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CHAPTER 1 — THE CITY ABOVE OLYMPUS
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Aris Delfinis had been born in a city that never touched the earth.
As a child, his mother used to tell him that this was a privilege, that the citizens of Olympus-Prime were the chosen people of a new Greece — descendants of those who had escaped the hunger, the dust, and the dying cities below. But every time Aris stood before the immense observation windows of the lower districts and looked down toward the real Mount Olympus thousands of meters beneath the floating metropolis, he never felt chosen.

He felt like someone living above a grave.

Olympus-Prime floated above the mountain like a second sky.

It was not simply a city. It was a miracle of engineering — a colossal circular megastructure made of white alloy, glass towers, neural cables, suspended gardens, and Aether cores glowing beneath its foundations like artificial stars. From a distance, it resembled a luminous halo wrapped around the heavens. Up close, it was overwhelming: endless vertical districts layered one above another, bridges made of transparent carbon glass stretching over open air, rivers flowing through anti-gravity channels, and giant solar sails unfolding across the skyline like metallic wings.

The upper sectors belonged to the elite. Their artificial skies remained golden even during the worst storms below. Their parks bloomed year-round with genetically engineered trees. Their lakes floated in suspended gravity fields beneath holographic constellations.

The lower sectors were different.

That was where the city breathed.

That was where the engines lived.

The pulse of Olympus-Prime echoed through endless metallic corridors filled with coolant pipes, neural conduits, maintenance rails, and the constant vibration of energy moving beneath the city’s skin. It was loud, industrial, and alive.

Aris preferred it there.

People in the upper districts worshipped the city.

The workers below understood what kept it from falling.

Above every district, every screen, every public tower, the faces of the Twelve watched silently.

The Gods.

That was what humanity called them now.

Zeus. Hera. Athena. Apollo. Artemis. Poseidon. Ares. Demeter. Hermes. Aphrodite. Hephaestus. Hestia.

The rulers of Olympus-Prime.

Officially, they were not called gods because of religion, but because of what they had accomplished. According to the educational networks, the Twelve had saved Greece after the Great Collapses — the centuries of climate disasters, rising seas, famine, civil wars, and economic ruin that had shattered entire nations. Humanity had nearly destroyed itself before the discovery beneath Meteora in the year 2600.

The Aether Stone.

The artifact that changed civilization forever.

It had granted limitless energy, anti-gravitational engineering, neural synchronization systems, biological enhancement technologies, and eventually artificial longevity itself.

The floating cities were born because of it.

And Olympus-Prime became the crown jewel of the new world.

At least, that was the official story.

Aris stopped believing official stories when he was fourteen years old.

That had been the year he saw a transport worker from Lower Greece brought secretly into the city after an accident in the atmospheric filtration systems. The man’s skin had been burned raw by toxic dust storms from the surface below. Before the medics sealed the transparent medical capsule, Aris saw the look in the worker’s eyes.

It was not gratitude.

It was hatred.

That was the moment Aris realized paradise always required someone beneath it to suffer.

Now, at twenty-two years old, he worked as a neural systems technician in the lower energy districts of Olympus-Prime, inside the Department of Aether Core Maintenance.

It was not a prestigious position.

But it was important.

The Aether cores were the heart of the city. Without them, Olympus-Prime would fall from the sky within hours.

Every transportation line, atmospheric shield, gravity stabilizer, artificial climate system, neural network, surveillance grid, and defensive platform depended on the constant flow of Aether energy.

And lately, the system had been behaving strangely.

Aris noticed things other technicians ignored.

Small fluctuations.

Neural echoes traveling through inactive conduits.

Momentary drops in synchronization.

Whispers inside the system.

That was the dangerous part.

The official manuals described the Aether Stone as an energy source.

But machines did not whisper.

Machines did not pulse differently at night.

Machines did not feel alive.

The lower corridors vibrated softly beneath Aris’s boots as he crossed Sector D-17 on the morning of Ascension Day — the annual celebration marking the rise of the first floating Greek city centuries earlier.

Above him, Olympus-Prime would already be preparing for the ceremony. Citizens in white ceremonial clothing would gather in the upper districts while drones projected enormous holographic statues of the Twelve across the skyline. Zeus himself would appear from the Celestial Citadel to deliver the yearly address about unity, order, and the eternal future of Greece.

Meanwhile, the technicians below worked double shifts to prevent the city from collapsing during peak energy consumption.

Aris checked the diagnostic screen attached to his wrist.

Everything appeared normal.

Then the lights flickered.

Only for half a second.

Most people would not even notice.

Aris stopped immediately.

The corridor lighting returned, but now the white glow carried a faint blue tint.

A warning appeared across his wrist display.

MINOR FLUCTUATION DETECTED
SUB-CORE TH-9
Low priority.

Automatic systems recommended no intervention.

Aris frowned.

He had learned long ago not to trust automated priorities.

He manually opened the deeper diagnostic layers.

Temperature stable.

Energy flow stable.

Neural synchronization stable.

Almost.

A thin line of blue light suddenly moved beneath the wall beside him like a vein beneath skin.

Aris stared at it.

“That shouldn’t happen,” he whispered.

The corridor ahead led toward an old maintenance chamber rarely used anymore except for emergency inspections. Most workers avoided it because it sat dangerously close to the external structural ring where vibrations from the city became stronger and the empty sky beneath your feet never allowed you to forget that you were standing above open air.

Aris approached the sealed door and scanned his identity tag.

ACCESS DENIED.

He frowned.

That made no sense.

His clearance level covered every lower maintenance sector.

He tried again.

ACCESS DENIED.

Then the screen glitched.

For a fraction of a second, strange symbols replaced the warning.

Circular patterns.

Rotating geometric lines.

Not Greek.

Not code.

Something else.

Then they vanished.

The door unlocked.

Aris froze.

He had not overridden the system.

Slowly, the chamber door slid open.

Darkness waited inside.

The room was abandoned except for a single inactive neural station positioned at its center. Dust covered most of the equipment, suggesting nobody had entered the chamber for years.

Yet the station was powered on.

Blue light flowed softly across its surface like liquid beneath glass.

The moment Aris stepped inside, the door sealed shut behind him.

He turned immediately.

Locked.

“Perfect,” he muttered. “Not disturbing at all.”

The station activated as he approached.

A biometric request appeared across the screen.

The logical decision would have been to leave immediately and report the anomaly.

Instead, Aris placed his hand against the surface.

Pain exploded through his palm.

He jerked backward.

Too late.

A thin mechanical needle had pierced his skin and drawn blood directly into the console.

The entire chamber awakened instantly.

Every screen ignited with blue light.

Neural conduits beneath the walls pulsed violently.

The temperature dropped.

Then a file appeared on the central display.

Aris felt his stomach tighten as he read the title.

DIVINE SYNTHESIS PROTOCOL
GENETIC FOUNDATION — OLYMPIAN COUNCIL
ACCESS RESTRICTED
“No...” he whispered.

He should close the file.

He should leave.

If the security systems detected unauthorized access to classified data connected to the Olympian Council, his career would be over.

Maybe his life.

But before he could move, the file opened automatically.

A single line appeared on the screen.

SUBJECT: ZEUS
Human DNA: 0.000%
Aris stopped breathing.

Another line appeared.

SUBJECT: ATHENA
Human DNA: 0.000%
Then another.

SUBJECT: APOLLO
Human DNA: 0.000%
One by one, the names of the Gods filled the screen.

Every result identical.

0.000%

His pulse thundered in his ears.

The Gods were not human.

Before he could process the thought, the system opened another hidden file.

This time, an image appeared.

A chamber beneath Meteora.

Ancient.

Dark.

Researchers wearing old Greek scientific uniforms surrounded a black floating object suspended above the ground without support.

The Aether Stone.

It did not possess a fixed shape.

Its surface moved slowly, almost like living matter trying to decide what form it wished to take.

A date appeared beneath the image.

June 17, 2600.

FIRST CONTACT.

The image changed.

The same chamber.

The same researchers.

Now they were dead.

Their bodies torn open from within as though something had grown inside them and forced itself outward.

Standing before the Stone was a child.

Motionless.

White eyes staring directly into the camera.

A final line appeared beneath the image.

FIRST HYBRID SUCCESSFUL.

The chamber door behind Aris locked completely.

Red emergency lights activated overhead.

His wrist display flashed violently.

SECURITY BREACH DETECTED
TECHNICIAN: ARIS DELFINIS
STATUS: IDENTIFIED
“Shit.”

No alarms sounded.

That was worse.

Public alarms were for accidents.

Silence meant secrecy.

And secrecy meant the Gods themselves were involved.

Then a voice
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