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Dedication

Dedicated to my readers, who want to
know more.


Week One –
Monday

David

David Bernstein and Clifford Essex
descended the steep slope of Seattle’s Madison Street, bound for
the waterfront. Young Bernstein spoke with increasing frustration,
his head tilted upward to address his companion, who was
six-foot-nine.

“They’ve totally screwed
it up,” David said, shouting to be heard over the rumble of
rush-hour traffic. “Thank Zeus they didn’t tear down the whole
Alaskan Way Viaduct. The traffic jams would be ten times
worse.”

The State Department of Transportation
had finally agreed to replace Seattle’s elderly raised highway
(that many considered an eyesore) with an underground tunnel. The
construction project had stalled early on and the result was far
from scenic. David shook his head in disgust just thinking about
it.

David had changed little in the five
years since he’d discovered he was half immortal. His dark curls
were still an untamed mop, his brown eyes still framed by
thick-lensed eyeglasses, his body still wiry and slightly
undernourished. But now David knew he was not twenty years old—he
was something over 2,000, and his mother was not social worker
Thelma Bernstein of Salt Lake City, Utah, but Hera, Goddess of
Marriage.

“See?” David pointed
downhill to the two-level raised highway, framed by office towers
that loomed on both sides of the street. “That’s the section where
I first spotted Ralph.”

Ralph was another immortal, a god of
small-g status who’d been the one and only structureling assigned
to disseminate his molecules throughout the Alaskan Way Viaduct.
Structureling support was a technology Zeus had invented millennia
ago to reinforce under-engineered buildings, bridges and the like,
designed and constructed by mortals. The transition from molecular
dissemination to computerized support, as led by Clifford, had
recently been completed world-wide.

“So Ralph said,” replied
Clifford after a pause.

David wondered at the edginess in
Clifford’s tone. The same day David had discovered he was Hera’s
illegitimate son, Clifford had learned Ralph was his own
father.

“Do you guys see much of
each other, now that he’s retired?” David ventured.

“Rarely,” said Clifford,
his lip barely curled in what looked like a sneer. “He and Mum are
stopping at Mount Olympus next week before they start their
cruise.”

Clifford and his mother, Briana, had
also worked as structurelings, he in Seattle’s Space Needle and she
(most recently) in Big Ben. Briana, too, had retired. Ralph’s
rekindled romance with Briana was the talk of Seattle’s
immortals.

“Sounds nice,” David said.
He tried not to think of Hera, his own biological mother who had
the nurturing qualities of an iceberg. Veronica Zeta, David’s
half-sister and new CEO of Olympus, Inc., had assured him Mom could
be quite caring, but he had his doubts. Not for the first time
David wondered if Hera treated him coolly because he was the fruit
of her only known infidelity to Zeus.

“Ms. Zeta mentioned you’d
be coming to Mount Olympus soon?” Clifford said, his voice eased to
its usual British clip.

“This week,” said
David.

“Splendid. Your first
time?”

“Uh-huh.”

David had recently completed his
double-major in architecture and engineering at the University of
Washington, and he’d just been accepted to the master’s program at
Athens U! It was weird, though, because the program was keyed to
immortal time and took two hundred years to complete. Veronica had
told him to come to the City of Mount Olympus well before classes
started, to adjust to life in an all-immortal setting.

They reached the bottom of the incline
and stood on flat pavement.

“That way,” David said,
pointing left.

Clifford stepped into the street in
front of oncoming traffic.

“Wait!”

David lunged forward as horns blared,
grabbed Clifford’s elbow and tugged him back to the curb. His
heart, swamped with adrenaline, thudded in his chest.

“Sorry,” Clifford said.
“I’ve been at corporate so long I’ve forgotten mortal
customs.”

“No problem,” said David
reflexively, then flinched. Veronica had repeatedly asked him to
drop the phrase from his vocabulary but it was a hard habit to
break, especially when he was stressed.

The red hand on the crosswalk light
changed to the white stick figure of a forward-tilted man. They
crossed the street and strolled down the east side of Alaskan Way,
under the still-intact section of the Viaduct. Speeding vehicles
thumped and growled above. The damp summer air was gritty with
Elliott Bay salt and the dust of ripped pavement. Ahead, beyond the
raised highway’s on-ramp, it looked as if a bomb had gone off. A
large section of the Alaskan Way Viaduct had been demolished. A
vast ditch yawned where the street used to be. Inside the ditch lay
a monstrous, round machine, dubbed Bertha by the local
press.

“Great Zeus!” Clifford
said under his breath.

The underground tunneling device had
been custom-built by a Japanese company for the “tunnel option”
project—the relocation of State Highway 99 from the Alaskan Way
Viaduct to a two-mile long tunnel underneath Seattle’s
waterfront.

Clifford removed a digital device from
his tweed blazer’s pocket and snapped some pictures.

“Incredible!” he
exclaimed, sounding less than pleased.

“It’s broken down—again,”
David said. “The project managers don’t expect to start drilling
again for six months, at least.”

“How far did she make it?”
Clifford asked as he clicked.

“Less than a thousand
feet—of two miles!” David said.

“I don’t wish to
blaspheme,” said Clifford, “but perhaps even the Big-G Gods won’t
be able to repair this situation.” He turned and studied the brick
buildings just east of the infant tunnel. “Clearly we’ll need to
deploy additional staff to reinforce these,” he said with a wave of
his hand, “and if the seawall fails I fear we’ll have to call in
Poseidon. Ms. Zeta will not be pleased with my report.”

“How is Veronica?” She
hadn’t been in contact with David much since she’d taken over as
CEO. Last month she’d sent a congratulatory e-mail and a one-way
plane ticket to Athens International Airport for graduation, but he
hadn’t seen her face-to-face in a year.

“Ms. Zeta is—” Clifford
paused, no doubt phrasing a business-appropriate response in his
thoughts before speaking. “I believe Ms. Zeta is progressing well
with every project but may be feeling the strain of full
responsibility for Heaven and Earth.”

David looked up and studied his
friend’s brooding, grey eyes. Five years ago Clifford and Veronica
had been an “item.” David had heard rumors (through other gods
assigned to Seattle) that Veronica was now too busy for personal
relationships. Clifford, though a small-g god who carried none of
the blood of Zeus, Hera or their siblings, had been named head of
the Architectural and Computer Services Department. He reported
directly to Veronica. Their work relationship was close, but if he
still carried the torch for her…

“I guess I’ll see her when
I get there,” David said.

“If she has time, mate,”
Clifford said, his use of slang taking David by surprise. “If she
has time.”

Suddenly going to Mount
Olympus didn’t sound like much fun. If Veronica was too busy to see
him and Clifford was overworked and mooning, who would show him the
ropes? His only backup was a heavily used copy of Edith
Hamilton’s Mythology, tucked into his backpack. He’d read it on his flight to
Athens and learn enough, hopefully, not to make a fool of himself.
But he was even more worried about getting there. Veronica had sent
instructions for finding the portal to Mount Olympus, not the Mount
Olympus mortals knew but a city that existed behind-the-scenes. Was
he god enough pass the test?

“C’mon,” David said to
Clifford. He nodded in the direction from which they’d come. “Let’s
do Ivar’s for fish and chips. My treat, and you can tell me what
it’s like at Athens U.”

Veronica

Veronica Zeta scanned her oppressive
surroundings and sighed. Monday had never been her favorite day of
the week, and lately every day in the CEO office of Olympus, Inc.,
had felt like the cold, grinding start of an uphill
battle.

Dad had removed himself as corporate
head almost a year ago. Late last summer Zeus had finally
pronounced Veronica, after years of working alongside him, ready to
lead the organization that props up the mortal world. He’d turned
over the top-floor office suite to her, said, “Go forth and save
the world, Ronnie,” and shaken her hand like an equal

She could still feel Zeus’ grip, but
his support had faded. They’d met to talk things over once or twice
a week at the start, but then—it was such an odd thing—he’d become
completely absorbed in babysitting his new grandchild, Hebe’s
daughter, Aster. These days it truly was, as the mortals liked to
say, lonely at the top.

Veronica scanned the gloomy CEO office
again, sighed again and turned her attention to the thick stack of
paperwork piled on her desk. How had Dad stood it all those
years—the mountains of interdepartmental memos, the monthly
financial reports that required review and approval, the
authorization forms from Immortal Resources to hire and fire and
evaluate thousands of employees world-wide? She smirked. Knowing
Dad and his lack of interest in proper compliance, he’d probably
signed everything for millennia without reading it.

She picked up a pen and attacked the
stupor-inducing pile. Within minutes her eyes and limbs grew heavy.
The air, spiced with a metallic, musty odor that pervaded the CEO
suite, numbed her senses.

“Heaven and Earth,” she
mumbled.

Veronica stood and shook the dull ache
out of her shoulders. She turned slowly in a circle, looking up and
around, unable to see into the corners of the dark, high-ceilinged,
windowless space. The light on her desk was the only pool of cheer.
What had Dad been thinking when he’d had this place decorated? As
soon as she had some extra time she’d meet with the plant
supervisor and show him her plan for renovation, a light and
transparent make-over reflecting her own style of
management.

The black Bakelite box on her desk
squawked. The sound made her head throb. Veronica sat heavily. She
massaged her forehead with one hand and reached toward the box to
depress a button.

“Yes, Stella?”

“I’ve confirmed your
appointment with your eldest brother for tomorrow, Miss Zeta,”
hissed a voice laced with gravel and spite.

“Thank you,
Stella.”

Veronica released the button and
cradled her head in her hands. Why had she agreed to keep Dad’s
executive assistant? Stella was a bear to deal with, had flat-out
refused to convert from her intercom and vintage mortal telephone
to the modern, efficient and quieter devices Veronica had proposed.
How much longer until she’d voluntarily retire? According to
Stella’s personnel file, she was nearly 7,000 years old.

The handy touch-screen planner and
communications device Hermes had invented glowed on the left side
of Veronica’s desk. Dad had resisted digital technology. The week
after he’d stepped down she’d ordered Hermes’ planners for every
manager and supervisor at Olympus, Inc., world-wide. Veronica
touched the icon for Tuesday and noted her appointment with
Hephaestus. She tapped to Wednesday, then Thursday, the day she had
a meeting with Hermes and Clifford to discuss the next major
project.

Veronica smiled, thinking of her two
hand-picked advisors. They were a true contrast—Hermes the charming
trickster and Clifford so proper and formal—but both were
brilliant.

Her smile faded. Much as she trusted
Hermes and Clifford, she couldn’t reveal one highly sensitive
aspect of the new project to them, the project inspired by Dad’s
words: “Go forth and save the world, Ronnie.” She’d share that
information with one—and only one—ally she had yet to
recruit.

Veronica set the touch-screen planner
to sleep mode and stowed it in a drawer. There was too much to do
today without getting distracted by the future. She returned to the
paperwork pile and signed Mom’s voucher for the Marriage and the
Media program—travel expenses for the program spokesperson, small-g
goddess Candy Smith, who was due at Olympus, Inc., next week.
Fiducia, the Finance Manager, had sent a proposed fiscal year-end
closing schedule for Veronica’s approval. A glance showed this was
business-as-usual. She quickly applied her signature.

Next was a request from, Ares, God of
War, written in red ink and marked urgent. Veronica gripped the
paper with both hands and glared at it. From top to bottom it was a
recital of wasteful military spending, like a list of toys a greedy
child would send to the mortals’ favorite demi-god, Santa
Claus.

“Jets!” she spat. “He
always wants more jets!”

Veronica snorted and pitched the
request, unsigned, into the bottom drawer and shut it with a bang.
The new project would take care of brother Ares, would that it were
over and done! Her fingertips tapped her temples in a gentle
massage. She’d start with Hephaestus, the Big-G God who liked
explosions. With him she’d test, for the very first time, something
Dad had passed on to her—a secret so dark she’d yet to speak its
name.

Zeus

Hebe was late again but Zeus was just
as happy. Until Hebe arrived to pick up Aster, Grandpa and his
favorite girl could continue their joyous game of
blocks.

Zeus and the toddler exchanged a
smile.

“Excellent, my dear,
excellent!”

The former CEO of Olympus, Inc.,
beamed at the primary-colored jumble of wooden squares, rectangles
and curves his granddaughter had stacked in the middle of the den
floor.

“And now—” Zeus’ smile
widened.

Aster took her cue and grabbed the
edge of the blanket Zeus had laid on the marble floor to keep the
chill off their play area.

“Now!” she
shouted.

With one tug of her pudgy hand the
wobbling structure tumbled to a heap.

“Hooray!” they cried
together.

It was glorious, absolutely glorious
to play with such a brilliant and daring child! Zeus wiped happy
tears from his cheeks and took Aster’s hand.

“Let’s go to the kitchen
and see if Cook’s baklava is ready,” he said.

Thoughts of Cook abruptly jolted his
insides. Zeus glanced down at the red string he’d tied to his
finger. Surely the chronometer hadn’t chimed six already, but if it
hadn’t, how would he have realized Hebe was late?

“I fear Gam-Gam will be
very, very angry with Ba-Pa,” he solemnly informed the
child.

Zeus had retired, but Hera still
worked full-time and was absorbed by the demands of the highly
successful Marriage and the Media program. Two weeks ago she’d
insisted that he, Zeus, take over her responsibility of telling
Cook what to make for dinner. Today marked the sixth time he’d
forgotten.

The Ex-Lord of the Universe looked
down at his drab house toga. Gone was the proud garment of white
edged with gold he’d worn for millennia, a uniform of prestige now
adopted by Ronnie since she’d taken his place as CEO. He hadn’t
meant to be entirely absent from Olympus, Inc., but when Hera’s
workload had escalated and Hebe needed a sitter—

“Ba-Pa, come!” commanded
Aster. She tugged him toward the kitchen, her baby-toothed smile
beaming up at him like a miniature sun.

Zeus’ heart melted anew. What was
power and fame, compared to the unquestioning love and admiration
of his granddaughter?

The door chime pealed and his heart
contracted. It shrank some more when he heard the low-voiced
greeting of the butler and Hera’s terse reply. When she found out
he’d forgotten about dinner again there’d be Tartarus to
pay!

“And where is Himself?”
Hera bellowed from the hallway.

She swept into view, magnificent in
the blood-red toga edged with rubies she’d adopted for business
wear. Zeus couldn’t help but admire her beauty, the mane of thick,
silver hair that cascaded past her shoulders and her dark, flashing
eyes. After their time in Seattle five years ago, when together
they’d faced Veronica’s rebellion and Ralph’s near-destruction of
the Alaskan Way Viaduct, their tired marriage of four-plus
millennia had bloomed with new life. Hera’s ability to meet and
master the crisis had powerfully reminded Zeus of her vitality, her
intelligence, her passion. It had all gone so well
until…

“Greetings!” Hera shouted
as she absently patted Aster’s head. The noisy kiss she blew to
Zeus smeared her palm with bright red lipstick.

Drunk
again, thought Zeus with fresh
agony.

“Tell me, Zeusy—” he
winced at the use of a once-pet name, now a word of abuse “—what is
Cook making us tonight that pairs nicely with
Chardonnay?”

“Gam-Gam,” cooed Aster.
She pulled from Zeus’ grasp and lifted her arms to Hera.

“Hebe’s late again, I
see,” said Hera, looking down at Aster but not reaching for
her.

Zeus shivered. Had the woman no
affection for her adoring little granddaughter?

It hadn’t always been like this.
Before Zeus stepped down at Olympus, Inc., it was Hera who’d spent
half-days looking after Aster when Hebe was busy. Aster and Gam-Gam
had been the best of friends, but now Hera was uniformly cold to
everyone. Had it started before he’d retired, when she’d had a
mini-bar installed in her office, insisting it was necessary for
entertaining visitors in connection with Marriage and the Media? He
should have questioned the requisition order when she’d submitted
it, but he’d been so busy getting Ronnie up to speed to take over
as CEO he’d authorized the request without looking
deeper.

Hera swung an arm toward Zeus and
lifted his hand for inspection.

“So.” The word reeked of
wine. She regarded the red string tied to his index finger. “What’s
for dinner?”

“My dear,” Zeus said. He
looked up, into her eyes. Hera had taken to wearing platform
sandals and stood half a head taller than he. “My dear, I’m afraid
once more I’ve—”

“Heaven and Earth!” Hera
swore, her cheeks flushed with rage. “Don’t tell me you’ve
forgotten to do that one simple thing again! It’s not as if I’ve
asked you to put the stars out at night and take them in in the
morning!”

He didn’t dare mention that the stars,
Hera’s responsibility, seemed to be appearing later and later every
night.

“I should have known
better,” she muttered and stalked toward the kitchen. “If it was
left to you, we’d starve to death!”

The doorbell rang again. This time the
butler addressed his welcome to Miss Hebe. Zeus gathered Aster,
whose eyes were welling with tears, into his arms and plucked her
pink backpack from his Barcalounger.

Hebe stormed into the den and wrenched
Aster away from him.

“I’m late!” she snapped,
glaring at him as if it were his fault.

Without another word for Zeus she
nodded to the butler to take the backpack. They bustled away.
Though Hebe often behaved badly, Zeus felt as if he’d been punched
in the stomach.

His head drooped. He shuffled toward
the kitchen. From the corner of his eye he saw Hera dart through
the kitchen archway and stride purposefully toward her private
bedroom, a bottle of Chardonnay tucked under her arm.

Zeus sagged against the wall. If he
hadn’t been such a rotten husband for so many millennia—excepting
the past five years—she wouldn’t be acting like this. He’d been
notoriously unfaithful, arrogant, swaggering. She’d cheated on him
just once, a couple thousand years ago, and he hadn’t even noticed.
She’d told him herself, after being reunited with her bastard son,
David.

He threw back his head and wailed, not
caring what Cook or the butler heard or said to the other servants.
It was his fault, all his fault. He’d stuck Hera with the most
miserable jobs at Olympus, Inc., including the Department of Family
Birthdays. She’d made her own success when she created Marriage and
the Media. Building the program had given her confidence, but the
increased work demands were overwhelming her and she was drinking
more than ever. He should have paid more attention while he was
still CEO, while he was still her boss.

Zeus carried his sorrows down the cold
marble corridor to his private bedroom. For all the rich tapestries
and gold fittings surrounding him, the only object he cherished was
Aster’s plush toy copy of Pegasus that she slept with at nap time.
The Ex-Lord of the Universe sank onto the drapery-hung bed, curled
around the stuffed winged horse and sobbed like a baby.


Tuesday

Hera

Hera consulted the decorative
chronometer on the wooden awning above the Club Dionysus bar.
Adjusting back ten minutes to correct for “bar time,” it was twelve
minutes past twelve. Aphrodite was late, as usual.

The Goddess of Marriage signaled the
sommelier.

“Your best Chardonnay,
Ganymede.”

“Yes, Madame,” the youth
said with a bow.

“And bring the
bottle.”

She unfurled the linen napkin,
jauntily folded into a swan, which rested on the bread plate. Damn
Leda and her kinky predilection for mating with waterfowl! Could
Hera go nowhere without being reminded of Zeus’ extra-marital
caprices? Oh, he’d mended his ways and been a lot of fun for five
fleeting years, but—

Hera flashed on the current
incarnation of Zeus. She snorted in disgust. He was dowdy,
housebound and dominated by the whims of a toddler. What had
happened to the Big-G God she’d married, the Lord of the Universe
who, even in his first job as Zeus the Thunderer, had charmed
mortals and immortals alike?

And where was that damned
Ganymede?

Hera drummed her fingertips on the
linen-covered tabletop. The first goblet of the morning was wearing
off. Her thoughts teeter-tottered between the former Zeus, the
present Zeus, and her imminent meeting with Aphrodite, the Goddess
of Love, Beauty and Sexuality.

The topics were
intertwined as Aphrodite was one of Zeus’ bastards, borne of the
insufferable Dione, daughter of Atlas and self-appointed earth
mother. It had been a youthful indiscretion, when Zeus was in his
14th century. Aphrodite was also Zeus and Hera’s daughter-in-law
through marriage to Hephaestus and mistress of their other son,
Ares.

Ganymede’s return freed Hera’s
thoughts from the tangled familial web. A deft twist of the
corkscrew opened the gates to Dionysus’ superior craftsmanship.
Ganymede poured a quarter inch of pale, liquid gold into Hera’s
goblet and stood at attention as she swirled the wine, sniffed and
sipped.

“That’s fine,” she said,
and released him with a nod after he’d topped off the sample to a
decent-sized pour. The first goblet went down easily. As she
achieved a semi-relaxed state, Hera puzzled over why Aphrodite had
insisted on meeting her for lunch today. They hadn’t seen each
other for almost a year, since the miserably dull family party in
honor of Veronica’s ascension to CEO. What in Tartarus did the
bitch want? It’s not as if either of them were Goddesses of
leisure—Aphrodite ran her own business empire, entirely independent
of Olympus, Inc.

Half the bottle was gone
by the time Ms. Love Goddess crossed the threshold of Club
Dionysus, half-an-hour late. The tart wore a miniscule hot-pink
toga with a draped, plunging neckline. A few sections of her
white-gold mane were gathered at the crown in a bejeweled clip but
most of it fell helter-skelter around her shoulders. Earrings as
long as pendulums with shining gold hearts weighting the ends swung
back and forth on either side of her neck. Implausibly long,
glittering lashes completed the hetaera look. There was a reason,
Hera smugly surmised, why Aphrodite always looked as if she’d just
tumbled out of bed.

“Sorry I’m late,”
Aphrodite purred while her hard, glittering eyes contradicted the
apology. She reclined in the chair opposite Hera, her long legs
arranged to luxuriant, curving advantage, easily viewed from all
seats in the room. Elbow poised on the table to extend the diagonal
line, Aphrodite yawned, rested her chin on her hand and said, “It’s
all I can do to keep up with my schedule without having to fight
corporate sabotage.”

“Sabotage?” Hera snapped
her fingers to get Ganymede’s attention as he passed and signaled
him to bring another bottle. “Whatever do you mean, Aphrodite,
dear?” she said in a biting tone.

“Marriage and the Media.”
Aphrodite yawned again. “Dull name, duller proposition.”

The Goddess of Love and Skanky Ho-Dum
thrust her chest forward and positioned her cleavage at an angle
that drew the returning Ganymede’s eyes into the rouged depths. He
shook his head as if to clear it, removed the cork from the fresh
bottle and bustled away as if pursued by Aphrodite’s satisfied
smile.

“You’re a woman of the
world, Hera,” Aphrodite continued. “You know the story of marital
infidelity is as old as Cronus and Rhea. Any fool can see it’s the
natural order of things.” She blew on her overlong hot pink
fingernails and polished the enamel on her shoulder. “Those books
and seminars and talk-show interviews you’re inflicting on the
mortals are a complete waste of time. How in Tartarus do you expect
your protégé, that small-g washed-up rain goddess Candy
what’s-her-name, to inspire mortals to embrace monotony—” she
paused as if she’d not intended the malapropism, save for the
vicious flash of gleaming white teeth “—I mean monogamy, instead of
riding the thrill of forbidden passion? They’ll be over it in a
decade and you’ll have wasted your time and talents, mother-in-law,
dear.”

Hera spared Aphrodite a modest pour of
Chardonnay and topped off her own goblet. After witnessing
millennia of Olympian intrigue, she knew a bluff when she heard
one. Candy’s Marriage and the Media interviews were topping the
mortal television ratings and everybody in the City of Mount
Olympus knew it. For the first time in history, Hera was making
inroads on Aphrodite’s turf. Revenues from the Love Goddess’
“No-Tell” hotel chain and world-wide “Rent-A-Room” hot tub
concession must be plummeting. Divorce specialty lawyers were going
out of business. Lavish renewal of vows ceremonies and second
honeymoons had become hot new mortal industries. Cheaters, at last,
were not prospering, and Aphrodite, the manipulative slut, was
running scared.

“Think of it as an
experiment,” Hera said. She set her goblet aside and looked
unwaveringly into Aphrodite’s combative violet eyes. “I put forth
the proposition that if fidelity got as much air time in mortal
media as adultery, keeping marital vows could become as exciting as
breaking them. And though I’m not as experienced in propositions as
are you,” she added, the warmth of malice filling her veins, “it
turns out I was right.”

Hera grasped the wine bottle and
poured amply into Aphrodite’s suddenly drained goblet. “But it’s
insensitive of me to talk about business when you’ve invited me to
lunch. Let’s talk about you instead.” Hera beamed a wicked smile.
“Tell me, daughter-in-law, dear, how are my boys?”

Veronica

After gut-wrenching deliberation,
Veronica had decided to hold her meeting with Hephaestus at the CEO
office of Olympus, Inc. Her eldest full sibling had an antipathy
for corporate headquarters. His discomfort would give her the
advantage in the negotiation. No, negotiation wasn’t the right
word. She was in charge now.

Veronica leaned back from her desk,
into the depths of the black leather armchair, and drew a deep
breath. Though it violated her own sense of fairness, Hephaestus
would have no voice in her decision. She’d been pushed too far.
Evaluations had been given. Plans for improved performance had been
discussed—and ignored. She realized it wasn’t entirely his fault;
Dad had managed her elder siblings with what could generously be
called benign neglect. Still, Hephaestus, Ares, Ilithyia and Hebe
were two-plus millennia older than she. They should know better. It
was time for the children of Zeus and Hera to grow up.

A buzz zapped her ears. Veronica
pressed the intercom button.

“Yes, Stella?”

“Miss Zeta, your two
o’clock appointment is here,” snarled the black box.

“Thank you,
Stella.”

Veronica released the button and
counted to ten. How many times had she asked Stella to use “Ms.”
not “Miss”? She pushed the intercom button again.

“Please send him in,
Stella.”

The door from reception opened a slit,
admitting the sound of bright, parting words. On Veronica’s first
day as CEO, Stella had told her Hephaestus should have succeeded
Zeus, as he was eldest born—and male. “It’s a man’s universe,”
Stella had sneered, ignoring the change in corporate culture that
was sweeping Olympus, Inc., from a stagnant past into the
twenty-first century.

The door opened wider. Hephaestus
advanced, his stride long and lopsided. Instead of a dress
code-compliant toga he wore the leathers of a motorcyclist, studded
with silver outlines of a hammer and anvil over his heart. A single
eyebrow crested his eyes. Centuries of bitterness were etched on
his square, grimy brow. His appearance had startled Veronica ever
since she was a child. Knowledge of the volcanic temper lurking
underneath sent a shiver through her bones. Veronica shifted her
focus away from fear, toward the tool she’d deploy for the first
time since Dad had entrusted it to her.

Hephaestus sauntered insolently to the
one available chair (she’d had the other seats in the office
removed to give him no choice) and threw himself into it, his
shorter leg draped over the stainless steel arm.

“Thank you for being
prompt, Hef.”

She loathed his self-chosen
diminutive, as much a part of his protective armor as his overall
bearing of male entitlement.

“Just trying to
cooperate,” Hef said, his narrowed eyes inferring the
opposite.

Her expectation he would make the
interview as difficult as possible fulfilled, Veronica leaned
forward, rested her elbows on the desk and tightly laced her
fingers in an effort to control her rage.

“The change we discussed
six months ago, to put volcanic activity on hold until the mortal
world economy is out of recession, hasn’t been implemented. You
haven’t responded to my memos—”

“Little sister, you don’t
understand the situation.” He yawned and stretched his arms. “Dad
knows better than to—”

“This is not about what
Dad would do, this is about what’s best for the world. Today’s
world, Hephaestus,” she said, using his name like a dagger. “I gave
you a chance to keep your authority but you’ve ignored the goals we
set.” Her stomach barely knotted as she cut to the bottom line.
“You will no longer work autonomously.”

Hef clenched his fists and started to
speak but she cut him off.

“You will report to
Hermes,” she said, her voice harsh. “You will work on robotics.
Only robotics. No more volcanoes.”

Hef half-rose and slammed his palms on
her desk. “What in Tartarus—”

Veronica unlaced her fingers, cold as
ice, and waved her right hand in an arc. Hephaestus jerked back
into his chair. His boot soles slammed to the floor as if nailed
there.

“You vibed me, Ronnie!” he
said in a stunned whisper. “Dad gave you The Power!”

“Where’ve you been all
these years, Hef?” The hard-edged joy of controlling him flooded
through her. “Did you really think he’d retire without leaving me
totally and completely in charge?”

She snapped her fingers, releasing
him.

“This isn’t right!”
Hephaestus jumped to his feet, fists raised. “You think you can run
Olympus, Inc., but you’re just a whelp, wet behind the ears. When I
talk to Ares about this—”

Veronica smiled. Everyone knew her
brothers hadn’t talked to each other since Hef’s wife had become
Ares’ mistress.

“Effective immediately,
there will be a decrease in your salary, commensurate with your
decreased responsibilities.”

“Castrating bitch,” he
said under his breath.

“Don’t tempt me,” she
growled back. “You’ll find Hermes in the lab, fourth
floor.”

Hephaestus tried to stare her down but
he could no longer intimidate her. She rose from her chair, chin
high, shoulders back.

“That is all,” she said
evenly. “You may go.”

Jitters of amazement quaked through
her when the door slammed behind Hef’s stony shoulders. She dropped
into her chair, trembling. Veronica’s head throbbed. She closed her
eyes and willed herself to draw slow, deep breaths to flush out the
toxins—the price Dad had warned her came with using The
Power.

“One down, three to go,”
she said, with a brief, mirthless laugh.


Wednesday

David

David Bernstein’s heart raced as he
looked down from his window seat at the Atlantic Ocean. At last he
was on his way to the City of Mount Olympus, via Athens.

Veronica had sent the one-way ticket,
for which he was grateful, as he was a recent college graduate and
low on funds. Though he’d often soared on his own power between
Salt Lake City and Seattle for visits with his foster parents, the
Bernsteins, David had yet to acquire the chops for a transoceanic
trip. He’d only learned to fly in the last five years, since he’d
discovered he was the son of Hera, Goddess of Marriage, and some
guy who’d lived in Jerusalem a couple millennia ago.

David shifted in his seat, trying to
find a comfortable position. He’d been traveling ten-plus hours and
was feeling it, especially in his butt. The flight for Athens had
departed from Seattle-Tacoma International Airport a couple of
hours late due to security concerns, which culminated with a burly
pair of Federal marshals extricating a grandmotherly-looking woman
from the seat behind David.

“Such a crazy world,” the
man across the aisle had remarked. David had nodded in agreement,
thinking and he doesn’t know the half of
it.

Watching the Atlantic was
making him nauseous. David looked away from the window and rummaged
for the airsick bag in the pocket on the seat in front of
him. This is nuts he thought for about
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