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      “Has anyone seen Zeus?” Topher asked. He wandered over to the window of their drawing room and looked down on the bustling town that made up Mt. Olympus. Sixteen stories below the gods and goddesses, satyrs, and other mythical creatures scurried about their busy lives.

      Mr. D looked up from the game of solitaire he was playing with fourteen decks of cards. “I haven’t been stupid enough to go looking.”

      Topher sighed and turned away from the window. He tugged on the cravat that his dryad valet had tied into some intricate design called “The Waterfall,” and then pulled on the bottom of his fitted coat. He glared at his buckskin breeches and for the hundred-thousandth time missed his linen pants and orange Camp Half-Blood Austin t-shirt he’d been wearing when Zeus had recalled him to Olympus. He hadn’t enjoyed wearing the clothes of the Regency Period of England back when they were in fashion. Of all the eras Topher had lived through in his long life, the Regency was his least favorite. So, naturally, Zeus stuck Topher in the Regency every time the ruler of Olympus experienced a fit of pique and recalled his grandson home.

      Topher shook his head. Now he was even thinking in Regency terms. Fit of pique? Topher rolled his eyes. Zeus had gotten irritated like always and called the minor god home. End of story. If Topher didn’t get out of here and back to the modern world soon, he was going to start sounding like a Lord Byron poem.

      “I just don’t understand what earned me a cosmic timeout this time,” Topher said. “Zeus wasn’t very clear when he was yelling at me.”

      Mr. D shrugged. “He’s mad about those curses you lot let Rictus send into the world.”

      “Let is coming on a bit strong.” Topher shook his head. “And he knows I can’t interfere. It’s his own rule.”

      “You sent those twerps on a quest to stop it.”

      “Then is he mad that I interfered …” Topher paused considering, “… or that I didn’t interfere enough?”

      “Dad’s gonna Dad,” Mr. D said. He tossed his cards on the table with a grunt. “He’s mad at me for setting my beloved actor Thespis free from the mask last summer and unleashing the full chaos of the Smileys on the world. Said I can’t be trusted in the mortal world right now, thank the us.”

      “Do you mean, thank the gods?” Topher asked.

      “That’s what I said. And I’m going to enjoy my twerp free vacation.” Mr. D reached over and pulled a long, tasseled rope that hung from the ceiling. From some distance away, they could just here the faint tinkle of a bell ringing. “You should do the same.”

      Topher eyed Mr. D and decided the Olympian wasn’t in the mood for jokes. His solitaire game must not have gone well, and the god wasn’t a good loser. Or a good winner. Or a good spectator. Mr. D should really stay away from games, Topher decided.

      The door opened, and a satyr maid with her horns sticking through her nineteenth century mob cap trotted in with a tray. There were some cakes and cookies as well as a pot of tea and two empty teacups.

      “Tea again.” Mr. D groaned. “If I can’t have wine, I should at least be able to drink Diet Coke.”

      “They didn’t have Coke in the Regency,” Topher reminded his uncle. “Just like they didn’t have email.”

      He sat down at the table and poured both of them a cup of tea although he would have preferred a gallon or so of coffee. Once Mr. D was once again safely distracted by his cards, Topher picked up the message Grey had brought him from Isaiah. Normally, it would have just been an email on his phone, but Grey had brought him a handwritten, Regency appropriate missive.

      Isaiah had caught him up on everything that Topher had missed while being stuck on Olympus: the fight between Zeus and Heracles, the reconciliation between Heracles and the mysterious Shade, and the breaking of the anger curse. Topher tapped on the letter a moment before deciding it was time to talk to Zeus again. If Zeus had only recalled him because he’d been poisoned by the anger curse, then with it broken, Topher ought to be able to charm speak his way back to camp.

      Only Topher couldn’t find him. He searched all of Zeus’s favorite places like the Olympian throne room, the movie theater that showed every movie that had even been or would ever be made, the Roman style baths, and the hanging gardens. Zeus was nowhere to be found. No one had seen him either—although, like Mr. D, no one had really gone looking.

      Frustrated, Topher headed for his mom’s suite of rooms. He found Aphrodite sitting in front of a bank of computer monitors tweaking the code of her latest dating app she planned to launch later in the year.

      “My, don’t you look handsome,” she said, turning to her son.

      Topher snorted. “I look ridiculous. Buckskin breeches aren’t flattering to anyone over the age of twenty-five. I’m several centuries too old for this look.”

      Aphrodite sighed and got up to move to the couch across the room. “You’ve always been too hard on yourself.” She patted the cushion next to her. “Sit. Clearly something is bothering you. Tell me what’s wrong.”

      So, Topher did. When he had finished complaining about Zeus, missing camp, and worrying about what was happening there in his absence, Aphrodite sat back. She considered Topher for a moment.

      “You think Zeus was affected by this curse, correct?”

      Topher nodded.

      “And he hasn’t been seen on Olympus since he went to confront your Uncle Heracles at camp, yes?”

      “Yes,” said Topher. “How can I convince him to send me back if I can’t find him?”

      “Your grandfather doesn’t have the healing capabilities of your father,” Aphrodite said, referring to Apollo. “If he was affected by that curse, he may have been just as affected by it breaking. Perhaps he has gone somewhere to recover. He may not be on Olympus at all.”

      Topher started to complain again, but Aphrodite cut him off.

      “And if he has left Olympus,” she said, looking off into the distance and pointedly not looking at Topher, “what is keeping you here?”

      Topher’s mouth snapped shut. His mother had a point. While he sat there thinking it through, Aphrodite drifted back over to her desk.

      She was testing her app on her phone when Topher came over to give her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Thanks, Mom. You’re as brilliant as always.”

      “Hmm,” Aphrodite said in reply, clearly not paying close attention. Topher didn’t mind or take offense. The gods didn’t have the same kind of attention span as a typical mortal. Just like demigods, they were easily distracted and quick to move on to other things.

      Topher left the room and headed back to the suite he currently shared with Mr. D. Mr. D had given up playing cards and had somehow forced the drawing room to produce a large flat screen TV even though those had definitely not existed during the Regency. He was laying on the couch, chugging a Diet Coke he’d somehow gotten, and watching a recording of La Bohème from the Paris Opera House.

      Mr. D dabbed at a tear with his handkerchief. “Puccini,” he said to Topher. “The music gets me every time.”

      Topher nodded and grabbed the missive from Isaiah along with his glasses. “Have you seen my normal clothes?” he asked Mr. D. “I’m getting out of here. Zeus isn’t on Olympus, so there’s no reason we need to be. I’m going back to the Austin camp.”

      Mr. D hit pause on his remote and turned to face Topher. “You’re gonna do what?”

      “Go back to camp.” Topher glanced around to see if he’d missed anything in the drawing room.

      “Absolutely not. Those twerps are fine without us. You know who won’t be fine if Zeus discovers you’re gone? Me. He’s gonna blame me.”

      “Not if you’re with me.” Topher held out his hand to help Mr. D off the couch. Mr. D swatted it away.

      “I don’t want to be at that camp sweating it out during one of the hottest summers on record. And you don’t get to be there either. I’m the one Zeus put in charge of those blasted camps for the past century or so. I’m the one he’ll blame if you go rogue.”

      “Fine. Don’t come.” Topher turned and headed for the door out of the room. “But I’m not some kid at camp you can intimidate with some yelling. I’m going back to my camp and my campers, and you can’t stop me.”

      “Can’t I?” Mr. D moved so fast, he’d blocked the door before Topher could even blink. “You might be the God of Summer Camps, but you’re small potatoes next to me. You’re going nowhere.” He grabbed Topher by the back of his tail coat and hauled him through a hall, past the dining room, and back to the bedroom Topher had been assigned his first night back. It was like Topher was a little kid being grounded in his room by mortal parents.

      The second Mr. D let go of him, Topher whirled around to face Mr. D only to have the double doors to his room slam in his face. Topher shoved and pounded on the wooden doors, but it was like they had been welded into place. Grape vines began to grow in from the cracks where the doors met the wall and floor until the doors had disappeared beneath the leaves.

      “It’s for your own good, kid,” Mr. D said from the other side. He sounded tired, maybe even a little sad. “You don’t need Zeus any madder at you than he already is. Neither of us does. He’ll be back before you know it, and he’ll let you go back to that camp when he calms down.”

      “But will it be soon enough? You know there are still seven more curses that Rictus unleashed.”

      If Mr. D heard him, he never responded.

      Topher rested for a moment with his head against the door, leaves brushing his cheeks. Then he sighed and retreated into his room. “So, I guess I won’t just be walking out the front door,” he said to the empty room. “Fortunately, I don’t need doors to leave a place. Grey!” he yelled out.

      A small purple portal opened into the room with a small pop and the smell of Diet Coke. A little metal bird flew out and landed on the headboard of Topher’s bed.

      “What’s up?” the little owl asked.

      “Hey, Grey.” Topher gave the owl a good scratch behind the feathers of his metal neck. “I need you to set the BELCH back to Camp Half-Blood Austin so I can go home.”

      Grey shook his metal head back and forth. “No can do, boss. Mr. D has given me strict instructions to prohibit taking you off Mt. Olympus using the BELCH.”

      Topher took a deep breath so he wouldn’t start yelling at the little machine. “I’m not some kid on a quest, Grey. I’m a god. That means I can use the BELCH anytime I want.”

      Grey shook his head again. “Maybe, but Mr. D is the one who set up the BELCH with Annabeth in the first place. When he restricts someone’s access, they stay restricted. But let me know if I can help with anything else!” With a small hoot, Grey jumped back into the air and flew into the still open BELCH. Topher considered trying to jump in after him, but he decided he didn’t want to find out what would happen to someone using the BELCH without Mr. D’s permission.

      “I should have known it wouldn’t be that easy.”
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      It took Topher several hours, all the clothes in his many wardrobes, and the sheets off his bed, but he eventually had a rope of clothes long enough to safely make it to the ground. Mr. D might have sealed the doors shut, but there were still four floor to ceiling windows in the room looking out over Olympus.

      With a lot of pushing and shoving, Topher managed to drag the bed to the nearest window. With one last secure square knot tied, Topher clambered out the window onto the narrow ledge outside. He took a deep breath and very carefully made sure to not look down. He wasn’t the greatest fan of heights. There was a reason his camps didn’t have those trust style falls.

      Topher gripped the bedsheets at the top as tight as he could and slowly lowered himself off the ledge until he dangled on the side of the building. His rooms might be styled after the Regency period, but the building he’d been housed in looked more like an office skyscraper than a nineteenth century mansion.

      To his relief, the bedsheets held his weight. He’d been a little worried he was about to fall sixteen floors. He inched down the sheets until he reached the first knot of clothes. He then scrambled down a string of pants, cravats, vests, and top coats. There were more than a few stockings between layers of clothes, and those stressed Topher out the most. They didn’t seem as strong as the wool clothes, but they managed to hold his weight.

      In less time than he would have initially assumed, he was on the ground. Much to his surprise, no one had seemed to notice him crawling down the side of the building like a Regency Era Spiderman, coat tails billowing in the wind. Of course, he hadn’t been able to find his own clothes, so he was still stuck looking like an extra in a Jane Austen movie.

      Although a crowd hadn’t gathered to gape at him, Topher still couldn’t be sure he hadn’t been spotted. Mr. D might not be the only one determined to keep him on Olympus. Topher took a careful look around and then headed to the nearest gate out of the palace complex.

      He didn’t make it very far.

      “Topher? Is that you?”

      Topher kept walking. He didn’t acknowledge the voice, didn’t turn around to see who was talking. He was just a slightly disgraced god taking a stroll through the royal Olympian Gardens. Nothing to see here.

      “That is you. Topher!” The voice was infused with godly power turning Topher’s name almost into a command.

      With his heart racing and hoping fervently that he hadn’t just been caught, Topher turned around. “Uncle Hermes,” he said to the god standing behind him. “How nice to see you.”

      “Don’t call me that,” Hermes said. “What on Olympus are you wearing?”

      Topher’s cheeks began to heat up. “Zeus’s idea of appropriate Olympian apparel.” He pulled at the lapels of his coat, but the thing was so tight, it barely moved.

      Hermes shook his head. “Dad can be so weird.” He flicked his hand and Topher’s clothes melted and morphed into a pair of jeans and a blue Hermes Air shirt. “Much more stylish,” Hermes said. He nodded in satisfaction. “Much better.”

      “Thanks.” Topher was grateful he was no longer being strangled by a cravat. He pulled at the collar of his t-shirt as if it might turn back into one, but fortunately, the collar stayed normal.

      “So what are you doing out here? Taking a stroll?”

      “Something like that,” Topher muttered.

      “Cause you don’t normally need to climb down a makeshift rope of clothing for an evening constitutional.”

      Topher dropped his head back so he was staring up at the sky. “Busted.”

      “Topher playing hooky from Olympian jail,” Hermes said with a small laugh. “I never thought I’d live to see the day. How can I help?”

      Topher jerked his head back up, he nearly pulled a neck muscle. “Help? Are you serious? You’re not sending me back to my room?”

      “What are you? A baby god in his first century? You’re a grown-up god old enough to make his own decisions.” Hermes snorted like he maybe didn’t think much of some of Topher’s decisions. “And you know my motto. What the big guy don’t know won’t hurt him.”

      “I’m trying to get back to my camp. The Austin one,” Topher added when Hermes looked confused for a minute. “Anyway I could catch a ride off Olympus?”

      Hermes though didn’t really seem to be paying attention. He was staring at Topher in such an intent way, that Topher began to wonder if there was something on his face or a booger hanging from his nose or something. He tried to subtly swipe at his nose just in case.

      “You know,” Hermes said, “I think I’m going to ship you.”

      Topher frowned. “Ship me? Where? How?”

      “Where?” Hermes asked. For a second he looked confused. “Where? Oh, to camp. Of course. That’s what I meant. I’m going to ship you to camp.” A wicked grin lit his face as if he were just having the idea. “You’re going to be so uncomfortable, but it’ll get you home.”

      “Great.” Topher tried to guess what Hermes thought was uncomfortable. He really hoped that Hermes’s “uncomfortable” wasn’t what everyone else called “excruciating.”

      Hermes rubbed his hands together and laughed. “It will be great. I already have a Stoll Brothers order headed for your camp store. They’re just going to get one more box than they expected.” Hermes reached into the side pocket of his cargo shorts and pulled out a tiny box stamped with the Hermes Air logo. “In you go.”

      Topher eyed the box that had to be smaller than his hand. “You have to be kidding me.”

      “I never joke,” Hermes said as if that wasn’t a blatant lie. He squished the box on top of Topher’s head. To Topher’s shock the box covered him from head to toe. Either Topher was shrinking to fit the box, the box was growing to fit Topher, or the box was bigger on the inside. Whatever was happening, the result was a bit like standing upright in a cardboard coffin. Hermes was right. It was very uncomfortable.
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      “I think Hermes Air may have screwed up,” Isaiah said. “There’s an extra box here. Do they ever get anything right?”

      “Don’t let Dad hear you say that,” Elle said. She knocked on the box. Inside, Topher rattled around, bumping into the sides. Fortunately, cardboard isn’t a hard surface.

      “We should open it up just in case,” Elle added. “Maybe the Stolls sent us something extra special for the store.”

      There was the sound of something slicing through tape, and then a bright light shone in Topher’s face. The box sort of spit him out. Without having the faintest idea what had happened, Topher found himself on his face on the grass by the camp store. He rolled over onto his back to stare up at a shocked Isaiah and Elle.

      “Boss?” Isaiah asked. Elle sort of poked at Topher with her foot.

      “Boss is that you?” Isaiah pulled out a pair of celestial bronze daggers like he thought Topher might be some sort of monster in disgusise.

      “It’s me,” Topher said. He sat up. “I decided I was done being on Olympus.”

      “My father doesn’t know you’re here?” Isaiah didn’t sheathe his daggers. If anything he gripped them even tighter, like he half expected lightning bolts to start falling from the sky.

      “I’m not sure he knows anything.” Topher rubbed at his head, trying to scratch some sense back into it. “I think Zeus may have gone missing.”

      Isaiah and Elle shared a look before turning back to Topher.

      “Because of the curse?” Elle asked.

      “Probably.” Topher stood and patted Isaiah on the shoulder. “So, we’re safe enough for now.”

      “You mean other than the monsters circling camp, the curses Rictus set loose, and the fact that the Ruler of Olympus is MIA?” Isaiah stared at Topher like maybe he’d lost his senses during transit. It wasn’t an unrealistic concern. Getting shipped in a Hermes Air box wasn’t the easiest way to travel.

      Topher grinned. “Exactly. We’re as safe as every single other summer.”

      Elle laughed, and Isaiah relaxed a little. “I suppose,” he said.

      “C’mon,” Topher said. “Let’s tell everyone I’m back.”

      “How did you get back?” Isaiah asked. “How’d you end up in a Hermes Air box?”

      “Now that,” Topher said, “is something of a story.”
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