bed now. Goodnight, Euryale.” 

 “Stheno is furious with you,” Euryale called after her.  
 Medusa figured as much. Both her sisters despised her. This was just one more reason to add 

to the list.  
 That night, after Medusa went to sleep, she dreamt of Poseidon. His presence was so real she 

could feel his warmth on her skin. Opening her eyes, she saw Poseidon was with her, in her bed. 
She gasped. 

 “Do not be startled. It’s only me.” Poseidon twirled Medusa’s hair between his fingers. 
 “You cannot be here. What if Stheno or Euryale finds you? They’re furious with me for 

disappearing all day.” Medusa sat up, putting distance between Poseidon and herself. As much as 
her heart swelled for him, things were moving too quickly. She’d never lain next to a man, much 
less a god. 

 “Are you ashamed of me?” Poseidon smiled to show he was kidding. 
 “I’m ashamed of myself.” Medusa wrapped her arms around herself. “It’s wrong of me to 

give in to my feelings for you. I’m not deserving of your love. I’m not a goddess.” 
 “Yet you are not exactly like other mortals either, are you?” 
 She couldn’t argue with that. She wasn’t like anyone, god or mortal. That had always been 

her biggest concern. But being with Poseidon would only add to the trouble. “I don’t wish to 
offend you or Athena. I don’t know what to do.” 

 “You think too much. Allow yourself to feel. Do not worry so. I see you sit by yourself all 
the time. Tell me, who worries about you?” He brushed his fingers against her cheek. “Other 
than me?” 

 Medusa didn’t know how to answer. She was surrounded by her family, but did any of them 
really care about her? 

 “I won’t force you to be with me, but I believe you want to be with me as much as I desire 
you.” He stood up, and Medusa couldn’t take her eyes off him. He was more than just handsome. 
He was magnificent. His presence demanded attention, and Medusa felt warmth radiate from his 
skin and reach toward her. “Think it over. I’ll be at your favorite spot in the morning, if you wish 
to join me.”  

 “But I must report to Athena’s temple in the morning. If I don’t, she’ll surely come looking 
for me.” 

 “The decision is yours.” He lifted her hand to his lips and softly kissed it. “I hope you’ll 
follow your heart.” 

 She stared after him as he left. How could she choose between the goddess who had taken 
care of her and the god she secretly loved? It was too difficult a choice. Medusa lay back, unable 
to find the peace of sleep. If she went to Poseidon, she’d lose her place as priestess in Athena’s 
temple. But if she reported to Athena, she’d lose Poseidon. Her brain told her she could never 
fully have Poseidon. He was married. He was a god. And she was nothing. All she had was her 



service to Athena. Giving that up would leave her with nothing. She breathed deeply, resigning 
to report to the temple in the morning. 

 As the sun rose, Medusa prepared herself for the day. She’d already told Euryale she’d been 
ill yesterday so she didn’t need an excuse for her absence. She’d made up her mind and was 
going to fulfill her duty to Athena. It was the right thing to do. 

 Yet as she passed the water’s edge on the way to the temple, the sea seemed to call her 
name. Every ripple in the water whispered, “Medusa.” Was it her imagination or was Poseidon 
trying to lure her to him?  

 “You better not be late today,” Euryale said. “Athena won’t be happy if you are. And I know 
you aren’t sick, so you have no excuse.” 

 Stheno glared at Medusa. She hadn’t said a word to her, not that Stheno usually did. She 
never wasted much breath on Medusa. 

 “I’ll be there in a moment,” Medusa said, turning away from her sisters and facing the sea 
once again. 

 Her sisters scoffed, but Medusa refused to meet their judgmental stares. She heard them 
walk away, and she stepped closer to the water. Drawn to the pull of the sea, she bent down and 
placed her hand in the water. 

 “I wasn’t sure you’d come.” Poseidon emerged from the water, this time carrying his trident. 
Medusa stared at it, taking in its beauty. 

 “I—” She couldn’t find the words to tell him she wasn’t staying. Seeing him, it was difficult 
to leave, even if it was the wiser decision. 

 “Your reason for coming does not matter,” Poseidon said, misjudging her lack of words. 
“All I care about is that you are here.” He reached his hand to hers and led her into the water. 
Medusa understood that he wanted to take her to his kingdom again. Reason told Medusa to walk 
away and go to Athena’s temple, but the desires of her heart were too strong. She walked farther 
into the water until it reached her shoulders. Poseidon smiled before pulling her under. 

 Like last time she was with Poseidon in the water, the air filled her lungs as if she were a 
fish. They swam in silence until they reached the underwater castle, which seemed to shimmer 
even brighter today. Breathing the water made Medusa feel almost intoxicated, or maybe it was 
Poseidon’s presence doing that to her. She’d never been in love before, but she knew that was 
what this was. He led her to Amphitrite’s throne, and this time, Medusa sat upon it. The seat 
curved around her, a perfect fit. She loved the way she felt—at home, something she’d never 
experienced before. 

 Poseidon smiled as he sat beside her. “I knew you’d like it. You’re nothing like her, you 
know.” 

 “Please, don’t speak of her. It makes my heart ache.” 
 Poseidon took her hand, holding it in both of his. “You know I don’t love her. It is you alone 

who makes my heart swell.” 



 Before Medusa knew it, she was in his arms. She lost herself in his touch. She never wanted 
to leave. But somehow reason broke through. She pulled away. “If I don’t go to the temple, 
Athena will be angry with me. That would be bad for both of us.” 

 “She does not know about us. You don’t need to worry so much.” He trailed kisses down her 
jaw and to her neck. “Besides, do you really want to leave?” 

 “No.” She didn’t even need to think about it. “But what I want is not the same as what I 
need. I can’t lose Athena’s goodwill.” 

 Poseidon sighed. “Very well. I’ll bring you back. But only if you promise to return to me 
after your time at the temple.” 

Medusa smiled. “Nothing could keep me away.”  
 

*** 
  
Medusa tried to act normal, but she was late to the temple and her sisters made sure everyone 
knew about it, mainly Athena. Athena wasn’t usually present at the temple, but news of 
Medusa’s absence must have reached her because it was the first thing she asked about. 

 “I heard you were ill,” Athena said, although her gaze suggested she thought that only to be 
a rumor. 

 Medusa nodded and lowered her eyes, afraid Athena would be able to peer into her soul and 
see her love for Poseidon. “Yes.” She bowed deeply to the goddess. “I beg your forgiveness.” 

 “Why?” Athena paced in small circles around Medusa. “If you were ill, what is there to 
apologize for?” She stopped directly in front of Medusa. “Is there something else you wish to tell 
me?”  

 Medusa shook her head. “No. I just feel bad that my health kept me from serving you, 
Athena.” 

 “I see.” Athena walked over to a statue that stood in temple, running her fingers along the 
surface. “I’ve been hearing rumors, Medusa.” 

 Medusa’s chest tightened. This was it. Athena knew about her and Poseidon. Medusa 
swallowed hard, waiting for her punishment, which could only be death. 

 “It was brought to my attention that you think your beauty surpasses mine.” 
 Medusa’s head jerked up at Athena’s words. This wasn’t about Poseidon. It was about 

Stheno and Euryale. They were spreading rumors to get Medusa in trouble with Athena. “No, 
Athena. Please, I beg of you. You must believe me.” 

 “Must?” Athena’s face hardened. “Tell me why I, a goddess, must believe you, a mere 
mortal.” 

 “I didn’t mean it like that.” Medusa reached out but stopped before touching Athena. 
“Please, I only meant to say that my sisters mean me harm. What they told you isn’t true.” 



 “So, you’re saying your sisters lied to me? That’s a very serious accusation, Medusa.” 
Athena’s eyes burned into Medusa’s. “If they did indeed lie to me, they would be deserving of 
punishment.” 

 Medusa cringed. Yes, her sisters had lied, but she’d just gotten them sentenced to 
punishment by Athena. “They didn’t mean to lie. They think because I get attention for my 
appearance that I—” 

 “Think you are better than others,” Athena finished for her. 
 Medusa nodded. “But it is not true. I don’t want the attention. I don’t want to be different 

from my family. I don’t fit in anywhere. Only here do I feel I belong. Here serving you, Athena.” 
 Athena nodded, seemingly appeased. “Very well. I expect that you will work out this 

disagreement with your sisters before I need to intervene.” 
 “Yes, Athena.” Medusa bowed. “Thank you.” 
 Athena turned and walked away, leaving Medusa to slump down next to the same statue 

Athena had been admiring. Life seemed to be unraveling for Medusa, and she had no idea how to 
put it back together. A hand touched her shoulder. She turned to see Poseidon. 

 “What are you doing here? Athena just left. If she catches you here—” 
 Poseidon placed a finger to her lips. “Shh. Athena has an appointment with Zeus. She will 

not be returning any time soon. We are alone here.” 
 “But—” 
 “I’ve sent everyone else away. Do not worry.” Poseidon lowered his lips to Medusa’s, and 

she felt her fear and loneliness wash away. She melted into him. He had that effect on her. She 
forgot about her troubles with her sisters. She forgot she was in Athena’s temple. All she felt was 
Poseidon’s love for her surging through every part of her body. Her hands rose to his hair, and 
she pulled him closer. She was in new territory, being this close to a man, but Poseidon wasn’t 
just a man, so that made it all the more difficult. Still, she couldn’t pull away. She couldn’t voice 
her concerns. She could only give in to Poseidon as his kiss deepened and her back leaned 
against the temple floor. 

 
*** 

  
Medusa lay in Poseidon’s arms, completely breathless and consumed by love. She smiled at him 
as he traced the curves of her face. But her smile turned to surprise as the temple shook. 

 “What’s happening?” Medusa sat up, clutching Poseidon. 
 “She knows.” He quickly got to his feet, looking at Medusa as if she was seconds from 

death, which she probably was. “I shouldn’t have come here. It was foolish of me. This is her 
temple. I can’t save you from her here.” 

 “Then let’s run.” Medusa was on her feet and heading for the door, but Athena was already 
blocking it. 



 “Now why would a priestess in my temple run from me?” Athena’s voice shook, and 
Medusa noticed redness in her eyes. Yes, she knew about them. Medusa was sure of it. “Could it 
be because you’ve betrayed me? Could it be that the rumors your sisters started weren’t rumors 
after all? That you think you’re more beautiful and deserving of this temple than I am?” Athena’s 
voice was so loud Medusa had to cover her mortal ears.  

 She fell to her knees, unable to stay standing under the goddess’s wrath. 
 “You knew of my feelings for him, Medusa.” Athena’s eyes flashed to Poseidon. “Go! Get 

out of Athens. The people chose me as their patron goddess. You have no business here.” 
 “She doesn’t deserve to be punished, Athena.” Poseidon seemed to grow taller, as if he was 

trying to intimidate Athena, but it didn’t work. She was a goddess scorned, and she wasn’t 
backing down. 

 “She doesn’t, does she? So, you’re saying we should allow mortals to make fools of us? 
Simply step aside and lose our status as gods?” Athena scoffed. “That might be how you do 
things under the sea with your dolphins and fish, Poseidon, but here on land, we maintain our 
positions as gods.” 

 Medusa looked at Poseidon, her eyes pleading with his. There was no way out for her. 
Nothing he could do to save her. Looking at him now, she couldn’t bring herself to regret her 
actions. She loved Poseidon, and if that was a crime, then she wanted to die. “Go. She’s right.” 

 “No.” Poseidon moved toward Medusa, but Athena blocked him.   
 “Do not touch her! Get out of my temple!” Athena’s voice once again shook the temple. The 

goddess’s rage coursed through her, blowing her hair back. Medusa stared in horror as Athena’s 
frown turned into a smirk. “You know what? I’ve changed my mind.” 

 Medusa cringed, wondering if she would somehow escape death after all.  
 Athena walked over to her and reached for her long blonde hair, twirling a strand between 

her fingers. “Such beautiful hair, don’t you think so, Poseidon?” Athena turned to face Poseidon, 
who looked more worried than ever. No, Medusa wouldn’t get out of this punishment. Athena 
was merely toying with her. Prolonging the terror before she unleashed the pain. 

 Poseidon’s arms shook and rose at his sides. Medusa had heard of his ability to cause 
earthquakes and feared she was about to see it firsthand. 

 Athena let go of Medusa’s hair and faced him. “Don’t even think about using that old trick 
on me, Poseidon. You forget who you are dealing with. You know me well enough to know I 
wouldn’t have confronted the two of you if I wasn’t certain things would end in my favor.” She 
laughed. “But why not stay? I think you’ll be very interested in seeing the punishment I have 
chosen for your beloved Medusa.” 

 Athena whipped around, her face only inches from Medusa’s. Cringing, Medusa stole a 
sideways glance at Poseidon. She’d never thought she’d see a god look as helpless as he did 
now. Medusa closed her eyes. 

 “Oh no, my dear,” Athena said. “Do open those pretty eyes. They will be your crowning 
glory once I’m through with you.” 



 “Athena!” Poseidon yelled, but it was futile. Athena only laughed. 
 “Yes, Medusa, you are different from everyone else, aren’t you?” She patted Medusa’s hair. 

“Let’s see if we can do something about that.” 
 Medusa felt her hair moving, as if by itself, and a hissing sound filled her ears. She forced 

her eyes open and saw her long blonde hair had been replaced with snakes, the one creature she 
truly despised. She screamed. 

 “Come, come, Medusa.” Athena took a step backward and feigned a hurt expression. “Don’t 
tell me you don’t appreciate the gift I’ve bestowed upon you.” She leaned forward so her nose 
was practically touching Medusa’s. The snakes slithered away from the goddess as if they sensed 
her power.  

 “Are they going to kill me?” Medusa managed to squeak out. 
 “Kill you?” Athena touched Medusa’s cheek. “Not at all. Why kill a priestess of my temple? 

No, you see the snakes are only part of your gift. I am not finished just yet.” Her hands rose, 
covering Medusa’s eyes. Medusa shuddered as she felt a burning sensation in both eyes. She 
cried in pain, but the feeling didn’t last long. That couldn’t be it. Athena wouldn’t let her go so 
easily. 

 Poseidon gasped and Medusa could only imagine what horror Athena had bestowed upon 
her. “I would look away if I were you, Poseidon,” Athena said, but she held her hand over 
Medusa’s eyes. “From this moment forth, your appearance will reflect the ugliness within, 
Medusa. The world will see you as the traitorous monster you are. All those men who fell at your 
feet and praised your beauty? They will never lay eyes on you again. But to be certain, any 
human or god, who looks you in the eyes, will turn to stone.” 

 Medusa gasped. Athena’s punishment was worse than death. She was condemning Medusa 
to a life alone. She wasn’t only losing Poseidon, which was a pain she’d never imagined, but she 
was also losing physical contact with everyone. 

 “One more thing, Medusa.” Athena held her hand firmly in place over Medusa’s eyes. 
“Even you can not see your reflection or you, too, will turn to stone. You’ll live the rest of your 
days in solitude. Wondering. Being tempted to see the horror your very face inflicts on those 
who gaze upon it.” 

 “Medusa,” Poseidon said.  
 “Go!” Medusa barely recognized her own voice, laced with pain and hatred. She hadn’t 

asked for this. The only crime she was guilty of was giving in to the god who loved her. 
Poseidon said he knew it was wrong to come to Athena’s temple. He knew something like this 
could happen and that he wouldn’t be able to protect her. He’d sentenced her to this fate almost 
as much as Athena. 

 Medusa realized Athena’s hand was no longer covering her eyes. She slowly opened her 
eyes and saw she was alone in the temple. Athena had left her. Poseidon had left her. He hadn’t 
even said goodbye. The pain she felt was too much. She’d tried all her life to be accepted, to fit 



in. She’d never given in to her beauty no matter how jealous her sisters and other women had 
gotten. She’d always done what was right.  

 Those days were over. The old Medusa was dead. Athena had killed her after all. Something 
stirred inside Medusa. Something Athena had missed. Although Medusa wasn’t sure how it was 
possible, she knew she wouldn’t be alone after all. A child was stirring inside her. A Gorgon—
neither human nor god. As unlikely as it was, Athena had made a mistake in the wording of her 
curse. Medusa knew in her heart that she would be able to look upon her own child without 
consequence.  

 The snakes on Medusa’s head hissed with a desire that matched Medusa’s. “Yes, my 
darlings. We will have our revenge. I will not hide my face. I will seek vengeance on all those 
who’ve wronged me. Athena thinks she’s won this battle, but I’ll show her my wrath is twice as 
powerful as hers.” 

 “Medusa?” a voice called from the temple’s entrance. “Is that you?” 
 Medusa recognized the man’s voice. He was one of the suitors who usually hassled her on 

her way to and from the temple. Medusa’s mouth curved into a smile. “Yes, it is me.” What 
better way to let Athena know she was not going to hide like a coward but that she would fight 
than by leaving her a new stone statue in her temple? A gift from Medusa. She slowly turned to 
face the man. “Why don’t you come over here, so I can get a better look at you?” 
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