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Defiance has earned Ariel, Jenna, and Iris the wrath of Persephone. Stripped of power and armed with nothing but the clothing on their backs, they are cast into the hands of the vampiric Countess Elizabeth Báthory. There, they must endure days of bloodletting, torment, and psychological manipulation. As Ariel teeters on the brink of becoming a monster herself, only the intervention of her AI companion, Ghost, prevents her from turning on the ones she loves.

Escaping through the sewers of Čachtice Castle, the trio finds not freedom, but Hades’ courtroom—where divine judgment awaits. Broken, defiant, or nearly lost, each must confront Persephone’s wrath, Hestia’s compassion, and their own inner darkness as they struggle to reclaim their bodies, their minds, and their souls.
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Persephone stands before the Mirror of Epochs, its towering frame forged by Hephaestus in the days before even Tartarus had shape. Obsidian arms twist and coil around its edge like petrified serpents, each one etched with runes that shimmer faintly—alive with old magic. The reflective surface is not glass, but electrum, stretched thin over the membrane of spacetime itself—polished until it shows not the viewer’s face, but the truth that lies beneath it.

Only the divine may command it. For mortals, the mirror is a maze—reflecting pasts they cannot change, futures they will never reach, and desires they dare not speak aloud. But for Persephone, Queen of the Underworld, it is a scalpel. And today, she dissects souls.

Three days she’s watched. No sleep. No nourishment but wrath. Ariel and Jenna spiral endlessly across the mirror’s shifting surface—laughter, trauma, aching need, betrayal. Their timelines unfold like petals blooming in reverse. She peels back the layers of their lives, hunting for leverage—something sharp enough to wound and slow-burning enough to make them beg.

If not for their use to her—to the war—she would have fed them to her garden by now. Not lovingly, not as blooms among the wildflowers. No, she would have smoked them—burned them like sacred weed in her obsidian pipe, savoring their screams until only cracked stems remained, withering under Elysium’s false sun.

Desire is simple. Blatant. They want each other, though Ariel still hides her longing behind the mask of duty and deflection. But fear—fear is elusive. Jenna has none she hasn’t already killed. Ariel, though... The mirror twitches. There—Erebus. Jenna talking to their guide. A name surfaces: Wilham.

Persephone’s pupils dilate. A corrupted bloodline. Bathory. Vlad. A fusion of the worst impulses, stitched into human form. She rewinds. Plays it again. Wilham’s hands gliding over Ariel’s skin—his breath fevered with hunger. A blade in his palm. He cuts her. Once. Twice. Five times along the inner thigh.

He drinks her blood, lapping at the wounds. Before the final cut—the deepest, the one meant for her vulva—Jenna rips him away. The mirror pulses. Lust. Sadism. Sacrifice. Persephone inhales through her teeth.

“Such a shame,” she murmurs. “He was so close to finishing her. We could have had them both—broken and beautiful.”

She turns from the mirror. The basalt chamber responds—walls rippling like muscle beneath skin. Shadows crawl toward her, but none dare touch her.

“Husband,” she calls softly, her voice echoing like a chill through a crypt. “Tell me. What became of Elizabeth Báthory?”

Hades materializes from the gloom, the scent of burning brimstone clinging to his robes.

His expression falters. “The vampiress?” he says. “I cast her into the Abyss—the Pit of Despair. She was more monstrous than Vlad. Her husband, Ferenc Nádasdy, was cast into the pit too. Their line is poison. Wilham is the last. When his soul passes... it ends.”

Persephone lifts her chin. “Does it?” Hades blinks. She smiles—cold and slow. “Perhaps endings are relative.”

She returns to the mirror. This time, she seeks Iris. The little thief dances across the surface like static. Ambrosia on her lips. Defiance in her eyes. She’s stolen from the cellar again—not for herself, but for the avatars. Ariel and Jenna were meant to suffer, to feel every nerve ending flare and scream. Iris gave them reprieve.

That was not hers to give. And yet, Persephone has not destroyed her. Not yet. Iris is... useful. As a courier. As a pet. But a pet can be punished. Persephone lifts one pale hand toward the mirror. The runes ignite.

“Let the past walk,” she commands. “Let the vampiress wake.”

In the depths of the Abyss, something ancient stirs. Bones rattle in their iron cradle.

A whisper echoes against the void. Maybe—just maybe—Elizabeth Báthory can punish all three of them. Maybe she will feast on them.
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The first hours after their return bleed together in a haze of agony and hallucination. Ariel lies still, eyes open but unfocused, her body a battlefield stitched back together by nanites and ambrosia. Skin reknits over cauterized muscle. Bones fuse in real time with a dull, grinding ache. She can still hear the hiss of laser fire, the snap of railgun slugs tearing through the proving grounds. Jenna’s scream echoes behind her eyes—the moment the antipersonnel missile took her left leg, shredding flesh like paper. The replacement limb is already growing, a synthetic graft laced with divine tissue—but the nerves are raw, misfiring, screaming.

Their bodies heal. Their minds do not. The simulation was supposed to end. But reality doesn’t stop shifting. Ariel stares at the ceiling, watching it ripple—like liquid, or code. The MAGs cling to her skin, too real. Once, they were just garments—disposable, meant to be peeled off with the return to reality. Now, they follow her back across realities. They never stain. They never smell. No matter what happens inside them, they emerge clean.

Hestia’s magic. It has to be. No tech is that good. She turns her head slowly toward Jenna. The other woman sleeps fitfully, pale against the silk sheets, her breathing shallow but steady. The healing tissue of her leg pulses faintly beneath the hem of her stola.

Ariel’s thoughts spiral. Why is Persephone so angry with us? she wonders, brow furrowed. We’ve done nothing with Ares that we haven’t already done with her... in her garden... in her bed. Jealousy? From a goddess?

No. That’s mortal logic. Maybe it’s not about them. Maybe Persephone’s anger is for Ares—and they’re just collateral damage. Three hours—or what feels like three—after their return, light fractures in the corner of the room. The air bends, warps, and tears open like cellophane. A portal unfurls with a sound like breaking crystal.

Iris steps through. The rift seals behind her in a cascade of prismatic shimmer, vanishing without a trace. She stands there a moment, blinking in the dim light, clutching three bulging wineskins against her chest. Her eyes scan the room—haunted, alert.

“Sorry it took me so long,” she says quietly. “Pretty sure Persephone caught me raiding the cellar. I had to take the long way around to shake her shadows.” She tosses a wineskin to Ariel, another to Jenna. Keeps one for herself.

Jenna sits up with a groan. Her voice is rough. “Persephone knows you help yourself to her ambrosia. Why would she care now?”

Iris glances down, sheepish. “Before, I was stealing it for me. She doesn’t mind that. It’s... expected. But this time...” She trails off. “This time, I got caught smuggling it out for you.”

She doesn’t need to explain further. Ariel grips the wineskin in her lap, fingers tight. “She wanted us to suffer,” she says slowly, realization dawning like
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