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​Dedication
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Love sometimes traps us in labyrinths where a single decision can define our destiny.

​This book is dedicated to those who find themselves lost in an impossible maze.

​May the light of true love guide you toward the exit, so you may achieve the freedom of a luminous life.
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​CHAPTER 1: Shadows Beneath the Dome
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​“I don’t care about Crete, nor the fishermen, if it means you’re going to sail into a trap without me there to cover your back. I cannot protect you if you are leagues away, Cole.”

​His words, which at any other time would have seemed like a gesture of love, struck me like an insult this time. I felt a pang of bitterness. Did he not trust me? Did he truly believe I was incapable of fending for myself?

​“Is that it? Or are you afraid I’ll become what we so despise?” I snapped, my voice rising an octave. “Do you think the power has gone to my head? That I’m some arrogant tyrant who thinks he can handle everything alone, just like those damned gods of Olympus?”

​“Don’t put words in my mouth that I haven’t said!” Dante roared, and for the first time, I saw a flash of genuine fear in his eyes. “I just want you to stay alive, damn it.”

​“Then let me be the leader this people needs!” I shouted.

​Without waiting for an answer, I strode out of the command room. I needed air, even if the air down here was artificial. I headed toward the internal docks where The Spirit of Atlantis rested. Its keel shimmered with a metallic glow that reminded me of our first ship in Cephalonia—the one we bought with my maps when life was simple and love didn’t hurt this much. I locked myself in the sloop’s cabin, seeking refuge in solitude, but my mind was a storm.

​Outside, beyond my control, my agitation began to seep out. The water surrounding the dome of Atlantis started to churn. Small whirlpools began to dance around the glass, growing in intensity with every one of my dark thoughts.

​After a while, a sharp knocking at the door pulled me from my brooding. It was Selene. She entered without waiting for permission, carrying that authority only she possessed.

​“Cole, what happened with Dante? And don’t tell me 'nothing,' because I won’t believe you.” Her gaze swept across the small cabin, lingering on my trembling hands.

​“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Selene...” I muttered, trying to evade her scrutiny.

​“I told you not to lie to me,” she cut me off harshly. “Have you seen the waters outside the dome? They are full of vortexes. People are terrified, Cole. Children are crying because they think the ceiling is going to collapse on them. You’d better tell me what’s happening so you can calm down and stop terrifying these poor people who have already been through enough.”

​That was the final straw. I stood up abruptly, feeling the power seething in my veins like lava.

​“Are you comparing me to those wretches on Olympus? Or do you think I’m a danger, too? Of course—he probably sent you to keep an eye on me!”

​In that instant, my physical fury broke loose. The whirlpools outside the dome merged into two gigantic columns of water that slammed against the glass with a dull thud. The entire structure of Atlantis vibrated beneath my feet. I knew that Dante, somewhere on the dock, would be watching the disaster, fearing the worst.

​What I didn't expect was the sharp sting on my cheek. Selene’s slap left me speechless. The physical pain acted as an anchor, tearing me out of the spiral of hatred.

​“You will not raise your voice to me,” she declared, her eyes ablaze. “Do not forget that I am not just another one of your worshipers. I am like a mother to you—those were your own words. So don’t think you can speak to me like that and expect me to stand by while you destroy our home over a tantrum of pride.”

​The silence that followed was absolute. The exterior whirlpools gradually lost their strength. In that moment, the cabin door opened again. Dante was there, panting, his hair disheveled. He looked at Selene, then at me, his gaze stopping at my reddened cheek. Selene brushed past him, placed a hand on his shoulder in a silent gesture, and left, closing the door behind her.

​Dante said nothing for a long time. He simply crossed the small space and sat beside me on the sloop’s narrow bunk. I felt the mattress give way under his weight—a familiar and comforting weight.

​“Forgive me,” I finally whispered, burying my face in my hands. “I know I’m not a tyrant, but when you speak to me like that... I feel like that’s how you see me.”

​“Cole...” Dante took my wrists, forcing me to lower my hands so he could look me in the eye. “I’m not afraid of you being a tyrant. I’m afraid of you being a martyr. I’m afraid you’ll hurl yourself into danger just to prove something and that I won’t be there to stop you from sinking. It’s not a lack of trust in your power; it’s panic at my own loneliness if I lose you.”

​I felt something break inside me, but it wasn't a painful break. It was as if a wall of ice had melted. I leaned toward him and rested my forehead against his. I could feel his breath, the rapid beat of his heart against my chest.

​“We have to do it, Dante,” I said softly. “Lyra cannot go, not with her pregnancy; her child is the future, and I won’t let her be risked. I will go to Aegislo with the shipwright and a few of Tarkos’s men. You must go to the northern islands. If Ares takes those positions, we’ll be finished before we even begin.”

​Dante let out a long sigh, a silent surrender. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me close with an urgency that took my breath away. It was an ordinary, mundane embrace, far removed from the legends of gods and heroes. In the shadows of the cabin, I kissed him. It was a slow kiss, tasting of salt and the promise of return. In that contact, the last remnants of the storm outside vanished.

​“Promise me you’ll come back to me,” Dante whispered against my lips.

​“I promise,” I replied, though I knew that in war, promises are made of glass.

​We stayed like that for a while longer, enjoying the stillness before the departure. I would set sail for Aegislo to face the tides of Poseidon, and he would sail north to stand against the warriors of Ares. Neither of us knew that, as we said our goodbyes in the safety of Atlantis, Hades was already weaving the net that would ensnare us in Crete.
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​CHAPTER 2: The Echo of the Chains
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​The Renegade felt too large. It had always been my home, my fortress, and my pride, but now, as the shores of Atlantis sank into the blue horizon, every deck felt like a desert. Cole’s laughter was missing—those bursts of energy that lit up even the darkest hold. Only the creaking of wood and the whistle of the wind through the shrouds remained.

​I spent the first three days of the voyage locked in the chartroom. The oak table was covered with parchments, astrolabes, and compasses that couldn't seem to agree. The Aegean Sea was being temperamental; the northern winds, the Etesians, blew with an unusual fury for the season, as if Ares himself were breathing upon our sails to prevent us from reaching Phidias.

​“The wind has shifted again, Commander,” said Tarkos, entering with a face weathered by salt. “If we keep this up, the current will drag us toward the Cyclades and we’ll lose two more days.”

​“We cannot allow that,” I replied without looking up from the map of Phidias. My fingers traced the patrol routes of Ares's galleys. “Change the sail configuration to a close-hauled formation. If the wind doesn't want us, we’ll steal every gust from its side. We aren't taking a detour.”

​Tarkos nodded and went out to give the orders. I heard the shouting on deck, the running of men, and the tense screech of the pulleys. I was alone again. My eyes returned to the sketches of the island's marble quarries. According to our informants, Ares's soldiers had turned the extraction caves into makeshift prisons.

​And there they were. The children.

​I leaned against the table, closing my eyes. The swaying of the ship became, for a second, the rocking of my father's old fishing boat. I could smell the fresh fish, feel the warm sun of childhood... and then, the cold of steel. The memory of Olaf’s men leaping onto our deck returned with a vividness that made the scars on my back ache. I, too, was that child. I, too, saw the world break into a thousand pieces as they dragged me by my hair toward a life of slavery, rape, and torture.

​Every child in Phidias was a mirror of my own pain. That was why my plan could not fail. It wasn't just a military mission; it was a personal redemption that Cole, with his light, perhaps didn't fully understand. He wanted to save the world; I only wanted to ensure that no child ever had to learn their captor's name to survive.

​On the fourth day, the sea decided to give us a reprieve, but the air became heavy, foreboding. The tide was low, revealing treacherous reefs that did not appear on standard maps. I had to spend hours at the bow, alongside the lookout, reading the color of the water.

​“That dark patch to port... is it a rock?” asked the young lookout, barely a boy not yet twenty.

​“No, it
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