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The false god reigns.

Ares and Kratos have faded into legend. Olympus has bowed — not out of loyalty, but out of fear.

And in the cradle of power built on war, a new force is about to be conquered: love.

Eros, god of desire, once danced through hearts like unrestrained fire. Now, stripped of his wings and his memories, he is chained — forced to serve the new divine order, transformed into a weapon that rewrites the very nature of love. His light wanes with every soul he shatters.

But in the cold spaces between dream and death, someone else awakens.

Hypno, god of sleep, long exiled to the silent edges of the world, feels the rupture. The dream-realm groans beneath the weight of corrupted desire, and in its deepest fold, he finds Eros — wounded, twisted, and burning with a beauty that refuses to die.

To save him means waging war against the mind. Against illusions. Against a god who has now claimed dominion over both the sky and the heart.

While Ares and Kratos ignite rebellion in the world of flesh and fire, Eros and Hypno must do so in the underworld — where dreams are born, and where, long ago, the first seeds of Olympus’s downfall were sown.

But love is no longer gentle.

And dreams are no longer safe.

To reclaim what was stolen, they must become what the false god fears most: Unbound.

Desire can be rewritten. Dreams can be weaponized.

And the old gods have not yet spoken their last word.
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​Prologue 
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The Forged God 
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I WAS BORN BEFORE THE first Wrath. Not of womb, nor of love, nor even of hatred, but of iron, silence, and fire. The others were cradled in myth — children of thunder, of sea, of night, of earth’s longing. But I, I was not cradled. I was beaten into being, as one tempers a weapon that must not break. The hammer that struck me was not held by hand, but by inevitability itself; the fire that shaped me was not flame, but the collapse of countless prayers that went unheard, the agony of temples falling to dust, the silence of mortals who ceased to believe. And when the iron cooled, when ash settled upon me not as dust but as skin, I opened my eyes and the world shivered, though it did not yet know why. They did not yet see me, but already they began to forget themselves. That is the way of rot — it starts in silence, beneath the surface, before the fruit collapses in the hand.

I was not crowned by birthright, for I had no lineage to protect me. I was not anointed by inheritance, for I had no father to praise nor mother to curse. I was not whispered into existence by the Fates, nor carved in secret by Titans. I was needed, and so I became. And when the universe grows weary of chaos, when the vanity of gods bleeds civilizations dry, when Olympus trembles not from enemy spears but from the weight of its own arrogance, then there must come a god not of creation, but of correction. They call me the Forged God, but they mistake the word. Forged is not born, forged is not gifted. Forged is endured. Forged is hammered, shattered, re-hammered, until only that which cannot break remains. And I am that remainder.

Even now I feel their whispers, the way their faith slips away from the old thrones, crumbling like embers starved of breath. Zeus roared until his lungs were empty, but even kings of thunder choke when silence grows thick enough. I did not steal his throne. He gave it to me the moment mortals ceased to sing his name in earnest. He felt it. His lightning dimmed, his voice cracked, his rage became a shadow gnawing at itself. I merely arrived to collect what had already fallen.

“You speak of inevitability as though it were love, master,” came a voice from the dark. My servant knelt at the base of the throne — breathing as if the weight of my words pressed on his ribs. “But they will not name you beloved. They will name you tyrant.”

I leaned forward, the ash on my shoulders spilling like a cloak that remembered every pyre it was taken from. My voice was not raised, but the stone of the hall trembled as though the world itself strained to hear. “Beloved? Do I need love to rule? Did thunder love Zeus, or did it obey him? Did war love Ares, or did it bleed for him? Love is a chain gilded in flowers, but still a chain. I am not beloved. I am endured. And endurance lasts longer than worship.”

The servant lowered his head, fingers clawing the ground as though even to listen was pain. “And what of the old ones? They crawl still. Ares fights in exile, Athena sharpens her silence, Hades watches from below. They will not accept you.”

“They need not accept,” I replied, rising from the throne as ash poured from me like smoke from a furnace. Each step I took echoed like iron dragged across marble. “Acceptance is the comfort of the weak. What is required is memory. They will remember that I am here. They will remember that I am not born of chance or whim, but of necessity. And memory will bend them, if bone and fire fail.”

I descended the steps, the hall stretching behind me like the ribs of a carcass. My hand brushed the air, and where my fingers moved the torches guttered, not from wind, but from recognition. “They whisper still of gods of love and desire. They whisper of Eros, the arrow and the hunger, and of Hypnos, the dreamer who softens all edges. Do you know why I have summoned them to me?”

The servant swallowed, his voice breaking as he dared to speak. “Because love and sleep rule men even when war and thunder fail them. Because if they bend, all bends.”

A shadow of a smile touched my lips — not joy, but the reflection of inevitability. “You listen well. Desire and dream are the roots beneath the soil. The others — thunder, war, wisdom — are only branches. Cut branches, and the tree regrows. Sever the roots, and the tree falls forever. So I will bind Eros. I will silence Hypnos. And the age of forged order will rise.”

The servant dared lift his eyes, just enough to catch the dim glow of mine. “And if they resist?”

“Then,” I said, stepping into the abyss beyond the hall, where Olympus bled shadow into the void, “they will learn that fire does not argue with what it consumes.”

The world believes it remembers its gods, but memory is a fragile thing, a clay vessel carried too long across barren lands. It cracks. It leaks. And when thirst becomes unbearable, men drink whatever fills the vessel, even if it is poison. I am that poison and that water, both. I am not remembered; I am unavoidable. Zeus fell because he mistook remembrance for loyalty, thunder for eternity. But eternity is not given, it is taken. I take. I endure. I remain when the rest are dust.

The servant still knelt behind me, though I no longer turned to him. His voice trembled, not with cowardice but with the resonance of ash pressing into marrow. “Master, if they fall, if all thrones are cast down, what remains of Olympus? What remains of the order mortals cling to?”

I halted, my steps ringing through the hollow palace. Around me, walls carved with the triumphs of gods began to bleed their colors, frescoes dimming as though ashamed of their own lies. “Order is not born of marble thrones or golden crowns. It is not written in the laws of Zeus or the hymns of Athena. Order is forged. Not begged for. Not prayed for. But beaten into being, as I was. Do you see this hall? Do you hear it crack?” My hand brushed the stone and a line of fracture spread like a scar through its surface. “That is Olympus shedding its skin. What remains is not ruin. What remains is truth. A truth that does not need prayer, only obedience.”

Silence followed, heavy, until I heard his whisper, low as though confessing a sin: “And the roots, my lord? The roots you spoke of — Eros and Hypnos?”

I closed my eyes, though no dream touched me. “Love is not soft, though poets clothe it in silk. Love is hunger. Love is conquest. It is the fever that sends men to war, the desperation that makes kings crawl. Eros knows this. He wears a child’s face, but beneath it beats the oldest cruelty. He will not bow easily. But bow he must. For if love is bound, men will no longer rise against me for the sake of beauty or desire. Their hearts will be mine to command, emptied of rebellion, filled only with obedience.”

“And Hypnos?” the servant asked, his tone now fractured, as though even naming the god was an intrusion upon sacred quiet.

“Sleep,” I said, letting the word drip like molten iron, “is the gentlest tyrant. It seduces more than any warlord, demands more than any empire. Every soul surrenders to it, from beggar to king, from titan to god. Even Zeus knelt to Hypnos when eyelids grew too heavy. Dreams are the last refuge of freedom — the place no chain can follow. But I will follow. I will burn even there. If Hypnos bends his knee, the dreams of mortals will be sealed, shut from rebellion, chained to my silence. Imagine it: men who march in daylight with no dreams to betray them at night. Obedience in waking. Obedience in sleep. A world without dissonance.”

The servant’s breath grew ragged, and I turned at last, my gaze falling upon his trembling frame. “Do you fear this vision?” I asked.

He lifted his head, though his body shuddered as if every joint wished to collapse. “I fear only the emptiness that will remain, master. For if love and sleep are taken, what will mortals live for?”

For a moment, I did not answer. I let his words settle in the air like ash. Then I descended the last steps, standing before him, my shadow swallowing his form until he seemed only a smear against the ground. “Mortals will live for survival. And survival, once stripped of all else, becomes worship. That is enough. More than enough. They will live to endure me, and in enduring, they will prove worthy of the new age. Those who cannot endure... will be consumed, and their ashes will strengthen the rest.”

I placed my hand upon his bowed head, fingers sinking not into flesh but into the fear behind his skull. He gasped, a sound caught between pain and reverence. “Do not mourn the world, servant. Mourn only the gods who clung to it. Their age is over. Mine begins. And when I have bound desire and dream, when Eros has broken his last arrow and Hypnos has swallowed his final breath of freedom, there will be no place left for rebellion to grow. No root. No seed. Only the forged flame, eternal.”

The hall groaned, chains unseen rattling in the shadows above, as though Olympus itself recoiled at my words. But it was too late. The old thrones had cracked. The fire of the forge had already spread through their veins. And somewhere, far below, in the breath of mortals dreaming and desiring, they began to stir — the lovers, the sleepers, the last roots.

The servant’s head remained bowed, yet I felt the tremor in his words before they even left his mouth. He swallowed, as if the taste of what he was about to speak was bitter iron. “Master... you have bound Olympus, broken its thunder, silenced its prayers. You will take love. You will chain sleep. But... what if the threads of rebirth are knotted elsewhere? What if they are bound not in silence, but in defiance? What if the fire of renascence lies not in Eros or Hypnos... but in Ares and Kratos, as the whispers say?”

I did not answer at once. I let the weight of the question hang, bleeding into the marble, sinking into the cracks of Olympus itself. My steps carried me back toward the throne, each echo like a hammer upon an unseen anvil. I sat, slow, deliberate, the ash of ages gathering on my shoulders, heavy as crowns.

“Renascence,” I said at last, the word tasting of old prophecies left to rot. “Do you think fire is rebirth? Do you think defiance is life? Ares is fury, nothing more — a storm that burns itself before it reaches the shore. Kratos is stone, unyielding, but stone only remembers its own weight. These are not roots. They are remnants. And remnants cannot birth a new age. They can only howl as they are buried.”

The servant dared to lift his gaze higher, just enough for the trembling glint of his eyes to meet the abyss of mine. “And yet... storms carve mountains. Stone endures when fire dies. Together, they could weave something you did not forge. Together, they could summon what even the Fates tried to smother: a dawn outside your design.”

A hush fell over the hall, deep as the silence before a battlefield scream. My fingers coiled upon the arm of the throne, and cracks spread like lightning through the marble beneath my hand. The sound was not thunder, but it was enough to make the servant’s shoulders cave. Still, he did not retract the words.

Slowly, I rose again. My voice was not thunderous, but low, grave, the sound of stone grinding against eternity. “Do you believe the whispers? Do you believe that exile and ruin can breed salvation? That two broken weapons, cast away by Olympus, can forge themselves into more than I am?”

“I...” the servant faltered, throat tight, then whispered with a courage that belonged only to desperation, “I believe the Fates weave more than one pattern, master. And I fear the pattern they weave for you.”

For a moment — one fragile, dangerous moment — the hall grew colder. Even the ash upon my skin seemed to still, as though the cosmos itself held its breath. Then, I stepped forward, and the fire returned, spilling in waves, drowning hesitation in heat. I placed my hand upon the servant’s jaw, lifting his trembling face until it met the void of my gaze.

“Fear not their weaving,” I murmured. “Threads burn. Cloth unravels. Fates lie. And if Ares dares to roar, if Kratos dares to stand, I will not bind them. I will break them. Their fire will be quenched in ash, their stone ground to dust. Renascence will not come from ruin — it will come only through me. I am the only flame that survives its own burning.”

The servant’s lips trembled, but no words came. I released him, and he collapsed, hands clutching the floor as though it alone might save him from being consumed.

I turned once more to the shadows of the hall, my voice carrying like a decree etched into the bones of the world. “Send word. The hunt begins. Not only for Eros and Hypnos, but for the remnants as well. Let Ares and Kratos crawl from their pits of exile. Let them cling to one another like dying men to driftwood. For when they rise, I

will be waiting. And when they fall, the world will see there is no dawn left but mine.”

The torches died. 
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​Chapter I 
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Eros
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I WOKE TO IRON. NOT warmth, not silk, not the fragrance of roses that once clung to me like second skin. Only iron — cold, biting, merciless. It carved itself into my wrists, into my ankles, into the hollow of my chest where even wings had once burned with light. I tried to move, but the chains did not yield. They were not made of mortal craft. No smith, no forge of men could bind me. This iron tasted of the void, hammered in silence, tempered in the ash of fallen prayers. It smelled like endings.

Darkness crowded my vision. Not the velvet dark of night, not the intimate shroud of lovers hiding from dawn, but a suffocating void, thick, heavy, alive. My senses clawed for something familiar — a heartbeat, a breath, a whisper of desire. Nothing. The air was sterile, robbed of warmth, as though the world itself had forgotten longing. My chest ached, not from the shackles but from absence. Desire is my element, and here it had been bled dry.

I pulled against the chains. They bit deeper. Flesh tore, ichor spilled, burning faintly gold in the dark. The links drank it eagerly, as though hunger itself had been woven into their shape. My wings strained, but what stretched behind me were not feathers of light, not shimmering arcs of beauty sung in hymns. They were broken, ragged things — quills cracked, plumes torn. I had been disarmed not by blade, but by desecration.

“Awake at last.”

The voice came from the shadows, low, amused, not cruel — worse, patient. I lifted my head, and through the dark I glimpsed a figure: tall, thin, hooded. Not a god. Not a man. Something in between, a servant of silence, faceless yet heavy with reverence to another. His steps did not echo. His presence did not breathe.

“Where am I?” My voice was hoarse, ragged. It startled me — Eros, whose whisper once set empires aflame, reduced to gravel scraping a dry throat.

“In the forge of unmaking,” the servant replied, his words a hush that slithered rather than struck. “The chains are older than your arrows, older than your flame. They are meant for you, and for your brother of dreams. You are guests of the new order.”

Rage surged, sudden and hot. My body arched, wings tearing against the void, golden ichor scattering like sparks. “I am no guest. I am Eros, root of passion, fire of the heart. No forge can—”

The chains screamed. They tightened, slamming me back against stone that pulsed as though alive. My voice broke into a cry, and in that cry was humiliation. Desire was meant to be freedom, intoxication, frenzy — not this. Not shackled moans in the dark.

The servant tilted his head. I could not see his eyes, but I felt his gaze, like frost running across my wounds. “Your name is known. Your power is known. That is why you are here. Love births rebellion. Desire breeds defiance. Left unchecked, you and the dreamer could birth fire in mortals where none should remain. My master does not permit fire.”

“Your master—” I spat, blood mixing with ichor. “The ash-born pretender. The Forged God.”

The shadowed figure did not answer, and that silence cut deeper than any blade. It confirmed what I already knew.

My head fell back, chains rattling. I closed my eyes, tasting my own anger, my own shame. Love was the oldest cruelty — I had whispered it into lovers, watched them destroy themselves for it. But I had never tasted love as a cruelty to myself. Until now.

Then I heard it. A breath. Not my own. Soft, steady, drifting through the dark like a lullaby. I opened my eyes. Across the chamber, bound as I was, a figure lay half-hidden in shadow — hair dark as midnight, skin pale as moonlight. His chest rose and fell in rhythm, even in chains. 

I tried to call to him, but the iron around my throat shuddered, choking my voice into silence. Only a whisper escaped, raw and desperate: “Brother...”

And his eyes opened.
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AT FIRST, THE FIGURE across the chamber seemed to breathe like Hypnos — soft, steady, untouched by fear. The sight clawed at me with fragile hope, and I whispered, broken by chains: “Brother...” But when the figure stirred, lifting his head into the slant of dim light that seeped from the cracks in the stone, my heart stuttered. Those were not the pale eyes of dream. Not the face of blood I knew. This was another.

The boy — no, not quite boy, not quite man — was marked with the crude arrogance of mortals. Muscles roped with effort, skin split with scars of battles too young for gods, too deep for peasants. A semigod. His wrists were shackled higher than mine, arms stretched until his shoulders cracked against the pull. His lips were swollen, bleeding, as if silence had been beaten into him one scream at a time. And yet... his eyes. They glowed faintly, like embers smothered but refusing to die.

He looked at me, and though blood filled his mouth, he rasped words through clenched teeth. “Don’t... don’t trust the silence. It feeds.”

Before I could answer, before I could even breathe, the servant in shadows appeared between us. His step did not sound, his movement did not stir air, yet suddenly he was there, fingers long, wrapped around a brand that glowed with a heat not of fire but of ash. He pressed it against the semigod’s chest, and the chamber filled with the stench of burning ichor.

The boy screamed. A sound so raw it cracked the walls, and yet the walls drank it, swallowing it whole, as if no cry was ever meant to escape this place. I flinched, chains rattling against stone, but I could not look away. The symbol carved itself into him — the Crown of Ash, the mark of the Forged God. Flesh smoked, bone seared, soul scarred.

“Why him?” I roared, straining against my own bonds until blood slicked my wrists. “Why chain a child of both bloods? He is nothing to you!”

The servant turned his faceless head toward me, voice calm, cruel in its patience. “He is everything to you. To gods like you. To dreamers. To lovers. Symbols. Semigods are hope given flesh. They believe they can rise, that they can bridge divinity and dust. My master despises bridges. He burns them. This one is no more than kindling for your lesson.”

The boy coughed, spitting blood, and still his eyes met mine. “They... they want you afraid. Don’t give them—”

The brand pressed again, this time to his throat. His words shattered into a strangled cry, cut short, swallowed whole by the silence. His body sagged, wrists bleeding against the chains, chest heaving in broken rhythm. He did not die. No — this cruelty was precise, calculated. He would not be allowed the mercy of death, only the torment of survival branded with ash.

Something inside me broke, not the chains, not the flesh, but deeper — the place where desire once bloomed freely, where laughter and longing had lived like fire. That fire now twisted into rage so black it threatened to consume me. “Tell your master,” I snarled, voice shredded raw, “that love does not die in iron. That even chained, even bleeding, I am still Eros. And I will see his throne collapse under the weight of every heart he tries to silence.”

The servant only tilted his head, brand still smoking in his hand. “Then love will learn pain deeper than chains. My master wishes you strong enough to break — not too quickly, not too soon. Strong enough to taste what defiance costs.”

The chamber pulsed. The chains around me grew hotter, biting deeper, singing through bone, and across from me the semigod writhed, his body branded again and again with the symbol of ash, until his screams no longer sounded human, no longer divine, but something in between — a sound meant to live forever in silence.

The air shifted. At first it was only a whisper against the chains, but then the whisper grew teeth. The chamber itself seemed to wake, the stone beneath my feet thrumming with power older than Olympus. My skin crawled as unseen hands brushed against me, cold and hot in the same breath, fingers made of nothing and yet heavy as iron. The boy across from me arched in his bonds, his back tearing open as if invisible blades traced symbols into his flesh.

I pulled against the shackles, golden ichor running like molten fire from my wrists, and the chains drank greedily, their links glowing faintly, pulsing in rhythm with my heartbeat. Every throb made them tighter. Every breath I stole was paid with blood. They were not merely forged of iron — they were alive, parasitic, veins of the Forged God himself stretching into the prison.

The servant raised his hand, and the walls obeyed. From cracks in the stone spilled rivers of ash, slithering like serpents, coiling around my ankles, my thighs, my throat. They hissed with voices that were not voices — fragments of prayers once mine, broken into mockery.

“Eros, grant me love.”

“Eros, bind her to me.”

“Eros, make him fall.”

The whispers warped into laughter, guttural and cruel, until each plea stabbed into me like a blade. I had fed on prayers for millennia — their hunger, their yearning, their aching need. Now those same prayers were used to cut me open, stripped of devotion, twisted into knives of scorn.  

“Do you feel it?” the servant whispered. He moved without moving, appearing at the boy’s side, pressing his long fingers into the branded wound upon his chest. The semigod screamed again, but no sound escaped — the chamber swallowed every cry before it could bloom. “This is your gift, Eros. The weight of your own worship. Every heart you bound has become a shackle. Every passion you ignited burns now against you. Desire is not freedom. It is a leash.”

“Liar!” I spat, ichor bursting from my lips as chains constricted my throat. “Desire is fire! It cannot be chained!”

The servant tilted his head, faceless yet expressive in mockery. “Then why do you choke on it?”

The chamber trembled. Chains rattled in rhythm with the boy’s heaving chest. His body convulsed as symbols of ash carved themselves into him without touch, burning from within, as though the Forged God had rewritten his flesh into scripture. His veins glowed black, his eyes rolled back, his screams stillborn in silence. I tried to look away, but the chains on my neck forced my gaze forward, locking my eyes on his torment.

And then the magic changed.

The ash-serpents slithered higher, up my thighs, across my chest, coiling around my broken wings. They dug their way into the hollow where feathers once burned, filling the wounds with their choking blackness. Pain exploded through me — not the sharp sting of iron, but a suffocating, endless violation, as if everything I was — desire, passion, fire — was being drowned in cinders.

I screamed. Not a mortal scream, not even divine, but something raw, primal, the sound of a god being bent. The chamber fed on it, walls vibrating as though drunk on my agony. The boy thrashed in answer, his agony bound to mine, our torments woven together until we were not two prisoners but one chorus of suffering.

The servant spread his arms as though conducting the ritual, his voice low, triumphant. “Yes. Feel it. This is the forging. My master does not kill you. He reforges you. Pain is the hammer. Silence is the anvil. You are no longer Eros — you are the scream of your own undoing.”

The ash dug deeper. My heartbeat faltered. I felt the golden ichor of my veins turn darker, sluggish, tainted by something foreign. My wings sagged, ash replacing light, feathers crumbling into nothing. I could feel it — my essence being rewritten, stolen, poisoned.

“No...” I rasped, my vision blurring, chains cutting into bone. “I am not... yours...”

But the chamber laughed in silence, and the servant whispered:

“You already are.” 

The ash burrowed into me, thick and choking, but through the haze of torment another cruelty surfaced — older than chains, deeper than iron. My curse. My gift. The one thing even gods feared to speak of.

For I am not only desire. I am answer. Every whisper, every yearning, every foolish prayer — once it reaches my ears, it is no longer choice. It becomes command. And I, Eros, cannot turn away. A wish heard is a wish obeyed. But I am no servant. I bend the wish, twist it, clothe it in teeth and flame. Mortals never knew the difference. They asked for love; I gave them obsession. They begged for devotion; I gave them madness. They prayed for peace; I gave them children who bled for freedom.

But here, in this chamber of ash, the curse turned against me.

The servant leaned close, faceless void inches from my ear. His voice was not his own — it carried with it the weight of countless whispers, stolen from the lips of mortals who had once cried to me. “He wishes,” the servant breathed, and the boy’s mouth opened, raw and bleeding, forced by power not his. “I wish... for the chains... to break.”

The words pierced me deeper than the brands. My body arched, wings trembling, and before I could stop myself, power surged out of me, golden fire searing through the dark. The chains screamed, cracking for an instant—then reforged themselves stronger, thicker, now biting deeper. The semigod sagged, crying blood. His wish had been answered, but twisted. The chains did break — only to be reborn crueler.

I gasped, ichor pouring from my lips, my own curse gnawing at me. The servant laughed softly, almost tender. “Do you see? You are weapon and wound alike. Every wish you hear feeds your chains. Every cry you answer is another nail in your coffin.”

The boy shuddered again, eyes rolling back, lips forced open. The voice that came was no longer his, but a chorus fed through his throat. “I wish... for death.”

The curse howled through me. My chest convulsed, my lungs collapsing. I wanted to resist, to deny, but resistance was a lie. I was Eros. I was bound to the wish. Power surged again, wild, chaotic — but I twisted it, desperate, reshaping the wish even as it tore through me. Death did not come. Instead, his body collapsed into unconsciousness, every nerve aflame but his soul held intact. A mockery of mercy.

The servant’s laughter deepened, echoing with the timbre of the Forged God’s will. “You cannot refuse, but you cannot save. This is why you are here. This is why my master covets you above all others. With a whisper, he will unmake nations. With a word, you will break your brothers. With a sigh, you will betray yourself.”

The ash tightened, a thousand serpents slithering into my veins, making me tremble like a puppet on unseen strings. My throat burned with more voices, more wishes pressing in. They came from nowhere, everywhere — disembodied, distorted, crawling into my ears like worms.

“I wish she would love me.”

“I wish my son had lived.”

“I wish the war would end.”

“I wish you were gone.”

Each pierced me. Each demanded fulfillment. And each tore another piece of me away, forcing me to spend myself in flames that only fed the chains.

I screamed again, wings cracking open, ash raining from my body in searing fragments. My curse had been turned into spectacle, my gift twisted into torment. The servant spread his arms as if conducting a symphony of ruin.

The chamber convulsed as though it had taken a breath. The chains trembled, ash hissed back into cracks, and the torches that guttered along the walls flared to life with black fire. The servant dropped to one knee, faceless, voiceless now. For the master had come.

From the dark at the end of the hall, a shape emerged. At first, he seemed carved from smoke — indistinct, formless. Then the smoke condensed, folding inward, layering upon itself like molten metal poured into a mold. And when the shadows cleared, I saw him.

His body was not like those of the gods I had known. Zeus had worn arrogance in his flesh like thunder wears the storm, Ares was carved from blood and war, Apollo glowed with vain beauty. But this one—this Forged God—was not born, not sculpted. He was constructed. Shoulders broad as pillars, chest like tempered bronze, arms thick as if hammered by an endless blacksmith. Veins glowed faintly beneath his skin, as though molten iron ran where ichor should. His abdomen was a lattice of ridges, each muscle hard as if chiseled by cruelty itself, the lines so deep they looked like cracks in stone lit by ember-light.

He was beautiful in a way that defied beauty. Not the beauty of desire, but of inevitability. The beauty of a blade gleaming just before it is driven into your heart.

And yet I could not look away.

His voice came, low and heavy, as if it was spoken by the forge itself. “Eros.” He tasted my name like one tastes wine for poison. “The root of longing. The ember that sets empires aflame. And yet here you are, bleeding in chains of your own curse.”

I bared my teeth. “You think chains can bind love? You think ash can drown desire? You will fail. Even if you kill me, love will rise. It always rises.”

He stepped closer, every motion precise, inevitable. The ground beneath his bare feet cracked, black stone splintering under the weight of his presence. He circled me, slow, a predator inspecting prey. “Love rises, yes,” he said, almost gently. “But love is also hunger. Madness. Betrayal. For every kiss, there is a wound. For every embrace, a dagger. You know this. You have seen lovers slit their own throats because of you. You have watched kings burn kingdoms for a smile. Love is not your gift, Eros. It is your chain.”

I snarled, tugging until blood slicked my wrists again. “I twist wishes, but I choose how. Desire bends to me, not the other way around.”

He laughed. A deep, resonant sound, neither mocking nor amused — simply inevitable. “Then hear me now.” He leaned close, his body a wall of heat and iron, his chest inches from my face. His skin smelled of smoke and blood, his breath like fire pressed through stone. His abs flexed as he breathed, hard ridges that looked like scars sculpted into perfection. “I wish,” he whispered, “for you to love me.”

The words struck like spears. My chest seized, my wings flared in broken agony. The curse screamed within me — I could not resist. I could not not answer. And yet my soul writhed, fighting to twist the wish, to make it anything but true. My throat tore open with a scream. “No...!”

He pressed his forehead to mine, eyes burning like pits of ash, lips curling in a smile that was not joy but inevitability. “You cannot deny it. You will love me, as the world will. Not the love of roses, not the love of tenderness, but the love of fire that consumes and leaves nothing. The love of chains. The love of surrender.”

I spat ichor into his chest, the golden blood burning faintly against his skin, but he did not flinch. His pectorals flexed, the iron beneath his flesh drinking it as though it were oil for his fire.

“You are mine already,” he whispered. “Your gift betrays you. Your curse serves me. And when I command you to grant the wish of silence, you will silence the world.”

The servant behind him finally spoke, voice trembling in awe. “Master, should I brand him with the Crown of Ash?”

The Forged God straightened, his massive frame blotting out the torchlight, ash sliding like a cloak down his broad back. He turned his head slightly, the muscles of his neck coiling like living steel. “Not yet. Let him resist. Let him love his defiance. The sweeter the fruit, the sharper the knife when it falls.”

Then he crouched before me again, his torso a wall of power, veins glowing faintly as if rivers of molten fire pulsed through him. He placed one iron hand on my jaw, tilting my face upward like I was nothing but a child. “Look at me, Eros,” he said. “Look at what you will become. When desire bends, all bends. And when you grant my wish, love itself will kneel.”
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Eros
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I HAD THOUGHT PAIN would be the end of me. That after the chains bit deep, after the ash invaded my veins, after the wishes twisted my curse against me, there could be nothing left but silence. But silence is a liar. Pain fades. Silence remains. And in silence, thoughts sharpen like blades.

The chamber was empty now. The servant had dragged the broken semigod into the dark, leaving a trail of blood that smoked against the floor. The Forged God had vanished as he came, without footsteps, without fanfare, only the lingering heat of his presence clinging to my skin like ash after fire. And I was alone. Alone with chains that breathed, walls that pulsed, silence that whispered.

I closed my eyes, forcing breath through my teeth. The curse stirred even here, even in emptiness. Every imagined plea, every phantom wish of mortals across the world tugged at me like hooks. I wish she would stay. I wish he would return. I wish I could forget. The voices battered my skull, demanding answers. And the chains drank every flicker of power I released in answering them.

But then I remembered his words. I wish for you to love me.

The Forged God had spoken them like command, not request. And my curse had obeyed. Not fully, not yet — but enough. My chest still burned with it, an ember of compulsion, something I could not extinguish no matter how I clawed at it. I hated him. And yet, somewhere deep within, the curse twisted hate and love together until they were indistinguishable.

“No...” I growled, straining against my bonds until my wings cracked open and ash rained around me. “Love is not yours. Desire bends, but it bends to me.”

The silence laughed.

Chains rattled, then tightened. I gasped as iron burned into my ribs, carving new marks into my skin, symbols I could not see but felt etched into my very soul. I had no strength left, but I refused to bow my head.

And then his voice came again, though I could not see him. It was everywhere, in the walls, in the chains, in my very bones. “You fight, and I allow it. You resist, and I encourage it. Do you know why, Eros?”

I spat blood, lifting my chin. “Because without resistance, your victory is meaningless.”

A low chuckle, like embers stirring. “Because resistance is desire. And desire belongs to me.”

I wanted to scream, but instead I smiled through my cracked lips. “You are wrong. Desire is chaos. Desire is rebellion. It will never kneel, not even to you.”

The air thickened, pressing on my chest, forcing me half to my knees in chains. His presence coiled around me, unseen but suffocating, like a lover’s embrace that tightens into a garrote.

“Then prove it,” the Forged God whispered. “Prove it by granting a wish that is not mine. Resist me through your curse.”

And the silence broke—flooding me with voices, mortal and divine, screaming their longings into me all at once, louder than any battlefield. I could not choose. I could not stop. The curse demanded obedience. My veins lit with fire, my body shaking as every plea tore through me like a blade.

And somewhere in the storm of prayers, one rose louder than all: I wish the Forged God would fall.

My eyes snapped open, glowing gold, wings blazing through the ash.

The wish was there — burning like a sun in the void of silence. I wish the Forged God would fall.

It was not mine. It was not mortal. It was something older, buried deep, dragged into my veins by the curse that chained me to every longing in the world. I felt it tear through me, bright, beautiful, impossible. For a heartbeat I believed I could give it shape. I believed I could end him here and now.

My wings flared, feathers igniting with a golden fire I had not felt in centuries. The chains recoiled as if scorched, slackening for the first time. My heart thundered, my blood boiled, my voice roared into the chamber: “So be it! Let the Forged God fall!”

The world listened—then betrayed me.

The chains screamed, not breaking but transforming, their links melting into serpents of molten iron that coiled around me tighter than bone. They slithered beneath my skin, burrowing into my flesh until their heat became my own blood. My golden fire snapped and withered, strangled by black tendrils of ash that erupted from the walls. My wings cracked open like broken shields, and every feather that burned gold was torn free, replaced by shards of cinder that hissed as they grew.

Pain did not come in waves—it came in dimensions. It was not merely flesh that burned, but memory, essence, truth. I felt my earliest moments torn from me: the first kiss I had ever kindled, the first battle stilled by desire, the first mortal who whispered my name with trembling lips. Each was ripped from me, devoured by the forge, until I screamed not for myself but for everything I had ever been.

The chamber itself joined in the torment. The walls pulsed like veins, black ichor dripping down as if Olympus itself was bleeding. The floor cracked open beneath me, glowing with rivers of fire that clawed upward, licking my body with tongues of void. Every breath seared my lungs as if I was inhaling knives. Every heartbeat was a hammer-strike, pounding, breaking, reforging.

And then came the voices. Not whispers this time, but screams. Thousands, millions. Mortal voices, divine voices, all twisting into one cacophony.

“I wish to be free.”

“I wish for him to die.”

“I wish for love to end.”

“I wish the world to burn.”

Each one slammed into me like a blade driven through the ribs. Each one demanded fulfillment. My curse twisted and writhed, trying to answer all at once. Power surged out of me in wild torrents, golden lightning lashing the air, crashing into the walls — only for the forge-chains to drink it all, growing fatter, stronger, more alive. My own gift was eating me alive.

I fell to my knees, chains dragging me down until my cheek pressed against the searing stone. Blood poured from my mouth in golden rivers, hissing as it touched the floor. I tried to scream, but the air choked me, stuffed with ash until every cry was swallowed before it could rise.

Then his voice came again. The Forged God. No longer distant, no longer a whisper. His words cracked through the chamber like iron striking iron.

“You tried to grant it.”

His steps rang closer, each one a drumbeat of inevitability. My vision blurred, but through the haze I saw him again — broad chest gleaming with sweat and ash, arms like pillars, abdomen ridged like a fortress wall. His body was perfect and monstrous, every muscle sculpted not by love or vanity but by violence, as though the universe itself had hammered him into this shape. Veins glowed faintly across his torso, carrying molten fire instead of blood.

“You heard the wish,” he said, crouching before me. His voice was calm, almost tender, though every word dripped like acid. “And you tried. Even knowing it could not be fulfilled. That is your curse, Eros. You do not choose!”

The fire went on and on. I lost count of time. Pain had no measure here — it was the only constant, a tide that never receded. My wings hung ragged, blackened with ash, every quill torn or branded until I could no longer remember how they had once glowed. My chest was a ruin of symbols carved by chains, each mark a prayer twisted into a scar. Even my blood was not mine anymore: it dripped golden, yes, but black threads of ash writhed inside it, devouring the shine, turning every drop into poison.

I should have collapsed into nothing. I should have dissolved. But the Forged God would not let me. He wanted me alive. Alive to feel, alive to resist, alive to be broken again and again.

Then — the doors of the chamber groaned open. Heavy iron, dragged across stone. The sound cut through the silence like a scream.

The servant returned. And with him... another prisoner.

Dragged by chains that cut into flesh, he stumbled into the chamber: a young warrior, mortal yet touched by ichor, perhaps another semigod. His body was scarred but still proud, his chest broad though caked with blood. His lips were split, his knees raw from being forced to crawl. Yet his eyes burned — not with fear, but with fury.

“Release me!” he spat, though his voice shook. “I am no toy for your forge, no sacrifice for your god of ash!”  

The Forged God did not answer him. He only looked at me. His lips curved into that terrible, inevitable smile. “Do you hear him, Eros?”

My chest tightened. I wanted to shut my ears, to close myself away. But the curse would not allow it. The boy’s voice echoed inside me, louder than my heartbeat.

Release me.

The wish clawed at my soul, digging in like a hook. My body convulsed, power surging against my will, golden light tearing through the chains. My mouth opened against my own command. “So be it—”

The shackles screamed. They tightened like a vice, twisting my body sideways, ribs cracking under the pressure. My cry broke into blood. The Forged God’s laughter thundered in my skull.

“Do you see?” he said, rising to his full height, towering above me. His body gleamed with sweat and soot, veins glowing faintly beneath his stone-hard skin, muscles tensing like a predator about to strike. “You cannot deny. You cannot silence. Every wish is a leash, and every leash tightens on your throat. Answer him, Eros. Free him, as he asked. But every freedom you give feeds me.”

The boy screamed again, thrashing in chains. “Set me free, god of love!”

The words broke me. I could not resist. The curse ripped through my veins like fire in dry wood. My wings flared wide, golden lightning exploding from my back, tearing cracks in the chamber walls. The boy’s shackles shattered, iron bursting like glass.

For a heartbeat, he stood free. His chest heaved, his eyes wild. He looked at me — and for an instant, hope sparked.

Then the ash moved.

Chains sprang from the ground, not mine but his. Black serpents of iron shot upward, wrapping around his throat, his arms, his chest. They dragged him screaming into the air, twisting him upside down. His body writhed, veins glowing as if his very soul was being pulled out through his mouth.

I screamed with him, wings burning, tears of blood spilling down my face. “No—!”

The Forged God’s laughter filled the chamber, not mocking, not cruel, but victorious. “Do you see, Eros? Every wish fulfilled is mine. Every freedom breeds deeper chains. You are not a god of love. You are a god of slavery, and you belong to me.”

The boy’s screams turned into gurgles, his chest caving under the constriction, until his body fell limp. His chains did not drop him — they held him suspended like a broken offering. Blood dripped onto the floor in steady rhythm.

I sagged against my own bonds, body wracked, lungs torn, the taste of ash thick in my mouth. And in that moment I understood: the Forged God would use my gift not to heal, not to bind, but to unmake. He would force me to grant wishes until the world begged for silence — and then I would be the one to grant it.

My heart broke. My curse pulsed. And somewhere inside, love twisted into rage.

The chamber fell into silence again, broken only by the drip of blood from the corpse suspended in chains. My wings twitched, broken arcs of ash, my chest rising and falling like a dying bellows. I thought perhaps the torture would end here, with my body emptied, my curse drained.

But then... I heard them.

Not mortals. Not semigods. Voices older, heavier, crawling into my ears like serpents of gold and ash. The voices of my own kin. My brothers. My sisters. Gods themselves, bound somewhere in the darkness, enslaved, their prayers twisted into chains.

“I wish the Forged God would rise higher.”

“I wish his dominion would cover the skies.”

“I wish his name would outlast the stars.”

“No...” I whispered, my throat raw, ichor bubbling from my lips. “No, not you... not the gods...”

But the curse knew no mercy. Their words struck me like spears. Their desires became my command. My veins lit with power I did not call, golden fire surging against my chains, crackling down my arms, through my wings, out into the chamber. The stone shook, the walls pulsed brighter, the forge-flames roared. Every word they spoke became an offering, and I was the vessel.

The Forged God stepped forward, chest gleaming, muscles flexing as he spread his arms wide, drinking it all in. His body shone with molten veins, every ridge of his torso glowing hotter, until he looked less like flesh and more like a living weapon sculpted by the universe’s cruelty.

I screamed, twisting, trying to redirect the torrent, but there was no escape. My curse betrayed me again and again. Their wishes were not mine, but I was forced to obey. And every time I obeyed, he grew stronger. His breath came heavier, not with exhaustion but with ecstasy, his abs tightening like steel cords as though even his body relished the gift.

“Do you see now?” His voice filled me like fire in my lungs, like a brand pressed into my ribs. “Even the gods bow through you. You are their leash, Eros, and I am the hand that pulls it tight.”

The chains writhed, slamming me against the wall. My wings bent backward at impossible angles, bones cracking, tendons snapping like strings. I screamed, but even my scream bent into the curse, feeding more power outward.

The voices grew louder. Ares. Hera. Apollo. Names I knew, voices I could never mistake. All broken, all twisted, all pouring their stolen prayers into me, and through me into him.

“I wish the Forged God would be eternal.”

“I wish his shadow would drown Olympus.”

“I wish he would reign, unchallenged.”

Each one drove knives into me. Each one tore away another piece of who I was. I felt myself unraveling, not dying but becoming hollow. My curse was not only binding me — it was feeding him, burning me down into ash while sculpting him into something greater, darker, unstoppable.

And then, in the roaring flood of their voices, I heard a smaller one. Weak, trembling, but sharp as glass in the storm.

“I wish he would break.”

Not for the Forged God. Not for his rise. But for his fall.

The world froze. The chains quivered, as though uncertain. My veins burned, my body trembled, my wings flared wide in agony. I tried to seize it, twist it, make it real — but the forge screamed against me, dragging me back into silence.

The Forged God’s hand shot out, seizing my throat, lifting me effortlessly into the air. His body pressed close, every muscle iron-hard, his chest glowing with molten veins as if my power was lighting him from the inside. His eyes burned into mine, pits of ash and flame.

“You cannot grant that one,” he whispered, his lips curling into inevitability. “You will hear it. You will ache for it. But you will never give it shape. That wish belongs to me, and I will never speak it.”

I gasped against his grip, my entire body shuddering. My wings cracked, feathers raining ash. My own power betrayed me, leaking into him, feeding his fire until I could feel the world itself tremble under his growing strength.

And as he lowered me, pressing my back into the burning wall, his voice dripped like molten iron against my ear.

“Keep listening, Eros. They will all wish for me. You will all wish for me. And when every last god kneels in chains, when every mortal sigh is mine, when even your curse cannot deny me... then you will grant me the final wish.”

His chest pressed against mine, heat scalding, his body an impossible wall of power. His lips hovered near mine, not in love, not in lust, but in domination.

“And I will wish... for silence.”
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SLEEP DID NOT COME to me as it comes to mortals. It was not rest, nor mercy. It was a drowning. The chains held my body, but my mind sank into black waters, deeper and deeper, until the world of ash fell away and I found myself elsewhere.

In the dream, I was whole again. My wings blazed gold, brighter than dawn, each feather a flame that did not burn. My hands dripped not with blood but with light, and around me the air quivered with whispers. Not the cries of prisoners. Not the commands of chains. But wishes — endless, hungry wishes. And for once, they were not only from others.

They were mine.

Once, long ago, I had been more than their answer. I had been my own. I wished, and the world bent. If I hungered for flight, wings burst from my back. If I longed for flame, the stars themselves bent low to offer me their fire. If I desired touch, lips found me in the dark, mortals and gods alike collapsing into my arms. I was not only the god of love. I was desire itself, and desire obeyed me.
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