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“They were never meant to live. Now the multiverse bleeds because they do.”

Ariel, Jenna, and Iris were supposed to die on Flight TE901—claimed by the Underworld, broken in body and soul, returned to Persephone’s cold embrace. But they defied death... and she never forgets her debtors.

Now trapped in a cosmic game overseen by the death goddess Ereshkigal, the trio is cast into alternate realities where survival is not guaranteed—and success is never simple. In one such world, a crippled scout ship crashes on a hostile planet overrun by monstrous blood drinkers. With its crew on the edge of annihilation, and a lone scavenger girl as their only guide, the three must choose: intervene and risk exposure—or walk away and preserve their souls.

But Persephone is watching. Hunting. Waiting.

As swords of Tartarus clash with swarms of alien horrors and ancient hunger rises from beneath the earth, the line between gods and mortals blurs—and the cost of defiance is written in blood. 

Part myth. Part machine. Part nightmare. This is not a simulation. This is survival.
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Chapter 1
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Ariel and Jenna have abandoned everything—armor, weapons, ammunition, even the treasure chest they'd risked everything to secure. Their luxurious suite in the NASTI headquarters is now a gilded trap. Gods and demigods loyal to Persephone watch it, perhaps Persephone herself. Returning would mean groveling. Begging. Kneeling.

Unthinkable.

They still possess the digital echoes of their hoard—currency, inventory, even their god-forged blades. Their money flows freely across the interweb, but delivery to Ganzir-Kur is impossible. The place doesn’t officially exist. Ross Island’s research base is no better—delivery there is tightly restricted, and the waiting list stretches into years.

Yet in alternate realities and simulations, their belongings manifest. Swords like Sting and Bane, forged by Hephaestus himself, come when called. They know their mistresses. They respond not to touch, but will. If these weapons can be summoned, perhaps the rest can as well. They just need to find the way.

Once, they’d started with nothing—just the clothes on their backs. Even those had been claimed when they joined Nexus Advanced Systems Technology, Inc. But in a year, they’d risen high, amassed wealth that still hums in digital vaults.

Now they’re starting over—but not from zero. And they’re not alone. Iris stands with them. She had chosen to stay, when she could have gone free.

Still, the hardest loss is simpler. No weed. No Molly. No stim. No candy man on call. Elysium and Persephone’s Garden—off-limits now. Those indulgences, however fleeting, once masked the deeper aches. Their absence cuts deeper than gold or gear.

Three chimes sound in rising pitch. The door slides open.

An attendant enters—male, tall, draped in a midnight-blue tunic and black trousers. Ereshkigal’s colors. He is followed by three women, each in matching stolas, each carrying bundles: five stolas, five MAGs—Maximum Absorbency Garments.

These are worn while navigating cyberspace, where the body mirrors its function in the real world. The MAGs exist not for modesty or protection, but for practicality—making cleanup after simulations far easier.

The simulations themselves span alternate realities in the cosmic game—any place, any time, any reality Ereshkigal chooses.

They serve a new master—perhaps only during this trial period, but the shift in uniform suggests more. Ereshkigal makes no demands. She simply replaces, and offers no alternatives. The girls usher Ariel, Jenna, and Iris into the bedroom, hang the garments in separate armoires, and instruct them to change.

The stolas are tailored. Midnight blue, open-backed to accommodate Iris’s wings. Ariel’s and Jenna’s glow faintly pink; Iris’s shimmers with iridescence. As their old garments come off, the attendants quietly collect them for disposal—no questions asked.

The MAGs slip on like water—slick, seamless, reactive. Not unlike those given to them by Hestia, but these lean more on nanite precision than magic. They cling like skin, scanning, cleansing. A gentle tingle spreads across their bodies—fluid, teasing, oddly pleasant. The sensation of thousands of tiny machines making them... pure.

The stolas float into place, draping with deceptive looseness. They’re light, but resilient. Armor disguised as elegance.

Dressed, their gear neatly stowed, they return to the great room.

The male attendant stands waiting. “Prepare yourselves. Your first trial begins soon.”

Ariel steps forward. “We’re ready. What’s the simulation?”

He inclines his head. “I was only given a name. Star Chaser.” He and the others exit in silence.

Jenna folds her arms. “We’d better get used to them coming in unannounced.”

Ariel nods. “This place isn’t ours. Not yet. Not until we pledge ourselves. Until then, Ereshkigal does as she pleases.” She glances around. “That means staying dressed in the great room.”

Iris shrugs, unbothered. “If someone’s bothered by nudity, that’s their problem.” A mischievous grin plays on her lips. “If I want to relax—or play—undressed, I will.”

The chime sounds again—deeper this time, resonant, commanding.

It is Ereshkigal who enters. She moves with quiet authority, tall and statuesque, midnight-blue robes trailing like shadows across the floor. Her long, wavy brown hair spills over her shoulders, and her piercing blue eyes sweep the room, gleaming like twin stars against a void. Silver embroidery coils across the fabric of her robe like constellations—ornament and omen.

She studies the three women, now clad in her colors, and smirks.

“If you are ready,” she says, voice cool as obsidian, “we’ll begin the first trial.”

Ariel inclines her head, cautious. “Persephone rarely gave us notice. Not after we went wireless. She just... shifted us. We had to scramble to adapt as reality bent around us.”

Ereshkigal frowns, then slowly shakes her head. “Such a waste. That is no way to treat treasures such as yourselves.” Her gaze sharpens. “I will rarely make a personal appearance—but you will be informed. And given time. Chaos has its place. But not in everything.”

She turns to Iris, and her tone softens. “Little one. You do not have to do this.”

Iris exhales. A sigh full of history, full of choice. “My friends need me. And I need them. We’re a team. I go where they go.”

Ereshkigal’s expression flickers, just for a moment—pride, perhaps, or something older and more dangerous. Then she nods, once. “Very well.”

They feel it begin—the pull deep within, subtle at first, then undeniable. It starts behind the eyes, a point of gravity forming in the center of the skull, a silent singularity collapsing inward. Then it expands.

Pressure builds, radiating through nerves and bone, through thought and breath, until the boundaries of flesh feel paper-thin. The air shivers. The walls ripple like liquid glass, then begin to fold inward—first the corners, then the seams, then the space between.

The ceiling bends, cracking like the skin of reality. The floor rises in slow convulsions. Geometry twists. Angles lose their meaning.

Their souls convulse. Something primal recoils as their essence folds in on itself, drawn toward an impossible center. Memory, sensation, ego—they spiral, unravel, recombine. A scream builds in the body but has nowhere to go.

Then—silence. Ereshkigal is gone. The chamber is gone. Even gravity abandons them. They are suspended in void—a space outside time, outside form. No up, no down. Only the echo of what they were, and what they might become.
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