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There is a prophecy that Danae’s son will kill king Acrisius. It seems the simple solution to that would be to lock away Danae so she can never conceive a child, right?

Unfortunately for the king, Zeus can creep into any crevice...

Princess Danae sat perched on one of the low walls surrounding castle Larisa, peering out at the valley below. Her back was too straight for someone just lazing in the sun. The servants, knowing why she was so tense, were avoiding her. 

The king was out consulting the Oracles.

Nothing good ever came of their prophecies. The common people knew this. The common people had heard about Oedipus. The common people knew there was a lot of peace to be found in avoiding getting entangled with the gods.

But kings and queens would always think they could outsmart fate.

Danae pressed her mouth into a thin line as she thought over her plans for when her father returned.

She wasn’t a boy, so she wasn’t allowed to take the throne. Not officially, anyway. Not based on tradition. But just because something had never been done before, didn’t mean she couldn’t be the first. 

She could always pretend to be a man. Looking up at the sky, she shouted, “I could cut my hair, tie it to my face! I’d have a beard!”

Behind her, a passing maid shrank back further and hustled a little faster.

Danae straightened her back even more and looked back down at the road. When her father returned, the Fates be damned, she would insist that he give her a chance to prove herself. She had grown up surrounded by chattering advisers, so she understood the complexities of ruling; she even had a few ideas for updates around the city, and ways to manage their relations to the North...

Danae had a plan for everything the Oracle of Delphi could throw her way. Maybe she would need to be married, in which case she’d choose someone very malleable to be her husband. She already had her eye on a decently handsome courtier with a very simple brain. Rumor had it that he was good in bed, which certainly couldn’t hurt.

The other most likely prediction was that her child was meant to become king; she could raise him to be the kind of leader she would be, all while she guided him from the shadows. In the time it would take him to grow up, she would already have established herself as the queen regent.

And maybe someone from a foreign land would arrive and claim her as his queen, in which case she would get to rule anyway.

But no matter what happened, she had plans. She had spent her whole life learning to be a leader, and at least half that time deciding how she could convince her father to let her prove herself.

Nothing could take her by surprise.
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“FUCK,” SHE BIT OUT. 

“Language,” king Acrisius said as he brushed dust out of his horse. 

“Father, you can’t be serious,” she said. “By Demeter, why would my unborn son, who I haven’t even conceived yet, want to kill you?” 

“You know the Oracles are never wrong,” he grumbled. “Look at what happened to your aunt Jocasta.”

Danae almost winced. She shook her head. “But that’s not me!” she cried. “You know what happens when anyone tries to go against their fate; it only makes the prophecy come true. What if,” she grappled, trying to think of any argument, “what if my future son only kills you by accident, much later in life? Or, or, what if, he tries to kill you out of vengeance for not acknowledging him?” She threw out the last argument in a rush. “By isolating and alienating me, you’re only giving him a reason, later on, to fulfill the prophecy!”

“I can’t risk it happening at all,” said her father. He never stopped brushing his horse, refusing to look at her. “Prophecies always come true, but only if we don’t cut off all possibilities before they can take root.” He turned back around to her, his eyes beseeching. “You know I have much left to offer my kingdom.”

Danae knew that he was in the process of a political coup to gather all the local tribes into one united front, with Delphi at the center. The Delphic amphictyony, everyone was calling it. Danae herself was the main point of contact with half of them. 

“You are being foolish!” she spat out. “They won’t listen to you without me!”

“Danae, enough,” her father growled. “I have ruled this country for 20 years, and I will rule it for 20, even 40 more, and without your help! Now fetch my architects. The gods gave me a vision on my return trip, and I must see it come to pass.”

Danae stormed away, not bothering to even pretend that she was headed anywhere but her room. It wasn’t until she had closed her door that she sunk to her knees.

Now that her anger was subsiding, she began to feel cold fear creep up her spine. If she really was to carry her father’s usurper, she was in danger. Her father wouldn’t kill her, she knew this much for sure. But she that wouldn’t stop him from finding other ways to cut her off.

Danae hugged her arms around her stomach. She might never bear a child if her father had any say in it. And if she could not continue the family line... then she could not rule.
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FOR TWO WEEKS, DANAE wasn’t allowed out of her room. Her father had guards - all women, just to be safe - surround her at all times. Danae slowly plotted her escape and had finally gathered enough leverage to bribe the night watchman. She had a small pack of supplies, and she knew which contacts would help her, in other cities.

She practiced everything in her head. Her horse, Myrtle, would probably still be in the usual stables, and if not she knew which horse merchant would give her a good price. She would head East, to her mother’s cousin, and from there she could slowly build herself a name and an army. If she could come back with soldiers and rich resources, then maybe her father would accept her back. Certainly by then she’d have found a husband and borne a child. 

It would be a long process before she could ever come back, but at least it was an idea that she could make work.

Her father had other plans. In the two weeks it took her to prepare, he had been making other preparations. Danae had heard the construction noises behind the castle, but she hadn’t understood what they were for until her guards grabbed her and dragged her to the giant tower that stood gleaming in the sunlight.

It was solidly built of stone and wrapped all in brass so the outside would be smooth. There would be no footholds for her to use in an escape; and the only window was much too high to survive a jump down. 

“No...” she cried, horrified at what was about to happen. 

Her father didn’t look at her as he explained to the guards how to seal everything shut once she was 60 feet up.

Danae pleaded all the way up the stone steps, but every word fell on deaf ears. As the door slammed shut behind her,  she sank to her knees in defeat.

Her only solace was a skylight that let in the sun every day. She would at least be allowed to pray to the gods for mercy.

Danae stared up at the sky. They would regret doing this to her. Her father would regret it. 

She went to her knees and took a deep breath before wiping her face clean. Hera, goddess of motherhood and women, would hear her plea.
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FOR MONTHS SHE WAITED, hoping for a sign. Her neighbours had probably heard rumors about her absence by now. This would ruin her father, she knew; all the better for it. She grit her teeth, viciously satisfied at the thought that he would pay for betraying her.

Hera never answered back, but Danae didn’t give up. If she wouldn’t help, then Danae would turn to other gods; in particular, she began paying homage to Zeus. The king of gods would understand someone who wanted an empire and an heir. 

Then one day, as Danae stared up at shapes in the clouds, the sky suddenly darkened. Directly above her, a swift wind blew in static that had her hair standing up at the nape of her neck. In the newly darkened sky, lightning flashed so closely that the thunder rolled through her bones. 

“Yes,” she whispered, her voice growing louder as her hope swelled, “Yes, perfect. You can hear me!”

Thunder rumbled low as if in answer. Danae grinned. The clouds overhead quickly switched through shapes, sometimes looking like a face. 

“I beseech thee, God of thunder and rain,” she called, careful to use a properly reverential tone, “come upon me and make me with child; may my prayers be answered, may my child grow quickly and slay my traitorous father.”

The clouds came closer and hung directly over her. “You call me, woman?” a voice thundered. “I do not give my seed to just anyone.”

Danae stared up at the cloud-face and stood her ground. She had waited too long to be denied now. “Lord of rain, pour down upon me. My lady Hera has forsaken me for months; you are my best hope for an escape from this prison.”

The clouds thundered; “Then hold out your hands, Danae of Argos, and be a cup to receive me.”

Danae licked her lips and thought quickly. She had heard the stories of Zeus and his nights with women, and knew what he wanted from her. In an instant she made a decision. “Do you intend me to drink you down, O Mighty Zeus?” she asked in an innocent voice. With her chin tilted up, she slowly slid away her sleeve and ran a hand over her bare shoulder. 

“Indeed not,” Zeus answered. Danae heard the interest in his tone.

“Then I will be a vessel in another way,” she said seductively, lowering herself to lay just beneath the skylight. Her dress shifted as she raised her knees and spread them, and with a quick flick she had her skirts up around her hips. She never took her eyes off the cloud as she ran a hand over her inner thigh, guiding a path down. “Rain down upon me, I will catch you in a warm embrace,” she said.

The cloud gave a low rumble. A small bolt of lightning flashed and touched her knee, raising goosebumps all along her body. Zeus was clearly pleased. 

“Hera wouldn’t approve of this,” Zeus said.

“Then she should have answered my prayer earlier,” Danae said in a growl. “It was you I wanted all along, anyway. The only one who could give me a child to break me free of my prison and bring me glory.” She opened her legs wider and spread herself with her fingers. “Now come, and I will forever be a loyal follower for you, as will your son.”

Without further warning, the cloud opened up and rain poured down. Danae twitched as the first warm, golden droplets touched her. She reached her fingers deep and pulled herself open further, letting the rain slide in with more ease. The pattering on her vagina felt light and teasing. She bit her lip. Some drops fell to the wayside, but still clung to her skin as they slid down, falling all along her body. The pattered like light kisses, pooling in the crevices of her
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