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In a war-torn future where gods command from the shadows, human avatars Ariel and Jenna are sent to secure weapons powerful enough to defeat the Kaigan—a biomechanical threat consuming worlds. But their mission becomes a brutal trial as a merciless AI weapons dealer subjects them to escalating tests: drone swarms, chemical warfare, orbital bombardment, and the looming threat of planetary annihilation.

Joined by Ares, the reluctant God of War, they survive apocalypse after apocalypse—only to be punished by their divine patroness, Persephone, for sins of defiance and desire. As battle lines blur between duty, rebellion, and divinity, Ariel and Jenna must decide what kind of war they're truly fighting... and who they’re willing to become to win it.
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Chapter 1
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Upon a stepped dais of black basalt, two golden thrones gleam in the dim light. Seated upon them are the sovereigns of the underworld.

Persephone is radiant and terrible, draped in a black stola threaded with silver. Her hair falls in golden waves, like ripe wheat before harvest. Her eyes—piercing, icy blue—miss nothing. Beside her, Hades sits like carved obsidian, chest bare, muscles defined beneath the flickering blue flames of the wall sconces. His black hair is slicked back, his beard immaculately trimmed. Resting against his throne is Chaos, a massive sword with a blade that glows like molten wrath.

The throne room stretches out before them, a vast hall of polished basalt—floor, ceiling, and walls indistinguishable in their lightless sheen. Blue fire casts eerie shadows, and the silence clings like burial shrouds. It feels more like a mausoleum than a seat of power.

Then—footsteps. Loud. Echoing.

A man enters, each stride a deliberate challenge. His appearance is regal and martial: a red tunic beneath a gleaming electrum breastplate; a greatsword strapped to his back; a pteruges of studded leather strips covering his thighs. A pair of daggers ride in twin scabbards on his belt, and in the crook of one arm he carries a crested helm. His hair is tousled, deliberately so, and his clean-shaven face wears no trace of humility.

He does not bow. He stands before the king and queen of the dead as an equal.

His voice booms, echoing through the chamber like a war drum. “Brother, we have a problem. One that must be dealt with—immediately. It affects you as much as it does me.”

Persephone’s voice is soft, yet it cuts like a drawn blade. “If it were truly urgent, we would already know.”

Hades leans forward, voice like the roll of distant thunder. “Humor me. Speak of this ordeal that weighs so heavily on you, brother.”

Ares smirks. “The Kaigan war.”

Hades exhales through his nose, unimpressed. “It is of no concern. The mortals outnumber the Kaigan ten to one. They will prevail.”

“I’ve seen the numbers,” Ares replies, folding his arms. “I’ve gamed the outcomes a thousand times. The humans will win—but not without catastrophic loss. Best case? Eight billion dead. Worst case?”

Persephone’s reply is icy. “There is room in the underworld for tenfold that many. I do not see the problem.”

Hades frowns, deep and solemn. “That many souls at once would choke the gates of the Underworld. Erebus and Sheol would overflow. No soul would pass until space allowed it. Even the most grievous wounds would not bring death. And Charon? He would drown beneath the tide.”

He leans back, Chaos glowing faintly at his side. “What would you have us do, Ares?”

Ares’ smile fades. “Weapons, brother. We need weapons that can slaughter Kaigan by the millions. Something divine—something infernal. Tip the scale before Earth becomes a mass grave.”

A hush settles.

Then, Persephone smirks. It’s the kind of expression that suggests secrets and inevitability. Her voice is silk wrapped around steel.

“I know just the two to procure such weapons. Ariel and Jenna.”

Ares tilts his head. “Your agents from the veil?”

“Not agents,” she replies. “Harbingers. They walk between worlds—flesh and code, life and death. What they’ve survived would reduce demigods to ash.”

Ares eyes Persephone with interest. “You trust them to succeed?”

Persephone's eyes glint like ice over dark water. “I trust that the world has no one else like them. It is their only option.”

#

ARIEL AND JENNA LIE tangled in silk sheets, nude, bodies pressed to either side of Iris, whose wings shimmer faintly in the low light. Ariel and Iris are floating on the warm euphoria of Molly, their skin tingling with every breath, every touch. Jenna is stoned, lazily puffing on a crystal pipe. The bowl is packed with green bud—rich, fragrant, and potent. It’s Persephone’s own strain, grown wild in Elysium, where the best things flourish.

They’ve only been back two days from Salem, from the nightmare of George Pickingill and his coven. The lines between realities still haven’t settled. Was that world more real than this? Was this one the illusion? It hardly matters. Another call is inevitable—another simulation, another reality. 

For now, they take what peace they can find in each other. And then—the pull.

Stronger than ever. No warning. No time to breathe. The room folds in on itself like crushed paper, light bending inward, sound collapsing. Ariel and Jenna barely have time to reach for each other before they’re gone.

Darkness. Not total—blue flames flicker in sconces along smooth basalt walls. The throne room looms around them: vast, silent, tomb-like. The air hums with power. They stand nude before Persephone and Hades.

Ariel doesn’t flinch. “Persephone,” she says, arms crossed, “the least you could’ve done is send a message. Give us a chance to get dressed.”

Hades throws his head back and laughs. His voice is thunder across mountains. “As defiant as ever, I see.”

Persephone leans forward on her throne, a half-smile playing on her lips. “And how, exactly, would I do that?” she purrs. “My messenger, I assume, is curled up in bed with you—drugged, drunk, or otherwise... occupied.”

Jenna exhales a lazy stream of smoke, eyes half-lidded. “Iris deserves a break now and then. We just got back from Salem. We’ve barely had time to breathe.”

Ariel steps forward, chin high. “What’s so urgent you had to summon us like this? Couldn’t it wait a few hours?”

Persephone’s smile vanishes. “No.”

Hades strokes his beard, expression grim.

“The Kaigan war you helped ignite,” he says, voice like smoldering coal, “presents a problem—for us, and for the human world. The number of lives lost will crowd the Gate. Erebus and Sheol will overflow. It will take Charon an eternity to ferry the lost across the Acheron.”

Jenna takes a slow drag from her pipe, holds the smoke, then exhales a fragrant cloud. Her tone is dry, unbothered. “Sounds like you have a problem. Not us.”

Persephone’s gaze sharpens. Her voice is soft—but it cuts like a whip. “Oh, child. You are wrong.”

The air shifts. Hades leans forward, his humor gone. “When the Gate is jammed with too many souls, none may pass. No new deaths can occur. Mortals—no matter how deep the wound, no matter how much they suffer—will linger. Agony without release. Disease without end. Screaming for death that will not come.”

Jenna’s smirk fades.

“This is your doing,” Persephone says coldly. “You are responsible. And so, it shall be you two who correct it.”

A pulse trembles through the chamber—the pull. Ariel and Jenna feel it deep in their bones, reality cracking at the edges. They know the sensation: a summons not across space, but across worlds.

They’re being sent again. Like hell they’re going like this. It was bad enough appearing nude before two gods—but being launched into another reality that way? Absolutely not. They dig in their heels, resist. The pull grows stronger. Persephone cocks her head, intrigued—and narrows her eyes, focusing harder.

With a thought, Ariel and Jenna open their inventory. From them, they withdraw MAGs: Maximum Absorbency Garments, sleek and seamless, gifts from Hestia. They step into them, the fabric adjusting instantly, fusing to their bodies
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