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BEFORE THE STARS AND moons were named after him, in a time of heroes and legends, when mortals and immortals walked the earth together, Ganymede lived. Once, he was a Prince of Troy, King among men, warrior of warriors, revered by the gods. Chosen by the greek gods, gifted with immortality. Ganymede is a man of rare beauty and charm; taken from mortal life before his time, he returns to earth in present day California he must make a choice between finding true love and remaining immortal

Dedication

I dedicate this book to my parents who always encouraged me and my brother and sister who mean the world to me. You all inspire me everyday.

Chapter 1 - Prince of Troy

"Love is composed of a single soul inhabiting two bodies." Aristotle

"One word frees us of all the weight and pain in life, that word is Love." Socrates

"Ok, Ganymede how am I going to steal you from the heavens?"

The mortal said looking up at the constellations. The girl was writing the star chart down looking away from the telescope she jotted down some final notes and moved away onto the computer looking up the myth of Ganymede, the most beautiful man in the world.

"Hmm, I wish for this guy," she chuckled reading out in a murmur "Zeus stole the most beautiful man of Troy, Ganymede and made him immortal, he put him to work pouring cups for the gods on Olympus endlessly. A cup bearer that succeeded Hebes. Ganymede's parents were devastated at his disappearance so Zeus comforted them by creating a constellation, a grouping of stars, and naming it after the missing Ganymede hoping to comfort them. Wait, what is this?" She scrolled down further reading wikipedia, "Okay, Wiki, who is this guy," she read aloud "'Zeus later put Ganymede in the sky as the constellation Aquarius, which is associated with that of the Eagle (Aquila). A moon of Jupiter, the planet named for Zeus's Roman counterpart, was named Ganymede by the German astronomer Simon Marius." She clicked on the Encyclopaedia Brittanica, the results popped up in bold and italic print, with a navy banner and white lettering at the top of the page, "Ganymede, Latin Catamitus, in Greek legend, the son of Tros (or Laomedon), King of Troy. Because of his unusual beauty, he was carried off either by the gods or by Zeus, disguised as an eagle, or, according to a Cretan account, by Minos, to serve as cupbearer. In compensation, Zeus gave Ganymede's father a stud of immortal horses (or a golden vine)./He was later identified with the constellation Aquarius."

'Aquarius,' she wrote down copying down the words exactly on to her power point presentation in pink from the online encyclopaedia "Aquarius, Latin: "Water Bearer", in astronomy, zodiacal constellation lying in the southern sky between Capricornus and Pisces, at about 22 hours right ascension and 10° south declination. It lacks striking features, the brightest star, Sadalmelik (Arabic for "the lucky stars of the king"), being of magnitude 3.0." She wondered if stealing directly from the encyclopaedia would get her in trouble in class and decided to cite the source of the information, naming the website in bold as a footnote and a link, just in case. "11th sign of the zodiac, governs January 20th to 18th February, in middle eastern history thought to occur at the same time as rain and times of floods. Aquarius."

She repeated, writing, it all down then copying and pasting a photo of a fifth century vase illustrating the abduction of Ganymede, the Prince of Troy on it and then flicking off the Samsung laptop, "Ok, my prince, that's it for tonight." The screen went black. "Goodnight sweet prince." Felicity swivelled away from her desk, swiping a stack of essays and college applications before they fell to the ground, and saw the swirling print of Carnegie Mellon University and Yale glaring at her. "Choices, choices," she thought, grabbing her pyjamas, changing quickly and then brushing her teeth and washing her face before slumping under the covers of the warm pink comforter. "I wish for Ganymede," she thought falling asleep, conjuring a face so beautiful it was startling in it's realness, unimaginably beautiful.

There was a terrible storm outside, clouds gathered at vicious speed, rain shot down fast and hot like a wet monsoon; lightning scorched the earth outside her house, splitting the sidewalk beneath her bedroom window, as she slept peacefully with a smile on her lips.

Greece, Crete

On the beach of Crete, the beautiful Ganymede appeared with one hand on the scorched earth, looking down at the sand with a white toga on; courtesy of Ancient Greece.

Aphrodite's harmonious voice sailed above the crashing waves "Ganymede you have seven mortal days to decide if you wish to remain as an immortal, with us the Gods in Olympus, or if you want to perish here on the earth."

"Who brought me here?"

"A mortal only has to wish for you to bring you down, this one is special go and find her." Aphrodite winked, the most beautiful smile graced her face, and her golden hair sparkled in the moonlight, then she disappeared and in that moment Ganymede knew why all mortal men had once fallen for her, the most beautiful of all the gods,' to look on Aphrodite was to look on the face of heaven itself; a face so fine she changed the night from something ordinary and dark to a starlit spectacular that made all the mortals look up and gaze in wonder, and just as Juliet had spoken of her Romeo cut out and figured among the stars, once again, that evening, all the world was in love with night. Aphrodite disappeared with a sparkle and appeared again at the Acropolis in Athens; Ganymede followed her. He wondered if she knew his secret.

All over Greece people looked up at the falling stars. In California, the flat screen TV flickered across the room, blaring out across the room as the girls prepared their dip and salsa sauce, as the TV anchor spoke, his collar open, unbuttoned, his hair slicked down by the sudden downpour, his white shirt soaked with the grey spatter of itinerant raindrops, "Critics, are calling it a meteor shower, all the constellations are out in full glory tonight, if ever there was a night to look up that night is tonight. Gather the kids, the wife, the girlfriend, your mother, father and friends and bring a blanket because it may be the most beautiful night of your lives."

In Athens

When Ganymede was made immortal he gained some of the powers of Zeus, the power to change the weather, to strike the earth with a lightning bolt, superhuman strength, the power of flight and the ability to travel from, the heavenly home of the gods, from Mount Olympus to earth faster than light on the back of a single shock of electricity, he would cling to the lightning and then thrust himself from the skies to the scorched soil sometimes as a bolt of pure lightning, but at first in his clumsy way as a fledgling greek god falling from the heavens to the ground with a thump and turn of soil, the subtle uplifting of raised soil on the hill of the Parthenon, he caused a minor tremor, an earthquake shaking the earth and the sea, all the way through the city of Athens below, waking sleeping Greeks who looked around furtively in surprise in the dark asking their wives, what it was. When Ganymede landed on earth, that night, he caused sudden electrical distortions in all the TV sets, smartphones, computer and radios all across Greece. But, he had what he needed and above him Aphrodite sat, perched on top of a stone pillar, looking gorgeous and graceful, with perfect ease and a winning smile, her white teeth shone at him and her blue eyes sparkled mischievously turning from the colour of the ocean back to their peaceful earthy, soft, brown. "Ganymede," her voice echoed among the stones of the Parthenon, he felt like she could be heard over all of Athens, "if Zeus discovers that you have taken the elixir of life and given it to any mortal before it touches the lips of your beloved he will extinguish the fire of your true heart's desire and remove the cause of all your aches and longings."

"What does that mean?" Ganymede asked wearily looking up at the stars ripping his gaze away from the lovely goddess. He didn't know how much he could take from the Gods; he had seen an eternity alone, thousands of years without parents, siblings or loved ones to care for, he had watched each one, one day from the peaks of Mount Olympus, pass by on to the Elysian Fields, a place that he could never go without anyone knowing where they could find him, he was lost to man for all time, a myth that had died out with the whispers, the stories of the Gods and Goddesses. He was nothing more than a star twinkling in the night. To most men his name would go unaltered from birth to death; he had watched countless years of suffering from his only families' demise, every few mortal decades passing from youth to the fragility of old age onto death. His brothers had been quick to pass in successive ventures in Trojan wars the older leading the files of men with shields and swords toward an unseen enemy passing from the firelight of the camp, the scores of men hidden before battle in the Greek countryside, until the break of day the slither of moonlight just before day when they would strike on that fateful day when they were to fall in battle, one as a general, the other as a mere boy in the arms of friends, among the cacophony, the clash of swords and armour. To the blaring, rage, filled sounds of war, he watched as Ares caused turmoil on the earth from spot to spot of dry, water starved earth, until all the earth was bleak with famine, and his brothers were no more than a memory too, a figment, like ghosts that passed out of Greece with the souls of their friends on the way to the Elysian Fields some in their old age still talking about when once the battle had raged, not swollen and frail and looking forward
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