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The Throne
of Olympus is a modern-day reworking of the Greek mythological
tales of Zeus and his battle against the Titans. The protagonists
in this passion-fuelled saga are members of two rival,
international banking dynasties - the Villon Family in Europe and
the Ravenscroft Family in the U.S.A. These families began to amass
their fortunes during the reign of Elizabeth I and, over the
ensuing centuries, their vast power influenced kings, presidents
and dictators, shaping world history in the process. In the early
1900s, another distinguished family would become a key player in
the story about to unfold - the Zhukovsky Family in St.
Petersburg.
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CHAPTER 1

 


“The Fall of the Titans”

“Coveting
the throne and the power of the Titans, Zeus sought to bring about
the demise of Kronos. But Kronos would not succumb as easily as his
father.”

(From the myths
of ancient Greece)

 


Harrington Memorial
Park, Hamptons

 


Henry
Ravenscroft is laid to rest in the family mausoleum. And it is no
mere priest officiating but a cardinal, and the pallbearers are all
senior masons, suitably attired in their ritual garb. The
Ravenscroft mausoleum is located at the exclusive Harrington
Memorial Park.

 


 


The structure
is a grand pyramid design, about the size of a small house, with
Masonic and Illumnati symbolism engraved all over it and the name
Ravenscroft chiselled deeply above the entrance. The tomb is just
one of many situated in the park, each one just as imposing as the
other, all with a surname upon them as if they were gods, kings or
pharaohs buried within the stone walls.

As always seems
to be the case at funerals, the day was cold, dark and damp and an
icy wind chilled the mourners.

Zane sits with
Sophia, his aunt Margaret and Rosemary and his uncle, Julius, in
silent solitude by the entrance. The other mourners, and there are
many, stand around in a semi circle as Henry’s casket is carried
passed them and into the tomb where his remains shall spend
eternity.

“Come to his
assistance, ye Saints of God; come forth to meet him, ye Angels of
the Lord: receiving his soul, offering it in the sight of the Most
High.” Cardinal Devonshire’s litany for the faithfully departed
cracks the silence like a whip. “May Christ receive thee, who hath
called thee; and may the Angels conduct thee to Abraham’s bosom.
Receiving his soul, offering it in the sight of the Most High,
eternal rest give unto him, O Lord. And let perpetual light shine
upon him. Lord have mercy on us. Christ, have mercy on us. Our
Father...And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil,
eternal rest grant him, O Lord. From the gates of hell deliver his
soul, O Lord and hear my prayer, and let my supplication come unto
thee. In the name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost, we
commend to thee, O Lord, the soul of thy servant Henry George
Ulysses Ravenscroft, that, being dead to the world, he may live to
thee; and whatever sins he hath committed through frailty, do thou,
in thy most merciful goodness, forgive through Christ, our Lord.
Amen.”

Zane barely
hears the words. The last few days have been a blur with everything
that had to be handled; the retrieval of the body, the funeral
arrangements, the attending of the secret Freemason funeral ritual
at the Washington Lodge two nights ago, where the Grand Master
called out the role of the dead. Then there was the other ceremony,
the more secretive one. Zane could still taste the bitter flavour
of the sacrament in his mouth.
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The Temple Of
Ages, Alexandria Virginia, two days ago

 


Zane once again
found himself kneeling in the centre of the darken torch lit room,
the ceiling covered in stars and the symbols of the Illumnati all
over the walls including the all seeing eye nestled amongst the
Egyptian and Sumerian hieroglyphs – ancient prayers and magical
incantations to the gods of old and the antediluvian kings of the
mythical lost continent of Atlantis; supplications about the
Thirteen Heavens of Atlantis - the Thirteen Heavens of
Enlightenment and the Thirteen Kings. Sacred words lost to the
world but still known to a few.

Myth, legend
and magic all rolled up in one, Zane thinks sombrely, and
who really knows the truth. The last time he stood here was
after he became a 33rd degree Mason, where he swore an oath to the
Illumnati and ‘The Work of Ages’, and now he was back to swear an
even greater oath and to take on a more prominent role.

Every great
person first learned how to obey, whom to obey, and when to
obey; these words were the maxim at the heart of the
Illumnati.

 


 


The Illumnati
rarely met in full, in reality it was more a loose collation of
powerful people working towards the grand design of the great
architect, who from time to time would cross swords, but never to
the detriment of ‘The Work of Ages’; although the war between the
Villons and the Ravenscrofts have altered the rules.

Zane didn’t
want to be here, he has his father’s funeral in a couple of days
and there was still a lot to organise. But tradition dictated that
when the head of one of the thirteen Illumnati families passed
away, that the vacancy was filled by the successor as soon as
possible; the sacred number must never be broken, the chain must
always be whole.

Suppositious
nonsense - or not, Zane wonders. Thirteen has always
been the sacred number of the secretive; the origin of this magical
number dating far back before the time of Christ and his twelve
apostles. The twelve tribes from Exodus 13, the Council of
Thirteen, in ancient Egypt there are 13 steps on the path to
eternity; Friday the Thirteenth - the date the Templar Knights were
persecuted. A number we’re told is unlucky, so much so that many
hotels and streets do not even have this number, they go from 12 to
14; in religion it is considered the number of rebellion due to its
first appearance in Genesis XIV.4: “Twelve years they served
Chedorlaomer, and in the thirteenth year they rebelled.” Then there
are the numbers recommended by religions as being good and sacred,
such as 7,9,12 and 10. They say that these are the numbers we
should abide to, the Ten Commandments, 7 days of the week, 12
months of the year and St. Paul enumerates the 9 fruits of the
spirit.

And yet this
number considered bad luck is so tightly entwined in the history of
great empires and countries, like America, which has a close
association with this number. The American flag has 13 horizontal
stripes 6 white and 7 red. The country also shows its association
with this number in the Great Seal, which has 13 stars, 13 arrows,
13 berries, 13 stripes and 13 leaves, as well as two 13 letter
phrases. The most important one associated with this number was
that there were originally 13 colonies.

These are not
coincidences.

Zane has been
taught that 13 is not an unlucky number. The hidden doctrine of the
Illumnati is filled with it. It is the beginning and the end, the
Alpha and Omega of everything, it is the number of death and
rebirth, and reincarnation has 13 letters in it. It is the number
of origin; it is the complete number of the universe and it is the
true sign of secret and sacred knowledge. To the Illumnati it is
the number for completion and perfection, the true number of God;
the universal All Seeing, All Knowing.

Whether Zane
believes in it or not, he knows that their whole existence depends
on the belief in such occult knowledge. For without such traditions
or dark gods to worship, when all else is stripped away, then what
reason do the 13 families have to exist or strive for.

Zane will never
voice such doubts openly. Better to leave well enough alone.

And yet 13 is
the Devil’s number.

The twelve
hooded and robed figures stood silently in front of Zane, each one
representing the head of one of the families of the sacred
bloodlines, normally there would be thirteen, but that spot stood
vacant with the death of Henry Ravenscroft. Zane was here to take
up that mantle.

“Do you swear
to uphold the divine right of the thirteen bloodlines as head of
one of these most sacred and holy pedigrees?” The bombastic voice
of one of the hooded figures echoes through the chamber like a
preacher giving a sermon to his followers.

Zane silently
wonders if the voice belongs to Christophe Villon, who was present,
but try as he might, Zane couldn’t place this voice, even though he
knew the name of every man in this room.

“I do,” Zane
answers.

 


 


“Do you swear
to pursue ‘The Work of Ages’ as ruler of this bloodline?” the
hidden voice continues.

“I do.”

“And do you
swear by the blood of all your ancestors that have come before you
to uphold until death the practices, rituals and goals of the
illuminated ones?”

Zane
hesitates.

A deafening
silence fills the chamber for several long drawn out seconds.

Finally he
answers in obedience. “I do.”

“And do you
agree,” the voice goes on, “that with the breaking of these vows
you forfeit the right to rule as king of the House of
Ravenscroft?”

Zane was never
into these ceremonies as much as his father was, but he knew that
they were an intricate part of the history of the thirteen
families, and therefore had to be upheld and performed, no matter
how silly they may seem at a casual glance. They gave a sense of
purpose, belonging and cohesion to the goal they were striving for.
But there was an underlining threat behind this last question and
Zane wasn’t about to take it lightly, after all it wasn’t unheard
of for a head of one of the families being removed for disobedience
– Alfred Walker being the most notorious back in 1910.

“I do,” Zane
replies loud and clear.

“Then partake
from the blood of the sacrifice for the thirteen and replenish your
thirst for power so that you may take your rightful place amongst
the Olympians.”

Zane is handed
a golden chalice with three skulls embossed upon it, each one with
red rubies for eyes. It is an ancient relic dating back centuries,
reputed to have been used at the first meeting of the Illumnati.
Within the cup is a dark reddish liquid, suppose to be the actual
blood of a human sacrifice. But that was just myth, Zane tries to
assure himself, as he swirls the liquid around the interior of the
cup. And yet Zane knew full well the many satanic rituals and
practices that went on amongst the powers that be, sick and
perverted, many were nothing more than elaborate make believe and
dress up, rituals whose origin and original intent were long
forgotten or had been corrupted; but then there was the flipside,
the deviant, dark, evil and sinister rituals that involved real
sacrifice, blood magic, and sexual abuse. Zane has always managed
to steer away from such practices; he has no interest in them,
although he knew many who did, including members of his own family.
The occult ran deeply through the ruling elite of the world and
there were many foot soldiers and minions to do their bidding,
having been recruited willingly and unwillingly through the many
different secret societies and funding of certain institutions. The
elite have been at this game for a long time.

Zane
contemplates all this in a matter of moments before slowly raising
the cup to his lips and drinking deeply of its contents. He
instantly feels the bitter tasting wine as it flows down his
gullet; and given the nasty, almost coppery taste to it, Zane can’t
help but wonder whether it really is blood.

Whatever the
case may be he was now even more wedded to the Illumnati and ‘The
Work of Ages’. As he drinks, the twelve gathered began uttering in
unison the ‘Prayer of the Divine’... “An God of heaven –
hear our prayer of the divine; Ninhursay – progenitor of the
gods – hear our prayer of the divine; Enlil – father of the
gods – king of heaven and earth – hear our prayer of the divine;
Enki – lord of the abyss, semen and wisdom – creator and
fertility – hear our prayer of the divine; Inanna – goddess
of love and war – hear our prayer of the divine; Utu – god
of the sun and justice – hear our prayer of the divine;
Nanna – goddess of the moon – hear our prayer of the divine;
Ninlil – bride of the gods – hear our prayer of the divine;
we who are worthy of your favour offer up this prayer of the divine
in holy worship of your glory in life and death – amen.”

 


 


Zane feels a
little light headed as the ancient names of the pantheon of the
Sumerian gods are rattled off one after the other. It is all he can
do to stay on his feet. The wine must have been even stronger than
it tasted, he tells himself.

With the
completion of the sacrament and the prayer Zane rises up and has
the hooded cloak, recently worn by his father, placed over him.
Instantly Zane feels the weight upon his shoulders, not just of the
robe but all that it represents and stands for, and for the first
time Zane realises the monumental task bestowed before him and
wonders if he is truly up to the challenge. And as his head clears
he once more feels those cold fingers of fear running up the nape
of his neck.
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Harrington
Memorial Park, the Hamptons

 


Those familiar
fingers of fear continue to pervade the back of Zane’s neck as he
sits before the tomb of his ancestors. He quickly squashes them,
pushing them back down into the pit where they belong; silently
telling himself that fear of failure is the father of
failure. Zane has already dealt with many burdens in his young
life and he will cope with this one that has been laid before his
feet - he has to; he had no other choice as the alternative was
unthinkable. But the hardest task above all is keeping quiet about
the defiling of his father’s body. Zane hadn’t even told his mother
about Henry’s missing heart. In fact he hasn’t spoken to anyone in
the family about it.

While Zane
ponders this his eyes come to rest upon the face of Christophe
Villon, who stands amongst the other mourners. It was all he could
do to control himself from getting up and smashing in that smug
looking face. He has no actual physical proof that Christophe was
behind the death of his father, but he didn’t need it, he knew
beyond a shadow of a doubt that this decrepit individual, the
father of the woman he loves, was responsible for the murder of
Henry Ravenscroft. But Zane also knew that he has to tread very
carefully and keep his cards close to the chest. The balance of
power was delicately poised now and the next move in the great game
was crucial.

Zane then
notices Christophe looking at his mother, a shrewd, cunning and
almost lewd stare. He turns to his mother and places his hand upon
her black lace gloved hand offering support. Throughout this whole
sorry business his mother has retained an air of aristocratic
dignity; in fact she has controlled her emotions remarkably well.
Zane knew that she was torn up inside, heartbroken at the loss of
her husband, and yet she refused to mourn openly. In fact it has
only been his aunties who have shown their emotions publically,
both Rosemary and Margaret have taken the demise of their brother
to heart.

Even Julius was
shattered. Zane’s uncle was showing great melancholy over the
death, so much so that Zane has witnessed him physically shaking on
several occasions. Zane tried to talk to him about his father’s
death and who may have been behind it; after all someone had to
give away the details of his father’s trip to the enemy, and Julius
was in a much better position of who that might have been in the
company, his uncle knew the personnel far better than Zane; but it
was no good, Julius was just not coping well with the
situation.

As far as Zane
was concerned, the only person he could count on at the moment was
himself.

He must be
cautious.

 


 


Sophia felt
Christophe’s eyes upon her, she could almost feel his smugness as
she sat watching the casket containing her late husband’s remains
enter the Ravenscroft mausoleum. But Sophia wasn’t about to give
her former lover the pleasure of seeing her in distraught. She was
a Froberger, a royal line that went back centuries, and now she
called upon that heritage of stalwartness and regal pedigree that
has stood her family in good stead during past times of hardship
and travail. In fact the moment she received the devastating news
of Henry’s death, she locked herself away in the bedroom for
several hours and cried her eyes out, alone with no comfort from
anyone. But during that time a door inside of her slammed shut.
When she emerged from the room she had locked away her emotions of
grief, placing them behind an impregnable shield.

There was too
much to lose.

Sophia put on a
face of dignity and poise. She knew that the fate of her family was
at stake and that there was no time to wallow away in the pit of
despair. Her beloved Henry had been assassinated and that if there
was to be a next target it would be her son and she wasn’t about to
allow that to happen.

At the thought
of her son she feels his hand upon her’s, strong, unyielding; she
squeezes it, reassuring herself that Zane was more than a match for
her former lover that she has long since come to despised. Blood
had been spilt, and the world acted upon the notion that one good
kick deserved another, an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, a
life for a life. Sophia Ravenscroft-Froberger was no longer the
frightened and insecure little princess she had once been; she was
now the queen mother of the House of Ravenscroft and all her
energies now would be dedicated to preserving that house and
ensuring that her son descended the throne, no matter what the
cost. She vows to the creator that the Ravenscrofts will not be
destroyed; she will fight to the end until there was no more life
within her, and then from beyond the grave if need be.

Outwardly
Christophe Villon mourns the loss of a fellow globalist, but
inwardly he smiles, he laughs, and he chuckles and dances a silent
jig of joy. In fact, if he thought he could get away with it, he
would dance openly in front of the mourners. But he knew that would
be pushing matters too far; after all there was a certain protocol
to be observed and upheld. Then again, he tells himself, the death
of someone was meant to be a celebration, so a little dancing
wouldn’t go astray.

Christophe
takes great pleasure at the sight of Henry Ravenscroft’s casket as
it enters the tomb - the final resting place of his enemy. The man
who has been his bane of existence, who had out manoeuvred him on
many business deals, and who stole the love of his life, was now
worm food, and that though brought great comfort to him. But for
all his victory he knew that there were still others to be dealt
with.

Christophe
turns his gaze upon Sophia. She hadn’t even acknowledged him, hell;
she didn’t even look at him. But he looks at her. She was still
beautiful; she still has her looks, her figure, the years hadn’t
been unkind to her. In fact the more he looks at her the more he
wanted her. He felt a stirring in his loins and a yearning to once
more enter her. He still has fond memories of their time as lovers.
Perhaps it was possible to woo her again somehow, he thinks
to himself, a final “up yours” to his fallen nemesis. But then
Christophe sees Zane staring at him and he is brought back to
reality. He returns the gaze and a slight grin breaks the corner of
his lips at the sight of Zane placing a comforting hand upon his
mother’s. Christophe berates himself for his weakness; there was no
time for bloody sentimentality, there was a war to win and although
he has taken the high ground the final battle was still on a
razor’s edge, it could go either way. Throughout history many a
battle has been decided by sheer chance upon the field of
combat.

 


 


Christophe has
to stay focus on the job at hand; at all cost he must keep his eye
upon the prize.

Leaving the
grieving mother and son Christophe moves his attention to Julius -
the traitor in the ranks. Christophe became acutely aware, the
moment he saw the way Julius was behaving, that it would be only a
matter of time before he spilt the beans. The man was practically
shaking in his boots, the guilt clearly written upon his face,
although most would just read it as grief. Christophe was well
aware how weak willed Julius was. Sooner or later he would tell
someone what Christophe had forced him to do, probably Sophia, or
more likely Zane. As far as Christophe could tell, Julius hadn’t
yet broken down, so there was still time for another visit. But
even if he has already told someone, what difference would it
make, Christophe ponders, the removal of Henry Ravenscroft’s
heart was practically a signed confession. Still, Julius was a
loose end that could come back to bite him in the arse, and the one
thing that Christophe didn’t like were loose ends.

Julius
Froberger wouldn’t look up, he was afraid of making eye contact
with anybody, Zane, his sister, but most of all Christophe. He
could feel those evil eyes upon him. Julius knew that he was doomed
- doomed to feel the bitter taste of betrayal for the rest of his
natural life. And then beyond life would he not see the accusing
face of Henry waiting for him at the gates of hell, because if
there was such a place as heaven, he knew there would be no spot
for him in it. Julius wonders if he could live with his part he
played in the death of Henry Ravenscroft. Although it was only
tiny, he just gave a little information – no harm in that - and he
didn’t realise what Christophe was going to do with it. But even as
he has these thoughts he knew that he was kidding himself, trying
to absolve himself of his crime and sin, for what else was it. His
weakness was his downfall; his lack of action has led to this
day.

If he was truly
a man, he would have refused Christophe, but how do you refuse
the Devil - he counters with, as the argument continues to rage
back and forth within his mind that has been going on for days.
Julius hates and loathes himself, Christophe Villon was no devil,
he should have struck him down – even killed him – everyone would
have been better off if he had done that. If he truly was a
Froberger this would have been easy, all his life he has aspired to
the unreachable idea of what a true Froberger was – strong – regal
– unflinching in the face of adversity. But he was none of that.
His whole life was based on a lie, on a desire of lies. And in the
end it has resulted in the death of a man, who was not only a
friend but a brother to him, a person who never judged him but
accepted him for who he was - just a man with all the flaws of the
flesh. Henry Ravenscroft was no saint but he had been Julius’ best
friend for almost thirty years and this thought was playing over
and over inside Julius’ mind like a favourite film that you watch
again and again because you can’t get enough of it, although Julius
hates this movie and he was now only praying for the ending. But
there was no salvation in store for him. No riding off into the
sunset, no happy ending at all.

Only
misery.

So it was with
all these thoughts and emotions running high that Henry Ravenscroft
was finally laid to rest amongst his forefathers, the iron gates of
the Ravenscroft mausoleum once more shut until the next arrival. As
the large chain and black lock was sealed, Zane suddenly thinks of
all his family members who were now resting inside beneath wrought
marble sarcophaguses like the kings and queens of old and how cold
it must be in there, and this inevitably leads him to think of the
smallest sarcophagus that lays within, that belonging to his
childhood friend and first love, his cousin Alyssa. The thought of
her brings a sensation of great loss and melancholy, almost more
than what he feels for his father. It has been a while since he
thought of her and the fun times they had together.

 


 


This memory
brings some joy to Zane’s heart and he silently hopes that wherever
she is that she was warm and happy.

It is then time
for the mourners to file pass the widow offering their condolences.
One by one they came, speaking softly, their words offering no
comfort. The whole process is vapid and robotic as if everyone was
just going through the motions, wanting to be away as quickly as
possible.

That is until
Christophe Villon comes and stands in front of Sophia. “May I offer
my sincere condolences Mrs Ravenscroft at your great and tragic
loss.” His voice is as smooth as silk, and the tension in the air
that follows was palatable. All those gathered were expecting an
explosion of anger, an outburst of expletives and for a brief
moment it seems that Zane would accommodate them. But a wave from
his mother halts the words that were on the tip of his tongue.
Again, Sophia’s regality comes to the forefront as she eyeballs
Christophe, her stony expression doesn’t crack, her iron will
composure doesn’t waiver as she looks at the man who had her
husband murdered, and then ever so slowly nods her head in
recognition, but not a word is uttered or syllable spoken, but to
all those gathered there was an unspoken message that passed
between the two former lovers - a blatant message that said this
whole situation was far from finished.

And then the
moment is over.

Christophe
turns from Sophia to shake Zane’s hand. “Your father was a great
man and I appreciated him as such. He was a worthy opponent...in
business...he always had the heart for it, as I trust you will.”
And with those parting words Christophe turns and leaves an angry
and smouldering Zane in his wake.

Later, after
the mourners have all left, Zane leads his mother to their waiting
black limousine. Within moments they are both inside and the car is
pulling away. Sophia is silent as she bids a final farewell to her
husband. Zane is also quiet, caught up in his own thoughts and what
exactly his next move should be. There was no mistaking the
gauntlet that Christophe has just thrown down at his feet. And it
filled him with such hatred. But it was Sophia who told him what to
do next, in a calm, rational, unemotional but cold tone of voice –
“Kill him.”
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CHAPTER 2

 


Grimstone Manor,
Dartmoor, England

 


An unrepentant
Eleanor sits alone in the rotunda amongst the gardens of Grimstone
Manor, the wooden frame covered in creepers that have interwoven
through the trellis’ cracking and splitting the wood in many areas.
The day, as usual, for this part of the UK was bleak, dreary and
overcast, much like Eleanor’s mood who was feeling more like a
pariah than a Villon at the moment. The news of Henry Ravenscroft’s
death right on top of her own father’s violent reaction to her news
about Zane and herself has sent her into a tailspin. The look of
murder in her father’s eyes is still vividly imprinted on her
mind.

She doubts that
she would ever forget that look, the look of a beast about to eat
its prey, a look of murder.

Shaking the
sudden chill from her body, Eleanor contemplates deeply her next
move.

 


 


She has already
left a brief message for Zane saying how sorry she was about his
father and that she would wait for him to contact her when he felt
it was appropriate. But who knew when that will be - he
has a lot on his plate to deal with, Eleanor thinks, but then
again so does she. Her initial thought after telling her father
about her feelings for Zane, was to flee, was to run to the arms of
her lover, but the news of Henry Ravenscroft’s death had halted
her. Her showing up at such a time would have complicated matters
even further, if that was at all possible. It seems that her only
course of action at the moment was to sit tight and see what
happens. She felt a myriad of emotions from anger to fear to regret
even, but above all she felt so frustrated, her feelings of
affection for Zane hadn’t waivered, they were as sturdy as ever, if
not more so now than before. Eleanor seriously begins to think
whether they would ever be together.

She felt the
presence of her grandmother rather than hearing the noise of her
footsteps walking up to the rotunda. “Eleanor.” The voice of Masha
reaches her ears. Eleanor hesitantly turns around and looks at
Masha, who is standing passively on the top step of the rotunda, a
thick black woollen shawl wrapped around her head and shoulders.
For a brief second Eleanor has the impression that she is looking
at the angel of death.

“Babushka,”
Eleanor acknowledges.

“We need to
talk,” Masha replies in a neutral tone.

Eleanor nods
slowly. “Of course babushka.”

“Bad business
this...why Eleanor, why?”

Her question is
left hanging in the air for what seems an eternity but in reality
is mere seconds. “It just happened,” Eleanor answers, “I didn’t
plan it.”

“But you acted
upon it,” Masha accuses her.

Eleanor felt
her strength melt away at the stare her grandmother shot at her.
The power this old woman wields over this family was petrifying. In
all her years Eleanor has never seen anyone stand up to her. And
right now she doesn’t know which stare was worse, this one or her
father’s, they were both equally terrifying. But rather than cave
in immediately Eleanor took a deep breath to steady her resolve and
reinforce her nerves. “We love each other.”

“Love, don’t
mistake it for lust.”

“It’s not like
that.”

“Are you sure
he’s not just using you to undermine your father.”

“No,” Eleanor
almost shouts in defence of Zane.

“Do you really
know that? Do you really know him at all?” Masha says emphasising
her words. Masha recalls all those years ago when she met the young
Zane and how in that brief encounter she saw something of her own
son in him, but she would never mention it as she has no sure
footing on that ground; and of course she may have just imagined
it.

“I know how you
feel babushka.”

“Do you?

Eleanor doesn’t
take the bait. “But this hatred must stop sometime, surely.”

“Let me remind
you about this...hatred...the Ravenscroft’s butchered my family, my
sisters, and my parents, massacred, murdered by mindless thugs at
the behest of their masters. But before they did that they took
their pleasure. Oh yes my dear, they raped my mother and my sisters
and made my father watch before blowing them away in a hail of
bullets and even after all that they still defiled their corpses.
Such actions, such injustice can only be rectified by blood and
vengeance, nothing else will ever suffice.”

Eleanor can
barely look at her grandmother as she speaks, who stands completely
still, like a statue, her arms folded beneath her shawl, but the
look of anger and betrayal behind her eyes is like fire, an eternal
flame of hatred always burning and never extinguished.

Eleanor would
find no sympathy here.

 


“So don’t talk
to me about love and how sweet and gentle this Ravenscroft is you
wish to copulate with,” Masha continues, “because I know firsthand
the bitter and poisonous pill that lies beneath the candy covered
coating. By God Eleanor you’re a Villon and you will start acting
like one, this family has suffered more than enough tragedy and it
will not endure anymore. Never forget that I love and care for you
deeply, I have always looked upon you as my own daughter, please
Eleanor, don’t betray all of that...not for this.”

Then, in a
complete three-sixty and what seems a sincere gesture, Masha
reaches out and places her hands on each of her granddaughter’s
cheeks and then gently pulls her to her bosom, enveloping her in
her arms and shawl. “Everything will be alright...I promise,” Masha
whispers in Eleanor’s ear.

Eleanor doesn’t
know what to say or do for that matter. She couldn’t help feeling
like the fly being invited into the spider’s den. And yet she
really did love her grandmother; she has always been kind, gentle
and protective of her ever since the death of her mother when she
was nine years old. But Eleanor was no longer that little girl, she
was a woman, an adult, and for the first time in her life she knew
what she wanted. She loves her grandmother and her father, but her
love for Zane was just as great, and her grandmother’s vindictive
attitude towards him only serves to strengthen Eleanor’s resolve to
marry the man she truly loves.
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Ravenscroft Tower, New
York City

 


The board room
was abuzz as the new head of ‘Ravenscroft Holdings’ held a crisis
meeting. The six other members of the board were all in attendance;
all the chairs were filled except for the vacant one set aside for
the vice president, recently vacated by Zane and yet to be filled.
Zane has just finished given an impassioned speech about how the
tragic death of his father wouldn’t stop the company from moving
forward. Zane had already reopened negotiations with Mr. Zarkoff in
Israel, even though it was only two days since Henry Ravenscroft
was laid to rest, but Zane assures those present that their
Middle-East dealings would go ahead.

The board is
greatly impressed by Zane’s attitude, professionalism and business
savvy. Even though they knew Zane was more than capable of running
the business, as he has been a very good vice president, still
there were always doubts as to whether he could handle the top job,
after all Henry Ravenscroft’s big shoes would be hard to fill, but
this meeting has virtually laid most doubts to rest. Zane could
still muck things up and only time will truly tell the tale.

“And what of
the vice presidency vacancy, have you got someone in mind to fill
that position?” Alfred Hark, the most senior member of the board
asks.

“Yes, I still
feel that Julius is the best person for the job, he knows the
company just as well as any of us and as you know he worked closely
with my father,” Zane responds without skipping a beat. His
suggestion is greeted with nods in the affirmative.

“He has our
full support of course, but,” Jonas Wallace interjects with, “he
has taken the death of Henry very hard. Putting it mildly he seems
to be an emotional wreck.”

Zane knew that
Jonas Wallace was right and he could see that same feeling mirrored
in the faces of the other board members. There was no doubt that
his uncle was the best man for the job, the only question was if he
was still capable of performing it.

 


 


“I agree with
your assessment, but let’s not forget that he and my father were
very close and I believe that we shouldn’t cast aside such a
valuable asset just because he is currently grieving. So I want to
give him the opportunity and time to pull himself back together,
the position can stay vacant for the time being and if my uncle is
not up to the task then I definitely want to take the time to get
the correct person to fulfil the position. I mean these are parlous
times we’re in gentlemen and I think we all agree that we must
chart our course very carefully and methodically during this
current transitional phase of ‘Ravenscroft Holdings’.”

The board
members, including Mr. Hark are all in agreement with Zane’s words.
All acutely aware of how precarious the current situation really
is.

“One thing I
would like to add, if I may,” Alfred Hark pipes in with, “is to
just say on behalf of the whole board how good a job you have been
doing, Zane, during this most trying and evil time. You have shown
great character, leadership, strength and dignity and with the
passing of your dear father and our friend, that the right
Ravenscroft has taken over the reins.” Mr. Hark’s words of
endorsement are followed by a restrained but heartfelt round of
applause.

“Thank you
Alfred, gentlemen, your support and help is greatly appreciated. My
father knew to have the right team around him and if you’ll indulge
me I intend to make that same mistake.” Zane’s response is greeted
with laughter. “Everything we’ve been striving for will go on and
in the end we will claim the prize. Now, I suggest we break for
lunch before going through the candidates for the middle management
positions on offer. I also understand that the roast beef
sandwiches are particularly enticing today.”

With that the
meeting adjourns for lunch. The board members begin filing out of
the room to make their way to the executive dining room.
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Joey Gonza sat
in his jaguar XJ 6 outside the Gramercy Park townhouse listening to
“Vesti la giubbe”, the aria from the Ruggero Leoncavaiio
opera “Pagliacci”, on the car’s tape deck. The music fills the
assassin with sorrow; he was a sucker for Italian opera and
especially loves “Pagliacci”. He listened to it on the night he
killed Henry Ravenscroft, it has now become a tradition with him,
the playing of this aria before he took someone’s life. It was his
beloved deceased mother who gave him a love of opera when he was
only six, she use to play them to him on her old phonograph. It was
the only real entertainment he had growing up in Hell’s Kitchen. He
came from a poor family, a street kid who learned how to fight and
kill on the streets of Brooklyn. You had no choice it was either
kill or be killed. He grew up alongside of poor working people as
well as Mafia hit men; he knew punks, thugs, dope dealers, street
walkers, pimps, loan sharks, hustlers, griffters, goodfellas and an
assortment of other riff-raff; all before he was thirteen.

He has been
staking out Julius Froberger’s premises since just after sunset,
waiting and watching, he has no fear of not being inconspicuous,
and his vehicle wasn’t out of place in this neighbourhood. Joey was
a brute of a man, wide shoulders, thick neck, muscular with a
chiselled jaw. He was a person who took care of himself; in both
body and spirit, he has to be fit in his line of work. He was in
his early 40’s and has been a freelance gun for hire for the last
fifteen years, ten of which he has been working exclusively for
Christophe Villon.

This has made
him very rich.

 


 


Joey began his
criminal career as a stand over man for one of the local crime
syndicates, where he broke noses, fractured limbs and in general
terrorised anyone he was told to, leading to his first kill at 22
years of age.

He quickly made
a name and earned a reputation for himself as the guy who got
things done amongst the underworld, in fact killing came easy for
Joey, and he is one of those rare individuals who can cut
themselves off from their emotions, feelings and scruples. He
quickly rose up the ladder of bad guys, finally coming to work for
the Gambini crime family of New York as their number one hit man.
But when the godfather of the family, Tony Gambini, got a bullet in
the head, the Gambini family was quickly eaten up by the other
sharks in the ocean. As for Joey, he went freelance, eventually
coming to the attention of one of the most powerful men in the
world – Christophe Villon.

Joey enjoys
immense benefits from his current employer. To begin with, he was
now wealthy beyond his wildest dreams and leads a leisurely life
when not working, also he was now virtually untouchable by the
authorities, and when he did attract the attention of a nosey cop
or DA, they were quickly told to forget about him – and that he
didn’t exist. A system similar to some members of the mafia who had
been awarded a special number on their license plates that
indicated to the police that this car wasn’t to be pulled over. But
for all the power and influence the crime syndicates thought they
had, it was nothing compared to the elite, to the powers-that-be,
the sacred bloodline families that controlled so much of the
world.

Joey and
Christophe rarely saw each other in person, though they did meet
when there was something extremely important to be handled, like
the killing of Henry Ravenscroft and Julius Froberger; after all
Joey was the man who got things done, who made problems go away for
good. Most times he was given his orders through a third party, but
not of late, there were big things afoot and although he didn’t
know the complete story, he knew enough to realise that he was
playing a role in that story. As far as he knew
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The Villon Family [France/England]

Olivier Villon marries Masha Zhukovsky
(Ouranus) (Gaia)

Christophe marries Juliana
(Kronos)

Eleanor Edmonde Zachariah
(Hera) (Hades) (Poseidon)

The Ravenscroft Family [U.S.A.]
Henry Ravenscroft marries Sophia Froberger

(Rhea)

Alexander * marries Eleanor Villon
(Zeus) (Hera)

Samantha Bobby Damon
(Athena) (Apollo)  (Dionysus)

* Alexander’s biological father is Christophe Villon
#% Chuck is the illegitimate son of Alexander

Chuck Benson **
(Hercules)





