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The Forgotten Gods
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Before the sundials of men and the steel towers of cities, before the tongues of mortals braided gods into myth, the world was ruled by names that cracked the sky.

They were not gods in the manner of prayer and petition, not the soft lords of harvest and hearth. They were first things — the shape-makers, the iron-blooded architects of flame and tide, of hunger and mourning. Their voices were continents; their wrath remade oceans. In the age when the world still remembered how to listen, men called them the Erethion — Twelve sovereign streams that flowed from a single, older will. Each bore a gift and a law: one of flame that devoured and gave back light, one of blood that healed by taking, one of stone that held time in its bones. Together they kept the world from tearing itself apart.

Hubris, however, is older still. As the centuries folded into one another, the Twelve learned to hunger not for the world but for dominion within it. Where once they had been careful hands guiding a fragile earth, they began testing their wills against one another, carving dominions and writing laws only to break them when it suited them. The first bright quarrel—over the right to shape the sky—fell like a meteor and struck a continent into pieces. Rivers shifted their minds and deserts learned to sing.

Men watched and named. The ancient kings drew alliances with certain bloodlines, offering themselves as stewards, and thus the divine power bled into flesh. Children were born marked with sigils, and clans rose wealthy and proud upon the favor of a single god. For a time the balance held: gods ruled, mortals built, and the world, for all its scars, breathed with purpose.

Then the fracture came that none could mend.

It began not with thunder but with a whisper from the black places of the world—places where memory collects like dust. An old thing, older than the Twelve, stirred beneath the foundations of thought and wanted: not to rule, but to be remembered. It fed on attention and reverence, and where the gods had grown fat on worship and will, this thing grew monstrous in its hunger. It had no name in the old tongues; scholars later would call it Oblivion, though the word is only a pale compass for what it was. Oblivion wanted the world to forget.

The Twelve recognized it as a threat, and so did the men who had once been their stewards. They gathered in a ring upon the high plain where the first rivers split. Light and shadow braided, wind and fire sang, and the sky itself was made a blade. The war that followed could not be borne in the language of mortals; even stones tore and reshaped as the gods fought and suffered. Mountains were rent, and entire forests died as though devoured by a plague of silence. Whole nations vanished in a single breath.

In the last evening of the war, when the stars had been spilled like grains of coal across a wound sky, the Twelve made a terrible covenant. If they slew Oblivion outright, they would risk shattering the world; if they let it live, it would unmake memory until nothing remained. So they bound themselves to solution and to sacrifice: the power of each god—its law, its vigor, its name—would be split and sealed into mortal flesh. They would become seed, scattered and small, vulnerable to time’s slow gnaw. Their greatest strength would be hidden in bloodlines, in the marrow of offspring, and in relics buried where men would one day think to dig for treasure.

Erethion’s law name—Erethion the Prime, the Weaver—spoke last. He had not been the loudest of the Twelve; he was the slow, patient thread that held the others together. To prevent Oblivion’s return, Erethion did not merely fracture his power: he condensed it into a single, living lineage. He poured his essence into a single vessel and whispered a covenant into the blood itself: Remember, but do not awaken unless the world demands it. It was a promise and a nightmare bound together.

The gods performed their ritual. One by one they gave up the immediacy of their might. Flame cooled into ember sigils on the wrists of the fire-kin; stone yielded clocks of bone in stoneborn clans; blood learned to taste the shape of grief and to heal with a price among the crimson houses. And Erethion’s seed—the Prime Seed—was buried like a lantern in the dark heart of the world, a single thread waiting to be tugged.

Oblivion, for its part, recoiled into the nothing between things. It was not destroyed but sealed by the covenant. To ensure the price would be kept, the gods suffered another self-imposed amputation: they erased themselves from the parlors of men. Temples became ruins. The names of the Twelve grew thin as breath in winter; children played games with the old words until those words snapped. The memory of the gods grew small and eventually, cleverly, forgot itself entirely.

Years rolled into centuries. The age of myth became the age of empires, of tools, and then of machines. From the ashes of carved temples and overgrown altars rose cities with glass eyes and iron spines. The blood-lines, those secret repositories of power, endured—but in weakened threads. Fireborn clans became guilds that tended forges; the stone-kin cataloged time in libraries of slate; the blood-houses hinted of miracles only in whispered rites. The world learned new names—vampire, werewolf, changeling, titan—but none carried the full weight of a god’s title. The Twelve were a dozen footnotes in an ancient ledger, footnotes that no longer informed law or prayer.

And yet, seeds remember. A seed does not know the word remember—it lives only the memory encoded in its flesh. In hidden veins and in the marrow of children born great and small, the remnants of the Twelve lay like coals banked beneath ash. Most slept entire lives through. Some would wake to a cough of power: a soldier whose rage burned hotter than his foes, a seamstress whose fingers could weave a charm that whispered truth, a clan’s newborn who drew the gaze of wolves. They were sparks, errant and incomplete, and the world learned to live with sparks.

But seeds do not all remain dormant by chance. They are coaxed or cut by fate. Old relics—fragments of laws and instruments used to bind the gods—still existed. They shifted as tectonics and time meddled; wind and greed moved them from shrine to market, and markets to laboratories. Where mortals reached for power, they sometimes found a toy of the gods and thought it their own. And in the machine age, when men grew clever enough to bend blood into codes and to graft sigils onto the silicon of their devices, the old covenant began to stir.

Those who studied the shadows called it a cycle. Those who kept records—scholars and conspirators, priests hidden in the anonymous halls of new empires—spoke of a return, an era when the balance would tip and the seed’s ember would either flare or die. And when that time approached—the thin, dangerous time when the machines had learned how to speak to the bones of the earth—the last spark chose where to be reborn.

It found men of iron and of flesh, a city built across the bones of an older empire: Los Angeles, a place of endless lights and hidden basements, of skyscrapers with foundations older than the memory of kings. The Prime Seed nested itself into an unremarkable bloodline there, waiting, patient as any god. It would sleep through a thousand summers and ten thousand dinners, through laughter and the dull ache of daily life. It would wait for a throat to cry out, for a heart to break, for a hand of small, frightened strength to clutch at nothing and beg for power to save what remained.

And when that cry came—soft, desperate, and very human—the seed would burn.

So the world turned. The names of gods became lullabies for the sea. The covenants wore the dust of ages. But beneath polite time, the bones of the old covenant cracked, and in a single, forgotten lineage the last of the Erethion slept on, a latent furnace waiting the day a boy would raise his face to fate and learn that a god kept house in his blood.
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Chapter 1
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The Boy Who Had None
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The bus rolled through the neon-smeared streets of Los Angeles, its windows tinted gold by the rising sun.

Students in sleek combat uniforms filled the seats, laughing, arguing, showing off sparks of power in their palms.

Vodak sat in the last row, forehead against the glass, trying not to be seen.

Every billboard they passed carried the same emblem — a silver phoenix burning over a circle of light.

Aeternum Institute for Supernatural Defense.

The school that trained the gifted to protect humanity from “the Unknown.”

Vodak wasn’t gifted.

His palms were cold and empty. No glow, no hum of energy. Nothing.

He’d tried all the standard awakening tests since childhood — blood, core resonance, even mana-exposure therapy — and every single one had ended with the same results: Null.

No power. No lineage. No heritage.

In a world where even infants sometimes set toys on fire by sneezing, Vodak was a ghost.

He stared out at the massive academy complex ahead — towers of black steel and blue glass rising above downtown L.A., each building connected by energy bridges that pulsed faintly in rhythm, like the veins of a living creature.

The bus doors hissed open. One by one, students filed out. Vodak slung his duffel bag over his shoulder and stepped into the shadow of the academy gates.

A tall man in a combat coat scanned their IDs at the checkpoint.

“Name,” he barked.

“Vodak Raines,” Vodak answered, voice steady.

The scanner hummed, then blinked red.

The gatekeeper frowned. “No lineage detected. You sure you’re in the right place, kid?”

Vodak hesitated. “Got my acceptance letter.”

The man sighed and waved him through. “Don’t cause trouble. Aeternum doesn’t keep blanks for long.”

Vodak didn’t reply. He walked through the gates and entered the plaza where hundreds of cadets were gathering. Statues of past heroes — vampires, werewolves, and elemental hybrids — lined the path. Each one looked alive, like they could wake up and pass judgment.

His pulse quickened. Don’t stare. Just get through orientation.

The loudspeaker cracked overhead.

“New cadets! Welcome to Aeternum Institute, where power is refined and purpose is forged!”

An instructor stood on the front platform — tall, silver-haired, eyes glowing faintly blue.

“I’m Commander Voss,” he said. “Over the next six months, we’ll determine your combat class, your rank, and whether you’re worth keeping.”

A few students chuckled; most went silent.

Voss gestured toward a massive glass sphere suspended above a pedestal.

“The Aeternum Sphere. It reads your core — your lineage, tier, and level. Place your hand on the surface when called.”

They began alphabetically.

Kael Verrin stepped up first — tan-skinned, sharp grin, the kind of confidence that made the crowd lean closer.

Lineage: Ifrit — Descendant of the Flame Lords

Tier: B / Level 4

Flames spiraled around his arms; the students erupted in cheers.

“Show-off,” someone muttered behind Vodak.

Then came Seren Vale, pale as moonlight, silver hair falling over crimson eyes.

Lineage: Vampling — Half Vampire

Tier: C / Level 3

Her smirk alone silenced half the courtyard.

Next, Orin Fenn, quiet, gray-eyed.

Lineage: Human (Modified)

Trait: Dimensional Arsenal

Tier: C / Level 5

He raised his hand, and a weapon shimmered into existence — a perfect silver halberd formed out of light. Gasps followed.

Vodak waited, trying to breathe evenly. His name would come soon.

He glanced to his right. A group of girls giggled as Rylan Drayce walked past them — tall, flawless, hair like spun gold.

When he smiled, even the air seemed to hold its breath.

Rylan Drayce — Royal Lineage of Drayce Blood, Tier A / Level 6.
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