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Project Phoenix

Three avatars. One paradox. A mission that rewrites history.

Awakened aboard a crippled sleeper ship bound for a new world, Ariel, Jenna, and Iris are thrust into a cosmic mystery: a ripple in the multiverse, a disaster that never should’ve happened, and a past that no longer leads to the future. With only damaged tech, fading memories, and the favor of a forgotten goddess, they must uncover the truth behind a catastrophe that threatens to erase humanity before it ever begins.

From the depths of cryogenic silence to the halls of ancient gods, Project Phoenix is a myth-infused, high-octane journey across time, memory, and fate. The past isn’t dead. It hasn’t happened yet.
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Chapter 1
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Ariel swirls the last of the inbu in her goblet, the liquid’s golden sheen catching the ceiling’s ambient glow. It clings to the crystal-like liquid starlight, warm and heavy in her hand. Her thoughts drift—not to Persephone, not anymore—but to the bargain struck in the darkness beneath the world. Ereshkigal had named it a trial. Six months. No strings. But what of payment?

None has arrived.

Ganzir-Kur is vast—impossibly so—and its technology eclipses anything Earth had to offer in 2056. Seamless transit pods, architecture grown from metal and bone, AI that speaks in riddles and prophecy. Ariel and Jenna have much to replace: clothing, armor, ammunition. The rest? Mostly digital. Rations in their pantry, a chest of coins and gems salvaged from the Mysterious Island—Persephone’s spoils, not theirs. They haven’t yet managed to bring anything truly physical back from the simulations. Only digitized inventories.

They want to explore the city. But exploration, even here, costs money. Instead, they linger in their suite—elegant, and luxurious by any standard. It reminds Ariel of working for NASTI. Everything ordered through the interweb, delivered to their door. Their only forays into New Angeles had been rare, and hollow. The world had little left to offer them after death, after Persephone, after the Underworld.

Now, their outings are even fewer. Routine medical evaluations after missions. Summons to Ereshkigal’s tower. That is all. And yet, Ereshkigal keeps her promise. Food, shelter, fine clothing, and a steady supply of inbu—all provided without question, and all of exquisite quality. She once told them: “Ask, and it will be yours.”

But what can they ask for... that they don’t already have?

#

ERESHKIGAL WATCHES them from her high chamber, the holovid blooming before her like a window to another realm. She lounges in shadow, a goblet in her hand, her expression unreadable save for the smirk—sharp as a blade wrapped in silk.

They drank the inbu. They said yes. The moment Iris accepted the chalice, the moment they agreed to serve—even if only for a time—the pact was sealed. The hook was set. They belong to her now.

Not by chains. Not by coercion. But by something older. Deeper. Consent, freely given, echoes through the multiverse with more force than any curse or crown. In the laws of gods and greater powers, it is the most binding tether of all. And though they do not admit it—not even to each other—they know. There is no trial. No exit. No going back. They are hers.

And she will let them resist. She will let them pretend they still have a choice. Let them bristle, scoff, even defy. It amuses her. More than that—it proves they are worthy. Ereshkigal does not need servants who grovel. She needs avatars who fight. Who rise. Who bleed for her cause in the endless war of gods beyond stars.

The cosmic game has taken a new turn, pieces removed, new pieces added. And her pieces are in play.

#

A THREE-TONE CHIME rings through the chamber—clear, crystalline, and resonant. It’s lower than the suite’s usual door alert. Its purpose remains unknown, but none of them stirs. There’s no need to rise, no need to dress. Ereshkigal’s attendants are not entering uninvited. There is no need to protect modesty, not that any of them cares who sees them nude.

And then—without warning—Ereshkigal is there.  Seated upon a throne of sculpted electrum, she manifests in the heart of their great room, backlit by towering golden walls and crimson tapestries embroidered with alien histories—frozen fragments of dead civilizations and distant times. Her hair falls in waves of chestnut silk, spilling over her shoulders like a waterfall at dusk. Her stola shimmers midnight blue, threaded with silver constellations that shift with every breath she takes.

A hologram, yes—but no less commanding for it. She had told them physical visits would be rare. Still, she surveys her avatars with the gravity of a queen inspecting her champions before battle.

Jenna and Iris recline together on the settee. Iris rests in Jenna’s lap, curled close, her arms wrapped around her waist. Jenna’s fingers trace the edges of Iris’s wings with gentle precision, each stroke igniting them in a slow bloom of prismatic light. Soft kisses press against her temple. The broken pieces of Iris’s soul knit back together in silence. Compassion is their alchemy. Love, freely given, remakes her.

Ariel watches from across the room, seated apart, legs tucked beneath her. Her goblet rests on the floor beside her, forgotten. She does not speak. She rarely does anymore. Intimacy has not left her completely, but fear always stands between her and surrender. She’s afraid of what still lingers in her blood. Afraid that the monster Elizabeth Báthory awakened in her still waits beneath the surface—waiting to break free.

She fears that next time, she won’t cede control in time. That Ghost—her AI construct—won’t be able to contain her hunger in time. That she’ll hurt Jenna. Or Iris. That she’ll turn them, as she was turned. But there is no danger. Ghost saw to that. The vampire virus is gone. Every trace of the virus—eradicated. Knowing that changes nothing. The fear has roots in her soul.

It’s too late for modesty. Too late to rise. Too late to dress.

Ereshkigal’s lips curl into a knowing smirk. Velvet on steel. “There is a ripple in the multiverse,” she says, voice rich and low, echoing slightly as though spoken from a cathedral of stars. “Its source is distant—too far to trace—but it grows. Left unchecked, it may fracture into paradox.”

Her gaze lingers on each of them, sharp and patient. “You will go. Investigate. Contain it. And if necessary... correct it.” She pauses, allowing the weight of her command to settle like dust in ancient stone. “Prepare yourselves. There is little time.”
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