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Prologue 

The Night the Sky Broke
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The sky above Olympus was ablaze.

Not like the sky above the earth sometimes turned red at sunset, soft and slow, as if the day were bidding a gentle farewell. This fire was different. It was alive. It gnawed at the clouds, it struck the marble towers with loud crashes, and cast long, quivering shadows across the columns of Zeus’s palace.

The mountain trembled.

Deep beneath the temples, stone corridors split open. Statues of ancient heroes fell from their pedestals and shattered on the white steps. In the distance came the roar of something too great to be human and too furious to remain a god.

Zeus stood on the highest balcony of his palace.

His cloak was torn. Blood ran down his cheek, thin and silvery in the light of the lightning. The storm above him still obeyed him, but reluctantly. As if even the heavens had grown weary of the war.

Behind him, a baby was crying.

The sound cut through him more sharply than any sword raised against him that night.

Zeus turned around.

In the middle of the throne room stood a woman holding the child in her arms. Her face was pale, her eyes red from tears and smoke. The girl was wrapped in a dark blanket. Only one tiny hand poked out, fingers so fragile that Zeus momentarily forgot that outside his palace, gods were trying to kill one another.

“They’re getting closer,” the woman said, her voice trembling with fear.

Zeus walked toward her. Each step felt heavier than the last. Above them, another piece of the ceiling broke open. Dust swirled down like gray snow.

“Then she has to leave now,” he said.

The woman clutched the child closer to her. “She’s only three days old.”

“I know.”

“She doesn’t even know your voice yet.”

Zeus swallowed. Outside, a bolt of lightning struck the eastern tower. The balcony behind it vanished into the rain and fire.

“If she stays here,” he said, “she’ll never get the chance to get to know it.”

The baby stopped crying. As if she knew that her life was being torn in two that night.

The woman looked at the child. Her fingers stroked the small, soft tuft of white hair on its head. “You haven’t even said her name out loud yet.”

Zeus exhaled slowly.

“Alexa.”

At the sound of the name, the air trembled. Not loudly. Not dangerously. But clearly enough to make the torches along the walls flicker all at once.

The woman smiled through her tears. “She responds to you.”

“She’s my daughter.”

“She’s more than that.”

Zeus looked away.

There lay the truth that no one on Olympus dared speak aloud. The child was not just any daughter of Zeus. Not just any demigod. Not just any secret he had kept hidden from his enemies.

Years ago, when the first signs of war appeared, the Oracle had spoken.

Not about his children. Not about Athena. Not about Ares. Not about any of the ancient gods who thought power was something you could hold onto by force.

The Oracle had spoken of a girl.

A child of storm and human heart. An heir who would save Olympus—or shatter it forever.

Zeus hadn’t believed it was true.

Until Alexa was born.

Until the heavens hadn’t stopped thundering for three days.

Until he had held her and felt fear for the first time in a thousand years.

Not of his enemies.

For how much he loved her.

A loud crash reverberated through the doors of the throne room. The golden panels buckled inward as if a giant had rammed his shoulder against them.

The woman looked up.

“Zeus.”

“I know.”

He pulled a necklace from his pocket. A small lightning bolt, no bigger than his thumbnail, hung from a thin silver cord. Yet it held enough power to bring an army to its knees, if Alexa ever grew old enough to understand.

He gently placed the necklace around her neck.

The baby reached for the charm with her tiny fingers.

The storm outside fell silent for a moment.

Zeus leaned forward and pressed his lips to her forehead.

“Forget me,” he whispered.

The woman looked at him in shock.

His voice broke. “Until you’re strong enough to remember me.”

The doors creaked again. A crack appeared between the gold. On the other side, a red light glowed.

Zeus reached out his hand toward the floor. Ancient symbols, older than the temples themselves, lit up in a circle around them. Wind filled the hall. Not the fierce wind of war from outside, but something colder. Something between the worlds.

“Where are you sending her?” the woman asked.

“Down.”

“To the earth?”

“A small village.” “Where it’s quiet enough to keep her hidden.”

“Won’t she be all alone there?” the woman asked, a tremor in her voice. 

“No, I’ll make sure there’s help for her if she needs it—someone I trust,” said Zeus. If everything goes according to plan, what he said will be true: “Before help arrives, she’ll be found and taken care of.”

The woman placed Alexa in his arms.

Zeus, ruler of Olympus, master of the heavens, king of the gods and men, held his daughter for the last time as if she were made of glass.

The doors burst open and fire poured into the hall.

Amid the flames, a figure in bronze armor appeared. A spear dragged across the floor. Shadows moved behind him. Too many shadows.

“Give me the child,” said the figure.

Zeus did not turn around.

His eyes were fixed on Alexa.

“My child,” he said softly, “you shall not die for my mistakes.”

Then he raised his hand.

The gate of white light appeared, and Alexa slowly flew toward the light and disappeared.

Not with a scream. Not with a bang.

But with the soft rustling of wind through the leaves.

As if the earth had already called her.

Zeus was left empty-handed.

The figure in bronze armor stepped closer. “You sent her away.”

Zeus turned slowly.

Outside, the storm gathered once more above the mountain.

His sorrow became lightning. His guilt became thunder. His rage became the sky itself.

“Yes,” said Zeus.

The first bolt of lightning struck behind him.

“And now you may try to get past me.”

That night, Olympus shattered.

And far below, in a world that knew nothing of wars between gods and broken prophecies, a baby appeared at the door of an orphanage.

Wrapped in a blanket with a name embroidered in gold thread.

Alexa.

The storm above Olympus raged on for hours.

But on Earth, it was quiet.

Deep in the night, as rain tapped against old windows and a bitter wind whistled through bare trees, a baby appeared at the door of St. Aurelia’s Orphanage.

No one saw who had left it there.

Sister Helena would later swear that she had looked out the window just moments before and seen no one. No car. No footsteps. No shadow on the road. The only thing she had seen and heard was the storm hanging over the village of Riverhaven.

When she heard the soft wailing, she opened the front door with a sigh that immediately turned to astonishment.

There lay a baby.

The girl had white hair.

Not blonde, not gray. But white hair.

And around her tiny neck hung a silver necklace with a lightning bolt as a pendant.

Sister Helena had immediately decided that the necklace was far too expensive for an abandoned child. Yet she couldn’t bring herself to take it off. When she tried to open the clasp, all the lights in the hallway flickered at once.

Helena never tried again after that.

The St. Aurelia orphanage was located on the outskirts of a small village, hidden between tall trees and a neglected stone wall that was slowly being overtaken by ivy. The building itself was old and creaked with every gust of wind as if it were constantly lamenting its own existence.

Alexa grew up amid creaking floors, long hallways, and the smell of soup that always smelled the same.

As a baby, Alexa rarely cried. At first, this was very convenient for the caregivers. Until they discovered that something strange happened when she did cry.

One winter evening, when Alexa was not yet a year old, she began to cry in the middle of the night. Within seconds, the power went out—and not just in her room or in the orphanage; all of Riverhaven was left without power. 

People thought it was because of a storm. Except there hadn’t been a storm that night. From that moment on, the phenomena began.

The radios started crackling when Alexa got angry. A stray cat sat outside her bedroom window every night. 

The other children thought she was strange.

Not mean strange.

Curious, strange.

Because her
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