
A Divine Party                                For VIP Newsletter Subscribers Only                                Dana Fraedrich 
 

 

The room was brighter than one would expect.  That was the thing about the 
current wave of interior decoration, they straddled the line between rustic hipster, 
found/vintage item nonchalance and fine dining, and gods forbid their lighting didn’t lend 
itself to good Instagram photos.  How would things look a decade from now when we all 
gathered together again, I wondered to myself.  I had to admit, I missed the sleek lines 
that were all the rage about half a century ago. 

“Artie, darling,” Zeus blustered, rolling over to me like an enthusiastic storm 
cloud. 

“Hi, Dad,” I said, raising my eyebrows at him.  “You seem to be enjoying 
yourself.” 

That wouldn’t have been surprising—Dad was always enjoying himself one way 
or another—except that word on the grapevine was that Hera had caught wind of his 
latest dalliance.  He would, as always, make promises he’d never keep, stay out of trouble 
long enough for Hera’s rage to subside, and then the cycle began all over again.  I 
glanced over to my stepmother—I think that’s technically the right term, according to 
current convention anyway.  Her eyes were as red as the tiny globules in her drink.  I 
couldn’t tell if they were arils or some of those molecular gastronomy bubble-thingys 
people liked to play with nowadays.  Either way, I could feel the heat coming off of her 
from here. 

“Could you be somewhere else at the moment, please?” I asked, my eyebrows 
flattening back down into a line. 

“Do me a favor,” Zeus slurred at me.  “Go talk to her, try to cheer her up.” 
“Why?” 
“Because she likes you.” 
He wasn’t wrong there, though I knew Hera only liked me for all the reasons she 

couldn’t stand Aphrodite, who was, incidentally, dangling a group of men from her 
metaphorical hook in the corner.  They were her plus one, two, and three from what I 
understood. 

“What’s in it for me?” I asked.  I couldn’t help the smirk that slid up my face just 
then.  Dad’s indiscretions could usually benefit me in a big way. 

“I’ll give you Babylon,” he said, smiling like the smarmiest used car salesman on 
the planet. 

“Babylon doesn’t exist anymore, Dad,” I informed him. 
He looked confused for a moment.  “Is Thebes still around?” 
“It belongs to Dio.” 
I looked around Zeus’s big, square shoulders again.  Hera was coming over now. 
“What do you want?” he hissed. 
“Scotland.” 
“Done.” 
I grinned and swept around my father, arms outstretched towards Hera.  She was 

currently wearing a long, shining dress with a peacock embroidered down the bodice, the 
glorious tail wrapping around to the back of the skirt.  It played off the green behind the 
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red in her eyes beautifully.  Hera never eschewed her olive skin and dark hair even as 
fashions changed through the ages. 

“Hera, darling, you look magnificent,” I cooed.  Once I was close enough to wrap 
my arms around her waist, I whispered, “What are you going to get from him this time?” 

“I have my eye on that palace of his in Manhattan,” Hera replied, “It’s the tallest 
one he has.  I want to be able to look down on him from the top floor.” 

I smiled.  I wasn’t as shrewd as she was…mostly because shooting things 
(literally or metaphorically) brought me more satisfaction, but I had great respect for her.  
We tarried together as long as it took to be convincing before I moved on.  My brother 
was on the small stage at the far end of the room.  He loved to provide the musical 
entertainment for any party, and Dio, the perpetual host of our recurring family reunions, 
loved having him play. 

Apollo was crooning softly into the microphone, and a collection of adoring fans, 
both men and women, were gathered at the tables around the front of the stage.  The gold 
on his boots, overly large belt buckle, and earring gleamed under the stage lights.  I gave 
him a thumbs up before moving on. 

A tangle of amber tresses and dark skin around a dress of moss green were on the 
veranda outside.  I decided to head out there. 

The air outside was cool, though I merely noted the temperature rather than felt it.  
Spring hadn’t quite shed the cold cloak of winter here, though it had arrived sooner here 
in Music City than elsewhere—Apollo’s influence showing here in more ways than one. 

“Good evening, darling,” she purred, sipping at a glass of neat whiskey. 
“Hello, Demeter,” I said, sitting down across from her. 
The lights of the city below were a field of fireflies in a dark field…though much 

noisier, like angry crickets.  Demeter produced a gin and tonic for me, sliding it across 
the table.  I lifted it to her in silent thanks. 

“Happy belated Equinox,” I followed, taking a sip.  It was delightfully botanical, 
almost alive on my tongue, as only Demeter could do.  “Persephone must have been early 
this year.” 

“Only in exchange for a day back here and there,” Demeter told me, her blue eyes 
shining at the idea of losing her daughter even for a moment. 

“That’s going to make the mortals unhappy,” I said.  “They don’t like 
disturbances in their weather.” 

“How well I know.”  She mocked in a tinny, high-pitched voice, “It was just 
warm yesterday, now so cold.  Always moaning about the weather, never happy.” 

I laughed. 
“Hi there.” 
My eyes rolled to the side towards the young man who had just sat down.  His 

white teeth were shining in the yellow lamplight, smiling at me like he actually thought 
he was worth my time.  I cast a look towards Demeter. 

You have got to be kidding me. 
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“Jason,” the man continued, holding out a hand.  It was ignored.  “Aphrodite told 
me you were unattached tonight.” 

Demeter made no attempt to smother the cackle that erupted out of her just then.  
He was mortal, and like a mortal did a terrible job hiding the tick in his eyebrow that 
shouted his displeasure at being laughed at, the wee lamb. 

“I’m unattached every night,” I told him.  He opened his mouth to speak, but I cut 
him off, “By my own choice.  I tell you what, though.  See that pretty blond over there?” 

I leaned over next to him and stretched my arm out beneath his nose, pointing 
through the glass walls of the venue.  The invisible line extending from my fingertip 
ended at a petite slip of a woman with dancing blue eyes, pale skin, and clothes in petals 
of pink. 

“Yeah?” the gent said, doing an even worse job of hiding the new emotion that 
colored his tone. 

“Why don’t you try chatting her up?” 
The man said nothing as he rose and wandered in that direction.  It was no wonder 

the young woman’s husband had fallen for her, even less so that the poor lad I had just 
sent toddling off towards her was immediately entranced. 

“That was mean,” Demeter smiled at me. 
“I know.  Hades is going to have a field day with him.”  I looked back at her and 

grimaced, “Aphrodite won’t let me hear the end of it, though.” 
Just then, a crash resounded from within, pulling Demeter and I from our seats. 
Gods, I knew Hades’ vengeance would be quick, but… 
Nope.  Not Hades, though the young man had taken the brunt of the damage.  

Sprawled out on the floor on top of him was a thickly muscled, fist of man wearing red.  
How much of that was new blood had yet to be determined.  Standing above him, grey 
eyes flashing, was a tall figure clad in a cuirass corset top. 

“I said no and I meant it,” she intoned. 
The man in red chuckled, wiping blood from his busted lip.  Gods, my family was 

weird, though I suppose that comes with being all-powerful, immortal beings.  Still, I 
curled my lip at the idea.  Just remember this next time you think your family is 
dysfunctional.  I strode to stand beside my half-sister, glaring down at the brawny hulk 
hauling himself to his feet now.  Athena didn’t need my strength behind her, not by a 
long shot—not to mention how much of an overbearing know it all she usually was—but 
I hated Ares enough to draw these lines now. 

“That is enough!” came a new voice across the room towards us. 
Our host buzzed towards us like an angry bee, wineglass pinched between two 

fingers.  Apollo, who had stopped playing, was on his heels. 
“Not at my gala!” 
Ares then shrugged and sauntered off, but not before giving Athena a scandalous 

wink as he went.  I watched and then rolled my eyes as he sidled up to Aphrodite in the 
corner, scattering her hanger-ons like moths. 

Athena looked back to Dionysus and tipped her majestic head towards him. 
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“My apologies,” she said. 
He then smiled easily and raised his glass and his voice. “Come now, everyone.  

Back to celebrating!” 
We didn’t need Dionysus to tell us this. It was a surprise if Ares wasn’t getting in 

a fight with someone; business as usual.  Also, we weren’t really celebrating so much as 
just coming together.  What was there to celebrate?  This was how things had always 
been. 

I left Athena, not wanting to hear her lecture me on…anything, and she loved to 
lecture. Hephaestus was sitting forlornly at the bar, watching Aphrodite titter idiotically 
at something Ares had just said in the mirror above the bar.  I felt bad for him, being 
saddled with her.  She was the apple of his eye.  Rotten apple was more like it.  Hermes 
was there too, watching the game.  Our favorite teams, the Portland Trailblazers and the 
Milwaukee Bucks, were playing against each other.  I squeezed in between them, 
wondering if I might be able to spend the rest of the night here, or at least until the game 
was over. 
 


