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To you, who dived with me into the waters of betrayal with The Renegade’s Tide and withstood the onslaughts of fate in The Human Tide.

​This book is for you, who have seen Cole and Dante fall, doubt, and rise again. Thank you for accompanying them on this journey of growth, for understanding that power does not reside in divine blood, but in the will to protect what we love.

​To all those who have ever felt judged by a destiny they did not choose: here is the end of your silence. May these pages remind you that there is always a way out of the labyrinth, and that the final judgment belongs only to ourselves.

​Olympus may be eternal, but our will is infinite.
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​CHAPTER 1: THE WEIGHT OF JUSTICE
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​Kora’s embrace was the sanctuary Cole had yearned for for years, but peace in the Underworld is a counterfeit coin.

​His mother’s face began to flicker with grotesque violence. In one blink, she was the woman who once lulled him; in the next, her skin turned grayish, clinging to her bones like old parchment, and her eyes sank into empty sockets from which black mud flowed. Calix underwent the same macabre transformation beside her. The scent of home was devoured by the foul stench of decomposing flesh. Cole tried to step back, but his brother’s skeletal fingers closed around his arm with unnatural strength.

​“Where are you going, Cole?” hissed Calix’s corpse, with a voice that sounded like the grinding of stones beneath the earth. “Are you going to choose him? Are you going to choose the man who killed us?”

​Behind Cole, the obsidian wall cracked with a sharp thundered. Through the rift, he saw Dante. He was not chained or defeated; he was there, his gaze burning, waiting for the exact moment to break the veil. The vision of his love gave Cole the clarity he needed to break the spell. He summoned the trident, and the celestial glow illuminated the room, revealing the true nightmare.

​“You lie!” Cole shouted, though pain tore at his throat. “Dante never wanted this to happen. You are not my family; you are only the echo of a god’s cruelty!”

​Kora—or the remains that Hades presented as such—stepped between Cole and the rift in the wall.

​“He snatched our lives away,” his mother’s specter whispered. “And you oppose your uncle, the only one who had the mercy to rescue us from the void. Do we mean so little to you?”

​Cole trembled, but no longer with doubt—it was an uncontrollable fury. He understood that Hades was using the purest love to shackle him. With a roar that made the foundations of Crete vibrate, Cole drove the trident against the wall. The impact was absolute: the stone shattered into a thousand pieces, and the shockwave hurled the flickering corpses into the corners of the cell.

​Hades, watching from the shadows with the appearance of a young man of pale, haughty beauty, let out a laugh that echoed in the void.

​“Such pathetic nobility, nephew. Preferring the ashes of a mortal love over eternity with your own.”

​Cole lunged toward him, but the bodies of Kora and Calix rose with spasmodic movements, interposing once more. Cole stopped dead, the trident millimeters from his dead mother’s throat. He could not wound those remains; he could not profane their memory, even knowing they were puppets.

​It was then that Dante crossed the rift. There were no words of warning or requests for Cole to look away; Dante knew Cole was a warrior, not someone who needed to be protected from reality.

​Dante lunged directly at the God of the Dead. Hades drew a sword of perfect obsidian, a blade that seemed forged from the very silence of the abyss. The combat was a whirlwind of shadows and flashes. Hades moved with the arrogance of eternity, but Dante fought with the precision of one who has decided his own fate. Dante’s steel clashed against Hades’s obsidian in a burst of energy that shook the room’s ceiling.

​In a move Hades could not foresee, Dante spun on his axis and struck the god’s hilt. The obsidian sword flew through the air, drawing a black arc. Dante caught it before it hit the ground and, with a fluid and lethal motion, plunged it deep into Hades’s chest.

​The young god went rigid. His eyes widened in surprise as he stared at the black blade buried in his chest. He tried to laugh, tried to say that nothing could kill him, but the laughter turned into a spurt of hot, red blood. From the center of the wound, a golden energy began to sprout, illuminating the obsidian sword from within. The light climbed the weapon and merged with Dante’s body, coursing through his veins like an electric current.

​Dante ripped the sword from Hades’s chest. The god fell to his knees, but he did not die. The wound closed, leaving behind a human body, stripped of all divine aura. Hades breathed with difficulty, feeling for the first time the weight of gravity and the fragility of his bones.

​Cole approached with his trident raised, his eyes reflecting the rage for all the deception he had suffered.

​“Now you’re going to know what it’s like to be a fragile and insignificant human,” Cole spat, pointing at the fallen god’s chest. “Just as you used to call them. You’re going to feel hunger, cold, and the fear of death every time you close your eyes.”

​Cole raised his weapon to deliver the final blow, seeking vengeance for his used family and his tormented love. But Dante intervened, gently lowering Cole’s arm. His touch was firm, a presence that felt like the deep earth: eternal and serene.

​“No, Cole,” Dante said, and his voice now carried the weight of a thousand centuries. “If we kill him now, we are just like them. We came to overthrow the gods to bring something better, not to become the new tyrants.”

​Dante looked at Hades, who was weeping helplessly on the floor, striking the stone with fists that were now bruised and bleeding.

​“His punishment is this,” Dante sentenced. “To live the life he so despised.”

​In that moment, the walls of the labyrinth began to dissolve like black smoke. The impossible structure vanished, revealing a long, luminous corridor that opened directly to the outside.

​Dante took Cole's hand and, without looking back, they walked toward the exit. They left Hades alone—a mortal man crying on the ground, without a kingdom, without power, and without a labyrinth to hide him from his own weakness. As they crossed the threshold, the sun of the surface greeted them, but both knew that the war was only beginning and that the new Judge of the Gods would have no mercy on the rest of Olympus.
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​CHAPTER 2: THE ROAR OF DRY WAVES
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​The tremor was not a shaking of the earth, but a lament that seemed to be born from the very crystal core of Atlantis. In the port, the silver warships vibrated upon the water, and for an instant, the song of the whales escorting the city transformed into a cry of agony that made the skin of everyone present crawl.

​“To the ships!” Tarkos’s voice thundered above the chaos, firm as the metal of his armor.

​On his back, the massive war hammer—a piece of Atlantean engineering and brute strength—weighed enough to sink an ordinary man, but he bore it as if it were an extension of his own body. Selene finished securing the medical supplies on the flagship as she watched the civilians—those they had rescued from the claws of oppression—gather in the safest zone of the dome. There the rearguard remained, and there remained Eros, Lyra’s young son, the baby who symbolized the hope of a new world, under the protection of scholars and warriors who would not march to the front.

​The journey toward Crete was a descent into chaos itself. The sky was an insultingly clear blue, but the sea... the sea was a wounded beast. Poseidon, furious at the humiliation and the "death" of his brother Hades, had unleashed a cloudless storm. Ten-meter-high waves, solid as granite walls, battered the hulls of the fleet.

​Lyra, as the daughter of Hermes and official navigator of Atlantis, stood at the prow
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