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Foreword
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We began this monumental series with Chaos and charted the political stability of Olympus. We then witnessed the dawn of prophecy and destiny in The Age of Heroes. Now, in this fourth volume, The Trial Of Heracles, we reach the apex of mortal potential and divine cruelty.

This volume is not a quest narrative; it is a profound study in atonement. If the previous heroes wrestled with fate, Heracles—the greatest of them all—wrestled with his own poisoned blood, a legacy born of Zeus’s deception and cursed by Hera’s righteous, unending fury.

The story of Heracles is the tragic answer to the question: What is the price of immortality?

You will witness the hero’s descent from unparalleled physical strength to a state of absolute moral despair, culminating in the horrific act of madness that demands his lifelong servitude. His is a journey of penance, where the twelve labors are not merely feats of strength, but a brutal, systemic cleansing of the soul, commanded by a weak man (Eurystheus) but orchestrated by the iron will of fate itself.

The Trial Of Heracles offers a singular vision of heroism: a man who endures the worst suffering the earth and the gods can inflict, not for glory, but for redemption. You will see him conquer monsters, defeat death, and ultimately, by serving the very law that tormented him, earn the right to transcend mortality.

This is the ultimate trial of the human spirit. Prepare to witness the defining myth of suffering, service, and the only path—for a hero forged in blood and fire—to claim a seat among the gods.

The age of simple heroics is over. The age of the Trial is upon us.

Nithit Saentaweesuk.
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Chapter 1: The Night Extended.
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The city of Thebes stood in quiet shadow, lit only by the lonely oil lamp burning in the chamber of Alcmene. She was the great-granddaughter of Perseus, a mortal woman of staggering beauty and formidable, stoic resolve—a suitable vessel for the unparalleled blood of heroes and kings. Yet, she was also a wife, waiting for her husband, Amphitryon, King of Tiryns, to return from a perilous campaign against the Teleboans.

Alcmene prayed for his swift, victorious return. Her concern was not for his safety—Amphitryon was a hero in his own right—but for the honor he was bound to reclaim.

Above her, in the cold, clear vacuum of the upper Aether, Zeus, the Cloud-Gatherer, waited.

He had observed Alcmene for months. Her unique blend of mortal piety and heroic lineage had captivated him. She was the one woman whose mortal children were destined to wield the power of the gods, and Zeus intended that power to be his own.

He descended to the earth, not in a flash of lightning or a column of gold, but in the perfect, painstaking disguise of Amphitryon. He had copied every line of the hero’s face, the precise wear of his armor, and the exact tenor of his voice. More cunningly, he had intercepted a runner and learned the specific details of Amphitryon’s recent victory—the final, conclusive blows of the battle.

He entered the chamber late, covered in dust and the scent of distant battlefields.

“Alcmene,” Zeus-Amphitryon murmured, his voice weary but triumphant.

Alcmene rushed to him, relief flooding her expression. “My lord! You are returned! You are safe!”

“The campaign is won,” Zeus said, laying the weight of the victory he had stolen upon her shoulders. “The Teleboans are scattered, and your honor, wife, is absolute. The quest is finished.”

She immediately set about tending to him, the relief of his safe return overwhelming her rigid insistence on duty. The perfect deception was complete. The mortal world was accounted for.

The Distortion of Time.

Now, only the celestial laws needed bending.

The Fates, the Moirai, were scheduled to spin the life threads of the coming day. Zeus knew that to father the greatest possible hero—a being who would surpass all previous demigods and serve as his ultimate safeguard—he needed more than a single night. He needed a cosmic infusion of time, a deliberate concentration of Aetheric energy.

As Alcmene settled into the deepest sleep of relief, Zeus rose from the bed and stepped out onto the balcony. The world below was silent. The normal rhythm of the celestial sphere was preparing for dawn, but Zeus placed his divine will directly upon the turning of the cosmos.

He ordered Selene, the Moon, not to descend.

He commanded Eos, the Dawn, to postpone her departure from the eastern horizon.

And finally, he silenced the clockwork of the stars, freezing the normal passage of night. The night that followed was not merely long; it was endless.

It became a night of three nights.

For Alcmene, it was a profound, lingering sense of peace and passion; a night that felt deeper, more nourishing, and more consuming than any she had known. But for the rest of the world, the cosmic balance shuddered. Priests waited in vain for the dawn star. Shepherds huddled, unable to tell the hour. The life force of every living thing was subtly stretched, forced to endure a stasis that only the King of the Sky could impose.

The Seed of Supremacy.

In that extended, unnatural darkness, the seed of Heracles was sown. The child received not merely the divine spark, but an accumulation of divine energy, condensed over three full cycles of rest and celestial alignment. His body was being forged from the moment of conception to wield the power of a minor god, contained within the mortal shell of the Perseid line.

As the manipulated night finally drew to its reluctant, extended close, Zeus-Amphitryon felt the tremendous, surging power of the coming life. He had succeeded. He had created the ultimate weapon, the hero who would ensure the eternal stability of Olympus against every earthly or subterranean threat.

He leaned over Alcmene, touching her forehead briefly with his finger, sealing the perfect deception.

“This son will be worthy of the Sky,” he whispered, his true voice momentarily cutting through the disguise.

He left the chamber just as the true sun finally pierced the eastern clouds, shattering the spell. He shed the disguise of Amphitryon as easily as he shed a cloak, returning to Olympus in a streak of silent Aether.

He felt elation, but also a profound, cold certainty: Hera would know. His hubris had created the greatest life, but it had simultaneously created the greatest, most enduring challenge to his wife’s authority.

As the sun rose over Thebes, the true, exhausted Amphitryon finally arrived home, the dust of his genuine campaign coating his armor. He looked at his wife, who greeted him with a strange, contented radiance, believing she had spent three nights in his arms.

Two seeds had been planted in Alcmene's womb that long, distorted night: the divine seed of Heracles, and the purely mortal seed of Iphicles. The supreme hero was already sharing his mother's fate with his legitimate, human twin.

The cost of Zeus's deceit was immediately due.

Zeus has successfully impregnated Alcmene, cheating time to maximize the hero’s power. The immediate consequence is the Fateful Oath he makes to boast of his deed, which Hera will use to her ultimate advantage.
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Chapter 2: The Fateful Oath.
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The Grand Council Chamber was not a scene of calm governance. The gods were gathered, but the mood was restless, electric. The abnormal length of the previous night—the feeling of the cosmos holding its breath—had left them agitated.

Hera, Queen of the Heavens, sat upon her throne, perfectly still, her face a mask of impenetrable scrutiny. She knew the unnatural stillness was the result of her husband's meddling. Her eyes tracked the Moirai, the Fates, who sat in their usual, obscure corner, weaving their threads with disconcerting speed this morning.

When Zeus finally arrived, he did not walk; he seemed to descend into his throne, radiating a blinding aura of satisfied triumph. He carried the residual energy of the three-day night, and his presence was overwhelmingly arrogant.

“My siblings! My children!” Zeus thundered, rising from his seat before the others could even address the cosmic imbalance. His voice boomed, amplified by the hall’s architecture. “Rejoice! For I have ensured the future of Olympus and the stability of the entire cosmos!”

Poseidon frowned from his adjacent throne. “Brother, the tide charts are erratic. The sea creatures are confused by the unnatural stasis of the night. What exactly have you ‘ensured’ now?”

Zeus merely laughed—a sound like rocks crashing down a mountainside. “Silence, Brother of the Sea! Your concerns are mundane! I speak of destiny! I have engineered the creation of a hero—a son whose strength will rival my own, whose deeds will crush every residual threat to our reign!”

Hera finally spoke, her voice low, cold, and cutting through the electric boast like a shard of ice.

“You speak of breaking your own law, Husband,” she stated, her tone reminding him of the decree made in the early days of Olympus. “You speak of another liaison, another betrayal of the sanctity of the hearth, a clear violation of the Xenia oath we swore to uphold. Is this your ‘stability’?”

Zeus hesitated, momentarily deflated by the legal weight of her accusation.

The Price of Hubris.

Hera pressed her advantage. She did not accuse him of which woman; she accused him of weakness.

“To secure stability, the King must rule himself,” Hera continued, her eyes locked on his. “If you have indeed brought forth a child, let us see if you trust the Fates enough to give him his due. Or will he be another bastard cast aside, a potential rival to the order you so recently fought to impose?”

The challenge worked perfectly. Zeus could tolerate many things, but not the implication that he lacked faith in his own power or the authority to dictate destiny. He wanted his supremacy affirmed and witnessed.

Driven by elation and a need to prove his absolute control, Zeus rose, grasped his Thunderbolt in one hand and his Scepter in the other.

He turned toward the Moirai, deliberately invoking their presence. Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos looked up from their weaving, their faces ancient and impassive.

“Hear me, Gods of Olympus, and you, silent Daughters of Necessity!” Zeus roared, raising the Thunderbolt so high that the ceiling of the council hall seemed to shrink beneath its power. “I swear upon the River Styx, the absolute oath that binds even the Sky King!”

His voice hardened into an unchangeable decree:

“The child of the great Perseid line born on this very day, before the sun reaches its setting, shall be the Supreme Lord of the lands! He shall rule all men that dwell about him, and even the sons of his cousins shall be subject to his command!”

The oath was complete. A shiver of cold necessity ran through the Aether, confirming the binding nature of the promise. The river Styx accepted the vow.

The Seizing of the Loophole.

A terrible, radiant smile spread across Hera's face. It was not a smile of pleasure, but of utter, cold triumph. She had him.

The oath had been absolute, yes. But Zeus, blinded by his pride in Alcmene’s child, had made a fatal error in its wording.

He had not sworn that his son would rule. He had not sworn that Alcmene’s son would rule. He had sworn that the descendant of Perseus born on this very day would be the Supreme Lord.

Hera knew exactly which child of the Perseid line was due to be born later that afternoon: the weak, frail, and thoroughly human Eurystheus, the son of Sthenelus (Perseus's son). He was still a Perseid, and if she could ensure he arrived first, the oath would apply to him.

Zeus, suddenly sobered by the cold realization of his own hubris, saw the victory in her eyes. The consequences of the Styx oath were now irreversible. He had bound himself to a technicality that could be manipulated.

Hera slowly rose from her throne, her movement controlled and deliberate.

“A noble decree, Husband,” she purred, her voice dripping with false admiration. “A truly just decree. I shall ensure that the terms of your own, self-imposed destiny are strictly adhered to.”
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