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Chapter 1

	Crisp air cut through Harmony. The marble reflected his scrawny form. His blond hair was streaked with mud. His pale green eyes sparkled as he held back tears. He chastised himself. He knew this man and knew he never brought kindness.

	Harmony wiped away his tears, blushing at the littered wood on the stone floor. The wood had been small, and the hammer light. Most eighteen-year-olds could easily lift such slender wood and assemble a bookshelf without thought. His hands bore a cut from a nail and bruises from the wood he was too weak to carry.

	"I know you are a fool. You're an idiot. Your mother is dead. Your father abandoned you. You are my slave, nothing more and nothing less. You should thank me. You are always sick. Most would kill such an incompetent slave, but through my grace, you live. Now, pick up the ingredients for tonight's dinner. All you need to do is pick up the fruit. Can you do that, or is even that beyond your abilities?" Atreo spat.

	Atreo stood before him. The old, wrinkled man's face was always rage-filled. His body bent like a willowed cane, yet he struck terror into Harmony. Before Atreo had bent with age, he had beaten Harmony many a night. Harmony never knew a day without Atreo's terrorizing him.

	"Answer me, coward," Atreo yelled, grabbing Harmony's chin. He forced him to look Atreo in the eyes.

	They had similar green eyes, but Atreo's had lost any warmth or kindness many years ago.

	The other slaves stood in the back with bated breath. Long had Harmony heard the whispers. He would be killed soon. He was too frail, too weak to continue. Harmony's heart was beating with a pang.

	"I will go now," Harmony responded, his voice soft and his hands shaking.

	Atreo grimaced but said nothing more, ordering another slave to pick up Harmony's mess. Harmony rushed out the door, making his way down the dirt street to the vendors. He breathed in the smell of the fresh salty sea. Men and women wandered by the vendors in their best tunics and robes. A statue of Cronus and his son Zeus stood by the theater. The wealthy left gold coins at the altar.

	Harmony quickly grabbed the fruit for dinner. It was fortunate he dropped the wood, he told himself. He had needed a reason to leave. It was the last day of winter. The only day he allowed himself to talk to his mother.

	Harmony walked to the outer edges of the small village. It was only a five-minute walk, but it was more private. He moved into the forested area, hiding in the shadows so no one could see him. The river turned dangerously. The waves crashed against rocks. The rapids moved unpredictably.

	No one came to this part of the river. The river that ran through the town was peaceful and tranquil as it flowed into the ocean. Children swam in it, and adults bathed. Many preferred it to the bathhouses, but Harmony preferred the wild river. It was untamed and chaotic. It was not controlled. People feared its power. Harmony didn't. He liked hearing the water crash against the rocks.

	It was impossible to find privacy, even in this small village. The slaves shared sleeping quarters. Atreo breathed down his neck every moment he was forced to work. But here, no one would come. Here he could just be. As a child, he imagined his parents teaching him to swim. He imagined they would not care that he fainted when he was nervous. They would love him anyway.

	Harmony didn't have a fantasy of his father. He always had a connection to his mother, though he had never met her. He knew she had to have been kind and gentle. He imagined she was sensitive like he was. He imagined she was good at giving advice.

	"Hey, Mom. I know it's weird to talk to you. I don't know you. I don't know if you were ever near this river. I am confused. I wonder what advice you would give me," Harmony whispered into the river.

	Harmony's eyes were damp. He made no effort to hide his tears. He only allowed himself to visit this river once a year. When he was a child, he heard a story about how souls were carried in the water. He'd spend hours trying to find his mother's. Part of him believed it still flowed in the river, and the stories were right. At night, he dreamed of water and souls mixing as he waded through the water to find his mother. It was not helpful to have such thoughts. Only the gods could control the souls of the dead. They would never help him.

	"She would tell you to cry, eat, drink some wine, and get revenge. What is bothering you?" Elpis asked behind him. Her black hair flowed down her back. Her thin, heavy-lidded brown eyes looked warmly into his.

	She wore the same ordinary clothes he did. He had never known his parents, but Elpis had always acted like a mother to him. She was pale and thin. Many her age were starting to become frail, but she had more energy than anyone Harmony had ever known.

	"I don't know what's wrong. Nothing, I guess. I feel like my life is nothing. I don't want to spend my days fearing Atreo, with no life of my own," Harmony fretted, shrinking into himself.

	Elpis placed a hand on his shoulder. "Your life has never been Atreo's. No one's life is. Your life is your own. I know you will find happiness. Come, I will tell Atreo you are sick while you rest," Elpis urged, pulling him from the river.

	Harmony had almost drowned in it once looking for his mother's soul. Elpis never was fond of him near water again. She had made another slave teach Harmony how to swim in case he ever wandered into the river again. She was a powerful woman, but she worried about him. She stood up to Atreo often when he insulted Harmony and always made sure to give him as much rest as she could without Atreo noticing.

	The two made their way through the village. The deep blue of the river's churning waves crashed against the bright green of the grassy shore. A stone bridge welcomed them back into the center of the village. Wooden and brick buildings lined the dirt streets. Shop owners tried to negotiate with customers while the rich enjoyed the bathhouses. Slaves ran from vendor to vendor, gathering the supplies needed for their work. Harmony held the fruit he had collected for dinner.

	In the center of town stood Atreo's mansion. It was a palace-like building that was the largest home in town. It was made of brick and marble with a vast courtyard filled with exotic flowers that filled the town with a syrupy scent. A crowd had gathered in the center of the village and were making a ruckus. There were never crowds or gatherings like this outside of the shopping district. Atreo insisted the town be quiet and calm.

	"What is this?" Harmony asked, confused.

	The quiet fishing village had turned into a noisy chaotic mass of people. Some people rode horses into the village. Others had walked for hours from neighboring cities. The entire populous stood waiting, staring at a wooden makeshift stage. A group of men and women in silver armor guarded each side of the stage.

	"They're here! A trader said he watched them enter the village!" a woman proclaimed in awe.

	"Who is here?" Harmony asked, too shy to push through the crowd.

	Elpis looked at him with worry as the gathering became impatient and pushed them forward.

	"The new gods. The three brothers. Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades. They have promised to overthrow the Titans!" the woman exclaimed.

	Harmony rolled his eyes. Every year, ambitious youth would claim they received a prophecy to overthrow the Titans. They'd ask for donations and trick a few people and never be heard of again. The Titans had ruled for all of time, and that was unlikely to change. They were cruel gods, but they were gods. Harmony sighed, disappointed the village would be so foolish. He tried to leave the crowd, but it was too dense. Everyone was moving closer to the stage, forcing him to move with them.

	"Everyone, leave this place. Back to work," Atreo commanded, yelling at his servants. It was not just Atreo's household servants, but the entire servants of the village were waiting.

	"There is a rumor the brothers are offering freedom," a boy of no more than twelve whispered to Harmony. His dark hair was grimy with mud. He wore the same tattered clothing as Harmony. He was also a servant.

	Atreo was pulling on Elpis. She stayed rooted, unmoving. Atreo's yells were yielding no results. Harmony was sure the household would pay for their disobedience tonight. No one had ever promised freedom to a slave before.

	The crowd roared as three men of Harmony's age walked onto stage. The first was cocky and arrogant. His shoulders were wide. He wore golden armor. He had curly blond hair and blue eyes.

	"Zeus," the boy whispered in awe.

	To the right of Zeus was a kind-looking man with braided long brown hair. His eyes were friendly. His smile was wide and sheepish. He was tan and easily the most muscular of the brothers.

	"Poseidon," the boy declared, pointing at the brown-haired man.

	The brother to the left of Zeus was the tallest of the three. He was lanky and toned. He looked to be a runner. He had long black hair that flowed freely to his shoulders, the wind rustling it. He seemed shy and almost scared of the crowd. His smile was forced but not cruel. His eyes darted to the floor.

	"Hades," the boy proclaimed, pointing to the third brother.

	The three brothers were intriguingly contradictory to one another. Zeus was intense, while Poseidon and Hades were calm. Hades was awkward. Zeus and Poseidon were personable. Poseidon seemed almost naïve while Hades and Zeus appeared wise.

	Zeus beamed down at the crowd with a sickening, sweet smile. His eyes narrowed. He moved around the stage. Every movement and smile rehearsed, every gesture practiced.

	"My beloved people of the village of Phalerum, you have suffered for too long. We are the sons of Cronus, exiled and abandoned by our father. He feared us. He was right to fear us. The Titans have not invested in your wealth. Your city could stand strongly as a center of wealth and prosperity. To the wealthy of this port, I ask you to imagine a future where your wealth grows boundless. To those enslaved, we know you seek a path to freedom. We three brothers wish to liberate the world as you wish to liberate yourselves. We will free the people of Greece from the chains of the Titans and place ourselves as the new gods. If you join us in this fight, your chains of enslavement will be broken. We will welcome you to freedom," Zeus declared, grinning at the crowd.

	The crowd erupted in applause; some people openly sobbed in joy. Atreo paled, terrified. It was that terror that made Harmony realize the three men in front of him were telling the truth. Atreo laughed at the previous false prophets. Harmony had never seen his cruel owner terrified.

	"How do we join?" a woman near the front of the stage asked.

	"You may leave with us now, or you may wait here. The war between us and the Titans will be felt in every village in Greece. When you see us fighting the Titans, all you need do is join us," Poseidon explained, smiling at the woman.

	A group of slaves ran toward the stage, joining the brothers. Half the crowd stayed back and talked among themselves, determining what they wished to do. Zeus encouraged anyone wanting to join them. He convinced many to leave the village with them.

	"It is not time. There are hundreds of battles to be fought still. Stay here," Elpis demanded of Harmony.

	Part of Harmony wanted to fight, but a larger part wanted peace. He wasn't sure this war would lead to that. Harmony was confused. Part of him wanted to leave, but it felt too outrageous to leave town with three strangers. If the war was successful and the Titans could be killed, he would hear of the war. If the brothers were right, there would be a fight he could join later.

	Poseidon greeted the half of the village that chose to leave with them, patting them all on the backs and learning each of their names. Hades slipped through the crowd like smoke, gathering each slave's name to ensure they would be freed. He held a long piece of paper in his hand full of thousands of names. Zeus led from the front, marching his enlisted troops out of the village, talking to no one.

	"Get back to work now!" Atreo screamed after the gods and their new followers left.

	Atreo was outraged, his face contorted in rage. His eyes narrowed, and his wrinkles outlined his hallow face. The remaining slaves slumped off to their quarters and work. Elpis smiled reassuringly at him, but he felt empty. Harmony felt regret in his body. He could be with the three brothers now. He could have been freed.

	The weeks passed in their usual slow burn. The days were the same. He worked on the farm, feeding the livestock and harvesting crops. No news came from the other villages. The usual stories of the Titan's wrath saturated their sleepy town.

	Then everything changed. A frantic messenger from a faraway town, covered in blood, rode into the village, his horse exhausted. He bore news of the war. The three brothers had split, each taking a third of the army to challenge the Titans. News spread of a battle between Poseidon and two Titans. Rumors swirled that Hades had faced three Titans near the Dadia Forest in the far north.

	The news of the spreading war became constant. Messengers arrived daily with news of new villages that had joined the war, towns that had been destroyed, and Titans that had fallen. Battles were waged on every terrain. Zeus was atop mountains, battling in the forests and woods. Poseidon fought along the beaches and seas.

	After two months, the war was not just the words of messengers. It could be seen. Harmony could see smoke rise from a distant village. The smoke began filling the sky every day. Harmony and the others tied scarves and cloth around their noses and mouths to keep it out. The sick and elderly were ordered to stay in their homes.

	The refugees were so numerous every household was ordered to offer at least ten beds for every room. Atreo refused, not wanting any muddy feet in his home. He was not alone in the sentiment. Some of the wealthy merchants who had homes in other villages began to leave as refugees poured into their towns. The smoke spread ever closer as neighboring villagers were lit ablaze.

	Rumors spread of the three sons defeating most Titans. The remaining ones had grouped together. The three brothers had united and pushed the Titans to the coast, where Harmony and Elpis lived. They were going to be center stage in the final battle.

	The rumors quickly proved true. The sound of drums ruptured the night as the Titan's armies moved closer to the beaches and hills outside the village. Injured soldiers of both armies flooded their villages, looking for aid.

	The first morning of December, the fates changed. The three brothers returned. They all had gained muscle and appeared wiser. They were surrounded by thousands of soldiers in purple armor, many bandaged or scarred. Elpis and Harmony joined the villagers back at the makeshift stage the brothers appeared at over two months prior.

	"We came here many nights ago and offered freedom to those enslaved if they fought. The emperor is a coward who will not take sides. We have no army but the one you give us. Many chose to join us. Many did not. We come again with the same offer. A battle will begin today that will determine of the fate of this world. Come, be free." Zeus extended his hand to the crowd, offering freedom.

	Zeus' army cheered and applauded, drumming and chanting for the slaves to join them. The brothers were not the only ones that could be heard. In the distance, the chants of the march of the Titan's army pierced through Zeus' words.

	Harmony could see many of the slaves who had been freed from Atreo were alive, and though battle-worn, they were happy. They beckoned Atreo's remaining slaves to join them. Harmony knew it was time. He would not shrink from battle this time. He would not let fear determine his fate.

	"Let us go," Elpis said.

	Elpis tied her hair back into a tight bun and walked toward the stage. Harmony followed behind her. The entirety of Atreo's household moved together. He could see Atreo screaming. Many of the slaveowners were enraged as their households abandoned them to join the army of the brothers. Poseidon handed Elpis and Harmony armor without looking at them. His eyes focused in the distance as the drums of the Titans became louder.

	"Name and former household," Hades asked, his eyes downcast as he focused on the scroll in front of him.

	Elpis stated her name and then Harmony's, handing Harmony his armor. Hades' skin was pale, and his mouth tight. He looked tense and less human than the other gods. His features were more angular, nearly angelic.

	"Talk to him in battle if you're so intrigued, but not now. He is working. Come on," Elpis chastised, grabbing Harmony by the arm and leading him away from the dark-haired brother.

	Elpis moved them to the house. The Titans and their army's march shook the ground. If you focused, you could hear individual voices in their army. They were close and moving quickly. Elpis commanded him to change into his armor. He obeyed, hiding behind a pillar for privacy. The rest of Atreo's slaves had already changed and were readying for combat when Atreo entered.

	"I command you all to stay!" Atreo shouted, his face red with rage.

	"You command no one. We are no longer your slaves. The gods have promised us freedom if we fight for them," Elpis responded.

	All twenty of Atreo's slaves stood behind Elpis, ready to leave for combat. Harmony could hear families running away from the approaching battle. The sound of war drums beat closer and closer.

	Atreo grimaced before dashing toward Harmony. Atreo was agile for an old man. Before Harmony could flee, there was a knife to his throat. Atreo stood behind him, dagger raised, daring Elpis to move.

	"Everyone, leave. Go to battle. I will take care of this," Elpis said to the other slaves.

	The room emptied as they rushed to the battle to be liberated by Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades.

	"I will not let him go," Atreo spat, digging his dagger into Harmony's throat.

	Atreo's threats were drowned out by the ever-approaching war. The battle had reached the village. Outside the window large balls of fire were igniting homes as the villagers screamed. A black-haired young woman held her son to her chest. She sprinted passed the flames, trying to escape the village.

	Dark black creatures controlled by the Titans had descended onto their small coastal home. They moved like shadows, moving chaotically and unpredictably through the town. They grabbed anyone who could not outrun them. A blond man screamed as a dark creature lunged from the street and wrapped around his throat, cutting him down. Blood trailed from his body.

	Harmony could hear his friends fighting the creatures on the outskirts of the village. A rush of former servants, now warriors, ambushed the creatures. They tried to draw them away from the children and elderly fleeing the town. Harmony squinted, looking at the demonic creatures. They were spongey. They held no bones or spines. They had legs, but they operated more like tentacles, grabbing anything around them. They moved along the ground, though they could climb. Only the young were able to outrun them.

	Hundreds of creatures made their way into the town. The street was filled with blood and fighting. Those who wanted to escape but had given up. They ran into buildings and slammed the doors and windows shut.

	"They are in the city!" a voice Harmony recognized boomed. It was of the blond god, Zeus.

	Lightning erupted around them as Zeus tried to kill the Titan's forces. The bolts hit not just the streets but homes, temples, and buildings. The entirety of the village caught fire. Harmony could see the new god's forces on the distant hill. The army lit arrows. They brandished spears, and large boulders covered in oil. They aimed the flame-covered weapons at the village. Harmony could not tell who was doing more damage, the Titans or the gods, but no one was protecting the village.

	The townspeople and former slaves were trying to help people escape. It became clear that the gods and Titans viewed this as just another village to battle in. Atreo was frightened as a creature tried to break through the window.

	"We will either all die here, or you could let us go. Wasting that knife on Harmony will not keep you alive," Elpis spat, glaring at Atreo.

	"I need him. I can use him as a bargaining chip." Atreo clutched Harmony tighter, the knife drawing blood.

	Harmony was confused as to why anyone would spare Atreo because of him. He was a slave. He was not noble or wealthy. No god would agree to keep Atreo alive for Harmony's sake.

	The window behind Elpis shattered as a creature slammed against it. Its sharp, arrow-like tentacles breaking the glass. Elpis drove her sword to the creature, causing a black oil to burst from it before its body faded.

	Elpis retreated from the window as a herd of black creatures crawled through the window. They smelled as if they were made of rotting flesh. Harmony gagged as the odor filled the room. Their eyes were dark and fathomless. It felt as if by looking into them, you could lose yourself.

	"Hold off the brothers. I will finish this village," a Titan ordered from the outskirts of the village.

	The man was tall. His muscular frame towered over all the mortals around him. He was surrounded by a pantheon of Titans. Phoebe, Iapetus, Atlas, Helios, and many other Titans waited for Cronus, the leader of the Titans.

	"End these villagers and meet us to defeat the three brothers," Cronus ordered. Cronus and his army of powerful Titans made for the hill to confront Zeus, Poseidon, Hades, and their mortal army.

	Hyperion bowed, his long blond hair touching the dirt. He wore dark orange armor. A glowing sword hung behind his back while he carried a regular steel sword in his hand. Hyperion paid no attention to the mortal standing in his way. His powerful arms threw them to the ground.

	"I will have my vengeance. This village has robbed me. I want my debt repaid," Hyperion screamed, slamming his sword against a merchant's exquisite mansion.

	The sheer power of the Titan shook the home, causing the roof to sink in and collapse in on the building.

	Atreo screamed and clasped Harmony's shoulder, dragging him deeper into the house. Harmony kicked at the old man, but Atreo would not free him. The battle on the street was over. Bodies lay in groups, and the streets were flowing with blood. The villagers and army had either escaped, regrouped by Zeus on the hill, or been killed. Only on the outskirts was a battle still waging between the creatures and the former slaves. The mortals were shrinking back. They ran, trying to man a boat and fend off the creatures.

	The creatures scurried away from the former slaves, afraid of the water. The slaves pushed their ship off into the waters, routing it toward the coast.

	The black creatures were cautiously approaching Atreo, Elpis, and Harmony. They were cornered near a window. One of the creatures lunged, not aiming for Elpis or Harmony, but Atreo. Atreo was forced to withdraw his knife from Harmony's throat and use it to slash at the creature.

	Harmony pushed Atreo aside and grabbed Elpis. The two jumped out the window and sprinted toward the hill. Harmony grabbed a bow and arrow from a fallen Greek soldier. He volleyed a series of arrows into the creatures before them. When he was out of arrows, he picked a knife up from the body of a woman. He used it to slash against the tentacles of the creatures. He could feel his heart beating with painful beats. He willed himself to breathe and not to faint as gasped.

	"Here!" Elpis shouted, throwing Harmony a sword and spear.

	Elpis moved masterfully, slicing through the creatures with ease. Harmony had little experience in fighting. He threw his spear at a large creature before using his sword to try to cut through the demonic creatures.

	"This way." Elpis grabbed Harmony and pushed him against a boulder at the base of the hill. They crouched, hiding behind the boulder as the war raged on.

	Harmony looked back at the village to see Hyperion had found Atreo. Atreo had been dragged to the center of the village. Hyperion and the evil creatures circled him.

	"You can have him. You can have them both. They ran for the hills. Spare me. I am mortal. You are immortal and wise. Spare me, please. Don't kill me. Do anything to them, just not me," Atreo begged, his body shaking as he sobbed.

	Harmony could see the silvery-haired man on his knees. His hands extended to Hyperion, pleading with him. The expensive silk tunic he had berated a slave for delivering a day late was now covered in blood. The gold rings and bracelets Atreo wore were stained and dirty. His wealth washed away in the face of a god.

	Hyperion paused as if he wanted to say something. His heavy body was still and unmoving. Atreo glanced around him, wanting an escape. Being trapped in Hyperion's fury was like being trapped in the eye of a hurricane. It was calm now, but a storm of anger was brewing around the slave owner.

	The storm hit, Hyperion moved as fast as Zeus' lightning bolts behind him. The Titan swung his sword. There was one short and piercing scream, cut off violently and abruptly. Harmony remembered once when he passed a forest, the terrifying shrieking of an animal hunted. It made him sob and weep for hours. That animal was innocent, Harmony reminded himself. Atreo was not. In one sweeping movement, Atreo's head was cut from his body. Atreo's body fell, ragged and lifeless.

	Hyperion did not look back, leaving the dead body where it fell. He moved toward the hills where Harmony and Elpis were hiding. His long legs covered the ground as he sprinted toward them. Lightning erupted around them, crashing into rocks and soil as Zeus fought the Titans. Harmony prayed, wishing Zeus luck. If Zeus could strike Hyperion, they could be saved.

	His prayers were unanswered. Hyperion reached them, standing before the boulder. Harmony willed himself courage. Elpis had not moved, her eyes questioning. She placed her hand on Harmony's chest to stop him from moving. Harmony knew better. Hyperion was waiting for them. He knew where they were. He would not be like the hunted prey he had heard as a child. He would not beg like Atreo. He would fight. He raised his sword and slashed at Hyperion.

	Hyperion jumped back, startled at Harmony's recklessness. He knew his body would fail him soon. He needed to act. Harmony lunged forward, striking the Titan in his right thigh. A deep gash sprouted, flowing blood. Harmony tried to take advantage of the wound, moving his attacks to the right, but the wound healed as quickly as it appeared.

	"What a clever mortal," a female Titan noted from behind Hyperion.

	Harmony recognized her from portraits in temples. She had long, curled brown hair. She wore navy blue armor and carried a bow made of wood. Her armor was crusted in dried blood. Like Hyperion, she had no wounds. Phoebe had been Harmony's favorite Titan. She would watch him die.

	Elpis lunged, slashing at Phoebe. Phoebe whirled around and notched an arrow. The arrow sailed through the air and slammed into Elpis' shoulder, causing her to fly back into the ground. Her chest rose and fell, but she did not move.

	Hyperion was not angry or fearful. The Titan smiled, raising his sword. He parried Harmony's advances. Harmony was covered in sweat. The weight of the sword was heavy and overwhelming. Hyperion maneuvered around Harmony's advances. Harmony was pushed back against the boulder.

	"I can take care of him. Go, help your husband and family defeat Zeus and the traitors," Hyperion instructed, his blue eyes not moving from Harmony.

	Phoebe looked around them, eyeing the burning village and the bodies lining the street. She gazed at Elpis, pondering if she should kill her. She shrugged, leaving Hyperion standing alone with the two of them.

	"Come when you are done playing with the mortals," Phoebe replied as she left.

	Hyperion raised his sword, waiting for Phoebe to leave. Lightning burst around her, causing her eyes to widen. She jogged up the hill. In the distance, the sound of the Titans fighting the ambitious three new gods filled the air.

	Harmony charged again, trying to make the Titan stumble back. He couldn't defeat Hyperion, but he aimed to delay him. Their swords clashed with a metallic crash. Harmony kicked at the god. His feet left no bruises on Hyperion.

	"There is much you need to know," Hyperion declared. His sword swung around Harmony's, causing Harmony's sword to fly from his hands.

	Harmony could feel the cool rock against his back. He had nowhere to run. He was trapped. He wondered if his death would hurt more than Atreo's. He hoped his death would be quick and painless. The roar of the battle on the cliffside was drowning all other noises.

	The spattering of lightning had become a consistent presence. Yellow bolts fell from the sky by the second, each one caused fires to erupt in the village and on the hillside. Smoke was filling the air. Finding Elpis was challenging. She was hidden by the thickening cloud of smoke.

	Everything smelled of death and fire. The villager's bodies were ablaze. The creatures Elpis and Harmony defeated were nothing more than ashes. Harmony could feel the heat rise. Sweat dripped from him as he struggled to stay conscious as the smoke overpowered him. Hyperion's sword was no longer raised as he reached for Harmony.

	Harmony startled in shock as the Titan grabbed his arm and pulled him to the ground. He tried to take a breath, but the smoke hurt when it filled his lungs. His eyes watered, tears streaked down his soot-covered face. Every inch of him was covered in black ash, and the fires were only getting closer.

	"Hyperion! Do not betray me like Oceanus," one of the Titans screamed from the cliffside as another wave of lightning pierced the ground around them.

	The voice was deep and commanding. Only one voice could echo the world. The voice of Cronus, the leader of the Titans. Hyperion did not run at his leader's command.

	A bolt hit the boulder Harmony was pressed against, causing it to split. Rocks erupted around him. A large chunk of the boulder fell, battering Harmony's skull. The world blurred and faded as Hyperion screamed. Harmony thought he must be hallucinating. He imagined he saw Hyperion dragging him to Elpis.

	In his delusion, he saw the Titan draw out his glowing sword. The glow was neon, as if a sun was trapped inside. It radiated a sense of fear Harmony had never known. He dreamed the Titan told him to find him in the next life, which made no sense. Gods could not die. They could, at best, be trapped.

	The world went black as Hyperion pointed the sword not at Harmony or Elpis, but at himself. The blade pierced into the Titan as he fell forward, his body slumping against the sword that had torn through him. It was all a hallucination, Harmony told himself. Titans could not die.

	The smoke overwhelmed Harmony. Flames flickered closer and closer to his face. It became impossible to breathe as the smoke choked him. There was nowhere left to move. He reached for Elpis' hand. He felt her grab him. At least he would not die alone.

	The reality turned into a series of illusions. His body felt like it was being dragged, but there was no one to drag him, for he and Elpis were dead. Screams pierced the night. He swore he saw the Titans falling, defeated. They were like shooting stars crashing into the ground, leaving craters. He heard echoes of voices faint in the distance. He willed himself to open his eyes. A blond man was trying to grab what had been Hyperion's glowing sword before he died. A stern-looking woman stood between Zeus and Elpis, but Elpis was holding his hand as they died. None of it made sense.

	The world blurred and shifted. Fires covered the hills, and smoke hung over every inch of air. His body was covered in dirt and blood. Everything went black.

	Harmony's body ached. He was covered in bruises and gashes. The sword that had fallen before him during his battle with Hyperion was gone. Only Elpis remained, her eyes cast angrily toward the fire-covered village.

	"It's all gone. Everything dead," Elpis muttered. Her thin frame was drowned in a silk robe, a gift from the new gods.

	"What happened?" Harmony asked, trying to remember how the battle ended. The last memory he had was of being slammed against a rock with Hyperion standing above him.

	"The Titans fell. Oceanus sided with us. He has assured the gods he will live a mundane life. Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades have named themselves gods. Zeus and a woman he fought with, Selene, arrived. Hyperion died. The new gods are starting an academy for the rich, noble, and powerful to be trained. Selene is one of the professors. I traded the sword for an invitation for you," Elpis stated.

	Harmony gasped, convinced he was hallucinating. He'd misheard her. He was a slave. He didn't even know who his parents were. There was no way he would be allowed to attend a prestigious academy.

	"I'm not noble. They won't accept me. I'm enslaved," Harmony muttered, looking down at his mud-stained worn sandals.

	Harmony stared at what was left of their village. The old temples of the Titans were rubble littering the ground. Flames erupted from every building. It was impossible to breathe without being choked by the smoke.

	"You are powerful. The new gods asked for the best. They said they will free the slaves who fought for them. They haven't yet, but they will. I am sure they will. You are the best and the only one left in our village. You have a week to prepare. Now stand. We have much to do," Elpis instructed, looking at him affectionally.

	Rest was hard to come by in the remains of their village. The houses, temples, and trade centers were burned down. What once had been a lush coastal village was turned to black ash. The grass and trees were burned. Even the water was a gritty steel color. The hills the gods had fought on were reduced to craters.

	Charred remains of unrecognizable bodies littered the streets. Harmony and Elpis collected the dead on the first night. They made a massive pyre and let the bodies turn to ashes, sending the dead off into the next realm.

	Those who had survived had fled, leaving the village abandoned. Atreo's mansion was a wasteland of broken pillars and burned wood. Harmony smiled when he saw the damage Hyperion had done. Not a single inch of the building had not been licked by flames.

	A meow startled Harmony. He followed the sound of the cries, lifting burned wood and pieces of a collapsed roof. A pair of green eyes looked up at him. He forced his way through the debris until he could reach the fire-colored kitten.

	"You always did like orange. What are you going to do with him? Bring him to the academy?" Elpis asked, concerned.

	"We can't leave him. He could starve," Harmony retorted, holding the kitten close to him. The orange kitten purred, pushing his head against Harmony's.

	"This will do," Elpis said, looking at Harmony and the kitten with fondness. She had scouted the area and found a smoke-damaged small house on the outskirts.

	There was still food and two beds in the house. Night replaced day. There was an eerie silence in the village. There were always voices in the chambers where he slept. Even when people were quiet, one could hear horses and livestock. Now, there was nothing. The world was silent.

	The two lay, unspeaking. Harmony had tried to prod Elpis into telling him what she would do when he left for the academy. She sat stoically, not answering any questions he asked. A selfish part of Harmony was glad to be leaving, though he was still scared.

	It wasn't the gods that scared him, but the idea of being surrounded by people. What if they didn't like him? What if they were all friends of the gods, and he was alone? Harmony had felt alone all his life. He feared that would never change.

	"I need to say something," Elpis admitted.

	"I need to say something, too. Well, it's more of a question. Do you think there will be youth like me there? I'm not a kid anymore, but I never got to have friends. It would be nice to have some. Do you think it's possible for people to like me? What if I make a fool of myself?" Harmony whispered; scared Elpis would judge him.

	Elpis turned to face him, looking at Harmony with a motherly expression. Her eyes were downcast and grief-stricken. She offered Harmony a small supportive smile, not judging him or mocking him for being afraid of what others thought.

	"You have many gifts. Your kindness, your positivity, your ability to forgive. You will find love in many forms throughout your life. Claim your youth at the academy. Make friends, make love, make mistakes. Go and make something. That is all you need to do to make me proud." Elpis encouraged.

	Harmony blinked away tears. He had never known his parents, but Elpis had always filled that void. She had protected him when she could from Atreo. She had talked to him about sex and his changing body. She had taught him to read under the cover of night so Atreo would never know.

	"What did you have to say?" Harmony asked, trying to change the subject, scared to be without Elpis when he went to the academy.

	"Oh, nothing important. I'll watch after your cat until you get back," Elpis promised, smirking at the orange tabby Harmony had rescued.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 2

	"You could go," Harmony pleaded. He had no life here, but the idea of spending time with the three new gods was terrifying. They would be surrounded by royalty and the wealthy. Harmony was neither.

	"It has to be you. I will be closer than you think, should you need me," Elpis responded. She pushed him into the waiting chariot. Her face turned toward the crushed temples.

	Harmony didn't have a chance to say goodbye before the horses reared and left the burning village. He was surrounded by boys and girls his age. None of them could be older than twenty. They all glared at him with disgust or pity. They were noble and rich. He was a nobody, one of two survivors from a defeated village. The journey was lonely. No one spoke to him for hours.

	Rivers swaying with silver ripples blinded Harmony. The streets of gold and temples of marble reflected the morning sun so brightly, it was painful. The chariot was abuzz with awe and wonder. Few living mortals had ever been allowed to such a place. Only the gods and their descendants were allowed into the old temples.

	Alas, things had changed. The world was anew. Trees whispered of the new rule in the wind as nymphs carried word from village to village. The old god of the Titans was dead. Their sons had taken rule. Mount Olympus lay in the distance, ablaze. Smeared blood stained the gold pillars. The new gods were young and naïve.

	The air still smelled of smoke and blood. Each village had sent their most promising youth to be trained with the new gods. Hope had filled their eyes. The Titans' blood ran through the villages. The three young gods had declared a new order.

	The three brothers stood in front of the school. Zeus and Poseidon glared, their eyes burning with confidence and superiority. Zeus's blond hair fell like a mane around his head. To his right, his brown-haired brother stood, tanned in gold. He appeared kinder than either of his brothers. He beamed at the students. The two wore armor covered in blood. Their swords were broken and used beyond the point of repair.

	Hades was out of place. His black hair fell into his eyes, and he wore a stained brown toga, not meeting anyone's eyes. His dark eyes were downcast, and he looked like he wished to be anywhere else in the world.

	"We need to be careful around him," a girl who could be no more than fifteen said next to him. She had black hair tied back tightly in a bun. There was a flower halo that ordained her narrow face.

	It was as if they had climbed to the top of a mountain, and there was no air left to breathe. Everyone looked terrified at the three boys in front of them. No one could stop staring at Hades. The girl next to Harmony gazed at Zeus with admiration. A few people stared at Hades with respect and discomfort, some looked terrified, and others were on the verge of tears.

	"I wonder if he knows my mom," the boy to Harmony's left whispered, glaring at Hades. He had curly muddy brown hair that tumbled in disarray around his face. He was thin and starved. He must come from a village near Olympus. They had been the victims of the Titan's famine.

	"He could bring her back," the girl to Harmony's right muttered.

	The group of chariots carrying students stopped in front of the school's marble gates. The silver-haired girl was the first to exit. She moved like air flowing toward the three gods. Her feet left no mark on the golden streets.

	Poseidon and Zeus looked pleased with her. Hades was disinterested and barely looked up to meet her eye. Zeus handed her robes made of silk, the color of red wine. His hands were worn with calluses and still covered with gore.

	"No need to be shy," Poseidon called to the rest of the students, motioning with a grin. His smile was piercing and bright. His face was marked with dimples that accented his tanned skin and green eyes.

	A clutter and crash of noise startled Harmony as everyone around him fled their chariots. Their reservations had turned to excitement. All the other teenagers were dressed in fine clothes. They wore jewelry and leather sandals. They were ordained with gifts from their villages and families.

	Harmony left last, cringing at the muddy footsteps he polluted the perfect gold streets with. A smear of dirt followed his every footstep to the gates. Zeus glared at him with dislike. Even Hades was watching him with an unreadable expression. Harmony looked down at his reflection in the gold streets. He was tall, but not as tall as any of the gods. Unlike the gods, he was pale, his blue veins visible under his skin. He was thinner than most, his ribs showing.

	"I warned you. We should only invite those from royalty. Those with wealth," Zeus hissed to Hades. Zeus's cold eyes focused on Harmony. He feared his wrath. Everyone knew of Zeus's power.

	"It is mud. It is fine. He should stay," Hades responded.

	Hades handed Harmony the same purple-red robes that everyone else had been given. His eyes were still curiously fixed on Harmony. They were unreadable. Harmony stuttered and bowed his head, unable to form any words.

	Zeus scoffed but did not protest. Poseidon lifted his trident. Water spilled on the streets, cleaning them from Harmony's dirt. Poseidon handed Harmony a pair of leather shoes, with a small smile.

	"Thanks," Harmony muttered, bowing his head.

	Harmony discarded his worn shoes and replaced them with comfortable leather sandals. He had never worn something so lavish. They felt soft on his bruised and cut feet.

	"Welcome. The Titans no longer rule this land. The new gods will reign. You have heard the rumors, and they are true. You will study with us. At your graduation, if you graduate, you will be chosen by Poseidon or me to assist in running our kingdoms. Hades can select you if he'd like. I am the new god of land and air," Zeus declared, grinning. He lifted his sword, causing a lightning bolt to strike the marble above them.

	"I am the god of the sea. I hope to find those of you who I can start a new world with, below this one," Poseidon stated, bowing to each of them. His face was gentle. Poseidon looked at his brother Hades.

	Poseidon's brother seemed surprised to be expected to talk. "I'm Hades. After my time here, I will leave for the underworld. I don't think anyone wants to come with me," Hades whispered.

	"Though you will all meet him in his world one day," Zeus added, patting Hades on the back. He gazed at the students with pity and disdain, the way an old man looked at a sick dog.

	Hades cringed. He wrapped his hands together and fidgeted, looking desperate to escape. Harmony inspected Hades. He was lean and tall, the tallest among the brothers. He was thin, not muscular, and he held no swords. His skin was decorated with freckles and marked by the same dimples as Poseidon's. His hair was as unmanageable as Zeus's, but that is where the similarities stopped. His brothers exuded confidence and charm. Hades' constant fidgeting made him look frail and scared.

	"Welcome to your chance to be marked in legend and history among the gods!" Zeus yelled.

	"Find a partner. You'll be sharing a room. Classes start tomorrow. Get settled and choose a room," Poseidon ordered.

	There was a murmur of voices as everyone chose who to live with. The black-haired girl chose a red-haired girl, and the brown-haired boy chose a tall blond. Zeus approached a gorgeous boy his age, who wore no shirt. He had a toned body that caused many a boy and girl to look at him. Poseidon chose a black-haired boy who hugged him and beamed.

	No one approached Harmony. They avoided him, remembering Zeus' displeasure. He was already the one to avoid, and classes hadn't even begun. He cast his eyes down, avoiding the awkward glances from people trying to evade him.

	"Looks like we have two outsiders," Zeus observed. He was staring at Harmony. Zeus glanced at his brother, Hades.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 3

	"We will be a pair. Follow me," Hades whispered to Harmony, grabbing him by the wrist. He led Harmony from the crowd and through the school's grounds.

	A large lake was in the middle of the grounds, outlined by a yellow-sanded beach. In the center of the lake stood a black-marbled temple with a statue of Poseidon. He was shirtless and conveyed confidence and strength. Hades glanced at it, following the trail along the beach. Harmony wanted to shed his clothes and jump into the water. He hoped Poseidon would choose him at graduation. He could live underwater and swim all day.

	To the east of the lake, the school stood made of marble and gold. To the west was a large mansion the size of the school with windows facing the beach.

	They entered a dense forest with a large hill in the distance. Zeus's white-marbled temple stood atop the hill. His statue was as large as the temple. He looked a mix of godly and demonic, kind and scary. Harmony avoided looking at it. His legs began to ache. Hades' eyes were still downcast in avoidance.

	"Where are we going?" Harmony asked, unsure of why they were not in the school.

	Hades led him around the beach to the large mansion surrounded by statues of animals. The entrance was guarded by two black statues of large hawks. They glowered down upon the entrance. Hades seemed unmoved by their intensity.

	Harmony let out a small shriek of surprise when the hawk moved from his pedestal and greeted Hades. Both turned and glared at him with dislike. Maybe the hawk was less intense than Hades.

	"He's friendly," Hades promised, patting the hawk's stone head.

	"He's a statue," Harmony responded, confused.

	"Get used to it," Hades mumbled, shrugging. He opened the large red oak doors to the mansion.

	Harmony stared in wonder. Some students were moving their luggage upstairs while others stood on one step that moved them toward the higher floors. Statues wandered around them and greeted them. A cat rubbed itself against Poseidon's roommate while Poseidon threw a ball for a dog made of gold.

	"This way," Hades instructed, standing on a stair that moved itself up.

	Harmony ran after him and jumped on the stairs. It was small. He felt himself become hyper-aware that he was rubbing shoulders with a god. Not any god, the one everyone feared.

	"Where is our room?" Harmony asked. They were moving well above the halls the other students were moving into.

	"Zeus, Poseidon, and I have our own floors," Hades answered. His gaze flickered to the upper floors bare of mortals. Animals and their lifelike statues roamed the upper floors unbothered.

	"Some are shy and ran when everyone arrived," Hades added.

	The stair came to a stop atop a floor that was above the clouds. The windows opened to a startling clear blue. No trees or ground was visible. It smelled not like trees, flowers, or soil but of clean, untouched air.

	They stood on the most bizarre floor Harmony had ever seen. There were no hallways and only scattered art of painted forests ordained the walls. Plants coated the walls, and a large fireplace decorated one corner of the room. Plush seating and soft rugs surrounded the fireplace. Large cases full of scrolls and books littered the room.

	"Where do we sleep?" Harmony asked, watching two real cats prance toward them.

	One was ginger and fluffy, and the other was black with small white spots. They both greeted Hades with meows and purrs. Hades picked up the ginger one and rubbed it behind his ears. He put him on the ground and petted the black one.

	"There," Hades pointed at a door hidden by plants.

	Harmony opened the door to the room. It was nothing like the lavish forest he had stood in. It was empty, say for a bed and a few books. A makeshift bookcase was on one side of the wall.

	"There's only one bed," Harmony acknowledged, confused.

	"I wasn't expecting a roommate. Where are your things?" Hades questioned, looking him over for the first time since they had met.

	"What things?" Harmony asked. All Harmony had was what was given to him by Hades and Poseidon. The purple robes and new shoes on his feet.

	"Clothes, jewelry, books, art. You know, your things," Hades prompted.

	"I don't have anything," Harmony stammered, blushing. He had nothing before the new god's insurgence, let alone after.

	Hades wasn't shocked. His eyes focused on him. Harmony was used to being looked at the way Zeus and the other students looked at him. They stared at him with dislike and a sense of superiority. Hades looked at him in a way that confused him.

	"You were one of Atreo's slaves?" Hades asked, gazing at him.

	Harmony blushed. He had told no one for a reason. Slaves weren't meant to be among the gods.

	"Our village only had two survivors," Harmony responded.

	Hades grabbed one of the scrolls off his bed and read it. His fingers traveled down the page with familiarity. His index finger rested on a small name, Harmony's.

	"I've researched all the students. All royalty or wealthy. It took me a while to find you. You weren't in the census. I finally found you when Atreo listed you as property," Hades stated.

	Harmony felt a sense of rage creep in him.

	"I am not anyone's property. Elpis sent me here," Harmony insisted, unsure of what would happen next.

	Harmony expected Hades to make a slave of him. Or, if he was kind, he would dismiss Harmony and let him run into a neighboring village, poor, but free. Both seemed unlikely. No one would care what happened to him.

	"What do you need?" Hades asked. It was a soft voice, and he spoke as if Harmony were a hurt animal that needed consoling.

	"Nothing. I know how to survive," Harmony retorted.

	Harmony had met people like Hades before. He hated those who pitied him. When he was a child, he would ask for help, but no one would ever do anything. They wanted to say they tried.

	"What would you like?" Hades rephrased.

	"My own bed, and I don't have any clothes," Harmony responded, testing the waters.

	Hades did not blink or squirm in discomfort at seeing Harmony's need. He didn't grimace or make excuses. He looked rather bored after Harmony continued listing what he would need.

	"I would like some books and paper," Harmony added, continuing to test Hades.

	"I will see to it," Hades responded, sitting on the bed.

	"We will have to share the bed for the night. You may rest now if you'd like. There is an important ceremony tonight," Hades mumbled.

	Harmony blushed. Hades' frame was slender. His passionate dark eyes drew Harmony in. He turned so Hades couldn't see his face. The room felt small and intimate. He had never shared a bed with anyone before and had never wanted to.

	Harmony managed a nod before leaving the room to escape. The statues peered at him as he closed the bedroom door, leaving Hades alone. Harmony realized he had nowhere to go. It was not as if he could go downstairs and face everyone else. Most seemed to hate him. He also didn't want to stay with Hades.

	Weighing the two, he decided unkind strangers were better than a stranger who was unearthly attractive. The stairs led him back down to the main floor. The crowd was still bustling. Most everyone had formed groups with one another. Harmony was never good at introducing himself to others.

	Harmony inspected the clustered entrance. Zeus was in the center with a crowd of adoring students talking to him.

	In the corner of the room sat a brown-haired girl with dark chocolate skin. She sat alone, slumped against a wall, reading a book. Harmony made his way toward her. She didn't look up when he stood in front of her. Her hazel eyes focused on the book, scanning the pages.

	"Hi," Harmony offered.

	The girl gazed at him, and frowned. She closed her book with a snap. "You were the one with the dirty shoes," she stated.

	Harmony thought this was going to happen. No one would want to talk to the poor kid when everyone else came from nobility. "That's me," Harmony replied.

	The girl wrung her hands, and her face softened. She stood and looked at Zeus with disgust.

	"I'm Zosime. Zeus is something, isn't he?" she said, introducing herself.

	Zeus was recreating the moment he killed the final Titan, describing how in battle, a village was on fire. Harmony moved closer, listening to him. He wanted to hear how he celebrated such destruction.

	"Poseidon grabbed Iapetos but couldn't overpower him. Iapetos threw Poseidon into the sea. Iapetos lit a fire to burn the village to the ground. He thought we would care more for the villagers than fulfilling our legacy. Hades, the fool, saved Poseidon and the villagers. He dragged Poseidon out of the water. He tried to lead the people out of the smoke. It was me and Iapetos. I closed my eyes and felt this shiver run down my arms, and I called upon the sky to end the battle. I struck Iapetos down with lightning. The bolt went through him and into the ground, killing everyone but the three of us," Zeus bragged.

	"Even the Titans?" one of the girls, Cybele, asked.

	The students gazed at Zeus with wonder. Some even dropped to their knees, kneeling to him.

	"Yes. Mortals are mortal," Zeus replied, unconcerned.

	"Why do you have that?" a boy named Rastus asked, looking behind Zeus.

	An eagle had flown in and landed on Zeus's shoulder. Zeus wasn't surprised. He brushed his fingers against the eagle's fur and wings, rubbing her head. The eagle leaned into his touch and grasped his shoulders. She looked around the room at everyone before her eyes fell on Harmony, staring at him with complete hate.

	"When we chose our realms, we also chose an animal to accompany us through this world. An animal to represent us and be worshipped and honored by all mortals in every land. Nothing is nobler than an eagle, and nothing else controls the sky. She and I are akin. Dominant in every realm," Zeus replied. He spoke with respect and honor.

	It was the first time Harmony got the sense he cared for anything other than himself. Harmony remembered Hades saying there was an important ceremony tonight. He felt like a fool for not asking more about it. The others dressed in elaborate formal wear. Many looked eager and excited.

	"What is the ceremony tonight?" Harmony asked Zosime, biting his lip. He had no other clothes, and everyone judged him for his simple outfit.

	"We discover if we have an animal that represents us. The powerful do. It would win favor with the gods if a creature decided to be represented by one of us. The animals can come from anywhere in the world, according to Poseidon. Creatures from other lands and the sea," Zosime answered in wonder. She smiled, wishing for an animal.

	Harmony sat in silence, feeling nervous. His chest tightened, and his lungs closed as the fear crept in. He closed his eyes, trying to quiet his beating heart as Elpis had taught him. He breathed, reminding himself that he had no power. All he had to do was attend, he told himself. Harmony excused himself and found a corner. No one could see him. He meditated for hours, calming his nerves as the others guessed which animals would represent them. He retreated to his room.

	Hades was gone, to Harmony's relief. He sat on the bed, staring at the plants. No animal would pick him. Everyone else would get one, he thought.

	Harmony fell into a rested sleep. The bed was soft, and the blankets warm. He woke to hands shaking him and intense eyes looking into his. Hades stood before him dressed in a luxurious robe, an owl sitting on his shoulder.

	"We need to go," Hades ordered, shaking Harmony awake.

	The room was blurry. It took a moment to remember where he was. Harmony stood and followed Hades, downstairs. Hades led him across the grounds, past the school. Poseidon's temple glowed with candles. Zeus' was surrounded by sunlight even in the night. A path of candles lit the pathway toward the beach.

	Harmony looked at Hades, his face unreadable and stoic. Harmony stood and followed the god in silence. The other students ran in front of him toward the dark forest. The grass was tall and untamed. The trees cast dark shadows across the ground. Harmony could hear the sound of creatures in the distance.

	"You will each be allowed to be chosen by an animal tonight. If you become a hero, a god, you too will be represented on earth by the mark of your companion. You will be worshipped," Poseidon declared, joining Zeus. He smiled down at everyone.

	"What's yours?" Cy asked Poseidon.

	"A dolphin. Only those with fate on their side are given such a noble reward. Not everyone will have an animal represent them. For an animal to offer you representation is a blessing," Poseidon replied.

	Zosime waved at him before slipping into the crowd of students to get closer to Poseidon. The other students smiled at her but glared at Harmony.

	"Who will go first?" Zeus asked as the two found the cluster of petrified-looking students.

	The moon lit the grass and trees, covering them with shadows. They stood in a perfect circle in a patch of sand. Behind them was the ocean, and in front of them the forest. Only the sound of waves crashing against the shore broke the silence.

	Cybele was the first to move forward. Her brown hair and concerned eyes were downcast. Nothing came for her. She frowned, upset. Rhode went second, his dark hair becoming invisible in the night. Nothing came for him. A murmur of nervousness erupted from the students as it sank in. It was unlikely any animal would want to be associated with the students.

	Kal came forward and waited. Zeus watched his roommate. A quick rustle caught everyone's eye. A bunny jumped into Kal's arms. An outbreak of laughter met Kal.

	"Silence! No one else has been blessed with an animal. Congratulations," Zeus declared, pleased.

	Poseidon pressed his lips against Kal's cheek, petting Kal's rabbit while boasting about how proud he was of Kal. Kal leaned into Poseidon. Poseidon wrapped his muscular arms around him and kissed him. Harmony was caught by surprise. It had been so quick, yet here Kal stood, roommates with Zeus and lovers with Poseidon. He wondered what it was like to be so beloved.

	"Rastus," Zeus called after a long pause in which no one volunteered to go next.

	Rastus' red hair paled his face. He was skinny and small. He was short and preferred not to be seen, making himself smaller by staying in the darkness. A croak sent shock waves through the students. Rastus looked startled as a frog leaped toward him.

	Athanasia jumped forward next. She was uncomfortable. She waited ten minutes before giving up and returning to the circle. Dozens of students followed. Each met the same fate.

	Iris volunteered. Poseidon gazed at her, offering her a reassuring smile. She stared at the forest, waiting. The ocean swelled and rushed toward her. She was startled, gazing back toward the ocean. A sea turtle swam toward her. She sighed, relieved. Poseidon applauded, celebrating Iris' connection to his realm.

	"Cy...Xander...Dru," Zeus called, none obtaining any animal. "Vasilios," he called.

	In seconds, a mouse climbed up his leg. Vasilios greeted his mouse and appeared even happier when Zeus offered him a seat next to him.

	Kyril ran to the center, fidgeting. Kyril gazed at the tuna that appeared. He ran into the water to hug it. Poseidon pat him on the back and embraced him.

	Hera grinned, convinced she'd receive an animal. She stood in the center of the circle, waiting. She beamed, pleased when a fox made its way toward her. Zosime welcomed a crow as it landed on her shoulder. Sosrate petted an otter that greeted her. Persephone greeted a regal brown horse that caused applause to erupt for her. Harmony was the only one left.

	Harmony waited in the night. Everyone watched him. He would be startled if any animal chose to be associated with him. So many had no animals willing to represent them. If the children of the elite could not find any volunteers, why would he?

	Harmony felt the watchful gaze of Hades, Poseidon, and Zeus.

	"Nothing will show up," Kal noted.

	Zeus laughed and nodded, enjoying Harmony's rejection.

	A rustle in the trees shocked everyone. Harmony jumped and looked toward the large cluster of moving bushes. Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades leaned in with renewed interest. A low growl erupted from the forest. The students moved back, running to Zeus for protection.

	Harmony gasped. A large panther moved toward him. She looked at him, rubbing her body against his, knocking him to the ground. She was powerful. Even her affection knocked him off his feet. She sat on him, pleased. Harmony felt a connection and peace wash over him. He felt pride and humility erupt within him.

	"He is full of darkness and aggression," Zeus proclaimed, horrified.

	The students behind him gasped and shrunk back, some fleeing toward their rooms.

	"You know there is more to an animal than one meaning. Panthers are not dark, nor aggressive. They are smart and fearless. Panthers represent protection and rebirth. They offer a path to navigate the darkness," Hades retorted, defending the panther. Hades was as disturbed as Zeus, but it must be for different reasons.

	Hades' owl flew from his shoulder and landed in front of the panther. The two gazed at one another with respect. They moved together into the university.

	"They are going to our room," Hades commented, watching them.

	"Panthers thrive in the darkness. They are powerful. Owls also represent knowledge and wisdom. Both have deep understandings of death. You two share a destiny," Poseidon proclaimed to Harmony and Hades.

	"Let's go." Hades grabbed Harmony by the shoulder and ran, catching up to their animals.

	Hades' owl flew from his shoulder, landed on the panther, and rubbed against her. The panther rolled over, excited to have someone to play with. The two moved into the night. They made their way to Harmony and Hades' room.

	Hades and Harmony followed their animals. When they reached their floor, Hades slammed the door shut behind them. He grabbed Harmony and brought him into their bedroom, slamming that door behind him as well.

	"This isn't good." Hades sat on the bed, running his fingers through his hair.

	"What isn't good?" Harmony asked, smiling at his panther. It was large and kind. This was a good thing.

	"Most of the other animals are prey. Zeus's eagle can eat rabbits and mice, and Poseidon's dolphin can eat tuna. Even Iris's turtle isn't a threat to anyone. Persephone's horse is strong, but it is not a hunter. Hera's fox is a predator. She is destined for something great, but even that does not match the dominance of the other gods' animals. A fox won't kill an eagle or dolphin. The gods have animals at the top of their food chain. You have an animal that can fight them. You have a godlike animal. One that sits atop their ecosystem. Zeus will take this as a threat. A panther is linked to death and rebirth. He hates you. We must be careful. We are meant to travel this world together," Hades muttered, wringing his hands.

	"Won't we be protected?" Harmony questioned, rubbing his panther's ears. Maybe this would mean the other students would respect him. He would be valued for once.

	"Zeus is a powerful fighter. It is not that simple. You are untrained and without allies. I know my brother. He will strike sooner rather than later." Hades stood and bolted the door shut.

	A screech sounded from outside the window, startling them both. Zeus's eagle peered in at them, clawing to get in. Hades opened the window a crack and unwrapped the paper from its foot.

	"What does it say?" Harmony squeaked.

	"He wants you delivered to him now." Hades tore the paper and closed the window.

	Harmony's panther stood alert and circled them.

	"If Zeus wishes to kill me, I can't stop him," Harmony panicked.

	"Don't be thick. We aren't going to meet him," Hades retorted.

	"He's a god. Gods can't be ignored." Harmony looked around the room, not wanting to die.

	"I am also a god. We will stay in this room tonight. You will be under my protection." Hades sat on the bed, resolute.

	Harmony blushed. Hades protecting him felt very intimate. He became aware their animals were affectionate with one another. Hades undressed unabashed, slipping under the blanket nude.

	"We are the same age, eighteen," Harmony noted, aware he was about to be naked with a god.

	"Do you sleep standing and dressed?" Hades yawned, patting the spot next to him in his small bed.

	Harmony disrobed, his body pale and slender. He got under the sheets.

	"Are you sure you want to protect me?" Harmony asked, meeting Hades' eyes.

	Hades nodded, his gaze unreadable. The room had an energy to it. Hades and Harmony were looking at one another, untouching and unsure what to do. Harmony felt himself tense.

	"This is a small bed." Hades turned on his side, facing Harmony.

	"We are sleeping on top of one another." Harmony faced Hades, his heart beating fast. Harmony had grown hard, the sheets outlining his erection.

	"There are worse fates." Hades closed his eyes, sighing. He fell asleep.

	Harmony watched the god's chest rise and fall. He looked vulnerable. There were scars on Hades' chest from the battle with the Titans.

	Hades arms draped over Harmony in his sleep. Harmony felt himself move into Hades, the touch warm and soft. Harmony closed his eyes, forcing himself to sleep.

	"We both cuddle in our sleep," Hades observed, waking to the two of them intertwined.

	Harmony blushed and moved to separate himself from Hades, not that Hades seemed to mind.

	"Will Zeus be angry we ignored him?" Harmony asked, remembering the night.

	Harmony's panther wandered into their bedroom, yawning.

	"He will get it over it. I will talk to him. Focus on your classes today." Hades handed him a class schedule.

	Harmony looked down in dread. "What is physical training?" Harmony asked, not wanting to run.

	"You will choose a weapon and practice with it. Zeus uses his lightning. Poseidon uses the ocean and his trident. Everyone needs a weapon," Hades explained.

	"What is yours?" Harmony asked as he dressed for the day.

	Hades dressed in royal black robes. The black robe made him look even more translucent.

	"I have a helm that makes me invisible. I am efficient with a spear. I do represent death. That tends to be weapon enough," Hades elaborated with a small smile, pointing to a silver mask that protected his face.

	Harmony moved toward it, fascinated.

	"Try it," Hades encouraged.

	Harmony wore the helm and looked down. His entire body was gone. He was invisible.

	"This is weird." Harmony removed the helm, not liking the sensation.

	Hades shrugged and disappeared from the room, closing the door behind him.

	Harmony took a breath and trusted that Hades would fend off Zeus. He left the bedroom and moved into the dining room. The hall was full of food. It could feed hundreds. Harmony grabbed porridge, wondering where he would sit.

	The room went silent as everyone stared at him, remembering the night before. Zeus stood and moved toward him. Harmony's panther placed himself between Zeus and Harmony.

	"We need to speak," Hades said from behind Harmony, grabbing Zeus. Hades led Zeus away from him, whispering to his brother.

	"Would you like to join us?" Zosime asked. Her brown hair fell in curls down her neck, and her toned body was covered with thick armor. Next to her was a dark-skinned girl who was around seventeen.

	"I'm Athanasia," the beautiful woman next to Zosime introduced herself.

	Harmony greeted her and sat down, happy not to be alone. Zosime's crow was perched on her shoulder, gazing down at the group, intrigued.

	"Do you know which weapon you will choose to practice with?" Athanasia asked. She was wearing armor that shielded her body.

	"I'm going to choose a rapier." Zosime grinned, excited and eager for the class.

	"I'm not a fan of weapons." Harmony thought of the death at his home village, the cries of despair. He didn't want to partake in such destruction.

	"You may need to protect yourself." Athanasia frowned, concerned.

	They had finished their meal and moved toward the class with a small handful of students.

	"I don't know what I'm going to choose. I don't enjoy fights," Harmony explained.

	They had arrived in a stadium filled with every weapon imaginable. A tall, olive-skinned woman with black hair, in her thirties, towered before them. She was dressed as a warrior and held a long spear. She gazed at Harmony for a moment before turning to the class.

	"Welcome to your first class. My name is Selene. We will be choosing our dominant weapons today. If you know which weapon you would like, you may grab it and begin practicing. If you're unsure, we will work together to find the correct weapon," Selene explained.

	Zeus joined them outdoors, glaring at Harmony. Zeus stood next to a short, brown-haired man. He was Harmony's age. Next to him was a thin, tall seventeen-year-old girl with dirty-blonde hair. Harmony remembered them from the animal ceremony. The boy was Cy, and the girl was Sosrate. The otter that had chosen Sosrate remained at her side, content.

	Zosime grabbed a rapier. Sosrate chose a short sword and began practicing with Cy, who picked up a long sword. Zeus stood by them, bored. Athanasia remained next to Harmony, unsure of which weapon to choose.

	"There is some ambiguity," Selene observed. She kept a watchful eye on the class.

	"Tell me, in war, what do you wish to do? Do you imagine yourself in the brawl, fighting close to your enemies? Or do you imagine yourself far back from the battle?" Selene asked, her fingers trailing along the weapons with a sense of familiarity and affection.

	"I don't want to clash with anyone," Athanasia replied, observing the swords and spears with dissatisfaction.

	"Choose from these," Selene prompted. Selene gestured toward a bow and arrow and throwing knives.

	Athanasia nodded, picked a bow. She moved into the small band of students practicing combat.

	Selene gazed at Harmony. The two of them were alone. All the other students had made their selection. Her same intense expression had returned. Harmony did not need to imagine war or death. His village was destroyed in the war. He had seen the clashes of men and heard the moans of death. He knew the scent of death. He had made his choices between fighting, hiding, and running. He had known what it was like to emerge from the flames of war to see only bodies and smell decay. It was nothing he fantasized about.

	"You have a familiarity with these weapons. You've seen them before," Selene acknowledged.

	"Is the sword I requested here?" Zeus asked Selene, interrupting them.

	Selene frowned at him and shook her head, returning her focus to Harmony. He wondered what sword Zeus wanted.

	"I don't wish to bring death to anyone. To kill another, you have to kill part of yourself. I do not wish to die piece by piece," Harmony retorted, crossing his arms, trying to look stubborn.

	Harmony feared Selene would view him as afraid, and she would call Zeus over or dismiss him. Instead, she nodded.

	"Weapons may bring death. They may bring life as well. Combat is not only about attacking your opponents. It is about defending yourself. Here." Selene inspected the table before holding two pieces of war.

	The first was a silver metallic shield he could strap to his arm. The second was a small dagger. Her hands picked up the silver shield. Harmony could see his reflection in it. He disliked his pale face, scrawny body, unruly blond hair, and normal green eyes.

	"There are ways to injure someone that does not bring death or even long-term injury. Places that can be slashed that cause temporary pain. That will prevent you or someone you love from dying without causing the death of another. Learn the body well so you know how to keep yourself safe," Selene instructed.

	Harmony turned to find Athanasia and Zosime but was taken aback by Zeus, who was staring at him. Zosime grinned at him, ignoring Zeus' glares. She waved for him to join them. Athanasia smiled.

	"You have a panther represent you, yet you do not fight. You're as undeserving as I thought when you first stepped foot here," Zeus spat at him.

	Zeus raised his sword and approached Harmony. He felt his heartbeat quicken and piercing pangs in his chest as he willed himself not to faint. Harmony raised his knife, uncertain if Zeus was going to attack him. Zosime moved, her black hair a flurry as she took her place between the two. She separated them, her rapier raised.

	"Zeus, there is no reason to be cruel," Persephone interjected before Harmony could speak, glaring at the god. Persephone stood weaponless to the side of the class.

	"Do not speak on his behalf, Persephone. A woman from such an elite family has no business disgracing herself defending a commoner," Zeus jeered.

	"Why do you hate me?" Harmony asked, unsure of what to do when being attacked by a god.

	"My brothers and I fought for a new era. The worthy were to be selected, yet here you are. I have no idea why Hades has taken pity on you. It is a mistake. A poor villager is not worthy of a god's protection," Zeus roared.

	Cy and Sosrate flanked Zeus, both looking pleased at the scene in front of them.

	"My family produces the best wine in any land. My father is noble, and my mother is wealthy. To share a university with you shames me," Cy added, aggravated. Cy's long sword rested at his side while Sosrate still held her short sword.

	"I do not believe poverty should be all defining, but in my blood runs wealth and power. To see someone from such a lesser breed not even have to work to get here is a tragedy indeed. It lessens the legitimacy of Hades to approve of such things." Sosrate was looking at him, perplexed.

	"I would think the fact Zeus fears me proves I deserve to be here," Harmony retorted before he could stop himself.

	"Fear you? How dare you!" A lightning bolt struck near Harmony, lifting him off the ground.

	Harmony fell, rolling to his side in pain. The rest of the students had emerged in the crowd, gazing at Zeus with wonder.

	Hades and Poseidon ran toward the conflict, concerned. Hades' attractive, long hair bounced as he ran. His eyes drew the attention of the crowd even as a battle took place in front of them. Harmony himself was distracted by Hades' stunning eyes.

	Poseidon had already found love after less than a week in the university, it appeared. Kal, the gorgeous dark-haired man with the bunny that represented him, was hand-in-hand with Poseidon. Kal wore no shirt, his toned abs and chest glistening with sweat. His dark curls were unmoving as he ran.

	Harmony did not want Hades to fight his battles. He rested his hand over his heart, willing it to be strong. He wanted to be able to protect himself. Selene had grabbed a golden shield and a long sword. She approached them, weapons raised.

	"I am not the one sending messages late at night requesting meetings. I am not the one stealing glances. I have no obsession with you. You seem to be fixated on me. You either find me threatening or desirable. If it is the latter, let it be known I find you the least attractive of the three gods," Harmony argued.

	Hades eyes widened at this. Poseidon hid a grin.

	Kal smiled at Harmony and pressed his hands into Poseidon's shoulder, relaxing the god. Kal had love bites on his neck. Poseidon was covered in them. Kal was a passionate lover.

	"Come now, brother. We respect each other. When we declare someone under our protection, that cannot be debated. You shall find someone you wish to protect. You will not want Hades disrespecting your desires. Be fair. We each rule a realm. If Harmony and Hades are fated to be together, they will journey into the underworld. You will not see either often," Poseidon consoled Zeus, pulling him away from Harmony.

	"If he is not careful, I will be the one who sends him to the underworld," Zeus hissed, following his brother.

	"Zeus is violent. You must learn to use these," Selene whispered.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 4

	Harmony was restless. Zeus confronting him replayed in his mind. Harmony had insulted a god. The most powerful god, the god of the realm he lived in. Everyone believed he and Hades to be destined together. He sighed, making up his mind on what to do.

	"I am surprised to see you. You were clear you wanted your own bed," Hades acknowledged, staring at Harmony. Hades lay naked, his lean body causing reactions to spark through Harmony.

	Harmony had returned from classes to find a much more elaborate bed than he had anticipated. The headboard had a sophisticated panther carved into it. His panther was sprawled across the yellow sheets. The whole room had been repainted a pale yellow. A soft white rug was placed at the end of the bed, and a large black circular bed sat next to the window. Harmony assumed it was for his panther, but the panther seemed more than content to use the bed.

	"I couldn't sleep. I'm scared," Harmony admitted, hoping he was not unwelcomed.

	Hades looked surprised but not unpleased. He patted the space next to him on the small bed.

	"Come," Hades muttered.

	Harmony sat on the bed, unsure if it was acceptable to look at Hades nude. Hades was lost in thought. He stared at the ceiling, his body still. His eyebrow ticked upward, and his mouth set in a thin line.

	"You are too isolated," Hades whispered, eyes not moving from the ceiling.

	"Zeus finds power in being loved. If you wish to ever have a class that he does not attack you in, you must have enough friends to shelter you," Hades added.

	"How would friends shelter me?" Harmony asked, confused.

	Hades stretched, his abs and ribs moving under his skin. His skin was nearly translucent. While the other gods were tanned and muscular, Hades was pale and lean.

	"Zeus believes it his job to judge others. To determine their merits. It is mine. I decide the fate of those who die. Zeus knows this. Yet, he fears judgment. If he believes attacking you will hurt his status, he will be much more careful before he acts." Hades sat on the bed as if that resolved the situation.

	"I'm not good at making friends or impressing people," Harmony admitted.

	"You impress me." Hades coughed, blushing.

	Harmony wanted to respond. He didn't know how to flirt with a god.

	"Bring your panther with you to classes tomorrow. Everyone will want to see him. Now, I must sleep. I believe you have a bed you insisted on." Hades gestured for Harmony to leave the room, indicating the conversation was over.

	* * * *

	"Welcome. Everyone, find a seat," a silver-haired man ordered. He wore a dark purple robe that was stained with glowing neon colors.

	The man was thinly built and clean-shaven. His green eyes glowed, and he looked bemused, smiling at everyone.

	The classroom was as decadent as the rest of the school. White marble pillars spiraled up to a cathedral ceiling that was made of glass. The sun shined down on them. The walls and floor were mirrored black marble. The whole room was clean. He could see his reflection wherever he looked.

	The desks and chairs were made of dark oak. In the center of the room were silver cauldrons and pots hanging above piers of wood, some of which were ablaze. Hades, Zeus, and Poseidon sat in the front of the class. Cy, Cybele, Sosrate, Persephone, Iris, Hera, Kyril, and Kal sat behind them. Harmony sat in the third row, the furthest back from the teacher. Zosime sat next to him, greeting him with a smile. Athanasia and Vasilios sat next to her. Persephone and Hades were deep in conversation, laughing together.

	Kal and Poseidon sat side by side. Kal's hands traveled up Poseidon's thighs with familiarity. Poseidon spread his legs, allowing Kal to touch wherever he liked. Harmony noticed Rhode frown and move toward them.

	"Nice to see you both again," Rhode said. His pitch-black hair stood in every direction. He was thin, his ember eyes glowing.

	"Have you named your panther?" Dru asked, sitting next to Rhode.

	Dru was blond and round. His belly pushed against the desk. Dru gazed at Harmony's panther with affection. Harmony had headed Hades' advice and brought his panther with him.

	"I need to think of a name," Harmony admitted. He had been thinking about it, but no name came to mind.

	"I am great at naming things! I named all my siblings." Xander sat next to Dru, rubbing his hands together.

	Xander and Dru looked to be related. Both were blond and had similar moles. They had a smile that had the same dimples. Xander was muscular and broad-shouldered.

	"What would you name him?" Harmony asked.

	Athanasia and Vasilios had paused their conversation and turned to face them.

	"Name him Moon," Zosime suggested.

	"No! Name him something regal like Zeus! That would infuriate the other Zeus," Xander offered, petting the panther.

	"I don't know about that," Harmony laughed, rubbing behind the panther's ears. The panther was exquisite.

	"What about Cosmo?" Xander asked.

	"Cosmo...I like it. What do you think Cosmo?" Harmony asked, continuing to pet the panther.

	Cosmo stretched and rolled over, allowing the students near him to give him a belly rub. His paws outstretched. He closed his eyes, comfortable.

	"I think he likes. Cosmo it is," Harmony decided, smiling as the small group rubbed the panther.

	"Very nice panther, now settle down, everyone. Sit, sit, sit. Today, we begin our lessons in magic. I am Atticus, and I will be teaching you several unique forms of magic," the silver-haired teacher said.

	Harmony glanced up to the front of the class. Zeus and Hades were staring at him, both with unreadable expressions. Zeus turned, his arm wrapping around Sosrate. He stroked her blonde hair. She was beautiful, Harmony thought. Her robe was revealing, rounding around her large breasts. Poseidon stopped whispering to Kal and before turning to the professor. Harmony followed suit, trying to ignore Zeus.

	"Magic is dangerous. Some are born with magic. Given to them by their lineage. Like Zeus, Hades, and Poseidon. Their lineage granted them gifts that no one could replicate, no matter how hard they tried. Others receive their magic as gifts or rewards from the gods as a blessing. Others study and learn the arts as I have done. Some learn to mix magical ingredients to concoct cursed or blessed potions. Today, we will be focusing on assessing your innate magical abilities. Now, don't worry if you don't have any. Anyone can learn to mix a potion." Atticus paced in front of the class, his smile broad and happy.

	Atticus ushered the class to one of the silver cauldrons. The contents were unlike anything Harmony had seen. There were deep neon liquids of reds, greens, yellows, and blues swirling and mixing. They were icy yet boiling and steaming, a smoke emitting from deep within the cauldron. It was chillier near the cauldron than anywhere else in the room.

	"You will pull one strand of hair and drop it into the cauldron. If it only smokes and steams, that means you have no innate magical abilities. You will focus on mastering potions. If you have a magical ability, the potion will turn to solid ice, forming a picture of that ability. If that occurs, you will spend time in class mastering your magical ability," Atticus explained, jubilant.

	"Don't forget, the gods can give magic. If you don't have any and have earned our favor, one of us may bless you," Zeus declared, gazing at the class.

	The class gasped. The group of students who had formed relationships with the gods grinned, happy.

	"Well, let's begin. Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades, you will go first." Atticus ushered Zeus to the silver cauldron.

	Zeus twirled a single golden lock of hair and pulled it from his head. He dropped the hair into the cauldron, which fizzled. The room went cold, the breath of the students becoming visible.

	The potion froze and moved into a shape resembling stained glass. Zeus pulled an image of himself from the cauldron. In the image, his hands were radiating red. His right hand held a lightning bolt erupting from it, and his left, a cloud floated with rain pouring down.

	"Good Zeus. Your powers of lightning and control of the weather are well-known and infamous. Poseidon, come forward." Atticus pulled Poseidon by the wrist to the cauldron.

	Poseidon was less careful with his hair, grabbing one at random and yanking it hard. He threw it into the cauldron with less showmanship than Zeus. The same frosty sensation moved through the room as the cauldron boiled. The image that emerged was blue. Poseidon appeared to be floating. One of his hands held a trident that controlled the waves. In his other, he was gesturing toward sea animals. They moved at his command.

	"Wonderful, wonderful abilities. We are fortunate you are one of our gods," Atticus declared as Poseidon pocketed the image and reached for Kal's hand.

	The two stood together, though Kal's eyes seemed to wander toward Zeus. Poseidon didn't notice. Poseidon pushed Hades forward.

	Hades frowned, pulling a knife from his robe and cutting a lock of hair. He threw it into the cauldron and walked back to Poseidon before the cold image could even form. Atticus pulled the image from the cauldron. It was black, while Hades' figure was shown in white. A cloak that allowed him to be invisible covered half his body. His right hand held a pitchfork that commanded the souls of the underworld.

	"Terrifying. Now, we will start with the rest of you. Who would like to go first?" Atticus asked, staring at the class.

	Hera stepped forward, her red fox flanking her. Her curly, long black hair flowed down her muscular back. Her hazel eyes scanned the cauldron. She wasn't scared of it. She moved with power that even the gods noticed. She gracefully removed a lock of hair and dropped it into the cauldron. The class waited, eyeing her.

	The cauldron turned to ice, the familiar chill spreading across the room. Hera bent and picked up the image formed in the cauldron. She stood in the image. Her hands were outstretched. Animals were running toward her.

	"The ability to summon animals. Very good! A powerful magical ability indeed," Atticus exclaimed. "Next, next," he called to the room.

	Hera smiled and moved next to Zeus and Sosrate. Sosrate fidgeted, but did not move from Zeus's side.

	Cy, his short and scrawny body moving with surprising speed, stepped forward. He tugged on his brown hair and dropped several strands into the potion. It simmered and boiled. Cy frowned, disappointed. He moved back into the group, dejected.

	Iris moved forward. She glanced at Poseidon; her straight black hair braided behind her back. She was slender and seemed breakable. She walked to the cauldron and placed a strand into the cauldron. The cauldron's contents turned to ice, and she held an image of herself outlined in blue and green. She was blurry, both underwater and on land at the same time. Atticus looked at the picture before smiling.

	"The power of speed! On both land and water. You will move like the wind and waves if you train with dedication," Atticus declared.

	Iris's serious face turned into a broad smile. She jogged to Poseidon and Kal, who patted her on the back.

	Cybele pushed Iris and Kal out of the way, moving from Sosrate and Zeus. She had a thick frame and light brown eyes. They matched her short hair. She held a strand of hair already in her hand, threw it into the cauldron, and waited. The contents smoked and boiled. Cybele huffed and glared at Zeus as if waiting for him to give her a gift. His silence answered her glare, and she crossed her arms, moving back to his side.

	Persephone walked from Hades' side to the cauldron. Her long blonde hair had been braided in circles around her face. Her green eyes focused on the cauldron. She was slender and shorter than Hera and Iris. She placed a strand of hair into the potion, which turned to ice.

	Persephone showed Atticus the icy image. In it, she was dressed in black but surrounded by lush green plants, bending over and touching a plant. The plant she touched in the image had grown taller than any of the others.

	"You cannot grow plants, but it looks like you can aid them and nurture them with a touch. A most industrious gift that will aid many a crop and farmers. It will help the forests and animals," Atticus explained.

	Persephone smiled. She held the image to her, returning to Hades. The god congratulated her.

	Athanasia stepped forward. Her curly black hair fell above her dark shoulders. She moved with power and determination. The cauldron boiled and smoked, forming no image for her. Unlike the others, she seemed happy at this and joined Zosime.

	"No one will target me," Harmony overheard Athanasia whisper to Zosime.

	Harmony had not thought of this. Those with magic would be considered more threatening.

	Sostrate left Zeus's side and moved toward the cauldron. She had a strand of her long blonde hair wrapped in her fingers. She let the strand fall and stood waiting. The cauldron boiled and hissed. Zeus's face was stern. She looked disappointed, her eyes downcast.

	"Please?" Sosrate asked Zeus, turning to face him.

	Zeus looked her over, his glare piercing. He shrugged, raising his hands.

	"Fine. I expect you to be faithful for the rest of your days," Zeus said. A yellow fire erupted from Zeus's hands, surrounding Sosrate.

	Sosrate's body glowed, sweat dripping from her skin.

	"What is this?" Sosrate asked as the fire faded.

	"I have blessed you with the power to heal wounds with a touch. Let this be a lesson to mortals that there is a reward for loyalty," Zeus chuckled.

	Sosrate fell to the ground crying, her face euphoric. The class gazed at Zeus with awe and wonder. Hades glared at Zeus, concerned.

	"A kind gift from an extraordinary god. Who will go next?" Atticus asked.

	"Let's get this over with," Zosime declared as she stepped forward.

	Zosime sauntered to the silver cauldron, her olive skin and green eyes glistening. She looked undisturbed as she dropped a lock of hair into the potion. The room went cold, and the familiar icy fog covered the room. Zosime held the tablet depicting her powers close to her.

	"You must show us," Zeus called before Zosime could return, her powers private.

	Harmony anticipated Zosime to put up a fight, but instead, she turned on her heel and held the tablet to the room.

	It was every color blurring together. Her body blurred and contorted into different bodies and shapes.

	"You're a shapeshifter," Poseidon noted, smiling.

	Zosime nodded and moved next to Harmony and Athanasia's. She pocketed the tablet and fixed her attention on the cauldron, waiting for the next student.

	Kyril moved forward. He looked unsure of what to drop into the cauldron. The gods remained silent, as did Atticus. He pulled an arm hair and let it float into the cauldron. He removed a chilly tablet depicting ten identical versions of himself.

	"Self-duplication. Wonderful!" Atticus exclaimed. "Who will be next? There are only seven of you left." Atticus observed.

	Harmony shrunk back, determined to go last.

	"Fine, fine. Let's see what I have coming." Kal moved the cauldron, eyeing the class with his bright green eyes.

	Poseidon admired Kal's night-black hair and toned body. Kal's robe was open, his muscular legs viewable to everyone.

	The cauldron smoked and left him grimacing. His arms crossed as he refused to move from the cauldron. Unlike Sosrate, he didn't beg. Instead, he huffed before turning toward Poseidon.

	"What power do you wish for?" Poseidon asked.

	"I wish for my natural powers to be enhanced," Kal responded, grinning.

	Poseidon rubbed his temple, frowning. He shook his head.

	"Truly?" Poseidon hesitated.

	Kal nodded, his brow twitching. Poseidon looked at Kal before raising his hands. Kal was immersed in a blue flame that covered him from head to toe. When it disappeared, Harmony found himself aroused and aching for Kal.

	"Damnit," Athanasia muttered. She eyed him in the same wanting way as Harmony and the rest of the class.

	Even Zeus and Hades were struggling to maintain their composure. Kal looked at the class, his smile wide and arrogant yet completely alluring. Poseidon did not touch him, though Kal reached for his hand.

	"Ahem, someone come forward," Atticus requested as the class struggled to regain control.

	Xander moved to the cauldron, only to be disappointed with a boiling cauldron that yielded no image. Dru pushed himself to the cauldron, clumps of his blond hair in his hands. He dropped the hair into the cauldron. It boiled and smoked, leaving Dru dejected.

	"Get out of the way," Vasilios ordered, pushing Dru.

	Vasilios was thin with thick brown hair. His mouse stood on his shoulder. Vasilios let a single strand of hair fall into the potion. The potion cooled and rewarded him with a tablet of an image of his powers.

	The image depicted him staring at a stranger. Vasilios, in the image, was crying, laughing, and smiling.

	"An empath. The ability to read another's emotions. How interesting," Atticus muttered.

	Vasilios smiled, turning to return to Athanasia.

	"Come, stand by me," Zeus ordered.

	Vasilios's smile expanded. He fell by Zeus's side.

	"I'll go next," Rhode said. He was left wanting as the cauldron only boiled for him.

	Rastus' red hair bounced as he moved to the cauldron. He rocked back and forth, pulling at his hair. Zeus snickered, whispering to Vasilios, who also smirked. The cauldron only boiled.

	Rastus rubbed his face, looking as if he were about to cry.

	"What a loser," Zeus yelled to the class.

	Vasilios, Kal, and Sosrate laughed and jeered. Hades stood, deciding to intervene.

	"I will bless you," Hades decided.

	Rastus was covered in black smoke.

	"Rastus can foresee any danger that threatens him," Hades declared.

	Zeus fumed but said nothing, crossing his muscular arms. Rastus retreated, standing by Hades' side, leaving Harmony to face the cauldron.

	Harmony could feel his heart racing, his pace quickening. Everyone stared at him and Cosmo. Harmony wrung his hands, forcing himself to the front of the cauldron. Hades' eyes were fixed on him. Even Poseidon was attentive, gazing at Harmony. Zeus's burning blue eyes met Harmony's.

	Harmony plucked a single strand of his hair and dropped it into the cauldron. Part of him wanted it to show nothing, hoping that would prevent Zeus's wrath. An equal part wanted a magical gift that could protect him. Before he could decide which he'd prefer, he felt a deep chill that left him shivering.

	Zeus and Hades leaned forward, waiting to see what Harmony pulled from the cauldron. Harmony held his breath and faced his tablet. It depicted him being struck by Zeus, a lightning bolt hitting his chest. Instead of killing him, the lightning bolt bounced off his chest and struck Zeus.

	"I have never seen this before. The power to reflect magic from even the gods. Whatever magical ability is used on you will only be rebounded against the caster. How fascinating," Atticus uttered.

	Hades smirked while Poseidon turned to Kal, uninterested. Zeus stared at the picture of himself struck by his bolt, livid.

	"I hope this doesn't make you feel safe. I can end you with a sword." Zeus grimaced, cracking his knuckles.

	"Let's not get heated. We have a full day of potions," Atticus interjected, trying to regain control of the room.

	Most of the class was still staring at Harmony with fear. Kal groaned when Atticus distributed potion books to the entire class. Zeus kicked his feet up on the table, glaring at Harmony.

	"How might I strip someone of their power?" Zeus asked Atticus.

	Atticus looked startled at the question, rummaging through the book. Harmony doubted it was even possible to remove powers from someone. Hades and Poseidon leaned in, intrigued by the question.

	"That is not possible using magic, but an oracle could help you. They tend to deal with the darker arts," Atticus blustered.

	Zeus huffed, returning to his glares. The rest were forced to turn the pages of their books. Atticus discussed the methods of concocting a simple protection potion that strengthened morale. After Atticus' lecture, the class separated into two. Those without powers had to work on the potion, while the others had to train to use their powers.

	Athanasia, Rhode, Xander, Dru, Cybele, and Cy began collecting ingredients for their potion. Cy and Rhode were gifted at potion-making. They measured the ingredients as their potion fizzled. The potion turned a neon yellow, identical to Atticus' potion. Athanasia and Dru were effective but moved slower. Potion-making came less naturally to them. Cybele and Xander were disastrous. Cybele struggled to measure. She created regular explosions in her cauldron. Xander struggled not to get distracted. He seemed to be making a potion with none of the ingredients assigned.

	"How do I sense danger?" Rastus questioned, confused.

	"The gods will help you if you need," Atticus warbled as he tried to correct Xander's potion.

	The potion had begun to make a screaming sound. Hades stood by him and helped the freckled young man. Hades moved with his spear, sometimes striking near him while others striking at him.

	"Focus. Close your eyes," Hades encouraged Rastus.

	Rastus closed his eyes and waited. Hades told him to attune to his senses. Rastus dodged the spear, his eyes closed. He celebrated. Hades applauded and moved to Persephone, who greeted him kindly.

	The two had a deep bond. Hades did not have to mentor her. He watched as she placed a seed in the palm of her hand. It bloomed as if she had done it a thousand times before. She moved her hands from seed to seed, growing sunflower after sunflower. Her pale face and tunic were covered with smudges of dirt. After she grew each flower, she would lean in close, her ear pressed against the flower, listening to it.

	"Do they speak to you?" Hades wondered.

	Persephone nodded, handing Hades one of the flowers as a gift.

	"Do my powers work?" Kal asked Poseidon.

	Kal had stripped off his shirt, and much of the class was looking at him. Rhode and Xander had stopped brewing their potions and stared at Kal's glistening chest. Poseidon was irritated. He ignored Kal, walking over to Iris. Kal was unbothered, turning to Zeus instead.

	"You would stir desires in anyone shirtless, powers or not. Ask someone more prudish. Try Hades," Zeus taunted, gazing at his brother.

	Kal shrugged and confronted Hades, lifting his arms and showing off his body. He winked at the black-haired god. Kal licked his lips, his green eyes fixed on the god of the underworld.

	Harmony tried not to gasp. Hades was endowed. His large cock had stiffened, its outline visible against his dark robes. It twitched as Kal turned around, the outline of his bubbly ass facing Hades.

	"The show is sexy, but to answer your question, your powers work. Everyone was aroused the moment Poseidon gifted you your power. You needn't practice," Hades scolded.

	Poseidon stomped over to Iris, his expression pure annoyance. Iris was running from one side of the room to the other. She tied her black hair into a tight bun behind her and tried again, jogging across the room.

	"What am I doing wrong?" Iris questioned.

	Poseidon placed a hand on her chest, telling her to breathe. He instructed her not to focus on the room in front of her, but on the destination she desired. Create a goal, he told her, and move toward that destination. Iris opened her eyes calmly and moved. She was quicker than Zeus' lightning, flying out of the room. Xander and Dru cheered. Dru finished his potion. Atticus tried to clean Xander's cauldron, but his contents had hardened into a rock shape.

	Hera needed no advising. She opened a window, and with the smallest of movements, birds and rabbits ran to her. She twitched a finger, and a deer emerged from the woods, looking at her. Zeus stared in wonder. Harmony had not seen him so impressed. Zeus made his way over toward the window and placed a hand on her shoulder.

	"You are incredible with your power. It is extraordinary," Zeus praised as she dismissed the animals back to the forest.

	Sosrate drew a small knife from her pocket and gave herself a tiny cut on her finger. She clasped her finger and closed her eyes, trying to heal herself. When she opened her hand, her injured finger remained.

	"How disappointing. It should be easier for you as I gave you power," Zeus criticized, turning his focus back to Hera.

	Sosrate closed her eyes again and tightened her grip on her finger, her hand shaking. She freed her finger, which had healed, and beamed. Zeus did not notice. Even when she showed him, he did not praise her. She sat at her desk, upset.

	Zosime was trying to impress Athanasia with her powers. Zosime would look at a student for several seconds, close her eyes, and her entire body would change to look like the student she was mimicking. If she had not focused enough, there were flaws. When she tried to look like Zeus, she gave herself brown eyes. She was not able to copy the exact shade of Rastus' hair. When she turned herself into Cy, she made herself far too short, causing Athanasia to laugh and Cy to yell in offense.

	"Very impressive. Though you must pay more attention before shifting," Athanasia teased.

	Kyril aided Poseidon after a great deal of struggle. No matter how hard Kyril focused, only one of him stood in the room. Poseidon was kind and encouraging. He had found several small mirrors and placed them around the room.

	"Look at each mirror. See yourself in it and imagine yourself stepping out of the mirror. Breathe. With each breath, step out of the mirror. We can work on it over time, so you won't need the mirrors," Poseidon encouraged.

	Kyril nervously glanced at Iris and Xander. They stood next to him, encouraging him. Kyril placed himself in the center of the room and looked at his reflection in each mirror. After every exhale, a duplicate of Kyril stepped out of the mirror. Ten Kyril's stood in the room, and no one was sure which one was real. Kyril gasped and let the illusions disappear. Xander applauded and proceeded to propose a number of schemes that involved Kyril's powers.

	"How did Kyril feel when he succeeded?" Cybele asked.

	Cybele had completed her potion and was helping Vasilios master his powers. Zeus was not helping anyone, wrapped in conversation with Hera. Vasilios blushed, insecure.

	"Take my hand. How do I feel?" Cybele asked.

	Vasilios held Cybele's hand and focused on her.

	"Patient," Vasilios voiced.

	Cybele nodded, affirming he was right.

	"Your turn," Hades instructed.

	Harmony was startled but agreed, standing in front of Hades.

	Hades gazed into Harmony's eyes with surprising intensity. It was not invasive, but it was overwhelming. He wondered what Hades was thinking when he saw him. Harmony yearned for Vasilios to tell the class how Hades was feeling.

	"Your power seems reactionary. Natural, almost like the gods. We do not master our powers. They are part of us. Let's see if I'm right," Hades pondered.

	The only power Harmony knew Hades to have, was to control spirits. Harmony became nervous about what Hades was going to do to him. He bit his lip, waiting. Hades moved his hands. A blue orb smashed into Harmony. He felt it. It was a soul, a man who died in war. He could sense the soul as it turned and threw itself back at Hades. The god bent over as it collided with his chest.

	"Very reactionary. Your powers are like ours. Innate. Isn't that something?" Hades marveled, rubbing his chest.

	The soul disappeared, returning to the underworld. The class applauded in awe at Harmony. Poseidon looked impressed. Hera stared at him. Zeus, however, was not impressed.

	"No, it is not marvelous. This class is over," Zeus stated, leaving the room.

	Sosrate, Cy, Hera, Vasilios, and Cybele followed. Kal whispered something to Poseidon, who nodded. The two left, followed by Kyril, Iris, and Persephone.

	"Well, we were about done anyway. I hope you found the class instructive. Go about your day," Atticus reasoned, realizing everyone was leaving.

	Hades appeared next to Harmony and grabbed him by the wrist, leading him. Hades did not utter a word. Zosime and Athanasia waved as Hades dragged Harmony out of the classroom.

	* * * *

	


Chapter 5

	Hades stopped. They had reached the staircase. A commotion had prevented anyone from moving.

	"Truly? You could have been given any magic imaginable, and you wish to be desired. Are you so vain?" Poseidon asked Kal.

	The two stood atop the stairs, eyes burning and faces contorted. Poseidon was wrathful while Kal's green eyes burned.

	Kal was offended. "Not all of us were born with everything we ever wanted. My looks have protected me, and now they will continue to do so," Kal spat.

	"What are you talking about? You were born to royalty, a son of a nobleman. You are waited on hand and foot," Poseidon yelled.

	"I was born to an abusive drunk and a mother who was killed in your war. All so you and your brothers could become more powerful. Near godlike powers weren't enough! Forgive me for knowing that few things in this life protect you. Beauty is one of them. I am served day and night? I work day and night. I am not immortal. This body requires work. I see cake I yearn for, but I eat leaves and carrots and pretend to drink wine when I sip on water. Now I can eat, read, or fuck." Kal slammed his fist on the golden banister of the stairs.

	Poseidon shrunk back, speechless.

	"It cannot be news to you that Kal is vain, brother? Surely, you knew this," Zeus laughed, glancing at the two of them, amused.

	"My brothers and I have ushered in a kinder world by defeating the Titans. We are over. Enjoy your powers of eternal beauty. Go and see if they actually protect you." Poseidon huffed, leaving Kal standing on the stairs.

	Kal's gaze followed Poseidon before turning cold.

	"The show is over," Kal yelled to the crowd. He eyed Zeus and moved to his roommate's side.

	Zeus laughed and patted him on the back. "Having a god's affection is not all that fun, is it?" Zeus asked.

	Before Harmony could hear the answer, Hades' grasp returned to his wrist. He led them up the empty stairs.

	Hades slammed their bedroom door, and faced him, his eyes burning. "Who were your parents?" Hades questioned, facing Harmony.

	Cosmo and Hades' owl were sitting next to one another, looking at the two of them. Hades sat on the edge of his bed, concerned.

	"I don't know. You know I belonged to Atreo. I was never told who my parents were. It wasn't until the whole village was killed in the war that was I free. I was sent here," Harmony explained.

	Harmony had spent many nights as a child dreaming of a loving family who would demand Atreo return him. He had hoped for years he had parents who would find him. He gave up. Most slaves were sold young and torn from their parents. It was unlikely Harmony would ever know who birthed him.

	"Magical gifts are usually the result of blessings from the gods. The blessing trickles down generations. Everyone else in that room is a child of a wealthy merchant or nobleman. It was to be expected that many would have magic. You have powerful magic, and yet no one knows who you are. Zeus' wrath will only grow," Hades explained, shaking his head.

	"What should I do?" Harmony asked, fearful.

	"Begin thinking politically. You'll need more than me," Hades sighed, lying on the bed.

	"He has more than you," a woman said from behind them.

	Hades startled. Harmony jumped, not expecting they would have company.

	Zosime and Athanasia stood at the bedroom entrance. Athanasia appeared anxious to be in Hades' room. Her hands fidgeted. Zosime was much calmer, leaning against the door.

	"Do you gods all think that mortals worship you? There was a cost for your war. We are free from the Titans, but villages were burned, families killed, and entire cities lost. The three of you celebrate and expect to be worshipped. You invited the richest and most powerful of the surviving villages to this place. I'm assuming Harmony was the only surviving villager. At least you showed kindness, welcoming Harmony despite his rags. Zeus would have turned him away. You did not. Some here would bow to Zeus, to any of you three. I will not. If a god fears Harmony, then I will stand next to him. He has not burned down our villages and treated mortals like pawns." Zosime glared at Hades, crossing her arms.

	Hades smirked, impressed with her stand. Hades walked across the room, closing the door behind Zosime and Athanasia. Athanasia was stoic. She was sizing Hades, trying to determine if he could be trusted.

	"Poseidon cares about the losses suffered, but only I feel the souls of the dead. Zeus does not care at all. I am not mortal, but you will have my protection. There is an opportunity to make the gods fear mortals," Hades promised, leaving the room.

	Zosime and Athanasia waiting for Hades' footsteps to quiet. They sat on the bed, thinking. It was clear Zosime was contemplating something. She stared at Harmony.

	"Come with us. Let me show you something," Zosime said, offering her hand.

	They left the room, the animal statues watching their every move.

	They came to the beach by the lake. Rastus' thin body was red from the sun. Kyril was laughing at Rastus' red skin while his ebony skin had a stunning glow to it. Rhode had the same dark skin and muscular frame. He waved at them. Rhode said goodbye to Kyril and Rastus and met the three of them on the edge of the beach.

	"Rhode comes from the village across the river from mine. Both were destroyed in the war," Zosime explained.

	Zosime pulled a paper from her pocket. It was long and had the names of every village in Greece. Half were crossed off. Many had numbers circled in red, indicating how many had died in the battle.

	"The ones crossed are villages with no survivors," Athanasia stated.

	Athanasia's fingers trailed down the long list. It was clear the losses of the war with the Titans were numerous. Harmony's village was not the only one that had been destroyed. Half of the villages had been destroyed.

	"Nice to see you, Harmony. I worried you thought that Zeus' opinion of you was shared by everyone. I was hoping we could talk more. Most villages lost over half their population. The war was brutal. My village lost about sixty percent of its people," Rhode elaborated, his finger resting on a village's name near the bottom of the list.

	"Zeus and the gods promised freedom for any enslaved that fought with them. No slaves have been liberated yet. It's causing discontent. Their owners say the gods have retracted their offer. The slaves demand the promises be kept," Zosime said. "Zeus is already out for you. More people are dying daily. We need to show the gods they don't have complete power over us. We can stand up to them together." Zosime smiled.

	Harmony looked at the water ripple. He could hear the laughter of Rastus and Kyril in the background. Kal was naked, walking toward the beach with Zeus by his side. Zeus whispered something to Kal, who looked at Harmony and shrugged before nodding.

	Harmony could see each of the god's temples made from elaborate gold and marble that could have been better used elsewhere. They could have used the pillars that supported their temples to restore homes and buildings. They built temples for themselves instead. He knew it was a suicide mission to stand up to Zeus, even with his powers and Cosmo by his side. People died for less, though.

	"I guess we don't have a choice. I think Hades and Poseidon can be reasoned with, but Zeus is arrogant," Harmony agreed.

	Athanasia cheered, and Zosime beamed.

	"We will have to talk about this more later," Rhode gushed, pointing toward Kal. Kal was within earshot of them.

	"Rhode, I had no idea you were so toned. We must spend more time together," Kal flirted, winking.

	Harmony cursed the magic Poseidon has blessed Kal with. He could feel himself hardening, and if he was not mistaken, Rhode was also aroused. Rhode was infatuated with Kal, blushing and exchanging looks with Zeus' favorite and Poseidon's ex.

	"Harmony, it appears you have an impressive shaft," Kal declared, pointing toward his growing erection.

	Harmony blushed and stammered, unsure of what to say.

	Before he could get any words out, Kal sat next to the four of them. He lay in the sun, allowing it to cover his body. A thin sweat broke over his olive skin, and he closed his eyes.

	Zosime and Athanasia muttered, annoyed, before saying goodbye to Harmony and Rhode. Kal didn't even wave goodbye to them, but he did roll over to face Harmony. Rhode was lying next to Kal, enjoying the sun and quiet. Rhode seemed lost in thought.

	"I brought this for the two of you." Kal retrieved a card from under a purple bracelet he wore.

	"What is it?" Rhode asked.

	The card had scrolling red ink on it and a seal with the letter K stamped over the top. The paper was expensive.

	"An invitation to an orgy I am throwing tonight at eight in the academy's chambers. I believe it is the first chamber to the right. It will be the three of us, but I welcome any guests you would like to invite," Kal uttered, adding another wink for Rhode. Before Harmony could reject the offer, Kal stood and dove into the lake.

	Rhode watched Kal swim. The water flowed off his skin, and he turned, letting the water keep him afloat. His muscular body was perfect. There were no scars or acne. Only muscles and beauty.

	"I will be going. We can learn more about Zeus from Kal and have some fun. Come with me?" Rhode pleaded.

	Rhode's eyes never left Kal's floating body. Kal, for his part, winked and blew kisses to Rhode. Harmony wondered if Zeus had put Kal up to flirting with Rhode or if Kal was interested in him.

	"What if Zeus is trying to get us to confide in Kal?" Harmony questioned, sure that Kal would not invite Harmony to anything without Zeus' blessing.

	Rhode bit his lip, thinking. Kal swam over to Xander. The two were splashing water on each other. Xander jumped on Kal's back, causing the both of them to sink beneath the surface in a fit of giggles.

	"Better to know what they're up to. Plus, I don't think Kal is as vain as others make him out to be. He stood up to Poseidon. I think he is trying to play every side to keep himself safe," Rhode postulated.

	Rhode was love-struck, and Harmony knew there was no way to talk him out of attending. Harmony didn't want to risk his friend. Kal had told him to invite anyone he wanted. He could convince Hades to go to protect them.

	"Fine. It will be fun," Harmony sighed, still uncertain.

	Rhode hugged Harmony in relief. The two shared stories, bathing in the sun. Rhode told him of his days in his village. His family had been born poor but managed to make trading routes to smaller villages. They soon controlled the trade for western Greece.

	Rhode was assuring and kind, never judging Harmony when he told him of his days under Atreo. Rhode's family owned no slaves. There were connected abolitionist movements throughout the kingdom. It was how Zosime and Rhode families had known of each other even before the academy.

	Kal returned to the beach, drying himself in the warm sun. He was putting on a show of bending over in front of Rhode, his muscular ass pointed up toward the clouds. He was also going out of his way to ensure Rhode knew of his flexibility, leaning to the side and grabbing his ankles.

	"I should go before I get any harder," Rhode crooned, looking lustful.

	"Wait. I don't know if this is awkward to ask, but are you and Zosime and Athanasia only talking to me because of my powers?" Harmony asked, bashful.

	Harmony worried that no one would want to be his friend or companion if it wasn't for Cosmo. Everybody knew of Zeus' hatred and the powers that flowed through his veins.

	"I want to be your friend. Your powers are not important to me. I wouldn't ask you to come with me tonight if I didn't want friendship," Rhode assured Harmony.

	Harmony allowed Rhode to go back to the academy alone. He watched Kal some more, intrigued. Kal appeared vain and was an ex of a god and roommates with another, but Rhode was right. He had also stood his ground against Poseidon.

	"I need to think," Harmony muttered to himself, deciding to return to the academy.

	Harmony paced back and forth in his yellow room. Cosmo yawned and napped by the window. He would be lying if he said Kal wasn't attractive. He also hadn't climaxed since coming to the school, but it seemed reckless. He wasn't even sure he would be able to climax with Kal. He had never yearned for Kal. Rhode would be there. That would be reassuring.

	There was also the fact that Kal was Poseidon's ex and Zeus' roommate. He couldn't be sure this wasn't some sort of trap. It was all a ploy to separate Harmony from Hades' side.

	"You seem tense," Hades noted from the doorway.

	Hades' pale skin was sun-kissed, and his body had light burns. The god was applying cold water to his chest. Hades was naked, muscles lean and agile. Harmony looked away, not wanting to show any arousal.

	Harmony hesitated, unsure if he should share something so personal with Hades. He felt his face blushing. He avoided Hades' eyes. He sighed, deciding to trust Hades and handed Hades the invitation.

	"You have been to an orgy before?" Hades asked, staring at the invitation, confused.

	Harmony choked on the water he was drinking and began coughing, causing Hades to smirk. Hades slid into a robe and sat on his bed. He had decorated his room in Harmony's absence. It was painted a steel gray and had a bookcases and portraits of Hades and his brothers on the walls.

	"I've had two since you've arrived. Enjoy them. Don't overthink it," Hades advised, returning the invitation to Harmony.

	"What if it is a trap and Zeus is there? What if I don't climax? What if my heart goes out? I have always been sickly," Harmony asked, biting his lip.

	Harmony sat on his bed, burying his face in his hands. He had never been good at sexual conversations, let alone the combination of sex and politics. It was overwhelming. All Harmony had wanted was a month of education. He waited for Hades to comment it was obvious Harmony was sick or to antagonize him. Most would.

	"Well, I imagine Zeus did encourage this so he could keep an eye on you. Your two questions are very different. Would it help if I went with you?" Hades offered, kneeling in front of Harmony.

	Harmony wasn't sure if Hades was offering to help with safety or pleasure.

	"Yes," Harmony whispered, not knowing what he was agreeing to.

	Hades' usual distant expression was gone. Hades was present and engaged. His eyes met Harmony's with an unreadable expression that made him want to lean in and kiss the god.

	"Let me change. We will head down to the chambers," Hades promised.

	Hades moved to his closet and began sorting through clothes, trying to figure out what to wear. It seemed pointless. It was an orgy. How long would they be in clothes?

	Harmony looked at his body in the mirror. He was skinny, his frame thin. Harmony thought there was nothing notable about his appearance. He had abs, but his ribs also showed. His butt was toned from running. It was not bubbly and muscular like Kal's. His hair was messy and could never be tamed, a chaotic blond storm. Harmony wasn't sure why anyone would want to have an orgy with him. Let alone a god.

	"Let's go." Hades stood before him, wearing red and black robes with silk bracelets around his muscular biceps.

	Hades' robe was tied around his hips, but he could see the outline of the god's flaccid cock. The robe left Hades' toned chest exposed. He had defined pecks and thin but toned arms. Hades somehow looked fragile and strong at the same time.

	Harmony's cock stiffened as he followed Hades down to the chambers. The animal statues were sleeping. No eyes followed the two of them down into the basement. Harmony peppered Hades with questions. Hades had two orgies with Xander and Kyril. He didn't have feelings for them. It was common in Greek society to have group sex. No, no one would care if they heard Harmony had participated. Hades promised him that if he was uncomfortable, they could leave.

	Hades wasn't annoyed by Harmony's questions, to his relief. They reached the chamber, Kal and Rhode's voice carrying through the basement.

	"Do you want to do this?" Hades asked without judgment.

	Hades' black eyes were kind and gentle. He looked at Harmony with affection. Harmony was curious. The thought of seeing Hades' orgasm was more than enough.

	"I'm positive. Don't leave me," Harmony stuttered.

	Harmony wrapped his hands around Hades' arm. Kal and Rhode's voices became louder as they got closer. Hades' eyes softened, gazing at Harmony. The god kissed his forehead, causing him to blush.

	"Wait, can I kiss you? Before we go again?" Harmony asked, wanting to calm his nerves. He was enjoying this time with Hades, the two of them.

	Hades pressed his lips to Harmony's. Hades wrapped his arms around Harmony's waist and lifted him against the wall. Harmony's legs wrapped around the god, his cock hard, and he felt Hades thrust against him. Hades cupped the back of his neck and kissed down Harmony's chest.

	"Would you want the two of us to have sex in the future?" Hades asked.

	Harmony laughed, the answer clear. He was stiff and pressed up against a wall, moaning at every one of Hades' touches.

	"I think I want to do a lot of things with you," Harmony whispered. Harmony lowered his legs, feeling more secure. He opened the door to the chamber where the familiar voices were coming from.

	They entered the room in silence. The chamber was what one would expect a chamber to be. The stone was sturdy and cold. The room was gray in every way. Kal had decorated it. He added benches and sofas. A mattress lay in the middle of the room, and chains hung from the ceiling. Candles and torches lit the room to make it less frightening.

	Kal stood in the middle of the chamber, naked. His dark pubic hair was trimmed, his body muscular, and his abs oiled. In the corner sat Rhode. He was shirtless, his body muscular. Rhode let his arms rest behind his head, his girthy cock pressing against his white undergarments. Rhode was already hard.

	Rhode smiled and patted the bench next to him. Harmony sat next to him, Hades on his other side. Kal gazed at Rhode's cock with lust. Kal licked his lips and winked at Rhode.

	"Who invited you?" Kal asked Hades, his fingers reaching for Rhode's hardening cock. Kal continued to palm Rhode, drawing a gentle moan.

	Hades rested his head against his fingers, meeting Kal's eyes with his. Hades looked at the man in front of him. Kal began stroking Rhode while staring at Hades, awaiting his response.

	"After Poseidon broke up with you, I'm assuming you took Zeus? I'm also guessing Zeus told you to fuck Harmony so you can keep an eye on him. You can do that and finish your godly sex collection," Hades proposed. He stood and shredded his robe.

	Harmony gaped at Hades' long and thick cock. It had deep, visible veins from the base up to the tip. His tip was pink and plump, and Harmony felt his mouth water. The tip of Hades' cock was already wet with precum that Harmony yearned to taste.

	Kal didn't disagree with Hades' statement. Instead, he hardened completely. His cock twitched. He reached out to touch Hades' shaft. Hades rested back on the bench, stretching his arms and placing one around Harmony. Rhode pulled his remaining clothes off. He began touching himself, watching Kal and Hades.

	"Are you staying dressed?" Kal asked, annoyed, gazing at Harmony.

	Harmony felt his face redden. He stripped. He was not as slow and deliberate as Rhode and Hades. He felt insecure in his lack of defined muscles. The others spent time sculpting their bodies.

	Harmony was unsure of what would happen next as he sat down again. Harmony was too nervous to get hard. While the other three were enjoying one another's touch, Harmony felt anxious. He was unsure of how to participate in an orgy.

	Hades pulled him closer to him, and Harmony held Hades' hand, who was now enjoying Kal's tongue along his cock. Hades pressed Harmony, moving him closer. Harmony closed the distance between them, their thighs rubbing.

	Kal's muscular back was arched, his bubbly ass pointed into the air. Rhode looked it at with lust before meeting Harmony's eye and shrugging. Rhode fell to his knees and placed his tongue in Kal's ass. Kal pushed back, his hole reaching Rhode's tongue.

	"Does that feel good?" Harmony whispered to Hades.

	Hades smiled at him and nodded. Harmony allowed himself to stare at the vision in front of him. Kal was sexy. Watching Rhode eat his ass was arousing. Then there was Hades, his beautiful cock swallowed by Kal. Harmony's face was flushed, and his pulse was racing in a way that made Harmony nervous. He would usually faint by now with his heart so stressed.

	"Rest. You're safe. There you go. Relax. You're a vision," Hades muttered, praising Harmony's stiffening cock.

	Hades pressed his lips against Harmony's neck. Hades' hands were gentle, like whispers traveling across his skin. With every touch, Hades would ask if it were okay until Harmony told him he needn't ask. The god could touch him wherever he pleased.

	"What should I do now?" Harmony answered, his cock now fully erect.

	Hades pulled Kal from his cock and wrapped his hand around Harmony's shaft, moving it toward Kal's mouth. Harmony gasped as Kal licked his sensitive tip. Kal's tongue slid down his shaft before Kal deep-throated his cock.

	Hades slapped his cock against his hand, touching himself as watched Harmony being pleasured. Harmony found enough courage to grab Hades' cock. Hades moaned in approval, wrapping his hand around Harmony's. Harmony squeezed Hades' cock harder.

	"I am only here for you," Hades whispered to Harmony, his voice so low, no one else could hear.

	Harmony pressed his lips against Hades'. Hades parted Harmony's mouth, working his mouth open. Their tongues clashed as Hades explored all of Harmony's mouth. The god thrusted his cock into Harmony's hands.

	Rhode was still focusing all of his attention on licking Kal's hole. Kal's long cock was twitching with precum dripping from it. Hades pulled Harmony onto his lap, his hands pressing against Harmony's chest. He could feel Hades' heartbeat, his cool skin and warm breath against his neck.

	"Do you trust me?" Hades whispered into his ear.

	Harmony moaned, losing control. He pushed his ass to feel Hades' hard cock.

	"Yes," Harmony pleaded, whimpering.

	Hades pulled on one of his nipples while rubbing his other hand against his chest. He wanted Hades to do whatever the god pleased with him. Hades' cock twitched against Harmony's ass. Harmony closed his eyes, imagining the two of them alone in Hades' room. He imagined feeling his hole warm with Hades' cum.

	Hades pushed Kal's head from Harmony's cock. Kal looked upset to be separated from Harmony's cock. Even Rhode stopped his dedicated tongue-licking, which caused Kal to grumble even more. Kal tried to reach for Harmony's cock again, but Hades swatted his hand away.

	"Why are we stopping?" Kal asked, annoyed. His voice was irritated and aroused at the same time.

	"This is boring. All you're doing is servicing us. If I wanted a man who does whatever I said, I could find that. What turns you on?" Hades asked Kal.

	Kal looked startled and unsure of what to say. Harmony could see him calculating a response.

	Kal looked vulnerable. His usual arrogance evaporated with Hades' question. Harmony realized no man had ever asked Kal this question. All Kal was doing was pleasing them, never gaining pleasure for himself. Kal stuttered, trying to guess what Hades would like.

	"Stop. I know when a mortal lies. Do not bother thinking of a response you think would please us. Now, tell us what you want," Hades demanded.

	Kal sighed, annoyed and scared. His face resigned as Rhode pressed Kal to him, caressing his cheek.

	"To start, I want Rhode's tongue deep in me. I want his cock filling me. I guess you two could pleasure me until I cover your faces with cum. I want to be the center of attention. To be wanted," Kal stated, lying on his back on the floor.

	"You're accustomed to worshipping but have never been worshipped. How sad," Hades observed, joining him on the floor.

	"Let us pleasure you," Rhode offered, his fingers touching Kal's hole.

	Rhode grinned as Kal spread his legs. He wasted no time in getting his tongue back to work. Harmony joined Hades on the ground, appreciating Kal's veiny cock. Hades was sucking on Kal's balls. Harmony licked Kal's shaft.

	"Suck me. I'm sure you're new to it, but you're sexy enough to get me off. Even if your skills are rough," Kal instructed, grabbing Harmony by his hair. He pushed his face down on his cock, not that Harmony protested.

	Harmony gagged but breathed through it, feeling his throat expand.

	"Someone, fuck me," Kal moaned as Harmony began increasing the pace of his sucking.

	Rhode pushed his thick cock into Kal's hole.

	"Holy fuck," Kal whimpered as Rhode began thrusting.

	Harmony focused on trying to lick and swallow Kal's shaft. He could taste Kal's salty precum filling his mouth. Hades grabbed Kal's shaft and pulled his cock out of Harmony's mouth.

	Hades tried to mimic what Kal had done to him. He swirled his tongue around Kal's tip and added his hands, stroking Kal as he sucked him. He pressed his other hand against Kal's toned chest, rubbing him.

	"What would pleasure you?" Hades asked Harmony, his eyes lustful.

	"Does the licking thing Rhode did feel good?" Harmony asked, wondering what caused Kal to lose such control.
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