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“The events described in this book may be entirely fictional, or they may be unfolding somewhere in the world—perhaps right where you live. What matters is that these stories could be happening very close to you, maybe even right beside you. If that’s the case, then this book is actually describing you.”
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Preface
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When I first set out to write From Scratch, I did so with a single question in my heart: what remains when gods relinquish their power and love chooses mortality over immortality? In these pages, you will follow Aphrodite—not as the untouchable queen of desire, but as a mother, a wanderer, a seeker who dares to kneel among wildflowers and shepherd flame-lit lanterns through the dark. Alongside her, you will meet Eryx, the warrior whose greatest battle becomes the one fought in the gentle rhythms of everyday life.

This is not solely a tale of divine trial or heroic rescue, but a testament to transformation born of choice. From the shattered seals of a secret cult to the hushed whispers of an underworld chamber, from the laughter of a child’s first steps to the patient sowing of seeds beneath an olive grove—it is in these small, persistent acts that true power awakens. Here, the broken become whole, the remembered become new, and love—once a fickle spark in marble halls—blossoms into an eternal spring.

If you have ever longed to reclaim what was lost, to rebuild from the ashes of fear, or simply to believe that the quietest voice can echo across worlds, then walk these paths with Aphrodite and Eryx. May their choices remind you that every life, no matter how humble, is written from scratch—and that the most enduring myth is the one we live, day by day, in kindness, courage, and unbreakable hope.
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Introduction
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Welcome to From Scratch, a story of transformation that begins in the echo of a broken heart and finds its true measure in the quiet courage of everyday life. Here, the highest realms of Olympus and the humblest olive groves of Thiros become stages for a single, enduring truth: love is not born of power or prophecy, but of choice and sacrifice.

You will meet Aphrodite, stripped of her divine privileges and compelled to walk the mortal world in search of the man she cannot bear to lose. Beside her stands Eryx, a warrior drawn into trials more profound than any battlefield, learning that true strength lies not in wielding a blade but in tending a garden of shared moments. Together, they journey through shadowed underworlds, shatter seals forged by fear, and build a life—stone by stone, seed by seed—in a grove where laughter and remembrance bloom side by side.

This is more than a myth retold. It is an invitation to witness how a goddess becomes a mother, how a mortal becomes a legend, and how every heart—no matter how fragile—can catalyze an eternal spring when sown with kindness, courage, and relentless hope. Turn the page, and begin again—from scratch.
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Chapter 1-The Dawn of Loss
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A pale light filtered through the marble pillars of Aphrodite’s sanctuary, dawning amber across the silken cushions and dew-fresh petals that carpeted the floor. The air was still, as though the very breath of dawn hesitated at her threshold. She stirred from her slumber upon the alabaster bed, her golden hair fanning out like morning rays. Yet, as her eyes fluttered open, a hollow ache clutched at her heart.

The altar before her—crafted of ivory and inlaid with rose quartz—stood barren. The chalice that Eryx had enwreathed with silver vines was empty. No whisper of his laughter echoed in the cloistered halls, no faint trace of sandalwood or frankincense lingered in the air. Only the faint rustle of breeze through the olive boughs accompanied her mounting dread.

Aphrodite rose, her form as graceful as a swan’s glide upon still waters. She reached for the chalice, her fingers trembling. Fingers that had once traced the curve of Eryx’s cheek now trembled with a foreboding she had never known. The smooth surface of the vessel offered no comfort—only the jagged scar of absence.

“Eryx?” Her voice trembled, soft as the rustle of a petal falling to stone. She stepped from the altar dais, silken robes whispering secrets as they swirled about her ankles. Each step sent a solitary petal fluttering to the marble below—a crimson rose, freshly bestowed the night before by her beloved.

She crossed the chamber, her gaze drawn to the mosaic floor depicting their intertwined forms: the goddess of love and the mortal warrior, hands clasped beneath a canopy of stars. Now, only her own reflection danced among the tesserae.

A sharp pang of fear coiled in her chest. Immortality had never felt so cruel. She knelt by the offering table, her silvery robes pooling like water. Carefully, she lifted a carved dove—a token Eryx had fashioned from cedar wood—and pressed it to her heart. The grain was cool beneath her palm. Its wings, once painted with gold leaf, had begun to fade—a sign of abandonment by its maker.

A distant chime echoed through the sanctuary as the first sunbeam struck the temple’s great bell. Aphrodite rose, resolve hardening in her eyes. She moved toward the corridor, each step reverberating through halls hung with tapestries depicting the triumph of love over darkness. Yet today, those victories felt like distant dreams.

At the entrance, two bronze guardians—statues of lovers frozen in an eternal embrace—stood sentinel. She touched their cold surfaces, fingers slipping through the etched contours of their faces. “Have you seen him?” she whispered, but the stone remained silent.

Beyond the portals lay the world of mortals, a realm she had forsaken for centuries. The scent of jasmine and salt drifted faintly from the distant coast. It was this very air that had carried Eryx’s laughter to her ears, that had borne the promise of dawn’s first kiss. And now—nothing.

A tremor of panic stirred beneath her composure. She closed her eyes, seeking the counsel of her own divine essence. Yet even the song of her power—once a clarion call across the heavens—felt muted, as though swallowed by a void.

A soft footfall interrupted her reverie. Behind her appeared Iris, the rainbow-borne messenger, her wings folding like stained glass petals. “Mistress,” Iris murmured, voice like wind over still water. “I come with tidings from Olympus.”

Aphrodite’s chest tightened. “Has anyone seen him? Have the gods spoken his name?”

Iris’s iridescent gaze lowered. “He is unaccounted for, and the threads of fate show no binding to any realm—Olympus, Earth, or Underworld. Even Hera’s inquiries have borne no fruit.”

Silence stretched between them, a gulf wider than any sea. Aphrodite’s heart thundered in her ears. Without Eryx, her world was unmoored, every promise of tomorrow cast into shadow.

She lifted her chin, voice steady though her soul quaked. “Then I shall find him myself.” Her words fell like a vow upon the marble floor.

Iris inclined her head, understanding both the courage and the peril in that declaration. “The human realm awaits, Mistress. The winds of destiny stir a storm.”

Aphrodite inhaled, tasting resolve upon her tongue. She stepped forward, beyond the sanctuary’s threshold, robes billowing like dawn’s breaking light. Behind her, the hollow sanctuary seemed to sigh, as though mourning this departure.

With each stride, the boundless sky stretched before her—a canvas of promise and peril intertwined. In that moment, the goddess of love became also the seeker of loss, determined to reclaim what eternity had cruelly stolen.

And so began Aphrodite’s journey—from the gilded halls of Olympus to the mortal world below—driven by a fear she had never known: the terror of love lost, and the hope that it might yet be found, from scratch.
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Chapter 2- Echoes in Olympus
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Aphrodite’s journey began not on mortal soil, but in the vaulted halls of Olympus, where marble arches soared like frozen waves against a sky of perfect blue. The echo of her footsteps upon burnished floors carried to the chambers of the other gods, each footstep a plea: “Help me find him.”

She first sought Hera in the Hall of Judgments. The queen of the gods sat upon a throne carved from storm-tossed clouds, her gaze as unyielding as mountain stone. Peacock feathers trailed behind her like a living tapestry. Aphrodite approached, head bowed, petals of saffron and rose woven into her hair glinting in the lamplight.

“Hera,” Aphrodite began, voice soft yet unshakable. “You hold the scales of destiny. Eryx—he is gone. His thread vanishes from every tapestry. Will you help me weave him back?”

Hera’s eyes, bright as twin stars, regarded her. A single eyebrow arched. “You invoke fate itself, sister. Mortals are but fleeting sparks—they burn brightly, then vanish. What makes this one worthy of the Fates’ eye?”

Aphrodite lifted her chin. “Because... because I love him beyond reason or rule. His laughter carved joy into my heart. His touch made even divinity feel human. I cannot abide his absence.” Her words trembled, but her resolve rang clear.

Hera leaned forward, the light of storm gathering behind her. “Your love plays with cosmic currents. Do you understand the risk?”

“I do,” Aphrodite whispered. “But without him, risk is all I have.”

Hera regarded her in silence, then extended a hand. A wisp of silver smoke curled around her palm, forming a delicate symbol of interlaced hearts. “I cannot restore what is lost,” she said, “but I give you this: a sightless spectator may yet glimpse the unseen. Seek out Hermes—he carries news on swiftest wings.”

With that cryptic counsel, Hera dismissed her. Aphrodite clasped the sigil in her fist; it glowed faintly, offering both hope and portent.

Across the terrace she found Hermes in the Hall of Messages, where corridors branched like living vines and every message of earth and sky converged. The messenger god leaned against a column, winged sandals at ease, quill tucked behind one ear. Scrolls of intercepted whispers curled at his feet. He straightened at her approach, caduceus glinting. “Aphrodite,” he greeted, voice a quicksilver dance. “I receive your plea.” He unrolled a parchment and scanned its surface. “There was talk among mortals of a shadow-bound cult, worshipping the void between lovers. They call themselves the Severed Heart.”

Aphrodite’s breath caught. “Severed Heart?” she echoed. “What do they know of him?”

Hermes tapped the scroll. “Only rumors: that they possess a relic capable of erasing bonds. Some say they stole their magic from Hecate’s darker rites.” He paused, eyeing her closely. “Why does a goddess of love seek out such darkness?”

“Because love abandoned me first,” she replied, voice trembling. “I must brave any darkness to reclaim him.”

Hermes sighed, rolling the parchment. “Then you will need every weapon the gods can lend. Go to Athena—she alone can guide you past cunning snares. But beware: the Severed Heart worships fear itself. They turn dread into power.”

Aphrodite bowed her thanks. As Hermes vanished in a whirlwind of feathers, she pressed the silver sigil to her breast.

In the garden courtyard, statues of ancient heroes cast long shadows. The air smelled of laurel and wet stone. Aphrodite paused at Athena’s grove—a circle of columns entwined with olive branches. Within, the goddess of wisdom sat at a stone table, her owl perched on her shoulder.

“Athena,” Aphrodite called, stepping into the dappled light. Athena’s spear rested at her side; her helmet was cradled like a sleeping child. “You seek counsel,” she observed. “The Severed Heart is no mortal trifle. Their magic twists the mind.”

Aphrodite showed her the sigil. “Hera gave me sight of what lies hidden. Hermes spoke of their relic.”

Athena studied the glowing symbol. “This will reveal their traps,” she said. “But knowledge alone is not enough. You must know fear to conquer it. Tonight, journey into the Chamber of Echoes.”

She led Aphrodite to a subterranean hall, where mirrored walls reflected infinite versions of oneself. “Speak your greatest fear,” Athena instructed. “Let it reverberate until you see its power—and then choose not to yield.”

Aphrodite stepped forward, heart pounding. She gazed into the mirrored abyss, where a thousand reflections trembled. Lifting the sigil, she whispered, “My fear is this: that I will wander the ages, eternally bound to longing, never to touch him again.”

Her voice echoed, filling the chamber with a chorus of lament. Visions of empty altars and fading petals swirled around her. Each mirror fractured her image until only darkness remained.

Summoning her will, she pressed the sigil to the central mirror. A burst of silver light shattered the illusions. Silence fell, deep as the ocean’s heart.

Athena’s voice echoed softly: “You are stronger than your fear. Go now, armed with sight and courage. Olympus may guide you no further—your path leads earthward.”

Aphrodite emerged beneath the moonlit sky. Olympus stood silent behind her, its aid spent. Clutching the sigil, she felt both vulnerable and unbound. Ahead lay a mortal realm rife with peril—but also, she believed, the promise of reunion.

And so, with every echo still ringing in her heart, the goddess of love prepared to descend into the world below, where fear and hope would intertwine in her quest to reclaim Eryx.
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Chapter 3- First Steps on Earth
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Dawn’s first light softened Olympus’s marble spires into rose and gold, but Aphrodite’s gaze was fixed upon the horizon beyond: the mortal world, vast and trembling with possibilities. Clutching the silver sigil Hera had gifted her, she stepped onto the golden clouds and let them bear her downward, her silken robes trailing stardust across the waking sky. With each heartbeat, the fear of eternal separation tightened its grasp, yet beneath it glowed an ember of hope: here, on human soil, she would find Eryx or learn the truth of his disappearance.

Her descent ended on the pebbled shore of a humble fishing village named Marisol. Salt hung on the breeze like a promise, and gulls wheeled overhead, their cries mingling with the crash of gentle waves. Fishermen hauled nets under the muted glow of lanterns, their coarse laughter and shouted bargaining marking the first notes of a world she had left behind centuries ago. Stripped of her divine radiance by Athena’s decree, Aphrodite adopted humble guise: a traveling healer garbed in a simple shift dyed the pale green of ocean foam, hair bound with a band of leather instead of woven with flowers. She paused at the water’s edge, toes sinking into damp sand. The air tasted of brine and wild lavender. A single silver shell lay at her feet, curving like the moon’s crescent; she tucked it into her pocket, trusting the sigil’s light to guide her steps. Each footfall carried her farther from Olympus’s certainty and deeper into mortal unpredictability. Anxiety flickered in her chest, but she held the image of Eryx—his steady gaze, the way his voice had echoed like music in her very bones—and drew courage from that love.

A narrow path wound from the cove up into Marisol’s heart, where whitewashed cottages clustered along cobblestone lanes. As she walked, villagers paused to greet one another, speaking of the festival of Saint Corin, to be held at dusk to bless the year’s harvest. Their chatter floated past her: tales of vanished fishermen lost to storms, of children estranged from their kin, of a strange cult rumored to gather in the forest beyond the vineyards, worshipping silence and sorrow. At mention of that gathering, a shiver ran down Aphrodite’s spine—echoes of Hermes’s words: the Severed Heart...

Drawn by a murmured rumor, she found her way to the tavern called The Silver Lantern. Lanterns strung across its low beams glowed faintly in lantern light, though morning still reigned outside. Inside, the scent of roasting lamb and spiced wine thickened the air. Aphrodite took a seat on a worn stool at the bar, the bartender—a broad-shouldered woman with a scar across one cheek—eyeing her curiously.

“What brings a healer so early?” the woman asked, wiping her hands on a soiled rag.

Aphrodite met her gaze, voice steady though heart roiled. “I mend what is broken—in body or in spirit,” she replied. “I seek news of a friend lost to these lands. Have any travelers spoken of someone named Eryx?”

The bartender’s scar twitched as she considered. “Eryx... Eryx... Can’t say I’ve heard the name, but there’s been talk. A stranger matching that description wandered near the vineyards last fortnight—pale of skin, dark-haired, eyes like storm clouds. Some claim he was seen speaking with cloaked figures in the forest at night.”

Aphrodite’s pulse quickened. “Cloaked figures? Do you know where they meet?”

The bartender hesitated, lowering her voice. “Beyond the old stone chapel, past the gnarled olive grove. But be warned—those who follow them rarely return unchanged.”

A flicker of determination lit within Aphrodite. She offered a small pouch of coins—though her mortal guise made no use for them—and rose. “Thank you.”

Stepping back into the sunlit square, she traced her fingers over the silver sigil at her throat. It pulsed softly, as if affirming her path. The chatter of villagers receded behind her as she followed the winding lane toward the chapel. Vines crept over the chapel’s crumbling façade, their tendrils like spectral fingers beckoning her onward. A single stained-glass window caught the sun—a shattered dove that reminded her of the cedar token Eryx once carved.

Her stomach fluttered with fear: the mortal realm was foreign terrain, filled with peril and fragile hearts. Yet the fear of never finding him was a far deeper ache. Each beat of her mortal-stilled heart carried her forward past the threshold of the chapel’s archway and into the shadowed grove beyond, where the air grew cool and heavy with untold secrets.

As she entered the forest’s hush, the noise of Marisol faded—a distant echo replaced by her own breathing and the rustle of leaves overhead. Here, in the dappled half-light, Aphrodite felt acutely the boundary between hope and dread. But with the silver sigil’s glow to pierce the darkness, she would not yield to fear. She would tread these hidden paths and confront whatever awaited, for love —and the promise of reunion—demanded the courage to walk alone into the unknown.

Thus began her first steps upon the mortal earth, every echo of Olympus left behind, every drop of divine certainty shed, as she ventured deeper into a world shaped by fear and longing, determined to reclaim her lost beloved—from scratch.
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Chapter 4- Whispers of the Wind

[image: ]




The forest breathed around Aphrodite as she pressed deeper beneath the swaying boughs. Shafts of sunlight pierced the canopy in shifting slivers, illuminating motes of dust like drifting stars. Each footfall upon the moss-strewn path sent a faint sigh ripple through the ancient oaks, as though the woods themselves murmured of her quest.

A gentle wind stirred, carrying with it the mingled scents of myrrh and damp earth. It whispered at her ears in soft susurrations—fragments of distant voices, half-heard laughter, the hush of tears unshed. Aphrodite paused, hand upon the silver sigil at her throat, listening. The breeze wound around her like a living guide, beckoning her onward with breathless urgency.

“Why do you wander here, goddess?” came a voice on the wind—low and hushed, neither wholly mortal nor divine. The words unfurled like a ribbon of smoke.

Aphrodite’s heart leapt. “I seek Eryx,” she answered, her voice clear amid the tremor of leaves. “Have you heard of him?”

The wind stilled, then swirled in a flurry of leaves. Whispers converged into a single tone, laden with sorrow and warning: “The Severed Heart gathers where the olives weep. Their prayers ride the breeze, claiming what love once bound.”

She traced the voice to a copse of silver-leafed olives, their trunks gnarled as ancient sentinels. Beneath them, the ground was littered with fallen fruit, bursting with oil that stained the soil dark as ink. Aphrodite knelt, brushing her fingers through the oily earth. The scent was sharp, bittersweet—like a lament rendered fragrant.

A sudden gust swept her hair across her eyes. When she blinked, a figure stood at the grove’s edge: a young huntress garbed in forest green, bow slung across her back, arrows fletched with raven feathers. Her hair, dark as night, was braided with strands of silver, and her gaze held both sympathy and steel. “You hear them, don’t you?” the huntress said, voice threaded with compassion. “The winds carry their secrets—secrets best left unspoken.”

Aphrodite rose, cloak brushing the olives. “I must know where they gather,” she said gently. “Did you see any stranger—Eryx—among them?”

The huntress’s eyes flickered. “A pale man, yes. He walked with hollow steps, as if drawn by some aching void.” She dipped her chin toward a narrow ravine where the forest thickened into shadow. “They meet by the cliff’s edge at dusk—when the wind falls silent, and the sea’s roar is the only witness.”

Aphrodite folded her fingers around the sigil. “Will you guide me there?”

The huntress hesitated, gaze drifting skyward where the olives swayed. “I would not, were I not moved by what I see in you. But beware: once you cross into their vigil, the wind will turn against you. It steals memory, twisting minds until all that remains is empty yearning.”
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