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  Author's note
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This is the first novel in the Weather Gods series. If you haven’t already done so,  join my mailing list at www.melissagunn.com to get updates on the series, new releases, and book promotions. 
This book is written in New Zealand English, so expect more ‘s’s and ‘u’s than you might be used to. 
It is set in an alternative near-future world much like ours, which is experiencing the effects of climate change, but also has demigods, shifters and other supernaturals. 
This is a work of fiction. Please never, ever try to swim in a flash flood!
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  Chapter One
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Tammy hated getting wet. So it was deeply annoying that she lived in England. That meant nothing but wet, wet wet, all winter and most of the summer.  
So unfair. If only we were better off, we could move somewhere warm and dry. If travel abroad was still a thing. Climate change sucks Thor’s hairy armpits. Especially since there’s more rain here because of it. 
Worse still, her inherited demigoddess powers seemed to be bound up with water - not that she knew what she could do with those powers. So far it was just additional misery in the rain.    
The rain pelted down on Tammy as she hurried home from school. Large, chilly drops had already soaked through her thin jacket - inadequate for winter, not school regulation, either, but the best she had this year - and splashed off her hood as she tilted her head forward in a pointless attempt to avoid getting even soggier. Rain bounced off the potholed asphalt, soaking her feet. The close-packed stone houses in this area offered nothing in the way of shelter when the downpour was so determined. She hurried past the local pub before she risked a glance behind her. Her little sister Freya was dawdling a good twenty metres back, as usual. She hated having to see her sister home. It meant she had to spend longer in the rain, walking from her own school to Freya’s before heading home. And having a little sister around made it practically impossible to make inroads on her relationship with the cute guy at the school she’d joined this term. She pondered the problem as she paused under a leafless street tree for the meagre shelter it provided. Could she see Freya back to their house then leave again? Probably not, Freya was sure to tell their Mum.
“Hurry up, Freya. I’m soaked,” called Tammy. Freya didn’t appear to hear her. The wind picked up at that moment, shaking yet more droplets from the tree. At least half the water made its way down the back of her neck. Tammy shuddered. 
Water. Ugh. 
Each droplet felt like it burned as it hit her skin. She was mostly over flinching from the rain by now, but it still wasn’t a pleasant experience. 
Maybe it’s something to do with unrealised power? But I’m supposed to have power over water, not the other way around, at least that’s what Mum says. I wish she had more of a clue. As it is I have to rely on being drip-fed - ugh, water again - tips from Dad, and he’s got a totally different type of power to me. Wine gods and water goddesses are like, polar opposites.  
That made it all the more puzzling that she’d ended up with a water association. Her Mum was all about plants, although her declared heritage was from Freya, goddess of beauty, fertility and such. She claimed that plant growth was part of fertility, but Tammy wasn’t convinced. Fertility had to be more interesting than just plants.
Also, I can’t believe Mum named my sister after a goddess and not me. Not cool. 
Dad was unarguably a wine god - or so he always claimed as he sauntered off to sell more of the stuff. And who knew what Freya would turn out to have. But none of that power was something she could talk about with school-friends. Half of them weren’t fully human either, but no-one talked about it. Not out loud, anyway. There was too much chance of outing yourself to a full-human, or to someone who didn’t know they were a demi. Or worse, to someone who would exploit your power. And humans had long since proven themselves more vicious even than trolls, if once they discovered someone in their midst was different. She snorted to herself at the thought. Thor’s hammer! Half of the so-called humans probably qualified as sub-human given their behaviour, and that didn’t even include the troll descendants. Look at the way they treated Tammy, as soon as they found out she had ‘accommodations’ for her dyslexia. No chance she’d ever let them know she was a demigoddess; she’d be torn apart. Or ridiculed forever, which would be worse. 
She pulled the hood of her useless jacket further over her face, put her head down and splashed on through the rain. 
No point in waiting for Freya, she’s bound to get distracted by some plant or stray cat or something. She knows the way home, anyway. 
If there had been a stray dog, Tammy would be distracted too. Tammy loved the idea of owning a creature that would actually follow her commands. But every time she begged for one, her parents refused. Too much work, they said. Too expensive. 
One day, I’ll get a dog of my own, and they won’t be able to say anything about it. 
Ducking into the slight shelter provided by a house close to the road, Tammy glanced back. Freya had paused, beside the town’s most obviously abandoned house, a tumbledown dump that had attracted more waste material than seemed possible. Old windows, fallen tiles, ancient black plastic rubbish sacks bulging obesely round the middle, even an extra door that someone had thrown away leaned up against its crumbling exterior. Weedy trees had begun to grow up through cracks between the pavement and the house. Freya was peering down the narrow strip of overgrown pathway that led past the ruined house to a small river that ran through the town. 
“Freya! Don’t stop, or I’ll drown in this rain!”
Freya looked around, startled by Tammy’s yell. 
“There’s water at the end of the lane,” she called back.  
“I don’t care, I just want to get dry. Come on,” Tammy said. 
Freya cast another doubtful look towards the path, but obediently hurried to catch up with her sister. 
“What made you look down there, anyway?” Tammy asked curiously, less stressed now that they were underway again. Soon they’d be home, out of the rain. Assuming the roof wasn’t leaking again. 
“I thought I heard something. Like an animal, I mean.”
“You must have been imagining things. Any sensible animal would be hiding somewhere dry. Like we should be.”
“I don’t mind the rain. It’s better than being too hot,” Freya said. 
Tammy shuddered. 
“Give me heat any time. I can’t believe Mum moved here from a country that actually has droughts. What was she thinking?”
“You’d know more about that than me. Mum never has time to talk to me. She’s always working,” Freya complained. 
“So, you’d prefer to be the big sister who gets blamed for everything? I’m happy to swap. You be the big sister.” Tammy felt bad about the sarcasm that dripped from her voice, though she didn’t modulate her tone. It wasn’t Freya’s fault she was the little sister and totally annoying. “Mum doesn’t tell me anything, anyway. Except to look after you and be quick about it. I never get to have a life, it’s all about you.”
Freya stopped walking and stared at the ground, obviously trying not to cry. 
“Oh, get over it, Freya. It’s just that I never get any time to myself. I’m a teenager now, I’m supposed to be gaining my independence and figuring out who I’m going to be, not being a free babysitter.”
Active waterworks from Freya. That wasn’t good. Tammy would be bound to get the blame if anyone reported the incident. Time for a quick intervention. She hastened the step or two back to Freya and gave her a hug.
“It’s OK, Frey-Frey. I just hate this rain. It’s been raining a week now, and I can’t even go outside without feeling like I’m being scalded.”
“What do you mean scalded? It’s freezing out here.” Freya shivered dramatically in demonstration. 
“I mean the rain hurts. It feels like it burns me. It’s been like this for the last year. Worse this week. It sucks. Especially in winter.” 
Freya looked at Tammy with wide-open eyes and mouth, the expression giving her a sudden resemblance to their Dad. 
“Why didn’t you say anything?” she asked. 
“Don’t look at me like that, I’m not a bug. And just you wait, you might get the same thing when you start getting your powers.” Tammy walked a little faster, turning the corner onto the street which led to the bridge over the river. Once they were over that, they’d be almost home. Out of this misery. “I didn’t say anything because there’s nothing you can do.”
“But when I start to get my powers? Will it hurt me too?” Freya’s worried voice cut through the sound of the rain.
“How would I-” began Tammy. She stopped, aghast, as the sisters came in sight of the bridge. It was quite a low, flat bridge, because the river it crossed was also usually low and flat. But now, brown water covered it, swirling in delicate patterns around the tops of the posts at each end of the bridge, covering the road and lapping at the grassy banks, far higher than its usual course. There was no way home. 
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  Chapter Two
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Tammy felt herself start to hyperventilate immediately.  
“I’ve got to get dry. You have no idea how awful I feel,” she gasped.
Freya looked bewildered, eyes wider if that were possible, as she gazed at the flooded river. 
“What happened, Tammy? How do we get home?” Her voice was small, scared. 
Tammy was reminded all over again of the difference in their ages. Whether she liked it or not, she’d have to pull herself together somehow. She took a deep breath, but flinched as a fresh flurry of raindrops hit her bare skin. 
“All this rain must have made that dam upriver burst. We’ll have to find someone with a boat,” she announced. 
Never mind that I’ve never set foot in a boat. I don’t even know anyone who owns one. 
Tammy looked around rather wildly. With a mixture of relief and embarrassment - stuck by a flooded river with her little sister wasn’t her idea of a great dating spot - she saw the class’s cutest guy, Hunter, approaching from behind them. She’d been trying to find a way to get him to notice her for weeks. Now it seemed she’d have her chance. He saw her looking at him, and waved casually. Tammy waved back, feeling a rush of heat advancing from her neck upwards. 
Don’t blush, Tammy. Not a good look on you. At least the scalding feeling of rain didn’t show up on her skin
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