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Foreword
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If Volume I: The Elder Dawn was a chronicle of primordial chaos, brute force, and the crushing weight of deep time, then this second volume, The Olympians Ascendant, is the magnificent, yet deeply flawed, story of civilization.

The age of the Titans ended not with peace, but with a void—a cosmos cleansed of the old tyrants, yet utterly without structure. The violent coup was over, but the work of governance was just beginning. It is here that we witness the transition from three warring brothers to the established Pantheon of Twelve, the divine government of the sky that would shape Western thought for millennia.

This volume plunges into the psychological and political drama of the victorious generation. You will not only witness the immediate, agonizing aftermath—the necessary Casting of Lots that determined the realms of Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades—but also the careful, often tense, distribution of power that established Hera, Apollo, Artemis, and the rest of the iconic Olympians in their eternal seats.

The Olympians Ascendant is the study of how power, once won, is managed. We move from the earth-shattering battlefields of the Titanomachy to the gleaming, marble halls of Mount Olympus, where the real war begins: the war of wills, of influence, and of domestic intrigue. Every throne has a function, every god has a flaw, and every decree sends ripples down to the nascent world of mortals.

Prepare to look beyond the statues and the familiar names. This is the moment the gods stop being mere forces of nature and become complex, powerful, and deeply human figures. Their rule has begun, and the foundations they lay will be the source of all future myth, conflict, and tragic beauty. The light of Olympus has finally risen, but its shadow is long, and its drama is eternal.

Nithit Saentaweesuk.
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Chapter 1: The Casting of Lots
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The Great War had concluded not with a bang, but with a sudden, suffocating silence. Mount Othrys, the fortress of the Titans, was now a desolate, haunted ruin. Mount Olympus, by contrast, shimmered with a raw, unfinished glory. The Cyclopes and the younger gods worked in harmony, raising marble columns and polishing floors that reflected the unrelenting sunlight.

Hades, the Unseen King, hated the light.

He stood in the massive, circular throne room—already designed to place Zeus’s seat at the geometric center—and felt the cold, familiar weariness of the displaced. The air was too thin, too sharp, carrying the ephemeral scent of mountain flowers and clean ozone. It lacked the heavy, comforting density of shadow.

The purpose of this gathering was simple, brutal, and entirely necessary: the division of spoils. The world had been saved from the tyranny of Time, but it remained a vast, undifferentiated chaos of power. For the new regime to survive, the greatest powers—the Sky, the Sea, and the Underworld—had to be permanently separated and assigned.

Hades knew the terms before they were spoken. There could be no political negotiation, no drawn-out argument. The decision had to be immediate and final to prevent the very cycle of paranoid resentment that had destroyed the Titan Kings.

He looked at his two brothers.

Poseidon, the Earth-Shaker, was restless. His movements were agitated, filled with the raw, untamed energy of the sea. His gaze kept darting to the windows, towards the distant, glittering oceans. He wanted dominion, and his volatility made him the most vocal advocate for a swift conclusion.

Zeus, the Cloud-Gatherer, occupied the center of the room with an almost insolent ease. He wore the Thunderbolt like a natural extension of his arm. He spoke of "fairness" and "equality," yet his eyes, the color of a gathering storm, already held the unquestioned certainty of the victor. He was the one who had wielded the final weapon; therefore, he considered the heavens already his.

“Brothers,” Zeus began, his voice ringing with the newly discovered confidence of kingship. “The war is won. The Titans are secured. Now, we must prove our stability. We must divide the cosmos with honor, ensuring that no single brother can harbor resentment for the domain of another.”

“Then be swift about it, Zeus,” Poseidon snapped, gesturing impatiently with his hand. “Let us not make a ceremony of what is inevitable. The Sky belongs to you, the Sea to me, and the dark to Hades.”

The suggestion was too crude, too simple, and dangerously close to the truth. Zeus frowned, wanting the legitimacy of chance, not the dictate of raw desire.

Hades intervened, his voice low, cold, and final, cutting through the high-strung tension. He unclasped the Helmet of Darkness—the relic gifted by the Cyclopes—from his brow.

“The process must be beyond reproach, Poseidon,” Hades said, the helmet absorbing the light of the room. “We are setting the precedence for eternity. We will cast lots.”

He held the metallic helmet out, offering it as the vessel. “Let this be the vessel. No light can penetrate it; no mind can perceive the outcome. It is unbiased.”

Zeus nodded, pleased by the formality, and ordered three stones to be brought forward. They were simple pieces of white marble, smoothed by ages of mountain water.

The brothers, with the assistance of the newly arriving Hera and Demeter (who observed with the silent, potent curiosity of politicians), inscribed the stones.

One read: AETHER. (The Sky) One read: PONTUS. (The Sea) One read: EREBUS. (The Underworld)

Hades, meticulous as always, placed the three stones into the inverted helmet. He shook the helm once, a slow, heavy sound that seemed to rumble with the certainty of fate.

“Poseidon, draw first,” Zeus commanded.

Poseidon, his face flushed with nervous excitement, reached into the darkness. He fumbled slightly, pulling out a single, wet-looking stone. He held it up to the light, his eyes scanning the inscription with desperate urgency.

“The Sea!” Poseidon roared, his relief exploding across the new Throne Room. A tremor immediately shook the mountain, and a vast, audible sigh of water rose from the distant coasts. Poseidon, the Earth-Shaker, clutched his lot like a lifeline, his ambition sated.

Hades watched this raw display of joy with detachment. The Sea was chaos, movement, and boundless possibility—everything Hades sought to contain and order. He was glad to be rid of it.

Now, only two stones remained in the helmet. Only two possibilities: the glorious, light-filled Sky, or the desolate, shadow-bound Underworld.

“Hades,” Zeus said, his voice now imbued with a faint, inevitable air of pity. “You choose next.”

Hades did not hesitate. He reached into the chill, velvet darkness of his own helmet. His fingers, accustomed to the cold, found the remaining stones. They felt the same: cold, hard, and final.

He pulled one out.

It was the Sky.

A moment of silent, collective shock washed over the room. Poseidon frowned. Zeus’s jaw tightened, the victory he had already claimed threatened by the simple vagaries of chance.

“Wait,” Zeus said, his tone suddenly sharp, betraying his political mask. “Something is wrong.”

Hades did not drop the stone. He simply looked at the remaining marble piece in the helmet. He did not need to see it to know what it held. He did not need to read the word to accept its meaning.

He looked at Zeus, letting the tension coil. He had no desire for the AETHER. The Sky was too exposed, too fleeting, too much like his flighty, ambitious brother. Hades was the God of Finality, of Order, of Possession. The Sky was forever slipping away.

With a cold, deliberate gesture, Hades threw the stone marked AETHER back into the helmet.

“There is no need for two draws, brother,” Hades said, his voice entirely steady. “I did not choose the Sky, nor do I need to. I choose Erebus.”

He lifted the helmet, slowly pouring the contents onto the floor. The stone marked PONTUS was gone. The stone marked AETHER lay there. And the remaining stone, which had rested on the floor of the helmet, was finally revealed.

EREBUS. The Underworld.

“The Underworld is mine,” Hades stated, bending to pick up the final, heavy lot. “I claim it not because I was forced, but because it is the domain of certainty. It is the absolute anchor of the cosmos, the destination of all things. I will bring order to the chaos beneath the Earth, and I will ensure the law is never broken.”

He looked up at Zeus, his eyes pale and unforgiving. “Take your Sky, Cloud-Gatherer. It is beautiful, but it is thin. The dead are absolute. I prefer the certainty of possession over the fleeting vanity of height.”

Zeus, though he had just been gifted his desired throne, looked profoundly defeated. The dignity of the lot casting, and the potential for Poseidon and Hades to resent him, had been entirely removed by Hades’ cold, deliberate sacrifice. Hades had sealed his own fate with terrifying willingness, making his claim to the dark absolute and final.

“It is decided,” Zeus declared, recovering his composure. He picked up the stone marked AETHER. “I, Zeus, claim the Sky and the supreme rule over the Gods of Olympus.”

“I, Poseidon, claim the boundless Sea,” the Earth-Shaker boomed.

“And I, Hades, claim the silent Underworld,” the Unseen King concluded.

The moment the compact was sealed, Hades turned. He did not ask permission; he did not offer a farewell. He walked toward the edge of the summit, his silhouette darkening the marble. He stopped only to replace the Helmet of Darkness upon his head, immediately fading into the shadows of the brilliant room.

He had secured the only place where he would never have to share authority. He had his certainty, but he had also accepted his permanent exile from the light and the center of the world.

He was the King of the Dead, and his new, solitary reign had begun.
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Chapter 2: The Spoils and the Exile
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Kottos, the Hundred-Handed One, did not feel cold. The cold was a weak, temporary sensation. What he felt now, standing near the jagged, unnatural tear in the earth that marked the entrance to Tartarus, was density. The air was not just still; it was pressed down, thick with the smell of sulfur and the terrible, echoing silence of the deep. This was the raw edge of the cosmos, the prison built by the Earth Mother, Gaia, and made functional by the tyrannical neglect of Cronus.

The Cyclopes, their work complete, stood apart, their single eyes reflecting the harsh light of the morning. They were metal workers, creators of light and speed. Kottos and his brothers, Gyges and Briareus, were built for a different purpose: containment and eternal vigilance.

The defeated Titans were huddled near the edge of the pit, chained by the same unbreakable silver-iron bonds the Cyclopes had used to forge their weapons. The Titans were heavy, sullen gods of stone and mountain, and even in chains, they resisted gravity. Moving them required the coordinated strength of all three Hecatoncheires.

Cronus, King of Time, was the most pathetic. He was utterly broken, his divine essence failing to regenerate his severed arm. He slumped, his once-glorious form diminished, draped in shame and the dried remnants of bile.

Zeus, the Cloud-Gatherer, stood at the edge of the abyss, his figure luminous against the backdrop of absolute black. He was flanked by the power of his newly won domains: Poseidon and Hades.

“The judgment is absolute,” Zeus declared, his voice echoing over the silent throng of prisoners. “You, the elder generation, feared change. You enforced stagnation. You murdered to prevent the future.”

Kottos watched Zeus with a simple, massive admiration. Zeus’s words were sharp, quick, and efficient. They were orders.

“Your sentence is not death, for the elder blood is too hard to extinguish,” Zeus continued. “Your sentence is the ultimate stagnation. You shall return to the prison that birthed you. You shall reside in Tartarus, under the watch of those you buried.”

Kottos’s chest swelled with a deep, silent satisfaction. He raised his one hundred hands, cracking the knuckles of sixty of them in anticipation. The work was beginning.

The Descent of the King.

The first Titan to be hauled forward was Coeus, the Titan of Intellect, followed by Crius, the Titan of Constellations. They were massive, struggling, but Kottos and Gyges gripped them with one hundred hands each, and their strength was irrelevant. The Titans were heavy, but the Hecatoncheires were heavier.
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