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To MaKenzie Weatherford

And I mean that in the nicest way.


CHAPTER ONE

 


I am Eris.

The Spirit of Strife.

Not a goddess, as some of you may have
thought. Just a spirit. And as the title implies, my whole goal in
life — my entire reason for existing — is to stir up dissension. I
would say it makes me happy — a room full of fussing people — but
that would be a lie. After all, I am the Spirit of Strife. By
definition, I don't cause happiness for anyone. Including
myself.

My main companions are Pain and Panic,
also spirits in their own right. You can probably tell just by
hearing the names that they aren't the best company. You would
think that our commonalities would make us like peas and carrots.
But how can it? I am strife.

The gods and goddesses can't stand to have my
trio around most of the time, though on occasion they'll tolerate
us if it suits their purposes. Except for Ares. He has a soft spot
for all three of us. Mostly because his purposes involve starting
war where there used to be peace.

Funny how you never hear about the Spirit of
Peace. I know I've never met her. Whoever she is. I think she likes
to keep to herself. At least that's what I would do, if I were
her.

Regardless if she actually exists, you
know she ain't gonna be beating down the door to meet me. We'd be
arch-rivals. And Peace doesn't want any part of this, let me
tell you.

I would win. Plain and simple.

I fight dirty.

And let's face it. The irony here is if
Peace fights with me, I've already won.

I know I sound bitter. And probably
irritable. You may as well know now, it's like perma-PMS up in
here. A real joy to be me.

But I understand.

It's a nasty job. And somebody has to do
it.

But sometimes?

Sometimes…

I just wish it could be somebody else.
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Long ago, Queen Hera
received a special wedding gift — an orchard that grows golden
apples. It is a sacred fruit and one desired by all — immortal and
mortal alike. The trees are tended by the Hesperides and guarded by
a fierce dragon. Not just anyone can march in there and obtain the
fruit, as you can well imagine.

I'm not going to get into the details,
because it's fodder for another story, but Hera gave me one once.
Yes, of her own free will.

Well… in a manner of speaking.

I mean, I do have a peculiar way of getting
what I want.

Not bad for a girl who isn't welcome
anywhere.

This particular apple, in my capable hands,
has become a source of suffering for many over the years. In fact,
once I started a ten-year war with it. No big deal.

Just a little skirmish called The Trojan
War. Perhaps you've heard of it?

Yeah, that was me.

Ares was pleased. You should have seen the
big, feta-eating grin on his golden-tanned… perfect, statuesque…
sigh… alabaster, Greek-god face.

Ahem.

Don't get me wrong, Ares' happiness is
important to me. I mean, he is the only one in the entire
universe I have that effect on, so it's kind of a big deal. But in
this case, I didn't do it for him.

I did it for revenge.

Big surprise, right?

Before you make any snap judgments, let me
tell you my side of the story.

When you have a reputation like mine, you
don't get a lot of invites to parties. I don't like it, but I'm
used to it. And most of the time I don't let it bother me. In fact,
most of the time, I don't even let it stop me from showing up.

I'm what some people would call a party
crasher.

I'm insanely good at it.

My signature move is to show up uninvited and
go unnoticed… until it's too late for anyone to do anything about
it.

Needless to say, my presence causes a stir.
Always.

Even if you didn't realize I was there in the
first place.

Come to think of it, that's probably why I
don't get invited to many parties.

Still, even the Spirit of Strife can only
take so much rejection.

On this particular occasion, I'd had all I
could handle. It had already been a red-letter month for me. Ares
was all wrapped up in Aphrodite… literally (Do NOT get me started
on that piece of work). And Pain and Panic were on my very last
nerve with their constant one-upmanship.

Seriously, people. I don't care if you have
the most annoying little brothers and sisters in the known world.
Nothing is worse than the stuff these two pull. Panic will hide
behind a marble pillar and jump out at the unsuspecting Pain,
scaring the manure out of him. Pain will freak out and stab Panic
in the thigh with a fork. Usually, I can just block them out, pull
out a scroll, and read a little Divine Uprising, but some
days they join forces and gang up on me.

That's when all Tartarus breaks loose.

It had been one of those kind of months.

So when I didn't receive my invitation to the
wedding of Peleus and Thetis, the freaking Olympian event of the
year — a deliberate snub, considering I had been key in the plot to
break up Peleus and his ex-girlfriend (a lowly tree sprite) — I was
understandably upset.

You'd think under the circumstances I would
be more welcome than, say, the tree sprite. But no. She got
her invitation. Embossed in gold and sealed with the ring of
Zeus.

So. Very. Wrong.

And I didn't. Take it. Well.

Who knows. Maybe it was low-ichor sugar. Or
maybe the fact that Persephone ate the last chocolate-covered
pomegranate seed. But something inside me just snapped.

They would not even be having that stupid
wedding had it not been for me. And I was the one not invited.

Okay, here's the thing. I would've caused
problems. I mean, yeah. That's a given. I'm Strife. It's what I
do.

But after that?

It was personal.


CHAPTER TWO

 


I have this awesome
cloak of invisibility. It is an amazing piece of craftsmanship,
woven by Hephaestus himself. The filigree work is so fine, if you
could see it, you would be in awe. Another, um… gift. Told
ya. I'm a girl with a peculiar way of getting what she wants. I
make great use of this cloak. And it is a must-wear for party
crashing. This wedding was no exception.

Sneaking out of the Underworld isn't always
the easiest thing, even with the cloak. Stupid Cerberus can smell
me coming, and if he's been instructed to keep me below deck, he
can be vicious. Well, it probably doesn't help that I've caused so
many rifts between his heads. I admit it. Sometimes I toss a steak
to one head, and then sneak around to the other two and whisper,
"Why does he get the steak? You work harder than he does." What can
I say? Some days are just that slow. Gotta amuse myself
somehow.

So when Iris made a last-minute visit to the
Underworld to once more beg Hades to come to the wedding and to
assure him that Zeus did in fact want him there (the guy
gets a little depressed and codependent when Persephone is visiting
her mom), I put on my cloak of invisibility and slipped up to Mount
Olympus on the backside of Iris's rainbow completely unnoticed.

Take that, Cerberus. Stupid dog.

And now the wedding.

I like to do a little recon work before I
actually get my hands dirty, so I hung back during the ceremony.
Did some observation. A little listening in on private
conversations. You know, just collecting ammunition for future
discordance. Because with me you get the whole package. Beauty
and brains. And even in a revenge job, I take my time and do
it right. No sense going off half-cocked. That's my motto.

For example, did you know Peleus was a mere
mortal? Turns out Thetis—? She wasn't a big fan of being
leg-shackled to one. I'll definitely be filing that one away for a
rainy day.

Of course, Peleus was no slouch. He was one
of the Argonauts, after all. An elite squad hand-chosen for a
special quest — the Golden Fleece. Peleus was one of the greatest
athletes in Greece and a definite favorite of the gods. Zeus
especially. In fact, Zeus was the one who honored Peleus with the
hand of Thetis, a Nereid.

As such, Thetis thought she would be better
paired with an immortal. I don't know. Maybe she thought the gods
would eventually grant Peleus immortality. That's why she agreed to
the marriage in the first place. But the smile she wore at her
wedding was a fake if ever I've seen one.

Priceless.

You can't buy ammunition like
this.

Of course, Peleus's smile was real enough. He
was definitely a happy guy. And not bad looking… for a mortal.

I wouldn't kick him out of the chariot
anyway.

But I'm not completely heartless. It was
their wedding day, after all. Even though I was there for revenge,
I made them a gift of not stirring up their obvious issues.

—Today.

Tomorrow? That's another story.

For now, I was more interested in the
guests.
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We'll start with Aphrodite. I know, I know… I
told you I didn't want to get started on that piece of work, but
for the sake of this incident, I'll go there.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

LEAH SANDERS






OEBPS/tmp_5503d66d618253b5667d13422e983520_7iQR9h_html_m13da884e.jpg
1454 FODAYBESTSILUNG AUTHOR.

LEAH SANDERS






OEBPS/tmp_5503d66d618253b5667d13422e983520_7iQR9h_html_4533514f.jpg





