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For our heroic readers:


Kaitlin S., Eden O., Sven S., Jakob W., Billy F., Lana W., Tiffany W., John K., Kira W., Diamond C., Ariel S., Christine D-H. and Kenzo S., Nikolas M., Robby B., Kameron K., Trey H., Tyler E., Kyle Z., Vivian Z., the Andrade family, Gavin F., Caitlin R., and you!


—J. H. and S. W.
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Greetings, Mortal Readers,


I am Pythia, the Oracle of Delphi, in Greece. I have the power to see the future. Hear my prophecy:


Ahead I see dancers lurking. Wait—make that danger lurking. (The future can be blurry, especially when my eyeglasses are foggy.)


Anyhoo, beware! Titan giants seek to rule all of Earth’s domains—oceans, mountains, forests, and the depths of the Underwear. Oops—make that Underworld. Led by King Cronus, they are out to destroy us all!


Yet I foresee hope. A band of rightful rulers called Olympians will arise. Though their size and youth are no match for the Titans, they will be giant in heart, mind, and spirit. They now follow their leader—a very special boy. One who is destined to become king of the gods and ruler of the heavens.


If he is brave enough.


And if he and his friends work together as one. And if they can learn to use their new amazing flowers—um, amazing powers—in time to save the world!




[image: Images]


[image: Images]



CHAPTER ONE



Sticky Spidernets!


Surrender, Olympians!


Nine young Olympians—Zeus, Hera, Poseidon, Hades, Hestia, Demeter, Apollo, Ares, and Athena—stared at the sky in horror. The words appeared in a huge spiderweb that had been spun between the clouds. The web looked like it covered the entire sky!


Suddenly, sticky strands shot down from the clouds. One of them wrapped around Poseidon’s ankle and yanked him away.


“Sticky spidernets!” he yelled.


Zeus, their leader, grabbed the lightning bolt attached to his belt.


“Bolt, large!” he commanded.


The magical weapon grew until it was as big as Zeus. Weeks before, he had pulled it from a stone in the Temple of Delphi. It had helped him battle all kinds of monsters, beasts, and the Crony army ever since.


Zeus ran after Poseidon as another thread shot down and grabbed Hestia’s ankle. Then another thread grabbed Demeter around her waist, and the next one circled Hera’s arm!


“Help!” they cried as the sticky threads dragged them away.


“What’s happening?” Hades asked, catching up to Zeus as they chased after the four captured Olympians. Apollo, Ares, and Athena followed at their heels.
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“I don’t know!” Zeus replied. “But I’m not going to lose any more Olympians—not again!”


As they got closer to the web, they could see a small army of spiders high above them, busy at work. Their round, black bodies were the size of melons. Their hairy legs were twice as long as the Olympians were tall.


“Spiders!” Apollo yelled.


“I’ll take care of them!” cried Ares, the god of war. His red eyes flashed with anger. He raised the spear he carried and charged past Zeus.


“Taste the Spear of Fear!” he yelled, hurling the spear at the web strands. The spear was his own magical object, given to him by a bunch of Amazon warrior girls. The only problem? The spear was not a spear of fear—it was a scaredy-cat spear!


Whoosh! The spear whizzed toward one of the spiders. The creature swiftly moved out of the way. The spear cut through the sticky strands and got stuck in a tree.


A small spiderweb rolled down from the larger one. Words woven in it read:


Ha-ha! You missed!


“Not funny!” Ares fumed, and he stomped off to get his spear.


At the same time a thick strand of web reached down to grab Hades. He quickly dodged it. Then he put on his Helm of Darkness. He had found his magical object in the Underworld—the land of the dead, which he ruled. The helmet instantly turned Hades invisible.


“Can’t catch me if you can’t see me!” he taunted.


“But they can still hear you,” Zeus pointed out as three spiders skittered toward the place where Hades’s voice had come from.


Ares pulled his spear out of the tree. “I won’t miss again!” he promised, shaking a fist at the spiders.


Whack! He slashed at the nearest strand of web. The spear sliced clean through.


“We have to free Hera, Poseidon, Hestia, and Demeter!” Zeus cried. But the strands were pulling the four captured Olympians higher and higher off the ground. They had to act fast.


“Aaaaaaaaaaaaah!” With a battle cry Zeus jumped up and slashed at the strand holding Poseidon. Bolt sliced right through, and Poseidon fell to the ground with a thump. Apollo raced over and started to pull the sticky strands from him.
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Whack! Ares cut through some strands with his spear to free Hera. She thudded to the ground just like Poseidon. Athena ran to her aid.


Overhead the spiders began to furiously spin more webs. Zeus lunged at the strand holding Demeter, but the web yanked her out of reach. Then a strand came down to grab Zeus, brushing his leg. He jumped out of the way just in time.


“They’re everywhere!” Ares yelled, hacking at the strands as they came down to grab him too.


Ares looks like he has things under control, though, thought Zeus. So he got busy slicing sticky webs between him and Hera and Poseidon. Up ahead he could see Athena rolling Hera out of the way as two strands tried to grab them both.


Poseidon and Apollo ran up to Zeus, breathless.


“We need to take shelter in the woods, bro!” Poseidon urged.


“But Hestia and Demeter . . . ,” Zeus said.


“They’re up in the clouds, I fear,” said Apollo. “There is no way for us to get near.” He often spoke in rhyme. And he carried a lyre since he was a musician.


Zeus looked up to see Hestia and Demeter being carried higher and higher, up toward the center of the web. Then he felt Poseidon yank his arm.


“Watch out!” Poseidon cried, pulling Zeus toward him.


A strand swung right past Zeus. Poseidon had saved him.


Zeus sighed. “You’re right. We’ve got to retreat,” he said reluctantly.


Zeus followed Poseidon and Apollo away from the web, to the safety of nearby trees. Athena and Hera had already taken shelter there. Hera was picking sticky pieces of web from her long, blond hair.


“Where is Ares?” Zeus asked, looking around. “And Hades?”


“Hades turned invisible, remember?” Apollo reminded him.


Zeus cupped his hands around his mouth. “Hades! Hades! Are you here?”


There was no answer.


Athena saw something shining in the grass a short distance away. She ran and grabbed it.


“Here’s that shield Ares wore,” she said, holding it up. The shield was made of tarnished metal. Gold tassels hung from it. “But no Ares.”


Zeus’s dark eyes flashed with anger and frustration.


“Rolling thunder!” he cried. “We keep losing Olympians!”
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CHAPTER TWO



Goddess of What?


Zeus sank down to sit against a tree.


“What kind of leader keeps losing everybody?” he said. “Sometimes I don’t understand why Pythia said that I’m the leader of the Olympians.”


“Well, I’ve never understood it either,” said Hera.


“Ha-ha,” said Zeus flatly, kicking at the dirt with his boot.


His life had changed overnight. It had started when a bunch of Cronies had captured him. The half-giant soldiers of evil King Cronus had given him to the king himself as a delicious snack!


Zeus had escaped—along with Hera and Poseidon, who had been trapped inside Cronus’s belly. They had met Pythia, the Oracle of Delphi. She’d told them they were Olympians. It was their destiny to overthrow King Cronus. But first they had to go on a bunch of quests and find more Olympians.
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