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COMING SOON!


Chapter 1 – Many Will Fall... So She May Rise

​A Warning to All Who May Purchase This Book...

​...and to Those Who Bought It Before Reading This Page

WARNING: This series is NOT for anyone looking to learn about real history, accurate mythology, proper theology, or intelligent life choices. It is also MOST DEFINITELY NOT FOR CHILDREN. Seriously. If you bought this for your child because the cover looked pretty, it’s going to prove to be a horrible parenting decision on your behalf.

Let it be known that I am neither a historian nor a theologian. I drink, I smoke, I shit with the door open because it pisses my wife off...and I have spent a significant portion of my life making exceptionally bad decisions with an almost professional level of consistency. I was a solid C student in high school, so needless to say, I have no degree in history, no degree in theology, and absolutely no business attempting to write about either one.

Yet... here we are.

Some people write historical fiction. Others write mythology. I looked at thousands of years of recorded history, dozens of religions, hundreds of gods, and thought,

"You know what this needs?"

"Me and my sins!"

If your favorite historical figure, God, goddess, prophet, philosopher, or civilization appears anywhere in this book, there is a fifty-fifty chance I am going to say something wildly inappropriate. As a matter of fact, I'm not saying I go after Apollo in this book, but don't be surprised if you discover he was born with one tiny little baby nut, buck teeth, a terrible lisp, and cried every time somebody criticized his shitty poetry.

That's the level of ignorance you're about to voluntarily upload into your brain.

For those of you who choose to continue past this point, I'm going to assume you're every bit as fucked up as I am.

Welcome, it’s nice to meet you.

The gods and goddesses of mythology have treated humanity like shit for long enough. First, they made us out of clay, then some asshole breathed life into us, and ever since then they've been judging us for the decisions we make while trying to survive this horrible world they created. Oh sure, we’re not good enough to dine at their marble tables...but they have no problem sneaking down to Earth and making little hairy demigods with our women.

Now it's our turn to do to them what they have done to us for too long...and once this shit is on the internet, you know it’s there for life, so fuck you Apollo...good luck getting this shit removed even if you do think its defamation!

My brothers and sisters... join me. Let us create our own hero. Let us celebrate her. And then let's dump a truckload of mythological cow pucky (that’s cow shit) right back onto the heads of the gods who have been doing it to us for thousands of years while expecting us to thank them for it.

Legal Disclaimer: Everything in this book is either fiction or an absolute lie. Reading it may even be a sin... I'm not really up to date on all my commandments. Do not quote anything you read here to another human being unless your goal is to sound like an idiot. And if you use any of this book's "facts" in a school paper and you're still waiting on your grade...trust me, you failed!

Now settle in, grab a beer—or something stronger—and let's get ignorant.

Book One is the tamest book in the series. They only get more offensive from here. Trust me.

​One final favor...

For those of you who actually enjoyed this book, I have done absolutely no marketing whatsoever, so your word of mouth is quite literally my only hope of escaping poverty.

Please recommend it to your friends. Buy a copy for your non-religious family members who enjoy dark humor. Hell... buy one for your religious family members too. They may burn it, but that's okay. Money is money. If they buy it first and set it on fire afterward, we're both winners.

So please tell your friends, tell your enemies, tell that weird guy at work who’s always talking about wild ass conspiracy theories, and tell your neighbor who still owes you a favor.

I honestly don't care who buys it. I just need enough book sales so I can afford to dine on something other than Ramen noodles and diced hot dogs!

Thank you all for taking a chance on me. Now go forth...Spread the word.

And if this book gets me struck by lightning... At least we'll finally know Apollo is real and the fucker had to run to daddy because he couldn’t take a joke!

​To my wife Alejandra, who once told me the only copy of this book I would ever sell would be the one I bought myself...I love you with all my heart and thank you for always supporting me in your own special way. 

​To my daughter Mel, thank you for always being so amazing. Watching you grow into the woman you have become has been one of the greatest highlights of my life. I love you so much!

​To my mother and father, I love you both...and I forgive you for all the times you told me you were both at a loss for words trying to understand how two people as good looking as yourselves could produce such an ugly baby...it’s okay, I’m all grown up now and can finally afford quality counseling! 

​To my brother Rob. Who on earth could have ever imagined that such a handsome man would end up with such a tragic hairline...life truly isn’t fair. I still get emotional watching you try to run your fingers through your hair, remembering the good old days when you could do it on top of your head...and not somewhere near the back of your neck. I am truly sorry for your luck, bro.

​To my sister Michelle, Love you, lady!

To all 8 of you who promised to purchase my book, thank you...but unfortunately your efforts alone will not drag me from poverty’s cold and unforgiving death grip. Let’s go people...find a friend, call a family member, tell them to buy my book. I don’t even care if they read it or use it for their next book burning...There are real life emergencies here people, I’m broke and my brother desperately needs a hairpiece!
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Prologue
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History is a remarkable thing. Not because it is always true as it is written. But because so many people are willing to swear that it is.

Take any kingdom, any empire, any temple, and you will find shelves sagging beneath the weight of certainty. Men have crossed oceans carrying certainty. They have started wars with certainty. They have burned libraries, silenced women, hanged witches, crowned tyrants, and called it wisdom—all with certainty tucked safely beneath one arm and righteousness beneath the other.

And yet, if history has taught us anything, it is that yesterday's certainty has an unfortunate habit of becoming tomorrow's stupidity.

The earth was once flat. The heavens once revolved around us. Kings ruled by divine right. And every generation was absolutely convinced it was the first to finally understand everything...but no one ever has.

So, for now...In the name of the Great Mother, I speak. For I am Acatzin Omeyotl, singer through time, collector of forgotten songs, and witness to truths that even memory itself would rather bury.

You know the stories. The gods certainly made sure of that.

They have spent millennia polishing their legends like merchants polishing brass. Every victory made grander. Every failure quietly misplaced. Every embarrassment buried beneath enough scripture to make excavation seem impossible.

And who could blame them?

If I had accidentally created several world-ending disasters, unleashed horrors beyond imagination, mistaken arrogance for wisdom, and spent thousands of years pretending everything was under control...

I might have commissioned a few flattering histories myself. Fortunately for you, I was not hired to write flattering histories. I was hired to tell the truth...or bend the shit out of that truth for abusive fun!

And the truth is far stranger...when you take liberties with it!

The truth is that there existed powers older than gods. That kingdoms rose and vanished without leaving their names behind. That the history of women called dangerous, were often the ones holding the world together.

That monsters were not always monsters. That saints were not always saints. That heaven was not always watching. That the New York Jets didn’t always fucking suck. And that the greatest threat to creation was not born in darkness, nor forged in some forgotten underworld.

It was born as a child. A child the gods feared. A child prophecy refused to abandon. A child who would grow into something no realm was prepared to face.

But this is not merely her story. This is the story of gods who forgot humility. Of immortals who learned fear. Of faith tested beyond reason. Of promises kept when reason demanded they be broken. Of truths hidden so deeply that even the heavens lost track of them. And of a world forced to confront a terrifying possibility: What if everything it believed about itself was wrong?
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Chapter 1 - The Beginning
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(The First Power)

In the beginning, before time learned to count itself and before death knew its name, there existed El Primer Mundo.

It was not born. It was remembered into existence by the Universe itself.

A realm of obsidian skies and jade mountains, of sun-forged temples rising from living stone, where rivers shimmered with reflections of futures yet to occur. Every other realm that would ever exist was but an echo of this first world, a fading resonance of its perfection.

At its center stood the Templo del Origen, older than causality, older than division. It was shaped by La Primera Potencia, The First Power.

Before the Primordials. Before Chaos. Before Light learned to cast a shadow.

She awakened alone within nothingness, not created, not summoned, not conceived. Where others would one day be born, she simply was. From her breath came existence; from her silence, inevitability. The so-called Primordial Gods were not planned. They were shaped unconsciously from her excess power, sparks cast from a living star too vast to contain itself.

She was beauty beyond desire, authority beyond fear. Aphrodite’s allure was no more than a fractured reflection of her presence. Zeus, and gods like him, were children playing in storms she had once exhaled without thought.

La Primera Potencia did not rule through dominance. She ruled through absolute knowing. She remained apart from all matters that did not touch El Primer Mundo. Distance was her law; silence, her shield. Not even during the creation of the Primordials did she reveal herself to them. They lived, fought, and ruled, believing themselves first, never realizing they had been born from what came before.

(The Garden and the Six)

Before the Primordials took shape, La Primera Potencia walked alone within her garden, an endless expanse of living sand, starlight blossoms, and stone that remembered every footstep ever taken upon it.

She knelt and let six grains of sand fall across her palm.

With a gesture, the grains rose and formed six figures, standing before her lifeless and without being. She breathed into the first and spoke:

“You are Acatzin Omeyotl, and you will be my Watcher of All Realms. You will listen and record all that is whispered or thought. Prophecy will come to you, and you will bring it to me to be read aloud at my resting stone, deep within my garden.” She then breathed life into the remaining five and named them the Champions of El Primer Mundo:

Yaotl Necuametl - Master of War and Strategy

Xolotl Tenoch - Master and Teacher of the Sword

Iztamael Ahcan - Master and Teacher of the Bow

Tepozcoatl Ixchel - Master and Teacher of the Spear

Tzintli Xalpan - Master of Forging and Blacksmithing

To Tzintli Xalpan she gifted Azteyotl, a metal born only in El Primer Mundo, an alloy of divine will and cosmic memory. It required no sharpening, held its edge for eternity, and could cleave tungsten, titanium, and adamantine as though they were clay. Even Zeus’ lightning would shatter against it like rain upon stone.

She commanded the five to go forth, master their disciplines, and create doctrine.

“For one day,” she said, “you may be released upon lesser realms, to bring order where order has been forgotten.”

(The Breath That Began the Lie of Firstness)

La Primera Potencia then turned her gaze toward the great emptiness beyond her world and exhaled a shallow breath.

From it came Chaos, a formless mist drifting through nothingness. From Chaos arose Gaia, Tartarus, and Eros, filling the void left by existence without purpose. These beings, unaware of their origin, began to create in imitation of the power that birthed them.

Gaia brought forth Pontus, the Sea, and Ouranos, the Sky, to cover herself. She later bore Nyx, the Night, and Erebos, Darkness. Of the Primordials, only Gaia and Nyx were women.

Nyx gave birth to many, Aether (Day) among them, and her descendants multiplied endlessly, shaping the cosmos with neither foresight nor restraint.

(The Rise of the Titans)

Gaia and Ouranos birthed three terrible generations.

First came the Titans, twelve in number, six male and six female. Second came the Cyclopes, three giants with a single blazing eye. And third came the Hundred-Handed Ones, monstrous triplets with a hundred arms and fifty heads each.

Ouranos despised the latter two. He chained them and cast them into Tartarus.

Gaia’s fury reshaped reality itself. From her rage she created adamantine, the hardest substance known to the gods, and forged a scythe from it. She gave it to the Titans and persuaded them to overthrow their father.

Kronos, the youngest, led the ambush. Gaia lured Ouranos close, and when the Sky lay exposed, Kronos and his brothers struck. While the others held him fast, Kronos severed his father with the adamantine blade.

Thus fell the self-proclaimed Lord of the Universe.

(The Devourer of His Own Children)

Kronos claimed dominion and became Lord of Time, able to hasten or delay its flow. Yet prophecy followed him. Warned that his own children would overthrow him, he devoured each one at birth.

The swallowed children were Hestia, Demeter, Hera, Hades, and Poseidon

Immortal, they lived and grew within him.

When Zeus was born, Rhea deceived Kronos with a stone wrapped in cloth and hid the child on Crete. Zeus was raised by nymphs and satyrs, while his siblings matured in darkness.

When Zeus returned, he did so as a servant who was patient, observant, and relentless. When Kronos beckoned him forward with drink, his poisoned drink forced Kronos to vomit forth the gods.

The war that followed, the Titanomachy, raged for ten years. Mountains were broken. Seas boiled. Reality itself cracked under the violence.

With the Hundred-Handed Ones hurling mountains and Zeus wielding lightning, Mount Othrys was split in two. The Titans fell. Kronos was carved apart with his own scythe and cast into Tartarus.

(The Illusion of Dominion)

Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades divided the cosmos: the sky to Zeus, the seas to Poseidon, and the underworld to Hades, leaving the Earth neutral.

They crowned themselves rulers, and Zeus built his palace atop Mount Olympus, believing the universe won.

They never realized the truth.

All of it—the Titans, the gods, their wars, their triumphs—were ripples from a single breath. A fragment of excess power from a being who never sought worship. A shadow cast by La Primera Potencia, who still walked her garden untouched, watching.

And when the time came, when her attention turned outward, the gods would learn what it meant to stand before The First Power.

(The Age of Watching Ends)

On a new day, with the warmth of light wrapped around him, Acatzin Omeyotl entered the gardens seeking counsel with La Primera Potencia.

Omeyotl witnessed all that unfolded beneath any sky, in any world. He heard what even gods overlooked, listening to prayers never spoken aloud, to dying thoughts, to the quiet fractures forming between realms. He recorded all of it, preserving every truth within the endless halls of his great library.

He approached with measured reverence and spoke: “Great Mother, I have received a vision. A new prophecy is born this day.”

La Primera Potencia smiled faintly. “Dearest Omeyotl, it has been a great span of time since you last stood within these gardens. What message does your vast and tireless mind bring to me this day?”

“I have seen the birth of a great child,” Omeyotl replied, “one who could become a hero or a great disruptor of many worlds.”

Still tending to her garden, she smiled again, not with surprise, but with genuine intrigue. “At last, a prophecy that sounds interesting. I grow weary of prophecies meant only to lull me into sleep. Tell me of this child.”

“Even before her first breath,” Omeyotl said, “destiny fractures around her. Many paths will reveal themselves, shaping and reshaping her future, only to be shattered and reforged by the manner in which the gods choose to prepare for and receive her.”

La Primera Potencia sat upon her resting stone and gestured for him to continue.

“Then read to me the prophecy.”

The Crimson Prophecy

Mark the age when the Earth remembers mercy.

From want and sorrow, yet born of noble blood unseen, a child shall come forth into a broken world.

She will rise where hope has thinned and prayers have grown quiet, cradled by desperation and carried by unseen grace.

The many-eyed ones shall know her first. They will gather in silence on the day of her birth, spinning reverent webs of silver and shadow as her family’s name, Arana, is whispered into the air.

They will bow not in fear, but in devotion, for they shall know her as their sovereign.

Her heart shall remain untainted, unbent by cruelty, unclaimed by corruption. Though mankind will test her, no malice shall take root within her soul.

When time turns and fate calls her forward, she shall step upon the Crimson Path, a road stained by endings, yet lit by compassion.

She shall inherit the ancient calling of Death itself: to guide the fallen to the realm their judgment has earned.

Yet where Death is unseen, she shall be present. Where Death is cold, she shall be kind.

She may reveal herself to the dying so that none need face their final breath alone.

Those who feel the nearness of the veil may gaze into any mirror, from shattered shard to polished pane, and speak softly the name... Rojo.

Whether by touch, a drop of blood, or the salt of a tear, they may offer her the memory of their sorrow, and she will come, sitting with them as if an old friend.

She will be human, and she will walk beside humanity and suffer as they suffer.

Yet she shall not be owned by the gods.

She will be granted what no human nor god shall ever know: the power to walk freely among all realms, from the heavens to the earth, from purgatory to the underworld, and to realms unknown and unnamed, even by the gods themselves.

To humankind she shall be known as Rojo, or The Crimson Reaper, not feared as Death is feared, but honored as a nurturing mother who gathers the weary with gentle hands.

Her purpose is love. Her actions are kindness. Her face is mercy made flesh.

Before her coming, women of her blood shall guard a silver locket through generations until it rests against her heart.

When her time draws near, a council of eight gods shall be formed. Each shall test the Awaited: her morality, her judgment, her heart.

If she endures all trials, she shall become.

If she fails but one, her destiny will close, and she shall pass with time as all before her have done.

Should mercy be twisted into retribution, then the prophecy itself shall be rewritten, and gods and mortals alike may tremble beneath her rage.

So it is written. So it shall be.

Silence settled over the garden.

La Primera Potencia sat motionless, her expression unreadable.

“Are you pleased with these words?” Omeyotl asked.

“Yes,” she said at last, her voice calm but edged with foreboding. “But her gods will fail her almost the moment they receive this prophecy.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because they have grown egomaniacal, narcissistic, self-serving. They have become toxic to themselves and to the humans who pray for their mercy.”

She gazed across the garden, as though looking through ages rather than flowers.

“I once believed the creation of the Primordials would bring wonders: dazzling lights, the song of wind and water, moonlit stars, earthy scents, majestic seas. They were not in my plan, but I allowed them to grow. All of it was meant to be beautiful. All of it was meant to be life.”

Her eyes darkened. “Yet even now, they have lost their way.”

Omeyotl considered this. “Then what purpose does this prophecy serve? One human with mercy cannot change billions.”

“Perhaps mercy was not offered because heaven and earth required it,” she replied. “Perhaps it was offered because they would reject it. They will twist it, turn it into a fist, and strike themselves down.”

She rose from the stone.

“Go now. Send the prophecy so that the Oracle of Delphi may deliver it to Apollo. Dispatch sealed scrolls to three kingdoms beyond the Greeks. Enchant each scroll so that it rewrites itself as the gods either honor or defy its spirit. Once a scroll is opened, it will cease updating, while the unread copies continue to change.”

“Yes, Great Mother. I will see it done at once.”

“One more thing,” she said, her voice lowering. “When you have completed this task, summon my war council. I sense this child will need allies when jealous gods turn their eyes upon her and begin to seek her destruction.”

Omeyotl bowed and departed at once, carrying her will across the realms.

La Primera Potencia returned to the quiet labor of her garden, though her thoughts now circled the child yet to come.

She had always remained apart from all matters that did not touch El Primer Mundo. Distance had been her law; silence, her shield.

Now that law bent, though it did not break.

She resolved to grant the child a single mercy: a portal that only the child could use, a threshold through which she might one day come to seek counsel in the garden. It would not be interference, merely refuge.

La Primera Potencia would not move against the gods. Not yet.

Only if they sought to destroy the child before her path had truly begun would the Great Mother step beyond the garden’s edge.

And if that day came, the heavens would remember her name.
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Chapter 2 – The War Council
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Acatzin Omeyotl returned to the temple where the masters dwelled, each granted a vast chamber in which to live and labor. Some chambers were built for discipline and forge, spacious enough to train comfortably with their chosen weapons or to shape steel and flame. Omeyotl’s domain, however, was different. His chamber held a finely crafted desk for scribing, and beyond it stretched a hall as boundless as imagination itself, vast enough to house the countless records, histories, and truths he alone was tasked to preserve.

Omeyotl set to work, placing ink to parchment and recording the exact prophecy that had been spoken to him and approved by the Great Mother. When he was finished, he ascended the spiral staircase to the roof, where a tall bronze brazier awaited beneath the open sky.

The brazier stood chest-high, borne upon sturdy tripod legs anchored to a beautifully weighted base, its surface etched with age-worn sigils and mythic reliefs. Forged to endure both flame and centuries, it served as Omeyotl’s sacred instrument of passage. Into its bowl he placed fragrant resins and aromatic woods, followed by the feather of an eagle, symbol of sky, vision, and divine reach. Then he laid one copy of the prophecy, written upon parchment, into the waiting fire.

As the flames took hold, smoke rose in spiraling currents, twisting skyward. The eagle’s feather carried the words aloft, bearing the prophecy across worlds to the Pythia, the Oracle at Delphi.

With that task complete, he turned his attention to summoning the other masters to return to the Great Mother for counsel. By the time they arrived, she was already seated at the center of her garden, resting at a large yet modest stone table.

Nothing in her domain existed to display power or inspire awe through excess. Beyond the beauty of nature itself, everything was crafted for purpose: practical, simple, and enduring.

Each of the masters greeted her as they always had, with a respectful bow of the head and the words, “Greetings, Great Mother.”

She returned the courtesy with a slight inclination of her own and replied, “Greetings to you all.”

“Earlier this morning, Omeyotl sang to me the Crimson Prophecy. It speaks of a child, a girl, who will be born into the House of Arana. She shall be tested and driven to her breaking point. She may walk a righteous path by her own choosing or become vengeful should the gods alter her course.

“My dear champions, one day I will bring her before the Templo del Origen, and she will stand as an apprentice to each of your disciplines. If she masters your instruction, you will reward her with the weapons or knowledge for which you have trained her. Should she fail to meet the standards you set, she shall depart with nothing.”

Yaotl Necuametl asked, “How long will each of us have to provide instruction?”

“You will take whatever time you require to ensure she departs a master of each discipline,” she replied. “A thousand days among us will be but a single day in her world, so she may spend as long as needed in your care.”

Tzintli Xalpan asked, “Shall I begin forging her weapons at once, or wait until she has finished her lessons?”

“Do not wait,” the Great Mother answered. “Each of you will provide Xalpan with the specifications for the weapons in which she will be trained, and he shall begin their forging immediately. You are not to train her with these weapons. They will be so powerful they could slay all but myself in battle, and I will not risk any of you being harmed.”

Weapons of the gods are powerful enough to destroy one another’s physical forms, yet never their essence, spirit, or divinity. Hers will be different. Her weapons will be capable of striking a god down completely, erasing that being not only from existence, but from all future recorded history.

A heavy silence settled over the gathering.

“So, we will proceed with caution,” the Great Mother said quietly. “In all things.”

Yaotl Necuametl asked, “Do we train her for war and battle on Earth alone, or against every realm through which she may walk?”

“Train her for every realm and provide her with knowledge of each,” the Great Mother replied. “But she need not know anything further of El Primer Mundo. She will walk these grounds only as our guest and our student.”

“Xalpan, I will provide you with the description and specifications of an item that will require your forge. I will fashion a mirror through which she will one day be able to walk, a portal by which she may return to El Primer Mundo whenever she seeks our counsel. I will craft the mirror itself, and after she passes through it for the first time, every mirror in every realm shall become part of a single network of portals for her to move between.”

She paused, allowing the weight of her words to settle over the masters. “You will forge the frame for that mirror.”

Silence settled over the garden. The masters exchanged no further words, for none were needed. Each understood the weight of what was being asked and what was at stake. To shape a child who might one day stand between salvation and ruin was no small burden, even for those who had forged legends.

The Great Mother rose from her seat, placing her hands upon the stone table as the garden itself seemed to still around her.

“Prepare yourselves,” she said softly. “The turning has begun.”

La Primera Potencia walked back to the worn path in her garden. She picked up three grains of sand and let them fall into her palm. With the same gesture she had used to create the masters, three women appeared before her. She breathed life into them, and awareness stirred within them at once.

“You will be my masters of the needle,” she said, “and you will dwell within the grounds of Templo del Origen, where you will find your brothers. Call upon Acatzin Omeyotl, who already knows of your coming. He will show you to your chambers, where you will find everything required to craft the finest garments.”

She paused, considering her next instructions. She did not wish to interfere with life beyond El Primer Mundo, yet she could not entrust the child’s cloak to gods who would not give it the care such a creation required. The cloak, she realized, might become the child’s greatest defense, and perhaps the only thing capable of bearing the burdens that would one day rest upon her shoulders.

“Rest today,” La Primera Potencia continued. “But tomorrow, you will design a uniform and a cloak for a great woman yet to come. The uniform and cloak shall be deep crimson. Its lining I will provide myself, for I must draw an empty galaxy from the heavens and weave it into being. Prepare your designs and present them to me in your chambers when I arrive.”

“Yes, Great Mother,” they replied in unison.

With that, they departed to find Omeyotl.

That evening, La Primera Potencia seated herself upon her resting stone and allowed her thoughts to wander. She wondered why she had taken such an active interest in this child, why the thread of prophecy had tightened around her so early, even before the girl’s first breath.

Perhaps it was the prophecy itself, already unfolding ahead of its appointed time.

Or perhaps it was something far more unfamiliar: the quiet pull of involvement.

She had never truly been part of another life, neither God nor human. She had shaped the original six masters and later the three now tasked with creation, but they were not beings as the world understood them. When she breathed life into them, she granted no personal longing, no identity, no humanity, none of the emotions that defined either gods or mortals.

Their existence was singular and pure: to fulfill their purpose and nothing more. For them, that was enough.

And for La Primera Potencia, it had always been enough.

Her garden, and the living balance within it, had provided all she required. Until now.

When her thoughts finally stilled, she took her place upon the resting stone and yielded herself to rest. Her essence unraveled into vapor and light, drawn into the stone as it drank her being whole. In that union, she vanished from sight, becoming one with the eternal silence.

The next day, as light kissed the resting stone, she was made anew, as though the dawn itself, and the mist that lingered throughout her garden, had once again awakened into life.

As she did each time she rose, she walked her garden. She kissed petals as a mother would her children, hummed a song that drew birds and wandering creatures into her radiance, and acknowledged them all with the same boundless love she bestowed upon the blossoms carpeting her domain. When at last she knelt to enrich the soil, Omeyotl approached from a distance.

Before he could speak, she greeted him without ever turning her gaze in his direction.

“Good day, my dear Omeyotl. For what reason does your presence grace my garden?”

“Good day, Great Mother. I hope I do not disturb you before you are ready to receive me,” he said, lowering his head in a respectful bow.

“Never, Omeyotl. I am always here and always ready to receive you at any hour. Yet I see something weighs upon your shoulders. You carry great concern.”

“Great Mother, I do not wish you to think ill of me, nor would I have you believe my worry questions your words. I lay awake last night, my thoughts warring within me like a relentless enemy. It is the Crimson Prophecy... something is different about this one.”

She ceased her work and rose before him. With a mere thought, every grain of earth fell from her body and garments, leaving her immaculate.

“Omeyotl,” she said gently, “sit with me.”

Together they took their places upon the resting stone. After a moment, she spoke again.

“I take no offense at your words, Omeyotl, for we share the same unease. I breathed life into you; it is only natural that we should carry similar thoughts and feelings. I, too, pondered this prophecy through the night.

“I have always sensed a prophecy's approach long before you sang it into being. Yet this one hides in shadow and grows in unfamiliar ways, fed not only by fate but by the very nearness of the day she will arrive. I must confess, Omeyotl, I am captivated by her song.”

“Precisely my feelings,” he said, his voice low and troubled. “Yet I wrestle with why a human of such fragility should become what she is destined to be. Prophecy has never granted even the gods songs of this magnitude. I fear she will become a danger to all who walk her path if the gods do not exercise great care.”

“Yes,” she replied softly. “It is indeed intriguing. I find myself of two minds, Omeyotl. First, I feel a quiet joy that at last a woman shall rise and claim what both mankind and the gods have denied women since the beginning: equality.”

“And your second mind?” he asked.

“Second,” she said, her tone darkening, “I ask what wrath the gods will bring upon themselves by bearing false witness to their own greatness. They believe themselves far greater than they are. One does not fear the stone beneath his foot, but trembles at the thought of the one that hurls itself from the void to shatter against the earth.”

She paused before continuing.

“The gods are accustomed to being the comet streaking through the heavens that mankind fears. But what happens when a black hole is born to swallow that comet? I confess, I am compelled to watch how that unfolds, yet I fear for all involved.”

“All of this could be avoided. A measure of warmth, a fraction of humility, and a beautiful prophecy would bless humanity and gods alike. But the gods,” she said quietly, “never miss an opportunity to sabotage themselves.”

“And do you still believe it wise,” Omeyotl asked carefully, “to grant her knowledge, training, and weapons without equal, arms capable of striking down even gods?”

“Strangely,” she replied, “I do not sense that she will stray so far from her purpose as to become rage itself. I believe she may become the hell that burns across realms, near and far, but not a hell that destroys for destruction’s sake alone.”

With all else said, Omeyotl steadied himself for his final question, knowing it would bring the conversation to its end.

“And if the child grows too powerful, if humanity and the gods alike suffer beyond what can be endured, will you end her wrath and strike her down?”

“For the sake of all,” La Primera Potencia said quietly, “I may not be given that choice. I hope the prophecy is never corrupted, that she is never forced to walk that path, for I find myself cheering for this child. She will be granted every benefit of the doubt until the day I am compelled to consider intervention.”

Omeyotl bowed his head. “Before I depart, the new sisters asked that I inform you the design for the crimson robes you requested is complete.”

“Wonderful,” she said, rising to her feet. “Walk with me to their chambers.”

The sisters waited outside as they arrived, reverent and silent. They presented the drawing of the crimson robes, and La Primera Potencia studied it for only a moment before a smile touched her lips.

One attempt, and it was perfect.

“Begin its creation at once,” she said. “Now all that remains is to find a galaxy worthy to line it with.”

“Yes, Great Mother,” they answered. “At once.”

And somewhere beyond the veil of stars, a galaxy shuddered, unaware it had just been chosen.
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Chapter 3 – Prophecy Unveiled
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The Pythia was washing her hands in the quiet shadow of the inner court when the breath suddenly left her chest. Water spilled from her fingers as though it no longer belonged to her, rippling across the stone basin in uneven rings.

A presence pressed against her spirit: ancient, coiling, deliberate.

She knew before conscious thought could catch her that a prophecy was calling her inward, not summoned by question or petition but demanded.

Her feet carried her without command through the veiled corridors of the Temple of Apollo, past murmuring laurel and trembling flame, until she reached the Adyton. The golden tripod awaited her, gleaming faintly in the low light. As she lowered herself upon it, the breath of the earth rose to meet her.

This prophecy was not like the others. It did not arrive in fragments or riddles. It did not whisper from the edges of her mind and slowly reveal itself piece by piece. It seized her whole.

The fumes curled thick and sweet around her, and the world narrowed to the rhythm of her breath and the ache building behind her eyes. The priestesses who served her, women bound to silence and vigilance, felt it at once. They had seen the Pythia labor beneath the voice of Apollo before, but never had her strength been drained so swiftly, so completely.

Her hands trembled as they steadied the bowl upon her palms. Her back arched as though something unseen sought to pull her skyward even as the tripod held her fast. The muscles in her neck tightened, and her breath came in ragged pulls as the vision forced itself deeper into her.

The words burned within her before they were spoken.

The Crimson One.

A child born beneath the sign of the spider.

Arana.

Each syllable tore from her like blood from an open wound, and with every word, the distance between herself and the mortal world seemed to widen. The stone beneath her feet felt suddenly very far away.

Apollo felt the prophecy the moment it crossed from thought into utterance.

A heaviness settled upon the god that had no name and no precedent. He ran, unmindful of dignity or rite, through the sacred halls and into the inner sanctum, arriving just as the Pythia's strength failed her entirely. She sagged upon the tripod, breath ragged, eyes sealed shut against a vision too vast for mortal flesh to endure.

Apollo knelt beside her at once, catching her before she could fall. His hands were unsteady with a fear he had never known. This was no measured trance, no practiced communion. The prophecy had taken something from her, and he could feel its echo thrumming through his own immortal bones as she forced its final words into the hollow air.

For a moment, silence reigned.

Then, at last, the fumes began to thin, and the Pythia's breathing slowed. The temple returned to itself, but neither god nor priestess remained unchanged. The women moved softly, reverently, restoring order as they had been trained to do, though their eyes betrayed what their voices did not. They had witnessed countless prophecies. None had looked like this.

Apollo did not linger.

The weight of what had been spoken pressed him forward, upward, beyond Delphi itself. He rose and made haste for Olympus, carrying the Crimson Prophecy to Zeus. Fate had shifted. He could feel the threads straining against one another, weaving a pattern neither gods nor mortals yet understood.

Soon enough, the world would feel it too.

Apollo did not announce himself as he stepped onto the polished stone of Olympus. The mountain knew him. The halls knew his tread. Still, the air bent subtly around him, light tightening at his shoulders as though the sky itself recognized the gravity he carried. His golden cloak bore the dust of haste, not battle, and that alone marked the moment as unusual.

Zeus reclined upon his throne of storm-wrought marble, one arm draped in careless authority, fingers idly rolling a spark of lightning between them. The murmurs of lesser gods ebbed as Apollo approached, their whispers dissolving beneath the low thunder of Zeus's presence.

"You've come quickly," Zeus said, his eyes half-lidded. "Delphi rarely sends you running."

Apollo inclined his head, respectful and controlled. "The oracle did not speak as she has before."

That earned him a glance. Brief. Sharp. Then nearly dismissive.

Zeus waved a hand. "They never do. Every age believes its prophecy is the last worth hearing."

"This one names a path no god has walked," Apollo replied evenly. "And a bearer who should not exist."

Zeus sighed, the sound like distant clouds collapsing beyond the horizon. "Another hero? Another mortal crowned by riddles and reverence?" He shifted upon his throne, irritation already creeping into his voice. "Say what must be said, son."

Apollo drew a slow breath.

He did not speak the title Crimson Reaper. He did not speak of cloaks woven from galaxies or destinies draped across mortal shoulders. He did not speak of the dread that had seized the Pythia or the fear he himself had carried from Delphi.

Instead, he chose his words as one might choose stones to cross a flooded river—carefully, knowing a single misstep could carry everything away.

“She is human,” Apollo began. “Born into obscurity yet bound to a lineage that has carried its burden unseen for generations. She is marked not by conquest, but by mercy. The dead will know her. The forgotten will feel her presence. And she will be granted passage between realms without escort or barrier.”

The spark in Zeus's hand guttered. “A human woman,” Zeus said flatly, “walking freely where gods themselves are bound by law.”

Apollo held his gaze. “Yes.”

A ripple of unease moved through the chamber. Even the lesser gods shifted where they stood, exchanging wary glances.

Zeus straightened upon his throne, annoyance hardening into something colder. “You speak of gifts reserved for sovereign powers, for Death itself, not for flesh that bleeds and breaks.”

“Yes, she will bleed, and her flesh will break,” Apollo said, “and therefore she will understand suffering in a way we cannot.”

Zeus rose. The motion alone silenced the hall.

Thunder rolled overhead, not summoned, but answering him instinctively. The marble beneath Olympus groaned. Lightning flashed beyond the open colonnades.

“No woman,” Zeus declared, his voice swelling with ancient authority, “mortal or goddess, is worthy of such dominion over realms. Not over judgment. Not over passage. Not over fate. Those are the pillars upon which gods stand.”

Apollo did not retreat, though the air pressed heavily against his chest and the scent of ozone thickened around him.

“And if those pillars are mishandled,” he said quietly, “they will fall upon gods and mortals alike.”

Zeus's eyes burned now, offended not only as king, but as a god whose authority had never truly been challenged.

“You would place the balance of existence in the hands of a child?”

“I would remind you,” Apollo answered, steel hidden beneath reverence, “that the prophecy places the balance nowhere. It merely warns us what will occur if we act without wisdom.”

His gaze never left Zeus. “Or without humility.”

For a long moment, Olympus held its breath. No thunder sounded and no god spoke. Even the storm seemed to wait.

Zeus studied his son, the archer, the healer, the voice through which fate had spoken for centuries. He found no rebellion there, no ambition masquerading as concern. What he saw instead was something far rarer: fear sharpened by foresight.

For a moment, the King of Olympus said nothing. Then, ever so slightly, the edge of his pride softened.

At last, Zeus exhaled. “So,” he said, settling back upon his throne, “this is not a matter for Greece alone.”

“No,” Apollo agreed. “If mishandled, it will not remain so.”

Zeus nodded once, a decision taking root with the weight of law carved into stone. He raised his voice, and it carried effortlessly across realms. “Hermes. Iris.”

The messenger gods appeared at once, bows shallow, eyes alert.

“You will divide the realms and kingdoms between you,” Zeus commanded. “Carry word to every corner of existence—heaven, earth, underworld, and those unnamed spaces between. A convocation is called.”

Apollo's breath eased, if only slightly.

“Three representatives from every realm,” Zeus continued. “No more and no less. This prophecy is too great for any single pantheon to claim authority over.”

Hermes and Iris exchanged a glance but remained silent.

Zeus paused, then added, almost as an afterthought, though everyone present understood it was anything but: 

“If any wish to bring offerings for the Crimson One, they may do so freely. Let intention reveal itself through what is given.”

Murmurs stirred throughout the hall. Some curious. Some skeptical. Some uneasy.

Zeus silenced them with a raised hand.

“And when the council convenes,” he said, his voice carrying the cold certainty of judgment, “eight gods shall be chosen, each from a different realm. They will test the child, not with ceremony, flattery, or tradition, but with truth.”

The hall grew still. For once, no one argued. The decree had already begun its journey across creation.

Apollo listened, his heart heavy and hopeful all at once.

“They will judge her faith,” Zeus said. “Her righteousness, her compassion, her adherence to truth and law. She will not know she is being tested. She will not be spared consequence.”

Zeus's gaze hardened. “Her worth will be measured not by prophecy, but by her choices.”

Silence settled over the hall.

“Only then,” Zeus finished, “will we decide whether destiny proceeds... or ends.”

Apollo bowed deeply, relief and dread interwoven within him. The path ahead remained perilous, but it was no longer blind.

As Hermes and Iris vanished into streaks of living light, the great hall of Olympus seemed to exhale. The murmurs did not return. Even the lesser gods felt the subtle shift in the air, the unsettling sense that something had been set in motion which could not be recalled.

Zeus remained upon his throne, one hand resting against the carved arm as thunder murmured low and restless beneath the stone. His gaze lingered where the messengers had stood before drifting far beyond Olympus, beyond sky and cloud, toward a future he had no intention of shaping with his own hands.

Let prophecy walk its course, he thought. I will not bar its path.

But neither would he clear it.

Mercy, left untempered, was a dangerous thing. Compassion, when raised above order, could become rot. Zeus had seen ages rise and fall beneath gentler ideals. He had watched kingdoms weaken, laws crumble, and creations unravel when kindness was mistaken for strength.

If the child truly bore what the prophecy claimed, if such power could be housed within mortal flesh, then the tests would accomplish what no decree ever could.

They would reveal the truth, not whether she possessed power, but whether or not she deserved it.

Better, he decided, that she fail beneath scrutiny than succeed and unmake the balance of all realms. Better that fate close its book quietly now than allow a living contradiction to walk freely between heaven and grave.

Zeus's fingers tightened, lightning snapping once between them before fading into the shadows of his palm.

If she is worthy, he allowed, she will endure without my hand upon the scales.

And if she was not—Then all realms would be spared the consequences of her becoming.

He had witnessed too many ages to place his faith in hope alone. Prophecies promised much. Reality collected the cost.

High above the turning world, the King of Gods leaned back into shadow, resolute in his silence, as destiny moved forward without his blessing—and without his mercy.

Hermes and Iris did not linger after Zeus's command.

The words had scarcely settled into law before motion answered them. Winged sandals struck marble once, and Hermes was already gone, swifter than thought itself, laughter and gravity forever bound together in his wake.

Beside him, Iris unfurled into color. Her form dissolved into a living arc of light that pierced sky and realm alike, stretching across creation in a bridge only a messenger goddess could walk.

The summons of Olympus spread with them.

Across distant heavens and forgotten underworlds. Across courts of gods older than memory and kingdoms yet unborn. Through realms named in mortal prayers and realms whose names had never touched a mortal tongue.

The call went forth, and the Gods were gathered.

Hermes walked the worlds as only he could: lightly, irreverently, and without apology. He crossed thresholds no gate was meant to hold and passed through boundaries other gods treated with caution, carrying Zeus's summons into courts older than Olympus and temples where thunder bore different names.

To the Romans he came as something familiar, a reflection wearing a Greek smile, delivering the call with practiced ease. In Egypt, he spoke beneath stone and starlight, where memory was sacred and the weight of eternity lingered in every carved wall.

He passed through Sumer and Babylon, where law and fate were pressed into clay by hands long turned to dust. Through the windswept highlands of the Hittites and the frost-bound halls of the Norse, where warriors measured worth in courage and endings were greeted with open eyes. 

Onward he traveled through the vast, breathing cosmology of the Hindu realms, where creation and destruction danced in endless cycles. Then through Slavic forests thick with old spirits and Chinese heavens where harmony and balance were weighed with patient care.

Hermes moved through them all with the same easy confidence, equally comfortable in royal courts, sacred temples, and the spaces between worlds where few dared linger.

Everywhere he went, the message remained unchanged. A prophecy had risen too great for one pantheon to judge alone. Three representatives would be sent. No more and no less.

Iris moved differently. Where Hermes cut paths, she bridged them. Her rainbow tread spilled across oceans and suns, her passage painting fleeting roads between places that had never before touched. Her voice traveled on mist and rain, carried by clouds that drifted between worlds.

She delivered Zeus's word to the Kami of Japan beneath quiet skies and watchful mountains, to the Canaanite gods amid wind-worn stone and ancient memory, and to Armenian heights where history clung stubbornly to the mountainsides.

She crossed into Celtic lands where memory lived in song and every river remembered a story; into Polynesian seas where gods rose with the tides and spoke through wave and wind; into African realms where spirits walked beside the living without pretense, and the distance between worlds was often measured by wisdom rather than space.

The summons traveled onward through Iranian fire and Baltic dusk, into the Aztec underworld where death wore a queen's face, and finally to the Mayan, whose names were spoken only by those who remembered the first dawn.

Iris did not embellish the message. She did not soften it. Her duty was passage, and passage she gave.

While the messengers scattered fate across the worlds, Apollo chose a quieter road.

He went first where few gods ever traveled, beyond ritual and invocation, beyond the reach of sacrifice and prayer, to the distant creator known as Bondye.

Apollo did not ask the supreme being to descend. He did not ask for intervention. He asked only for witnesses—those who walked among humanity and understood its fragile strength.

Bondye listened, unmoved yet attentive.

When Apollo had finished, the answer came without flourish or hesitation.

Three would come. Among them was Jesula, a priestess already tempered by devotion and sorrow, her presence chosen not by chance but by necessity.

From there, Apollo descended into the shadowed grace of Mictlan, where Mictecacihuatl watched over the bones of the dead with patient dominion. The Lady of the Dead listened without interruption, her hollow gaze measuring the weight of what remained unspoken as carefully as the words themselves.

She, too, agreed to send three. One would be Marisol, a priestess whose prayers had long crossed the veil without fear and whose devotion was known even among the dead.

The summons spread like a rising tide. 

By the next day, the first delegations arrived, figures robed in unfamiliar symbols, voices shaped by distant stars, ancient kingdoms, and forgotten wars. They came bearing customs older than nations and beliefs carried across countless generations.

By the second day, Olympus felt crowded in ways it never had before.

The air itself seemed heavier, thick with layered divinity. Fire stood beside water. Death brushed shoulders with life. Law mingled uneasily with mercy. Gods who had never spoken passed one another in silence, each carrying their own interpretation of what the Crimson Prophecy might mean.

Some viewed it as a warning. Others as an opportunity. A few regarded it as a threat.

On the third day, as the sun dipped low and the sky bruised toward evening, the final delegates arrived.

No realm remained absent. No summons had gone unanswered. Every kingdom, pantheon, spirit court, and divine order had sent its chosen voices.

The meeting, long anticipated and quietly feared, waited just beyond the turning of the hour.

And for the first time since the prophecy had been spoken, all of creation seemed to be holding its breath.
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Chapter 4 – The Great Council
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Zeus stood before the first great council. Never before had such an assembly been called. Never before had so many gods, from so many realms, gathered beneath a single roof.

The hall stretched beyond mortal architecture, vast enough to accommodate powers that had shaped worlds. Ancient rivalries sat beside uneasy alliances. Creators, destroyers, judges, and kings occupied the same chamber, united by a prophecy none fully understood.

Zeus stood before his throne, lightning absent from his hands. He had no need of it. His presence alone commanded silence.

“To the most ancient among us,” Zeus proclaimed, his voice carrying across marble and cloud alike, “the Primordial Deities: Chaos, Gaia, Tartarus, and Eros, welcome.”

He turned slightly, honoring those who had come after creation itself.

“Welcome, Titans: Cronus, Rhea, Hyperion, Oceanus, Prometheus, and Atlas.”

His gaze moved across the familiar faces of Olympus.

“Welcome, my fellow Olympians: Hera, Poseidon, Hades, Athena, and Apollo.”

He inclined his head toward those whose dominion mirrored his own across another age.

“Welcome, Gods of Rome: Jupiter, Juno, and Minerva.”

“To the divine keepers of the Nile,” he continued, “Ra, Osiris, and Isis, welcome.”

“And to the ancient powers of Sumer,” Zeus said with solemn respect, “An, Enlil, and Enki, you are welcomed.”

His words carried no hint of superiority, only acknowledgment. For this gathering stood beyond the pride of any single pantheon. Even Zeus understood that.

He continued for some time, naming each pantheon and each realm in turn, for this was no ordinary gathering. In a council such as this, omission could be mistaken for insult, and no god present was without consequence, authority, or claim.

The names echoed through the vast chamber like a litany of creation itself. Powers born beneath different skies, worshipped by different peoples, and shaped by different ages were acknowledged as equals beneath a single purpose.

At last, when every divine presence had been recognized, Zeus spoke once more.

“Fellow pantheons, assembled deities, and celestial ones, welcome to this divine council.”

His voice carried easily through the hall, but the warmth of ceremony had left it. The weight of his purpose now stood plainly before them.

“I have summoned you here because a prophecy has been born. One that bridges heaven and earth, life and death, mortal and divine. Its outcome may affect us all equally.”

A subtle tension settled across the assembly.

“For that reason alone, we must stand together and decide our path forward.”

Zeus allowed the words to linger before turning his gaze toward the god of light, truth, and prophecy.

“Apollo,” he commanded, “publish the prophecy, so that all may hear.”

Apollo stepped forward.

The murmurs that had drifted through the chamber died at once. Ancient gods leaned forward. Death gods watched in silence. Creators, kings, judges, and wanderers fixed their attention upon him.

For the first time since the summons had gone forth, every realm stood poised to hear the same words.

Apollo drew a breath, and as he spoke, his voice filled the great hall...

The Crimson Prophecy

Mark the age when the earth remembers Mercy.

From want and sorrow, yet born of noble blood unseen, a child shall come forth into a broken world.

She will rise where hope has thinned and prayers have grown quiet, cradled by desperation and carried by unseen grace.

The many-eyed ones shall know her first. They will gather in silence on the day of her birth, spinning reverent webs of silver and shadow as her family’s name, Arana, is whispered into the air.

They will bow not in fear, but in devotion, for they shall know her as their sovereign.

Her heart shall remain untainted, unbent by cruelty, unclaimed by corruption. Though mankind will test her, no malice shall take root within her soul.

Yet disbelief is not without consequence.

For those who deny what they stain, the veil grows thin beneath careless hands, and unseen fractures spread where faith is mocked or ignored.

Paths once whole may splinter, and the lost shall wander without knowing why.

Apollo froze. For a heartbeat, the words died in his throat. The prophecy had changed. His eyes lifted instinctively toward Zeus. Surely he had heard it. Surely he had felt fate shift beneath the weight of those words. Yet the King of Gods appeared not to notice. If anything, he seemed increasingly uninterested, as though the recitation were merely another formality to endure. A chill settled over Apollo. Those words had not been spoken by the Pythia. Yet the prophecy continued. And so did he.

When time turns and fate calls her forward, she shall step upon the Crimson Path, a road stained by endings, yet lit by compassion.

She shall inherit the ancient calling of Death itself:
to guide the fallen to the realm their judgment has earned.
Yet where Death is unseen, she shall be present.
Where Death is cold, she shall be kind.
She may reveal herself to the dying, so that none need face their final breath alone.

And those who feel the nearness of the veil may gaze into any mirror, from shattered shard to polished pane, and speak softly the name... Rojo.

Whether by touch, a drop of blood, or the salt of a tear, they may offer her the memory of their sorrow, and she will come, sitting with them as if an old friend.

She will be human, and she will walk beside humanity and suffer as they suffer.

Yet she shall not be owned by the gods.

She will be granted what no human nor god shall ever know: the power to walk freely among all realms, from the heavens to the earth, from purgatory to the underworld, and to realms unknown and unnamed, even by the gods themselves.

To humankind she shall be known as Rojo, or The Crimson Reaper, not feared as Death is feared,
but honored as a nurturing mother who gathers the weary with gentle hands.
Her purpose is love. Her actions are kindness. Her face is mercy made flesh.

Before her coming, women of her blood, unknown to her, yet bound by destiny, shall bear a burden through generations.

They will guard a locket of fine silver, passed hand to hand, age to age, until at last it rests against her heart.

Its cover bears a compass of morality, eight empty settings circling its edge, and another waiting at its center.

The locket shall never open, from the first bearer to the last before her.

No force of man nor God may part its clasp.

Within its sealed heart waits the truth: the Awaited One’s initials etched upon one side, and upon the other, a ruby, red as blood, eternal as promise.

When her time draws near, those who dwell in the heavens shall convene.

From every realm, representatives shall gather,
and a council of eight gods shall be formed.
Each shall test the Awaited—her morality, her judgment, her heart.

If she endures all trials, she shall become.

If she fails but one, her destiny will close, and she shall pass with time as all before her have done.

Should she be chosen, she shall be given a cloak as Death is given, but hers shall be deep crimson.

Its inner lining will mirror a living galaxy, vast and endless, absorbing all things offered unto it without measure or limit, and retrievable only by her hand.

Once she accepts her calling, she shall not stray by her own will.

Only the Gods above may alter her course.

Apollo froze again. This time he did not look up. The warning struck him like a blade of ice. It had not been spoken at Delphi. It had not passed through the lips of the Pythia. It existed nowhere within the prophecy he had brought to Olympus.

And yet the words formed themselves upon his tongue, undeniably, as though fate itself were rewriting the prophecy while it was being spoken.

For the first time since entering the council chamber, Apollo felt fear. Not for himself. Not even for the child. But for what it meant that prophecy itself could change. Slowly, he continued.

But heed this final warning:

Should the veil be further stained by denial,
should mercy be mistaken for weakness,
then paths shall fracture where once they converged.

If her road is forced to bend, if mercy is twisted into retribution, then the prophecy itself shall be rewritten, and gods and mortals alike may tremble beneath her rage.

So it is written. So it shall be.

Praise the coming of the Awaited, and alter not the path of love and compassion, for upon it rests the fate of all realms.

When the final words left Apollo, silence followed. Not the respectful silence of ceremony. Not the attentive silence of listeners. This silence carried weight.

Gods who had witnessed the birth of civilizations sat unmoving. Death gods watched with unreadable eyes. Creators and destroyers alike remained silent.

No one spoke. No one moved. Even the immortals could feel it. The prophecy had not merely foretold a future; it had issued a warning.

When Apollo finished reciting the prophecy, it took Zeus a few heartbeats to realize the silence was meant for him.

The hall had already erupted. Voices rose from every corner of the council chamber, curiosity colliding with excitement, anger, skepticism, and outright disbelief. Gods spoke over one another. Ancient rivals argued before the first questions had even been properly asked. Some leaned forward with fascination, while others looked openly offended by what they had heard.

The prophecy had not merely given answers; it had created a hundred new questions.

Zeus's jaw tightened. For a brief moment, he found himself staring at Apollo. Something about the recitation had unsettled him, though he could not have said exactly why. The final warning lingered in the air like the scent of an approaching storm.

Then the noise swelled again.

Zeus raised his hand. The storm obeyed. Thunder cracked across the heavens above Olympus. The marble beneath the assembly trembled, and every voice in the hall died at once. Silence swept through the gathered pantheons as swiftly as the lightning itself.

Only then did the King of Gods speak.

Shiva rose from his stillness like a gathering storm, ash-marked skin seeming to drink in the firelight as his many eyes settled upon the throne. The chamber quieted instinctively. Even among gods, there were some presences that demanded attention.

His voice was low and resonant, carrying the weight of dissolution itself. “This prophecy speaks not of balance, but of challenge.” Each word fell with deliberate certainty.

“I am the end that follows all beginnings. The hand that tears down what has outlived its purpose so that creation may be born anew. Empires, gods, stars, and ages all pass beneath my gaze in time.”

His eyes swept across the assembly. “I do not answer to threats whispered by fate, nor do I yield to destinies that presume dominion over the eternal.”

A faint unease stirred through the hall. Shiva's gaze hardened. “I will not bend my knee, nor will I stand in false equality with a human child, no matter how adorned by prophecy.”

The air seemed heavier around him now, as though creation itself listened.

“Transformation is my domain. Destruction is my truth. I have watched worlds perish and universes renew themselves in the space between breaths.”

His voice lowered further. “And I will not be measured, judged, or constrained by the path of one born of mortal blood.”

Silence followed. Not because his words had ended, but because few present doubted he meant every one of them.

Jupiter rose from his seat, the marble beneath him trembling as thunder answered his will. The movement alone drew attention. He stood not merely as a god, but as the embodiment of empire, law, and sovereign authority. His voice rang through the vast hall like a decree carved into stone.

“I will not have just any being walk freely
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