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      In my younger days, I tried my hand at acting a bit. I was in a horrible zombie movie with the director’s wallet as the budget. The role he thought I’d be best in was a ‘90s pot-smoking trope of Pauly Shore. I don’t remember much of the awful movie, except that I was eaten, and the rest of the cast and crew thought my dying screams were terrifying. It was an act. I was acting.

      I did not go home and decide to do a bunch of drugs because it’s what my character would have done.

      The acting skills which I pretended to have did translate well into sales, which is something that I did for a long time. I sold appliances, furniture, and mattresses, and I was good at it. The key to sales is knowing your customer and being able to convince that individual that you have their best interests in mind. When I was in mattress sales, I had a technique that I would use. I would approach someone who was canvassing the inventory, and after introductions and pleasantries, I would ask them what they were looking for. This worked best on female customers, but I used it on males on occasion as well, with slight modification. I would present a hypothetical: “If you’re at a singles bar, would you rather talk to the immature frat boy who’s making silly faces at all the women, or do you talk to the successful professional with a stock portfolio and 401K?” They would giggle at the situation, and some would joke that they would go for the frat boy before admitting that they should talk to the professional candidate. I would smile: “Good choice, because make no mistake, you’re buying a relationship right now. You’re going to spend a third of your life on this mattress for the next ten to fifteen years. You want a mattress that commits to you as much as you commit to it.”

      After that, chemistry would be established. We were joking, having fun with each other, and we were friends, albeit temporarily.

      That’s the key to sales, more specifically in commission-based positions. Your customers must feel like you have their back and that you have their best interests in mind. They need to trust you if they’re going to buy from you. If you can make your customer smile and laugh, you’ve already made a sale. They’ll remember you and how you made them feel. This is why desperate salespeople rarely succeed, since no customer wants to feel like they’re being chased by the professional equivalent of a bum on the street, begging for spare change. Confidence is paramount. The customer needs to believe that you know what you’re talking about, that you would never, ever lie to them, and that you want what is best for them. It helps if these aspects are true, so some slight camaraderie is encouraged. If you’re able to establish that, you have a repeating customer.

      It’s also very important to remember that these customers are absolutely not your friends outside of the sales floor. They are your customers. You’re not going to be invited to their Christmas dinner. If you are invited, politely turn them down. If you become a friend outside of the sales floor, power shifts, and you stop making money from your customer.

      It’s all an act.

      I sold hundreds of mattresses to a vast array of customers. Do you want to know what I never did? I never slept on any of those mattresses with any of my customers.
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        I lay in the River and it washes away my pain.
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      I

      The air was thick with moisture from the night’s rain, and a slight mist hung over the ground. It was early morning, but the sun was hidden behind a thin layer of clouds, as if promising more rain soon. That made his job a bit more complicated, but no less necessary. With each step that he took, his foot slipped deeper into the ground. Mud caked his thighs, speckling his calves as he trudged. The object of his journey, a large boulder, nearly 

      twice his height and wider still, carved a rough path through the mud, as he pushed it, forcibly, up the hill. 

      His back muscles rippled with unhuman definition as he pushed the boulder. He had done this for an eternity, it felt, but this may be the last time, or it may have been the first. His biceps bulged and his calves displayed proof of the continued strife. A look in his tempered steel eyes told a story of woe, of a fight never won, of a journey never completed. The endless beard on his chin and patches of filthy hair betrayed a hero’s quest, an immortal requirement, and a price that needed to be paid. This boulder needed to be atop the hill. That was the only thing that mattered. This boulder was his destiny and, when it reached the top, he would be rewarded. He did not know how he would be rewarded, but he assumed that it would be significant. After all, this was important. 

      He could not remember his name, if he had ever been given one. Everything that had occurred before he had begun pushing the boulder seemed to exist in a fog, absent from reality. All that existed was the boulder. Perhaps that was his name: he could be called Boulder. That seemed appropriate. It seemed mad to name oneself as the object of their torment, but it was the only identity that he could remember. All that he knew was this, pushing the boulder. It was the only thing that gave him purpose. 

      The sky tore open, and rain began to fall. He took the moment, as the water washed the mud chaotically from his limps, to place his back against the boulder and catch his breath.  While there, he began to think. He had a life before he had begun pushing the boulder. There had been a wife, surely there had. He could see her beautiful face. He could not remember her name. he remembered only that he loved her, and he missed her desperately, whatever her name was. He had likely remembered it much longer than he had remembered his own, but it was pointless to consider that now. He wondered if she remembered his name. He pondered whether she would tell him that name or not. Did she feel as though he had abandoned her?  Did she know about the boulder, and how important the boulder was? During their marriage, he was surely a good husband. He loved her now and he surely loved her then. When he saw her face in his mind, his heart sped up, and he felt longing. That was why he needed to push this boulder to the top of the hill. It was imperative and, once it was there, he could return to the nameless woman that he loved. She would be proud of him once he explained the importance of the boulder. The boulder was his primary objective. He could not afford to be distracted from that. 

      The rain had not slowed, but his moment had ended. Bracing his shoulders, he turned to the boulder once more, and he began to push. His foot slipped, and he lost his stance.  Quickly, he dove out of the way of the boulder, and watched with disgust, as the boulder rolled back down the hill, reaching the bottom and continuing to roll for a short time before colliding with a tree. He sighed and began to trudge down the hill to begin his task again. The rain never slowed, and his feet sloshed through the mud, deeper and deeper with each step. At this point, he was nearly certain that his name was not Boulder. Perhaps it was Mud.

      Mud. There was something in the quagmire of memories about mud, and it related to the boulder. Something about a river god and his daughter. Something about Zeus. He remembered Zeus’ name, of course, but not his own. He remembered Zeus’ famously liberal selection of sexual partners, but he could not remember his wife’s name. That might have been by design. Zeus would have wanted him to remember who Zeus was. The mud had come before the boulder, and it had not been as important. Straining his mind, he could almost remember. Zeus had been having an affair with the river god’s daughter. The river god had found out somehow, someone had told him. He could not remember who had told the river god of the affair, but he could see the man’s face. the man looked like a clean-shaven version of himself, as he had looked before he discovered the boulder. Zeus had been very upset with the clean-shaven man, and the man had been punished. Zeus had placed him in Tartarus, where he would perform the same tedious task every day, only to watch it be negated each night. As he reached the place where the boulder had landed, he shook his head. He could not think of anything more cruel or pettier than that condemnation. Placing his shoulder against the boulder, he began to push it once more. 

      Thunder roared in the distance and lightening danced across the sky. If anything, the rain intensified, pounding relentlessly across his broad back. Reaching the base of the hill again, he began pushing the boulder up it. He was constantly slipping in the mud and progress was slow, but it was progress, in a sense. With each step that he took, he felt as if he were slipping two steps backward, but he had to ignore that thought. This boulder needed to be on the hilltop. Once it was there, he would shave, bathe, and remember his name. His name was there, somewhere, existing deeper in the mind. If he stopped and concentrated, he could remember it. Right now, there were more important things to focus on. 

      Breathing heavily, he shook his overgrown mass of hair, attempting to get the water out of his eyes. He could not risk taking a hand away from the boulder, for fear of it rolling over him, back down the hill once more. With a heavy grunt, he pushed onward, moving upward, small step by small step. His wife would be proud of him. His children would be proud of him.  There had been children, he could remember that much, but he did not remember how many, how old, or which gender. He could not see their faces, except for one. There was a small child that he could see: a little girl with golden curls. If she was one of his children, he certainly needed to reconsider how he felt about his familial bonds. He felt no emotion for her, not in the slightest. She was simply there, in his mind, holding a set of chains. As he dug his shoulder into the boulder, he focused on the little girl, trying desperately to identify her. As he examined the girl, he saw the same clean-shaven man from the earlier memory. The child was attempting to chain the man in an area of torture, but the man tricked the girl. He asked her how the chains worked, and then chained the little girl in his place. That seemed cruel but, given that it was a torturous place, it was fair. In his mind, he focused on the little girl’s face, trying to identify her. After a moment, he succeeded. The girl was not his child, instead, it was Thanatos. The clean-shaven man had imprisoned Thanatos in his place. Returning his focus to 

      the boulder, he considered how clever that man had been. He must know the clean-shaven man from somewhere, but he did not recognize him. 

      A crack of thunder sounded so loudly that it shook the ground. The bolt of lightning struck, only a few yards from him, and he was forced to leap away from the area. In desperation, he dove to recover his place behind the boulder, but it was too late. The boulder rolled to the bottom of the hill once more, as he watched in abject horror. Frustrated, he began the trek down the hill once more. This fucking boulder would get to the top of the hill if it fucking killed him. 

      As he walked to retrieve the boulder, he focused on the clean-shaven man. There were memories associated with him, there had to be. He saw the man, whose face was slowly becoming more familiar, sitting with a beautiful woman, a woman more beautiful than he had ever seen, a woman whom he loved, a woman whom he recognized, a woman who was his wife. This clean-shaven man was sitting with his wife! He was telling her that, if he ever died, she should place him on display in the town center. Why was this clean-shaven man telling his wife to make such a mockery of his body? That would be shameful.  

      Unless he was planning to use that shame to his advantage. Thinking on the situation, he knew what he would do. If his wife had made such a mockery of his own body, he would have gone to Persephone, queen of the underworld, and asked that he be allowed to haunt her. Maybe that had been the clean-shaven man’s idea all along. 

      He reached the boulder once more, and the rain began to slow a bit. Gritting his teeth, he began pushing the boulder once more. The top of the hill seemed to be more daunting than ever before but, if he wanted his reward, he needed the boulder to be there. He had to keep pushing. 

      The clean-shaven man had been engaging with his wife, but his wife had acted as though it was natural. Had his wife replaced him with this clean-shaven man? Why would she do that when she knew that, as soon as the boulder was on top of the hill, he was coming right back for her? Who was this clean-shaven man? Why could he remember events from the clean-shaven man’s life, when he had no idea who the man was? There had to be reason for it. 

      He sighed and focused his attention to the boulder. Keep pushing. That was the most important thing to remember: he had to keep pushing. 

      Sisyphus: that was the clean-shaven man’s name. As the sun began to peak through the clouds, the mist surrounding his memories began to clear as well. Sisyphus had been a king, once, and perhaps he would be king again, or maybe he had never been king, but he simply acted as though he was that. He had been married, or maybe he still was married to a woman, a nymph, who looked the same as his own wife. He recognized Sisyphus, feeling as though he was looking in a mirror, at a face from long ago, in a world that no longer existed.

      He could find that world again. He wanted to exist in the same world as Sisyphus and, once he got there, he and Sisyphus would be the same person. They would have the same identity, and they would make love to the same wife, and they would concoct the same schemes. That would happen as soon as this damn boulder was on top of the hill, and he had earned his reward.  

      He had to keep pushing. This boulder needed to be on top of this hill.

      II

      The club smelled like madness. It was drawing a crowd.

      Music pulsed through the air, wrapping around the agile frame of the exotically clothed woman, who was currently climbing the pole. Her blonde hair cascaded around her heavily made-up face, falling into her deep blue eyes, as she flipped and locked her ankles. She clenched her thighs together tightly, stretching her body out flat. The pole rotated, seemingly on its own, and she locked eyes with the five or six men who currently circled the stage, waiting to engage with her. She smiled at them invitingly, while subconsciously analysing the customers. This had taken some time to master, but she was a pro now. She could tell who she wanted to interact with. On busy nights like this, that made her job easier. Sliding down the pole, she focused on a specific man in the group, tall and middle-aged with an expensive haircut, and she crawled to him seductively. Once there, she thrust her barely concealed breasts into his face, and she began gyrating. That did the trick, and singles began to shower her generously, as he and the collective emptied their wallets, snapping her G-string and garter, as they caressed her body with bills. Her fit posterior was slapped more than once, which used to annoy her, but now she barely noticed. It came with the territory. This was the pre-game ceremony. The real game came when she sat with her chosen customer and convinced him to take her to a private room. That was where the real money was made: 15 minutes, 30 minutes, and an hour, each with their own price gate. What happened in the private room was between the customer, the dancer, and the security camera.

      As the song ended, Pietro the DJ’s voice flooded the environment: “Let’s hear it for Golden Fields! She’ll be coming down to hang with you in a moment, so be sure to give her your time!”

      The dancer stood up slowly, seductively stroking the chest of her chosen customer as she rose. She bounced her hips alluringly as she exited the stage, tactfully avoiding Phil the floor guy as he collected her earnings. She sanitized her hands, placed a transparent silk robe over her shoulders, connected a fanny pack around her waist, and descended the steps. Phil was there to hand her a thick stack of dollar bills. She dropped the stack into her pack. She would count it later. Right now, there was work to do.

      Her name was Jill, and she was 20 years old. Nobody in the club knew her real name, and she was comfortable with that. No one knew about the child that she was fighting for. No one knew that she had no idea who her father was. No one in the club knew that she played D&D in her spare time. She was all right with that.

      Neon lights pulsed through the club as the music ricocheted off the ceiling. Women in tiny outfits and six-inch heels wandered around the room, talking to a variety of men, some old enough to be their father and some that they could have gone to high school with. The interactions were always the same: make the man feel special, significant, as if there was a chance that they would go home with them. The more convincing the play was, the more money the man would be willing to spend on them. None of the girls ever intended to go home with the men in the club, but it was their job to make the men believe they would. They were selling a fantasy. Once the fantasy was over, the men paid for the experience, stood up, and got another drink from the bar. At least, that was how it was supposed to work. Sometimes, it got a little more complicated. Francis, the bouncer, was there for those instances. His rippling musculature had pulled many patrons from rooms. His 6’5” height had stood, looming over many customers who had refused to pay. The pockets of his tailored jeans were filled with the bribes that customers had given him to spend “just a few extra minutes” in the room with the girl.

      A man and a woman entered the club. No one saw them. The woman was thin, clothed in a long, silver dress, low-cut, displaying a generous amount of fair skin. Perfectly defined white-blonde curls fell to her midback, where they bounced and flowed to the rhythm that only they could hear. Ice-blue eyes scanned the room, and her thin lips curled into a sneer. This was not her scene, but necessity had brought her here.

      Her partner was shorter than her but not significantly enough for people to remark upon it. He was much more comfortable in this area. Dark brown hair and eyes which sparked with an impish charm identified a deceitfully youthful face. A casual black pinstripe blazer concealed a plain grey t-shirt, which was tucked into a pair of khakis. He walked with confidence, as though he owned the room, casually smoking a cigar.

      As the two of them casually approached the bar, the woman nudged the man: “You should put that out.”

      The man shook his head. “This is a Cuban Maduro,” he replied. “You don’t just put those out. No one is going to notice unless you draw attention to it. Come on, Artemis, you know that.”

      Artemis shook her head. “Cupid, that’s not the point,” she insisted. “This is a non-smoking location. We should abide by the rules of the house.”

      Cupid shook his head, exhaling a ring of smoke.

      The sigh was visible through every seam of the dress, from the heaving breasts to the flexing torso. Artemis rolled her eyes to the dancing lights in the ceiling. “I’ll buy you a replacement,” she groaned, not even attempting to hide her exasperation.

      Cupid looked at her, opened his mouth to say something about how the replacement was not the issue, and that he had plenty, but thought better of it. Lowering the cigar, he extinguished it and discarded the remains in a passing receptacle. “Shame to waste a good smoke,” he commented. “I was looking forward to pairing it with my drink, but I suppose that will have to wait.”

      Artemis lay a hand on his shoulder and squeezed it affectionately as the two of them approached the bar. “I appreciate that,” she said, smiling graciously.

      Cupid shrugged as he signalled the bartender. “We’re on a date,” he remarked. “What kind of date would I be if I didn’t make my partner feel comfortable?”

      Artemis considered informing him that it was not a date but decided to let him have the point. “Charming as always,” she said, attempting to hide the sarcasm in her tone.

      “A double scotch, top shelf,” Cupid ordered, handing the bartender (a cute girl in fishnets who was likely barely old enough to drink, herself) a credit card, “and a chardonnay for the lady.”

      “Hi Q,” the bartender blushed cutely as she accepted his card. “I’ll get right on it.”

      She walked away to fix the drinks, and Cupid turned to see Artemis’ cocked eyebrow.

      “I don’t come here that often,” he claimed, his eyes quickly searching for an empty corner to find intensely interesting.

      As if on cue, a dark-haired woman who stood about even height to him in 6-inch heels, wearing a tight red miniskirt, black stockings, and a crimson mesh top, slid between Artemis and Cupid. Her emerald eyes sparkled as she rubbed her body against his. “Hey Q,” she cooed sweetly. “Are we going to spend some time together later?”

      “Good evening, Harvana,” Cupid smiled, pulling the girl close and kissing her forehead. “You know I always make time for you.”

      The girl giggled and kissed Cupid on the cheek before turning to Artemis, nodding, and walking away, bouncing her hips seductively, making sure to display her ample, but pristine, posterior. Artemis did her best to stifle the snicker as she examined a slightly abashed Cupid. He accepted the drinks, dropped a five-dollar bill on the counter, and handed the wine to a smirking Artemis. Artemis accepted the glass and could not contain her laughter any longer.

      “Shut up,” Cupid grumbled, his cheeks turning a delicate shade of rose.

      Artemis continued to snicker a bit as the two of them walked together to a vacant table, opposite the stage, toward the back of the room. Music, which was slightly too loud, flowed through the room, giving stimulation to the customers and seduction to the dancers. Neon lights canvassed the floor and stage, causing minimal distraction, enhancing the experience. Cupid waited while Artemis slid gracefully into her seat, then slid into his own. Once seated, he pulled a fresh cigar from his blazer, cut it, and prepared to light it. Looking into Artemis’ eyebrows of disapproval, he chuckled and replaced the elements. Raising their glasses, they clinked edges, and sipped their drinks.

      “So, this is clearly my environment,” Cupid said, sipping his drink casually. “When you asked me to bring you here, I do have to admit, I was curious. I’m great company, and a very charming date, but I’m not naïve. Why did you want to come out with me?”

      Artemis had to admire Cupid’s directness. She may have underestimated him. She did have an ulterior motive for asking him out, because of course she did, and there was no point in hiding it any longer. She sipped her wine and leaned a bit closer to her date. “You have the most experience with pheromones,” she admitted.

      Cupid fondled the small bag of his designer product that he had in his pocket (never leave home without it). “I have never used my arrow dust here,” he quickly defended himself, “but yes, I do have extensive experience with the distribution of pheromones. Since pheromonal stimulation is the precursor to attraction, which is a precursor to love, I’m kind of an expert in that field. Why?”

      “In all your time distributing them,” Artemis continued, “have you ever figured out how to detect them?”

      Cupid rolled his eyes and shook his head. With a sigh, he sipped his drink and, once again, took out a cigar. This time he didn’t halt the process: he lit the stick and turned toward the stage. “Morpheus was right,” he grumbled, referring to the observation which the dream lord had made when he saw Cupid and Artemis leaving the Mount together. “You’re hunting.”

      Artemis chose to ignore the cigar this time. “Of course, I’m hunting,” she admitted. “I’m always hunting, that was never in question. You’re flirting, as you always are. We’re both holding to our patterns, which doesn’t take away from the significance of our date. We can get lost in the idea that we both have our agendas, or we could relax and just have a good time together. The choice is yours.”

      Cupid puffed on his cigar and nodded. “Yes,” he admitted, “I’m able to detect pheromonal activity if I choose to.”

      Artemis nodded, sipping her wine once more. “I think it might be a good idea to do so right now,” she said confidently.

      Cupid finished his drink and signalled one of the floor girls for round two. The girl, dressed in a short black dress, smiled cutely and collected his glass, turning and walking to the bar to fill the drink. She did not notice the cigar. Cupid had smoked many cigars in this place, and no one had ever called him on it. Since Artemis did not count, he still had a perfect record. Closing his eyes, he reached his mind out, in search of pheromones. There were plenty to choose from. The place was a cesspool of desire, with the natural pheromones being produced by the desperate customers, craving human touch. There were the manufactured ones, provided by a selection of colognes and perfumes which advertised themselves as pure desire in a scent. There were deeper, more intense pheromones which some of the less trustworthy customers provided, the ones who waited in the parking lot after the club closed, planning to take one of the dancers away, whether they needed a ride or not. Then, there was something else.

      A black hole was growing in the club. It was drawing a crowd.

      Cupid’s eyes flew open in shock: “Wow.”

      Artemis nodded. “You found something, did you?”

      “You could say that, yes,” Cupid confirmed. “The human mind goes through stages of progression. The most primal stage is id, which is what they are born with. Id controls the mind’s most basic instincts: eat, sleep, breed. Further along in the development is the ego, which organizes and prioritizes those desires and, subsequently, the superego sets up plans on how best to fulfil those desires.”

      That was not completely correct, but Artemis chose not to correct him, since it was not the point of the discovery.

      “What I’m feeling,” Cupid continued, “is cutting through all of that. It’s navigating straight to a human’s id, where it sits, making itself a priority. Anyone who feels it will know, not suspect, that they cannot be satisfied unless they have this. Their desire will be fixated completely on this thing.”

      “Is it a thing,” Artemis coaxed, “or is it an individual?”

      The floor girl came back with the drink, and Cupid gave her a crisp twenty-dollar bill. She thanked him, smiled, and walked away while Cupid shook his head. “No individual could ever hold this much sway.”

      As if on cue, the DJ’s voice filled the club. “Ladies and gentlemen, taking the stage now, for her first time at the club: Let’s hear it for the exotic Pandora!”

      Pandora was a common stripper name.

      Taking the stage was a woman, dressed in almost nothing but plastic green vines and a matching green thong. Her hips beckoned as she approached the pole, and her full breasts bounced perfectly with each step she took. Bright red curls framed her divine face, complete with a slightly upturned, impish nose, full-bodied, deep red lips, and piercing blue eyes which sucked every viewer into a world where she was the goddess. As she wrapped her strong, elegant thighs around the pole, every man in the club felt drawn to the stage, and every dollar felt drawn to her garter belt. A virtual mob formed around the stage, and customers began fighting with each other, each desperate to get her attention. Nearly everyone in the club, including the staff and many of the dancers, wanted her, and they would give anything for a single moment with her. Two customers, however, had a decidedly different reaction.

      Cupid’s eyes fell upon the black hole, and he felt them begin to be drawn out of his skull. “Oh shit,” he swore.

      “Don’t make a scene,” Artemis cautioned, coolly sipping the final drops of her wine. “This was always supposed to happen.”

      “That’s really her,” Cupid gasped, forgetting that his jaw was supposed to be connected to his face. “Artemis, this… this isn’t good!”

      “It’s fine,” Artemis replied in an even tone. “Yes, it’s her. Yes, it’s bad. No, there’s nothing we can do about it now. What we can do now is watch, wait, and plan.”

      Lifting his cigar to his lips again, Cupid found that it had gone out. His fumbling fingers struggled to light it but, eventually, he succeeded. Taking a substantial draw, he held the smoke in his mouth for a moment, trying to find his centre once more. Letting it out, he turned to look at Artemis with an irritated scowl.

      “This is what you were hunting,” he stated.

      A sly smile curled across Artemis’ lips as her focus remained on the stage show.

      “Right,” Cupid nodded. Taking his drink, he stood up from the table and quickly scanned the room. On a couch in the corner, sitting alone, he spotted a specific petite, dark-haired, emerald-eyed vixen.

      “I need to spend some time with Harlet,” he said. “Are you going to be all right here?”

      Artemis nodded, waving her hand as if in dismissal. Cupid needed no more encouragement. Avoiding the stage as much as possible, he made his way to the couch, and lay his arm across Harlet. She looked up at him as though he were a superhero, come to save her from the darkness. After a brief discussion, the two of them linked arms and began ascending the staircase which led to the private rooms.

      Artemis watched as the stage was carpeted in cash. She observed the flirtatious way that Pandora interacted with the customers who were lucky enough to have reached the stage. She analysed the gait and sway that Pandora held with each movement of her body, carefully orchestrated to entice, and guide each viewer.

      As her first song reached its decrescendo, Pandora looked out over the crowd to see who else she needed to tempt. Her eyes fell on Artemis, and the two shared a long look of recognition. The smile never faded from Artemis’ lips as she nodded to Pandora. Pandora nodded back, her own smile fading slightly. No one near the stage, or watching from the room, noticed the momentary change in her demeanour. As the second song began to play, Pandora turned away from Artemis, returning her attention to the transfixed masses who had never stopped showering her with monetary adoration.

      Signalling the floor girl, Artemis ordered a second glass of wine. There was much more to observe of this enchanting woman.

      Pandora was a common stripper name. This woman, however, was anything but common.

      This woman was Artemis’ mark.
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      I

      Thick, dark clouds covered the sun, but no rain had fallen yet. The air was heavy, waiting for the rain to fall, and the anticipation grew with each moment. The ground thirsted for nourishment, waiting like a young child outside a toy store, and it wept as the clouds tortured it with their promise denied. The rain would come when the clouds were ready to release their gift. At this moment, they were enjoying the taunt.

      There was a graveyard down the street which most people had forgotten. Most of the occupants were members of families who had since moved on without them; several had simply been forgotten on family trees; a handful were remembered in lineage, but not activity, and a small minority had purposefully been neglected from familial history. No human knew all the graves since the location had been a graveyard long before the first stone was placed. Ornate stones and tall crypts accurately represented about three-fifths of the occupants. There were bodies buried underneath graves, bones lost in the surrounding forest, and ashes scattered throughout the soil, which nobody alive would ever recover or even have any knowledge of. Some places are a graveyard simply because that is what they need to be.

      A young girl sat proudly on the edge of a tall crypt, swinging her feet playfully, pulling petals from the red rose in her hand. Delicate blonde curls bounced to her small shoulders, and bright eyes shone out like gems set in her fair skin. An innocent smile and a button nose completed the image and, if anyone were ever to notice the girl, they would instantly adore her. As she sat in her blue, frilly dress, it was almost a shame that only one type of person would ever acknowledge her. That type of person was past the “adoring things” stage of existence.

      She was Thanatos. She was the only one who knew every resident of the graveyard. Each one, at one point or another, had held an intimate relationship with her, and she remembered them all. She knew the more recent arrivals, like the businessman who had died tragically while saving his family from a raging fire. She knew the old, like the settler who had died of malaria after claiming to have discovered a land which already had residents. There was the peaceful man who had died in his sleep after 56 years of being faithfully in love with his wife, and there was the violent man who had been shot in the head while having an affair with his lover’s wife. Thanatos remembered each one, back to the ice age, and even before then. Each one had died, as humans were prone to do.

      The crypt which she sat on was dedicated to the lineage of an Anglo-Saxon family. The family themselves had not contributed anything significant to society, aside from the standard human elements, but they loved one another. It was one of the few memorials which was still regularly attended to in this graveyard. Members of the family line would come by regularly to give remembrance to their former members and, occasionally, curse Thanatos for taking them too soon. Thanatos was used to that since, for centuries, most people regarded her as evil. They drew parodies of her, a bone skeleton with a scythe in a black robe. Often, they would blame her and condemn her for the natural order of things. Thanatos was not actually responsible for the deaths since death is the natural consequence of living. What Thanatos did was guide the wayward souls to their afterlife, be it reward or punishment. Thanatos was not evil, far from it; she simply had a job to do.

      She took great pride in her job, and she did it well.

      She was humming to herself, kicking her feet, and discarding rose petals from the bulb when a new figure approached her. He was a long, tall man, with long, silver hair. He was clad in a long, leather duster, wearing a long, serious scowl. He walked with light steps, hardly touching the ground through his stride. Two silver-grey eyes stared at the small girl, and a furrowed brow attempted to analyse her actions.

      “Hello Morpheus,” Thanatos greeted him when he had come within appropriate range. She did not turn to see him but, instead, remained fixated on her rose.

      “Hello Thanatos,” Morpheus replied. “What are you doing with that rose?”

      Thanatos shrugged. “I’m trying to determine how the most recent occupant of this crypt felt about our relationship,” she answered. “Right now, he loved me not.”

      “You know,” Morpheus sighed, “you’re not actually a little girl. You’re older than time! Why do you insist on behaving like a small child?”

      Thanatos sighed. Placing the remaining rose on the crypt, she pivoted to face Morpheus. “What can I do for you?” she asked, pointedly, the childish charm draining from her voice.

      Morpheus’ eyes fell to the ground. “I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s not my place to say how you should act or behave. You have your own identity, and I ought not to criticize that. You are, of course, free to behave however you see fit. After all, you have been doing this longer than most of us.”

      Thanatos allowed herself to smile a bit. “I have,” she confirmed. “Long enough to know what I’m doing, and to know that any explanation I provide for my behaviour would be less than satisfactory for the cynical, jaded lord of dreams. Long enough to know that it doesn’t matter, either.”

      Morpheus cocked his head, raised his eye, and smirked. “You have a point,” he conceded. He hated being corrected by Thanatos but, often, this was how their conversations went. He made assumptions, and she knocked them down. That was precisely the reason that he had come to talk to her in the first place.

      “I assume you have heard the news from the mount,” he began his discussion without pausing. “The heroes, Jason and Hercules, have returned after centuries of absence.”

      “Why would you assume that I had heard that?” Thanatos asked. “Neither Jason nor Hercules were, at any time during the absence, dead, which is the only way that you could have safely reached that conclusion. Honestly, you Olympians are strange beings. You think that I should automatically know things, but no one bothers to tell me anything. I’m not omniscient, you know?”

      “Fair enough,” Morpheus acknowledged. “Jason of Iolces and Hercules, the favoured son of Zeus, have returned to the mount after they had been⁠—”

      “I know,” Thanatos cut him off, giggling. “Jason came to see me, searching for his lost bride.”

      Morpheus sighed and rolled his eyes. He seemed to do that a lot when talking to Thanatos. He had come to her to seek her advice on a topic which was causing him some concern because he thought that it might be of some concern to her as well. Now, he was reconsidering that notion. There was a small chance that he would get a straight answer, and a much larger one that he would just get frustrated. He had come this far, though. There was no point in leaving without attempting to get an answer.

      “To that point,” Morpheus continued, shaking off the annoyance of both being cut off and being teased, “when I first realized that they had returned, I thought back to when I was studying The Posterus, which contains the lost prophecies of the poet Homer. There were references in the text to that exact event. I studied The Posterus for decades after our exile but set it aside because I could not find any evidence of the events which it was predicting, and I was beginning to feel like an overly religious human, trying to find signs which would signal the time and date of the end of the world. However, The Posterus did suggest the return of the two heroes.”

      Thanatos nodded, gently petting the petals of the flower in her hand. “I will take your word for it,” Thanatos shrugged. “Homer’s work has always bored me. Besides, the long-short-short-long-short-short-long-long tempo really messes with my head.”

      “Try talking to him sometime,” Morpheus scoffed. “That’s beside the point, though. In a later stanza, Homer refers to an underworld resident who will return to life. It suggests that this resident will likely be altered in some way, which stands up to reason. Very few underworld residents, with the obvious exceptions of Persephone, Hades, and Hecate, have ever earned re-entry into the world of the living. I just wanted to get your opinion on this. Should the gates of the underworld turn into a revolving door, that does not exactly strengthen your reputation.”

      Thanatos breathed deeply; her eyes fixated on a gravestone several yards in front of her. “Death is final,” she stated after a moment of thought, the childish charm vanishing from her voice. “It must be. There have been exceptions before, but very few that I approved.”

      “I am aware of this,” Morpheus nodded. “Up until now, I could count the number of cases on one hand. It seemed ridiculous to think that you would relax your grip even a little, but the script seemed so certain that⁠—”

      “Death is final!” Thanatos reiterated her point passionately. She turned her head to face Morpheus, and chills gripped his spine tightly as he watched the soft blue of her eyes melt, seemingly devoured by two black orbs, growing quickly in her sockets.

      “There are things that a soul sees after death,” Thanatos continued, her voice filling with darkness, echoing through the cemetery, “which would make returning to life impossible. Even if a soul were to be retrieved, it would never belong to the same person that it did before the life was taken.”

      Morpheus stared at Thanatos for a moment, gathering his thoughts. “Fuck, you’re dramatic,” he eventually chided her.

      “Jason and Hercules did not return from the dead,” Thanatos continued, her eyes reverting to blue as her emotions came under control again. “The two were merely hiding from time, and doing it successfully, in my understanding. Their return, therefore, has nothing to do with me. Now, if the two of them intend to begin ravaging the underworld and dragging departed souls back to life, they will not be satisfied with the results.”

      Morpheus nodded, his brow furrowing deeper. “So, the fallen heroes of our legendary tales will likely not be returning,” he surmised, thinking on the prophecies, and realizing that perhaps he needed to study them closer.

      “What I am saying,” Thanatos said, returning her attention to the flower in her hand, pulling a petal, and muttering ‘loved me not’ under her breath, “is that if Hades intends to begin returning the dead to the living, he and I will need to have a discussion.”

      Morpheus felt his heart sink. For a moment, he had allowed himself to hope that, perhaps, Olympus Prime would have a fighting chance, and they might return to Earth as deities once more. Nearly all the Olympians hoped for that, to some degree. Even Zeus, the orchestrator of the exile, still longed for his throne on Earth. Cupid hated what had been done with his image, and he would love the opportunity to rectify the misunderstanding. Apollo claimed to be enjoying his invisible status, but those were only words. Morpheus was convinced that he would prefer returning into active deity rotation.

      “Don’t be so glum, Sandman,” Thanatos giggled distractedly, jerking Morpheus back to attention. “There are a lot of us who are dead, yes, but there are still some who aren’t. Maybe you should focus your attention on the ones who are not technically dead yet.”

      “Well, now you’re just being pedantic,” Morpheus rolled his eyes, “and don’t call me Sandman, it’s disrespectful. I was just thinking that, with the return of Jason and Hercules, we might be gathering our forces again. Our forces are dead, though, like you said. Except for the two who hid from both responsibility and time, most of our forces died in the war, when⁠—”

      Morpheus cut himself off. He began thinking about something else.

      “Say what you will,” Thanatos shrugged. “I have certainly said my peace. It’s always a pleasure to see you, Morpheus, but you’re going to have to excuse me. I still need to determine the status of my relationship with this man.”

      “Of course, you do,” Morpheus nodded. “I’m glad we had this discussion, Thanatos. It’s always enlightening, talking with you.”

      Without another word, Morpheus turned and began to exit the cemetery. He had achieved as much as he had expected to: many questions, a few answers which led to deeper questions, and a stack of research which he needed to do. Despite himself, he was kind of looking forward to it.

      Thanatos watched him exit for a moment before pulling the final petal from the flower and muttering, “loved me.” She smiled, allowing the wind to take the petal away and discarding the now barren stem. As she considered the subject in question, she determined the diagnosis sufficient.

      II

      As Hercules laid one foot in front of the other, he considered the outcome of what he was about to do. His trip to Tartarus and the confrontation with Uncle Hades needed to happen, that was certain, but this trip to the Oracle of Delphi might be overkill. His father had told him that she had changed a lot in the time that he was gone, but Hercules had never really liked her all that much originally. The one time that Hercules had met with her, she had told him of the ten labours that he needed to perform. Hercules knew that he ought not to hate the messenger, but it was hard not to be a little bitter. Those ten labours, which eventually became twelve, had been difficult. As a rule, Hercules did not enjoy difficult things.

      That was another reason that he was having second thoughts about the trip to the oracle. Even though it was now in another dimension, the journey there was still hard. Jason had offered to accompany him there, but Hercules had refused, saying that this was something that he needed to do by himself. That was not exactly the truth. Hercules had not wanted Jason to learn too much about this mission to Tartarus. It was obvious from his reaction that Jason was expecting to retrieve Medea, his wife. That had never been part of the deal. Hercules had not had the strength to tell Jason this. Besides, if he had, Jason may not have come along. It was not truly lying; it was simply an omission. Maybe, once they were there, Hercules would be able to convince Hades that Medea should be released back to the living as well. Hades had never been known for his generosity. In the back of his mind, Hercules was hoping that two thousand years had softened the iron fist a bit, but he doubted it.

      Hercules saw the Delphic plateau approaching. Pythia, the Oracle, was seated at her altar, inhaling the mists, as she always had been. She looked no different.

      As Hercules stepped onto the platform that contained the altar, Pythia looked up at him and smiled in the same lackadaisical, slightly intoxicated way that Hercules was familiar with. Upon viewing her, he took a step backward. There was absolutely something different about her. The long strands of light-brown silk that fell to her shoulders were the same, as was the sweet nectar in her lips, dispersed with her smile. Her graceful form was just as exotic as she rose and walked, nearly floating, toward him. Her eyes were different. There was still one of gold and one of silver, representing her vision into the passage of time, but something was different. As she came close to Hercules to embrace him, Hercules noticed significant scarring around her eye sockets, as if someone had taken a burning coal to them. Still, even that was paled in comparison to the gadget that now rested upon her nose.

      “Hello, Hercules, favoured son of Zeus,” Pythia greeted him, kissing his cheek.

      “Greetings, Pythia,” Hercules replied. He held the oracle at arm’s length to examine the contraption more closely. “What is that, adorning your eyes?”

      “Oh, my glasses,” the Oracle giggled as she slid them from her face. “Apollo has done the best he is able to restore my vision but, even as such, the glasses will help. It was unfortunate, or it will be, but when my eyes were restored, I am told, my vision is not the same.”

      “Your eyes?” Hercules frowned with concern. “What happened to your eyes?”

      “An unfortunate thing,” Pythia shrugged. “I did not wish to speak on such events. Soon, it will have been a long time ago and, as such, the past.”

      “Besides,” Pythia winked at Hercules as she slid her glasses back into place, “will you not like them?”

      “I will, I mean, I do like them,” Hercules stammered. He had forgotten how tricky it could be speaking with the Oracle, who saw past, present, and future concurrently. The “glasses” were a nice addition to her already youthful face. Hercules resisted the urge to stare at her, not only in fascination of the glasses but at how uniquely attractive they seemed to make her. She pivoted fluidly and began to return to her altar, with Hercules in tow. All that he could do was follow her, hoping that she would look at him once again, allowing him to see the splendour of her newly accessorized face. It was odd: when he had visited her in the past, Hercules had never taken note of her beauty before. Now, with the device affixed to her face, there was something that he could not get away from. Her richly tanned skin, the field of freckles which adorned her cheeks, and the slight upturn in her nose all seemed to be amplified by the contraption. After a moment of swimming through testosterone dreams, Hercules forced his mind to return to the task at hand.

      Upon sitting once more, the Oracle inhaled deeply from the sweet-smelling mists of Kema. “How are your labours progressing?” she asked Hercules, raising her head to view him once more.

      “Oh,” Hercules was slightly startled since he had not thought about his labours in a long time. “Those are done. I completed them successfully, despite Hera’s best efforts, and I eventually earned my place on Mount Olympus.”

      “Your labours are not complete,” the Oracle smiled. “You assume that the twelve assigned to you as recompense for your crimes were the only labours that you would need to complete. You will continue to commit crimes, and labours are still to be done. Will I be wrong about this?”

      Hercules walked to the Oracle and took a seat across from her. “That is actually why I’m here,” he said. “I have been gone for a long time. Since I came back, I have seen many things which I am unfamiliar with. While we have always been set apart from the humans, now we’re in a completely different world. We watch their interactions and activities through giant mirrors. Aside from that, the smells are different, the feelings are strange, and nothing seems correct. I do not even know where I am any longer.”

      The Oracle shook her head. “The world is not changed,” she said. “Hardly at all. Before we continue, did you have my payment?”

      “Oh, merda,” Hercules muttered a swear word that he had heard the Romans using and patted himself down as if he would find the laurel branch that he had clearly forgotten.

      “I’m sorry,” he said finally, looking back at the Oracle. “I must have forgotten it.”

      “I know that you would,” Pythia said, dropping her gaze, but not her smile. “It will be all right. My payment has almost become an empty formality now. So seldom will my advice be requested that the laurel branch has very rarely been remembered.”

      “I will get one to you later,” Hercules insisted.

      “Later is a long time from now,” the Oracle said, looking into Hercules once more. “You may not be here to see it.”

      At those words, Hercules began to second-guess himself. When the Oracle spoke about time, it was always good to pay attention. If she was saying that he might not see the future, she could be referring to an impending doom that was readily at hand, or a funeral many years from now. One could never be certain.

      “Yes,” Hercules stated uncertainly. “About that. My father, Zeus, has ordered me to go into the underworld, to retrieve my bride, who seems to have died.”

      “Orpheus will attempt something similar,” Pythia muttered.

      “He actually already has,” Hercules felt his own eyes dropping as the Oracle peered past his retina. “He . . . well, he failed, I guess. I need to ask you if my fate will be better than his. I must get my wife back, to restore my honour. Can you give me some advice on how I could do that? Or, well, will I do it?”

      Pythia remained silent for a moment. “You desire your honour more than your wife?” she asked eventually.

      “Well, not exactly,” Hercules hurried to regain the ground that he seemed to be losing. “It’s just, well, the two seem to go together.”

      “The one-sandaled man has not felt the same way.”

      “Who? Oh, Jason! No, Jason doesn’t care about honour as much. He just wants his wife back.”

      “It was curious,” the Oracle frowned thoughtfully. “I saw one of their futures, yet I do not see the other.”

      Hercules frowned. “So, we’ll succeed in rescuing one of them?”

      “You expected me to aid you, even though you have not provided my payment?” a teasing twinkle returned to the Oracle’s eye (although it may have been the light, reflecting off her new eye-mechanism). “That would be quite a presumption. Perhaps I will have been generous. I have not said that you would succeed, since that was decided by you and your actions. I only say that, should you choose to enter this labour, you would return with someone. That someone may not be who you went to retrieve.”

      “So, is Hebe going to be restored to life?”

      “I see a future for Hebe,” the Oracle confirmed, finally giving the answer that Hercules wanted, “but perhaps, she is not the Hebe that you remember.”
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        * * *

      

      “So,” Jason spoke up as soon as Hercules was within ear-range, “what did the Oracle say?”

      “A lot of stuff,” Hercules replied as he shook his sufficiently dizzied head. “Basically, we’re going to the underworld, and I owe her a laurel branch.”

      “You forgot the laurel branch?” Jason sighed. “I am surprised that she said anything at all.”

      The two men walked away from Delphi, conversing with each other about their newest endeavour. Jason was hopeful, since in his mind, the Oracle had just given her seal of approval. They were doing the right thing. Hercules was uncomfortable, since he was not sure that she had. He was also certain that Jason would not be happy with the outcome of this venture.

      This had to be done. Jason was just going to have to live with the consequences.

      III

      Prometheus and Epimetheus were brothers. Both were Titans, the celestial headship before the Olympians. In the beginning, the two of them were entrusted with the distribution of traits amongst living things. Epimetheus was to give a positive trait to each creature, but when he came to mankind, he found that he had none left. Prometheus stepped in and declared that mankind should possess civilizing arts.

      Prometheus was a friend to mankind. He stole fire from the Olympians and showed mankind how to use it. After Zeus overthrew the Titans, declaring himself and his brothers to be the new controlling power, he punished Prometheus for this action by chaining him to a rock. Each day, an eagle comes and pecks out his liver. Each night, the organ is restored.

      It is not a good idea to upset the gods.

      Zeus punished Epimetheus as well. He gave Epimetheus the duty of looking after a beautiful creature that Hephaestus had built, and all the gods had adored. It was a woman, one of the most fabulous women to exist.

      “From her is the race of woman and female kind, of her is the deadly race and tribe of women who amongst mortal men to their great trouble, no help meets in hateful poverty, but only in wealth.”

      -Hesiod’s Theogony

      In hindsight, perhaps Prometheus got the better of the deals.

      It is also only fair to note that there are multiple accounts of Hesiod’s death but, in every one of them, he is killed by men, usually a mob of them. He died alone and nearly unloved.

      IV

      The inner courtyard, just past the gate of Mount Olympus, was relatively empty. Sitting against the far-left wall, amidst a circle of cushions, Apollo was playing his guitar softly. Since the courtyard was rarely used for anything but passage to and from the mount, he found that he could sit there and be undisturbed. As such, he did so frequently.

      Trees and flowers of exotic types stood, sprinkled throughout the courtyard, all gifts from Demeter, who rarely came to the mount any longer. Some bore fruit, others beautiful flowers, and there was a reasonable amount of ivy. Demeter had never officially relinquished her role as an Olympian, but she could rarely be bothered to attend meetings. Since gatherings were more of a formality to gods without followers, she claimed that she did not see the point. Zeus objected but, much like the meetings themselves, his objections were merely for the sake of the record.

      In the centre of the courtyard, a fountain statue of Aphrodite stood strongly, water pouring from her outstretched hands, as she smiled demurely at her audience, which had dwindled over the centuries, but had never forgotten. Engraved in the base of the fountain was the statement “i agápi poté den pethaínei.” It was a cliché sentiment, claiming that “love never dies,” but there was nothing more that could be said. Aphrodite was gone. Her influence, however, was not. Small fish swam in the fountain, beneath Aphrodite’s gaze, each of them appreciating the love which she bestowed on them.

      A petite figure entered the courtyard, coming out of the innards of Olympus. Clothed in a dark cloak, she strode with the confidence of one twice her size. Dark hair fell from her head in silken rivulets, and beneath strong and lowered eyebrows, her piercing green eyes drove through the souls of those who dared to gaze into them. Beneath the cloak, her body was agile and lithe, and her feet were shod in black boots, which rose to her mid-calves. If one had a mind to look closely, they would see the hilt of a sword, attached to her waist. If they chose to not look as closely, they would notice the owl, perched upon her shoulder.

      “Something is different,” the owl informed the figure telepathically.

      “Yes, of course, it is,” the figure replied in kind. “Jason and Hercules have returned. They have been missing for over 2,000 years. An event like that would warrant a ‘something is different’ feeling.”

      “It’s more than that,” the owl countered. “As you noted earlier, Jason and Hercules returning does very little to change things. Yes, it is nice to have them, or at least one of them, back. I am referring to something else, though. The world feels strange.”

      The figure stopped by the fountain long enough to run her fingers through the falling stream. “The world has felt strange,” she sighed, “for a very long time.”

      “That is not what I—” the owl attempted to further explain but thought better of it. “Never mind.”

      “I hear what you’re saying,” the figure answered, “and I tend to agree. There really is not a point in dwelling on the feelings, though. Searching for the origin of that sensation might be futile. Things change. Should we really be bothered by that?”

      The owl had a response ready, and it likely would have stumped the figure, but something else caught his attention. Turning his head, the owl spotted Cupid and Artemis entering the courtyard. The clothing that they wore and the countenance which they carried seemed to confirm the strange feeling which he had been feeling.

      The figure followed the owl’s look, her brow furrowing with curiosity. This warranted further investigation. Stepping away from the fountain, she began to approach them.

      Cupid nodded to her once she was within acceptable range: “Hey, Athena.”

      Athena’s dour disposition did not falter as she returned the nod: “Cupid.”

      Artemis smiled, reaching down to pet the owl. “Hello Glaukopis,” she greeted the bird warmly. “How are you doing today?”

      “The two of them are hiding something,” Glaukopis told Athena.

      Athena turned her attention to Artemis. “He says hello,” she lied. “He’s doing fine. What are the two of you up to?”

      “We were on a date,” Cupid answered casually.

      Artemis rolled her eyes. “It was not a date,” she sighed. “I know that Cupid is familiar with certain aspects of human culture which I have spent less time exploring, and I wanted to have a good time.”

      “Right,” Cupid nodded, “so you asked me on a date.”

      “Whatever,” Artemis grumbled.

      Athena’s suspicions were piqued. Cupid’s attire was not out of character, since he typically over-compensated in his wardrobe, choosing casual fashion over comfort. The slacks that he wore looked as though they had been pressed, though, and the shoes seemed to betray more than just a casual encounter. Both aspects, though, were easily explainable.

      The element which stood out in Athena’s mind was Artemis. The dress which she wore was significantly out of character. It was tight and form-fitting, displaying an exposed chest. Artemis was a hunter. She would not have worn an outfit that restricted her movement to that degree, while making herself so obviously vulnerable.

      Athena leaned closer to Artemis and breathed in deeply. The perfume she wore smelled like a tropical beach.

      “Are you sniffing for pheromones?” Cupid sighed.

      Athena turned her attention to Cupid and forced herself to smile: “Could I not be admiring my dear sister’s exotic perfume?”

      “Thank you, Athena,” Artemis smiled cheerfully, not being fooled for a moment. “It’s called Beachfront Property.”

      “You know, I don’t have to use pheromones to make people want to hang out with me,” Cupid defended himself, rolling his eyes. “I’m a pretty charming guy, people have fun with me!”

      Athena shifted her attention back to Artemis. The goddess smiled back at her demurely, which practically confirmed Athena’s suspicions. “What are you hunting?” Athena asked pointedly.

      Artemis kept her voice calm and even. “I’ve already told you,” she replied. “I was only looking for a good time.”

      “Let it go, Athena,” Glaukopis cautioned from her shoulder.

      Athena returned her stare to Cupid. Cupid felt himself being pulled into the green of her iris, as though she were drawing the truth from him through pure magnetism. Breathing deeply, he steeled his resolve. “We had a lot of fun together,” he ventured to say, his voice only quivering slightly.

      Athena lowered her eyebrows and her stare intensified. “Where did you go?” she asked, perhaps a bit too accusatively.

      Cupid felt his calm begin to melt, as the steel became liquid mercury. It would be beneficial to have Athena in the circle of knowledge, would it not? This was a very serious ordeal, and it would be good to have someone like her to help. After all, she was wisdom. When dealing with Pandora, wisdom would be vital. It only made sense to have Athena on board with this. Yes, it was completely logical for Cupid to tell Athena everything that he and Artemis had been doing. He opened his mouth to do exactly that.

      “We just went to a club,” Artemis quickly interrupted as she gripped Cupid’s shoulder. “Now, you have to excuse us: it has been a long night, and I think we are both exhausted.”
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