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Chapter 1: Beneath the Waves
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The sea didn’t whisper that day—it screamed.Dr. Evelyn Harris stood on the deck of the Aethra, a rust-coated research vessel moored above a submerged trench off the Aegean coast. Her breath steamed against the cold as she stared at the flickering monitors. Hundreds of feet below, sonar outlined an impossible geometry—an angular shape buried beneath silt and coral. A pyramid.“Gods don’t drown,” muttered one of the divers as he prepared his gear.Evelyn’s hands gripped the railing, knuckles white. She didn’t believe in gods. She believed in trauma, in the brain’s elegant fractures, in neural misfires that made people scream at shadows. But this—this ruin that wasn’t on any map, this unnatural echo—felt like something more than hallucination. It felt like a warning.The lead diver radioed from below.“We’ve breached the outer wall. There’s... something inside. It’s not stone. It’s polished. Like obsidian. Reflective.”Evelyn’s scar throbbed under her coat, the one on her wrist she never showed anyone. She hadn’t cut in years—but this felt eerily similar: a pull beneath the skin, not pain but prophecy.Within minutes, she descended in the submersible.The pyramid loomed in darkness like a buried cathedral. Strange glyphs crawled along its base—some Greek, some Mayan, some entirely alien. The interior chamber pulsed with a dull glow. The divers moved cautiously, their lights illuminating a monolith of black glass.Then she saw it.A mirror—not just reflective, but alive. The surface rippled like oil. And in its center, carved in delicate relief, was her mother’s name.Evelyn reached for it.Her fingers brushed the mirror—and the sea began to scream again.The divers’ lights flickered. The glass ignited with blood-red cracks. Something ancient groaned. The water shuddered.And from the mirror stepped a man.He was barefoot. Drenched in shadow and sea. His eyes glowed gold, fangs glinting in the dim light. Around his neck hung a chain of bone. The pressure dropped.He looked at Evelyn and smiled, not with cruelty—but familiarity. Intimacy. Longing.“You again,” he whispered.Then the pyramid shook, and the portal flared open behind him—showing another world full of burning skies, floating pyramids, and shadows shaped like gods.Evelyn didn’t scream. She stepped back.But the man—Alaric Vex—moved forward.And so began the end of everything she thought was real.The pressure in Evelyn’s chest felt like a vice, as if the water outside the submersible had somehow slithered in and coiled around her heart. Her breath fogged the visor of her dive helmet, even though she hadn’t moved. The mirror in front of her rippled again, and from it, he emerged.He didn’t stumble or blink.He walked with the effortless confidence of something that had done this before—slipped through dimensions like silk between fingers. He stood barefoot on the seafloor, surrounded by ancient carvings and silt clouds. His skin was deathly pale, but unblemished. His hair—long, soaked, and silver—hung over sharp cheekbones. Gold eyes scanned the chamber, and then they locked on her.Her.Not the divers. Not the ruin.Her.Evelyn froze.The air in her helmet turned stale. Logic tried to rise in her mind—hallucination, nitrogen narcosis, trauma trigger—but none of those fit the moment. The man in front of her smiled with something between recognition and mourning. “You again,” he said, his voice untouched by the crushing water. “Always you.”Evelyn didn’t realize she’d stepped backward  to guntil her heel caught a crumbled stone. She gritted her teeth and stood her ground. The man—no, the thing—cocked his head. He wasn’t startled. He was... studying her. Drinking her in.“Who are you?” she asked. Her voice trembled in her helmet, breath shallow.He stepped forward. Not swimming—gliding, as if the water parted for him. His feet didn’t disturb the sand.“I’ve had many names. Most of them were screamed,” he said with a lazy shrug. “But the one you used, once, was Alaric.” “I don’t know you.”“Not in this life,” he murmured. “But you will. You always do.”Evelyn’s pulse thundered in her ears. She raised her hand instinctively, placing herself between him and the mirror. The mirror still pulsed with that red glow, bleeding light into the chamber like veins. There were symbols etched into its edges—ones that looked eerily familiar. Glyphs from her mother’s notebooks. From the hospital walls.“That mirror... it’s ancient,” she whispered. “Older than any of this. Older than language.” “It’s not a mirror,” Alaric replied. “It’s a door. And you’ve just cracked it open.”“To what?”Alaric’s smile thinned.“To everything that should’ve stayed buried.”Suddenly, the water trembled. A diver screamed through the comms—then static. Evelyn turned, heart racing, but the others were gone. No bodies. No blood. Just empty suits and bubbles that led nowhere.“Where are they?!”“Elsewhere. The gate... feeds,” Alaric said, and there was no malice in it—just inevitability.“It opened for you. It takes what it wants.”He stepped close now, so close Evelyn could see veins of silver beneath his skin, like wires fused to bone. She should have run. She should have screamed. But something deeper held her in place—a pull, magnetic and terrifying.“I don’t believe in fate,” she snapped, voice tight. “I don’t believe in monsters. Or ghosts. Or ancient gods. I believe in broken minds.”Alaric’s golden eyes dimmed. He touched her cheek with cold fingers.“Then why,” he whispered, “do you look so much like her?” “Like who?”He didn’t answer.Instead, the mirror behind them erupted with light.Screams echoed—not from the sea, but from inside the glass. Faces flickered: an Aztec woman crowned in flame, a blood-drenched Mayan warrior, and a necromancer in violet robes with a mouth full of black roses. A thousand lives behind Evelyn’s eyes—and all of them hers.She collapsed.Alaric caught her before she hit the ground.“We’ll do this again,” he said softly. “We always do.”And as darkness took her, she heard it:Her mother’s lullaby, echoing from the mirror. But it wasn’t her mother singing this time.It was her.She woke to warmth.That was the first betrayal. The Aegean depths were cold, merciless. She should have been dead, blue-lipped and waterlogged. But she lay on something soft—a bed? A cot? She couldn’t tell. Her limbs ached like they’d been electrocuted.The second betrayal was the smell.Sage. Salt. Burnt blood.Evelyn’s eyes fluttered open. The ceiling above her was not the white metal of the research vessel. It was cracked stone. Arched. Covered in vines and a faint lattice of symbols she hadn’t seen in twenty years.Her mouth went dry. Her scar itched.She sat up too fast. The room spun. Her hands clutched damp sheets, and there, across the room, stood a wall-sized mirror—the mirror—but dark now, dormant. Just glass. Just reflections.Except...In the reflection, she wasn’t alone.A girl stood behind her.Skin the color of honey, eyes ringed in shadow, a cascade of tight braids unraveling down her back. Thirteen, maybe fourteen. Wrapped in a hospital gown. Lips trembling. Blood on her hands.Evelyn didn’t turn. She didn’t need to. “Mama made you draw them too, didn’t she?” the girl whispered.Evelyn shut her eyes. The mirror sang—faint and low, like whale song submerged in regret. Her hands began to shake. A voice from the past clawed through her skin:“Look at the mirror, Evie. Look long enough, and it shows you the truth.”She was in her childhood bedroom.No, not her bedroom. Her mother’s ward.The girl behind her turned. Her bare feet squelched in blood. Glyphs carved into the floor in chalk and bone. The smell of old antiseptic and rot filled Evelyn’s nostrils. Her scar burned now. She clutched it, nails digging deep.Her mother sat cross-legged on the bed, humming to herself, eyes sewn shut with thread.“He’s coming through,” her mother said softly, “the silver-eyed one. He wants you.”The room screamed.Evelyn dropped to her knees.Time cracked. Memory twisted. Her fingers clenched around a scalpel from nowhere—no, not a scalpel—the same bone knife from her mother’s death photo. Blood ran down her arm, bright and surreal.The lullaby played again.Only this time, she was singing it. Her voice.  Her mother’s words.A single phrase echoed in her mind—one she hadn’t thought about since the day her mother died:“The gods ride on blood and bone. They don’t knock. They break the door.”Evelyn opened her eyes with a scream.The mirror pulsed red.Alaric stood in the doorway. And for the first time in her rational life, Evelyn believed she might be mad. Or worse—she might be right. 
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Chapter 2 — The Man Who Shouldn’t Be
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He stepped from the gate like a memory torn loose from time.The mirror’s edge rippled as Alaric Vex emerged, barefoot on obsidian stone, blood clinging to his hands like old lovers. The pressure of the deep didn’t touch him. Time didn’t hold him. The trench, the pyramid, the cursed geometry that summoned him—all of it bent to his will like gravity giving way to a black hole.He was not supposed to be here.Yet he always came when she opened it.The chamber was silent, save for the soft echo of Evelyn Marris’s panicked breath. She looked exactly as she had in her last life—and the one before that. Tall, tightly coiled hair falling loose from its knot, hazel eyes filled with brilliant defiance. The same scar on her wrist. The same trembling lip when she didn’t yet know whether to fear him or pity him.“You again,” he said, with something close to reverence. “Always you.”She flinched like prey. He adored that.Not the fear, exactly—but the purity of it. The honesty. The humanity. Alaric had forgotten what it was to be human. It was the cost of surviving too many centuries in too many broken worlds.He took a step forward. The glyphs beneath his feet lit faintly—responding to his blood, to the fracture in time. The gate behind him, now unstable, shuddered with every breath he took. Evelyn’s voice—steady, clinical, foolish—tried to make sense of him.“Who are you?”“I’ve had names,” he said. “Too many. All of them soaked in betrayal. But the one you always gave me was Alaric.”“I don’t know you.”“Not yet.”He watched her eyes scan him, the flicker of terror buried beneath her scientific resolve. The Rationalist. The Redeemer. She was always the same—until she wasn’t.In the reflection of the glass behind her, he saw them: the other Evelyns. The Egyptian priestess who burned alive at the altar. The nurse who bled out in the sanatorium. The rebel who screamed his name as she fell through a collapsing Stargate.She never remembered at first. But the gate never forgot.“You should not have opened it,” he said, voice soft and sharp as a dagger. “You must not open it again.”Evelyn squared her shoulders. Brave little creature.“Why?”“Because the others will follow. The gods. The devourers. The things from beneath and beyond. You don’t call one shadow—you call the whole storm.”She stared at the mirror, transfixed by the pulsing glyphs.“What is it?”“A wound in time. A doorway between dimensions. A reflection of the first sin. Choose your metaphor. They’re all inadequate.”He stepped closer now. The scent of him reached her—salt, smoke, and blood not his own. His hair fell silver and wet over his shoulders. A faint scar traced the edge of his jaw, one Evelyn had given him once—three lives ago. She didn’t remember.Not yet.“What do you want?” she asked, her voice shaking now. “Why are you here?”Alaric tilted his head.“You called me.”“No, I didn’t—”“Yes. You did. You dreamed of the mirror, you followed the glyphs, you crossed the sea. You buried the rational voice. And when you touched the gate, I woke.”He reached out. Not to harm—but to feel.His fingers brushed her wrist, over the scar.“You wear your guilt like armor,” he whispered. “But you forget: every time you open the gate, it’s not just me who returns.”The glyphs screamed. Behind them, the mirror began to bleed light again—violet, gold, and black. Something stirred on the other side. Something hungry. Something old.Alaric’s jaw clenched.“Close it, Evelyn,” he said, eyes burning now. “Before it remembers you.”She hesitated.“What happens if I don’t?”His lips curved into a sad, beautiful smile.“Then you die. Again.”And the world burns. Again.The desert hummed like a living thing.Alaric stepped carefully over the obsidian sand, eyes narrowing as the Stargate pulsed in erratic, dying light. It had been stable for precisely thirteen centuries—longer than the empire of Atlantis had lasted—but now it quivered as if caught between lifetimes. A crescent moon carved through the sky overhead, pale and cold like the curve of a blade.He crouched beside the crystalline interface buried in the sand. Symbols etched in Mayan, Greek, and something far older flickered beneath a clear surface. He pressed his palm against it, and it lit red. Not the usual blue of function. Red meant breach. Contamination. Blood.Someone had activated it from another time.“Don’t do this,” he muttered to no one. “Not now.”He wasn’t sure if he meant the Stargate... or her.Alaric could still feel her magic clinging to the wind—necrotic, fragrant, dangerously familiar. The woman whose death he’d orchestrated. The woman who had cursed him before vanishing into the time-rift with a scream and a promise.“You will bleed through centuries until you remember me.”He remembered.He just wished he didn’t.The Stargate whined.Alaric flinched as the circuits sparked beneath his fingertips. The ring twisted in on itself with a mechanical groan, folding space in a whirl of light. Lightning struck the sand in a circle around it—twelve bolts in quick succession. Ritual. Not random.Then the center of the gate erupted. Not open like a doorway, but shattered outward like glass. From it, a figure stepped through.Drenched. Breathing hard.Alive.She looked just like she had when he last saw her—except now, her eyes glowed with necromantic power, and the sigils branded into her collarbone had multiplied. Her skin was pallid but beautiful in the way ruins could be beautiful. Worn by power. Marked by grief.“Alaric,” she said, as if the name had been a weapon hidden behind her teeth.He stood, too stunned to draw the blade at his hip. “Selene...”Her lips curled in a smile that wasn’t kind. “I told you I’d find you again.”The wind died completely.“You died,” he whispered.“I always do.”She stepped closer. The air around her shimmered with old magic and displaced time. Tiny ripples broke across the sand, as though gravity was unsure how to behave near her.“You were sealed in the Necropolis,” he said. “The gods made sure you couldn’t escape. I watched the tomb close.”“You watched because you were afraid to stop it,” she said. “You let them bind me. Not because I was dangerous... but because I reminded you of what you were becoming.”His jaw clenched. “You turned on me.”“I turned on their laws. And you... you obeyed them.”Silence rippled between them. The stars above pulsed—closer than they should’ve been.He looked past her toward the Stargate, which was still quivering, unstable. “Why now?”“Because the timeline broke,” she said, tone darkening. “And I wasn’t the one who broke it.”“What are you talking about?”“Someone accessed the temporal lattice from the wrong end. A mortal. They made a wish through the Gate. A wish soaked in blood and paradox. You don’t understand what that kind of magic does to the grid.”He did. Alaric’s blood ran colder than the ancient Egyptian tombs he’d once hidden in.Wishing through a Stargate wasn’t just stupid. It was apocalyptic.“It’s collapsing in reverse,” she said. “Memories are rewriting themselves. Whole civilizations are vanishing in the wrong order. I’ve seen time loop back on itself like a serpent eating its own throat.”“What do you need from me?” he asked, already fearing the answer.Her eyes softened, but it was the softness of a scalpel poised above skin.“Everything.”A tremor surged through the sand, throwing them both sideways. Selene’s magic flared, violet and red, forming a barrier that swallowed most of the kinetic force. Still, Alaric rolled hard into a jagged shard of obsidian. He growled, blood smearing across the rock.Selene froze, watching it.The scent of it stirred something between them.“I see you haven’t fed recently,” she said, voice quieter now.He shook his head, trying to rise.“I didn’t think you could still bleed.”“Neither did I.”She walked to him, slow, graceful. Her boots sank in the sand like she’d done this before in another life. She reached out—not with anger, but almost... familiarity. A tenderness masked in sarcasm and scars.“I know what it’s like,” she murmured, “to be hollow in the bones. To wear centuries like chains.”“Don’t do this,” he whispered.“Don’t what?”“Make me remember that you were good once.”She stared at him, hand suspended over his chest.“I wasn’t,” she said. “I was always wrath in skin. But you... you were supposed to stop me before I burned the sky.”Alaric stood. He winced, brushing dust from his coat. “And I failed.”“Yes,” she said. “But we don’t have time for guilt.”She turned and gestured toward the gate. “We’re going back to the year 1523 B.C.E.—Greece. The Oracle of Delphi is still mortal. Someone’s tampering with her timeline. If they kill her before she writes the Chronos Codex, time dies.”Alaric stared at her. “You want me to time-jump with you again?”“You owe me.”
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