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  Preface


  For millennia, travelers have shared tales of lost realms and secret lands hidden beyond the reach of time. These legends—passed down through whispers, carvings, and ancient scrolls—continue to ignite our imaginations. The first stories of journeys to unseen kingdoms emerged in an era when the unknown stretched endlessly before us, and the line between possibility and myth blurred.


  Sunken lands, vanished civilizations, and golden cities shrouded in mist have become staples of folklore. Some people consider these stories to be mere myth, while to others, they contain fragments of truth. From temples buried deep in overgrown jungles to soaring mountain citadels and underground labyrinths, the ruins of ancient nations reveal tantalizing hints of secrets long buried. Each story uncovers parts of advanced and sophisticated civilizations that might have flowered in the shade of history.


  These forgotten kingdoms offer more than just fables of grandeur but a reminder of how ephemeral human empires can be, and the legacy that outlives those who came first. Though their ruins crumble, their languages fall silent, the wisdom of those lost civilizations shapes our understanding of the past and propels us to seek answers to mysteries still hidden beneath the sands of time.


  As you journey through these mythical realms, you will uncover the secrets of lost lands and witness the unyielding resilience and creativity of the human spirit, revealing our timeless quest for connection and the extraordinary.


  Acknowledgments


  The first stories of incredible journeys to never-before-seen kingdoms and civilizations emerged in an era when much was unknown and anything seemed imaginable.


  Family is the foundation of everything we come to know and without the support of my wife Hiromi, my children Cain and Sophia, I would not be the man I am today. I would also like to give a special dedication to Doris Nixon, my mentor and renowned wedding expert. Thank you to all of my friends and wedding industry colleagues who continue to encourage me.


  Trevor Takasu
 Wedding Producer, Ordained Minister, Author
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  TRIDENT


  Chapter One


  Location of Atlantis


  But Atlantis was beyond the Pillars of Heaven, far out in the uncharted waters of the Atlantic, where the horizon dissolves in mystery between sea and sky. There was a city, great, an inspired marvel, which stood upon a series of concentric islands that radiated out like ripples on a pond. There rose amidst it a great central island in the sea, with a shining citadel upon it, pierced by the sun’s light. Around, white marble towers leaped up to the heavens fitted with silver and with bronze, and gardens and canals wove between high palaces and temples dedicated to gods.


  The town had enormous stone seawalls—huge layers of defense, each stronger than the last, each separated by wide canals to let vessels pass into or out of the town. Crystal clear waters filled these canals, with shining marble bridges spanning the open gaps between islands. Gold statues of the gods, towering and watchful, adorned each bridge, guarding the passage of ships and the busy crowds of the town.


  The Atlanteans laid the shining, golden metal of orichalcum on the streets of Atlantis. Even the air itself was vibrant as a hum, because of advanced technologies of the Atlanteans that captured the energy of the sea, wind, and earth beneath them. They had long since mastered the forces of nature—obliged to do their bidding—and in this manner; the city was prospered into a wealth and magnificence that the world had never seen before.


  Beyond the city’s outer walls, the teeming ocean stretched to the far horizon, but nearer to the coastline teemed with life. Great sea creatures, believed to be guided in their path by the will of Poseidon himself, swam benignly in the waters around the city, while shimmering schools of fish darted under the surface like precious gems.


  The flatlands of the isles, nourished by the fertile soil of the nearby mainland, blossomed like a gift from the gods. There, magnificent gardens flourished alongside lush vineyards and golden fields, a vision of abundance by the sea.


  Yet, beneath that utopian brilliance, it always emitted unease—the tides were never too far away from reclaiming what it had given, and Atlantis, for all might and glory, seemed to rest upon a fragile boundary between divine favor and ruin imminent. The horizon guarded its secrets, and the people of Atlantis, blessed by the gods, could never shake off the feeling that their utopia teetered on the edge of the world itself.


  Poseidon Fell at Gadeira


  Gadeira was a small island, just eight miles wide, nestled between the vast Atlantic Ocean and the restless Mediterranean Sea. According to ancient texts, it once served as a sacred sanctuary for the god Melqart.


  Centuries back, Melqart beheaded a mountainous rock into two and thus gave birth to what is now called Pillars of Heaven. These stood at the mouth of the Strait of Gibraltar: one upon the northern shore, one upon the southern, delimiting the known from the unknown worlds. The one was a pillar of pure gold, shining beneath both sun and moon. It was said; the other an emerald monolith of too large a size to cast a ghostly green glow over waters when night fell. Both the pillars henceforth jointly began standing as eternal sentinels, showing the way to travelers, and paying obeisance to the might of Melqart.


  The treacherous waters and savage coasts around the Pillars demanded the protection of yet another mighty deity: Poseidon, the god of the sea. Charged with overseeing safe passage through these dangerous straits, Poseidon ruled the waters with his trident in hand, his skin tinged with the deep green of the ocean, his beard flowing like sea foam.


  Here, the god’s gaze shifted from his divine duties to the mortal realm, where he fell deeply in love with a woman named Cleito. Hailing from the wild southern coast of Faro in Portugal, she was as untamable and powerful as the tides themselves. From their union were born the first Atlanteans—demigods touched by divinity. The gods favored Atlantis, and with technologies beyond mortal imagination, they elevated it from obscurity to a position of unrivaled power as the heart of the ancient world.


  Citizens of Atlantis


  The Atlanteans were incomparable people, and from the very start, they represented a melting pot of different nations and outstanding descent. In the short period when Atlantis existed, its entire people lived in concord, coming together from different ethnic groups: Aryan, Phoenician, Cushite, and Hebrew.


  They built a cosmopolitan society that embraced diversity, and its people freely exchanged knowledge. An ancient, anonymous poem, discovered years later, encapsulates the splendor of Atlantis. Beyond the Pillars of Hercules, the seas did part, a land of mystery, the ancients’ art. Ring upon ring, its riches shone bright, but on one stormy night, to the bottom it into endless night.


  However, legends tell us that half of Atlantis’s genetic lineage traces back from the god Poseidon to his mortal wife, Cleito, whose blood gave rise to a race of demigods. Now the descendants of divine and human heritage would boast not only immense strength but an uncanny intellect, natural affinity to the sea, and elements.


  The rest were Lemurians, descendants of the people who had lived in the supercontinent Pangea known as Lemuria, almost a mythical civilization. They were among the first humans to walk the face of the earth, from a magical land that once faced the heart of the Pacific Ocean, somewhere between Asia and the Americas.


  Shrouded in mystery, they were a people ruled by the Old Ones—ancient beings of boundless wisdom and power. According to legend, it was these primordial rulers who once filled the earth with dragons and other creatures from an age lost to memory.


  To the Atlanteans, the Lemurians handed down advanced knowledge rivaled nowhere in the known world.


  People say that these ancestors achieved mastery of the written word before other civilizations could even learn to speak, invent the wheel, and unlock the secrets of mathematics and language. Their acquisition of such knowledge remained shrouded in mystery, only transmitted through cryptic legends of their people. Some whispered that their technology had come as a gift from the gods, while others believed it was an invention found in the hidden corners of the world where few dared to venture.


  Regardless of the truth, their ingenuity and knowledge played a pivotal role in laying the foundation for the magnificent city of Atlantis.


  And so, the Atlanteans, with their rich mixture of divine bloodlines and inherited knowledge, brought into being a society envied by all who heard tell of it. Demigods lived alongside scholars, artists, and warriors in a place where marble towers reached the sky and the streets were alive with the hum and whirl of technological marvels unseen beyond its borders. The Atlanteans were artists, engineers, and their architecture would often impinge upon the very basic order of nature, made as it was with resplendent stone, suffused with magical energies. Atlantis was a land of magic, just as much as of reason, where the spiritual and the intellect entwined.


  Its people gazed toward both the gods and the pursuit of knowledge, fully aware that their prosperity hung in the balance between divine favor and human ingenuity. Born of the union between gods and Lemurians, they shared a profound kinship with nature unmatched by any other. Masters of the winds, the sea’s restless tides, and the trembling of the earth itself, they wielded powers that echoed the forces of creation.


  Their ships, constructed of metals lighter than wood and stronger than iron, moved insubordinately across the stormiest areas of the sea, while their sages studied the stars and mapped lands much farther than those known to modern people. It lay protected by the towering Pillars of Heaven and was set perfectly, nestled between the roar of the Atlantic Ocean and the tranquil Mediterranean Sea, to become the very heart of commerce, culture, and power for Atlantis. Immense natural resources, a strong network of trade routes, and the favor of the gods empowered its people in Atlantis. It was utopian—the Atlanteans lived in peace and prosperity, at least for a time.


  ***


  Cleito was Poseidon’s wife and mother of Atlantis; thus, she, too, played an important role in the formation of this ancient civilization. She had led the community since its very beginning, her wisdom and insight into the gods influencing many decisions that eventually would define the future of Atlantean society. When her firstborn twins came of age, the oldest, Atlas, took leadership when he was sixteen years old. His natural authority and relation to the gods marking him as a ruler preordained for leadership.


  It was only with the arrival of the Lemurians, though, that Atlantis began to take full advantage.


  Scores of Lemurians arrived on the shores of Atlantis by sea, driven by two pressing needs. Foremost among them was the desire for protection from invaders and enemies who sought to seize their knowledge and feared the wrath of their gods.


  Second, they needed to survive—to escape the daily assault from flying dragons ruling over the skies of their native soil. They found sanctuary in Atlantis, where their ancient wisdom mixed with the powers of the Atlanteans, unleashing a transformation that brought the city to previously unimagined heights. The Atlanteans advanced not only in technology but also in their development towards new spiritual heights.


  They had abilities no other human beings have or ever had: telepathy, telekinesis, and astral projection—only about everyday skills among them.


  They had the ability to transcend the limitations of the physical world, often venturing into the fourth dimension to communicate with higher realms and gain knowledge far beyond the reach of ordinary humans. This connection to otherworldly planes mirrored the diversity of the people themselves, who ranged from small, dwarfish individuals to towering giants over twelve feet tall, embodying the full spectrum of humanity in its various stages of evolution.


  Of the five evolving groups of humans on Earth, the Atlanteans were by far the most advanced—physically, mentally, and spiritually.


  Conflict of Knowledge


  But within the walls of this enlightened community, the divisions slowly crept in. And it was not long after that Atlantis polarized into two rival factions that struggled to invoke their right for its future. Children of the Law of One work harmoniously with nature and work to balance their technology with the natural world.


  They came together, fostering peace and embracing spirituality. But while the Sons of Belial craved power above all, relentlessly pushing the boundaries of technological advancement—often at the expense of nature and even human life—a deep schism began to form. The fertile land that once nurtured their unity now became the battleground for an impending war, as one side sought wisdom and balance, while the other pursued exploitation and control.


  This was the conflict that came to a head in Atlantis: the Sons of Belial furthered their exploitation of a lower class deeper and deeper, having warped them into subservient beings through dark manipulation, devoid of free will compared to the enlightened Atlanteans. Their taboo mixing of man and animal had produced a race that was, by the end, capable of neither of choice nor word of individual will. The Atlanteans had used those creatures as en masse for slave labor in the unremitting pursuit of power and progress. To the Sons of Belial, they were nothing more than tools, means to an end, usable, discardable, and worthless except in their use.


  In contrast, while the Sons of Belial attempted to enslave them, the Children of the Law of One worked at liberating these beings.


  All life forms were sacred to them. They sought to restore their ability to make choices, guiding and integrating them into society with care and respect.


  To the Children of the Law of One, enlightenment meant bringing all sentient beings in harmony with the natural world, teaching them the higher paths of spiritual evolution.


  Meanwhile, the Atlanteans applied advanced technology, much of it based upon the profound understanding of quantum physics and energetic properties of crystals that their civilization had learned to use. Crystalline technologies would amplify energy and heal the body. The medical professions used sound waves, carefully tuned to the natural vibrational frequency of the human body, to heal sickness and regenerating tissue. The healing centers had crystal towers that shimmered and pulsed with the earth’s frequency, which an Atlantean healer could focus on and conduct into the body of someone suffering from physical and even emotional illness.


  Even today, their technological prowess extends into transit systems, as elegant as they are functional. Travel to the Atlanteans of this world comes through a network of canals and sea ways along their submerged landscapes in submersible vessels powered by crystalline energy.


  On land, pathways wove through the cities, seamlessly intertwining with the earth beneath. Magnetic elevators defied the pull of gravity, gliding effortlessly and swiftly, and transporting people with grace. Having mastered the natural forces of the planet, they moved through the world with a fluid elegance, harnessing even the very energy of the earth itself.


  Probably one of their most remarkable works was done with crystals and silicon chips. The Atlanteans carved the crystal skulls with great care; this was believed to keep colossal wisdom using advanced laser technology when shaping them through incredibly accurate detail. Crystal skulls were memory chips of enormous amounts of data and energy stored in them, besides communicating with higher planes of consciousness. Their knowledge in crystal technology was more advanced than any civilization ever known in devising such devices, as devices which stored information, harnessed energy, and even manipulated light itself.


  As Atlantis soared to unimaginable heights through its technological mastery, a growing rift between the Sons of Belial and the Children of the Law of One threatened to tear their civilization apart. One faction fought for dominion, wielding technology and life as tools of power; the other sought harmony and illumination. Their opposing philosophies clashed violently, leading to an ultimate confrontation that would determine the fate of Atlantis.


  Life in the Kingdom of Atlantis


  Atlantis was an architectural wonder, its structure reflecting not just the technological advancement but also the aesthetic sense of the people. The city comprised rings of land and water in rings—an awe-inspiring sight and functional pattern. Interconnected with it are the series of ship-friendly tunnels and canals that effectively impart communication and trade. The center housed the most important institutions of government and culture, while the outer rings accommodated residential and agricultural areas.


  The Atlanteans used a unique combination of crystalline stones and metal alloys to build their city. The crystalline stones harnessed energy, while the alloys provided strength and durability. This fusion created buildings that were both structurally resilient and visually stunning.


  The city harnessed the power needs of nature, including solar collectors, geothermal vents integrated into the architecture, and more. Levitation technology allowed floating gardens and walkways, adding grandeur and functionality to the city.


  Their Atlantean attire mirrored the sophistication of their surrounding technology. Crafted from bio-engineered fabrics, these garments were both adaptive and self-repairing. The materials could dynamically alter their color and texture based on environmental conditions or the wearer’s needs. For special occasions, designers incorporated intricate patterns into the fabrics, weaving in light-emitting fibers that created a mesmerizing, shimmering effect. Meanwhile, everyday attire combined functionality with elegance, reflecting the Atlantean ethos of seamlessly merging form with function. Their agricultural practices were equally advanced. Using innovative farming technology, they excelled in vertical agriculture. Plants thrived with their roots anchored in the soil, while their leaves and produce grew upwards, optimizing space and resources to sustain their thriving civilization.


  They used hydroponics to cultivate various plant species in controlled environments. Domesticated special plant species were nutritious and tasteful. They were omnivores, taking a diet composed of fruits, vegetables, grains and protein-rich algae. In the city, food synthesizing developed into an advanced form, allowing for the availability of culinary dishes from any region or era in the world, making the cuisine very rich.


  In Atlantis, animals held a significant role in daily life and received high respect. They used some genetically manipulated creatures for various purposes, such as carrying, farming, and for keeping as pets or friends. Some of such animals could perform certain tasks or render services with their enhanced capabilities.


  For instance, people employed massive yet docile creatures to transport goods across the city’s concentric rings, while smaller, highly intelligent animals assisted in tasks such as communication and research.


  The flora in Atlantis varied from being pure to also being partly engineered. The parks and gardens in the city had plants that were alien to the human eye, with colors richly vivid and properties unimaginable. In this part of the world, people used a lot of flora for medicinal, and some even improved the air and water around it. This race then genetically engineered flora with bioluminescent properties, therefore lighting up the night in all their parks and public places.


  The fauna of Atlantis represented advanced science and the harmonious development of society, which bred them for special traits—increased intelligence or physical abilities. Atlanteans had a deep understanding of animal behavior and genetics, which allowed them to cater to all creatures and find their place in the city’s ecosystem. The Atlanteans paid great attention to conservation, and they allocated specific areas for protecting rare species and the restoration of habitats.


  The people of Atlantis lived a highly egalitarian life, free from private ownership. They practiced communal sharing of property, with everyone contributing to the community’s overall welfare. Education and upbringing were of great importance, ensuring that every individual received the best resources and guidance to realize their potential. An elder council, selected based on their meritorious scores of wisdom and community service rather than lineage or property, carried out the societal governance.


  Chapter Two


  The Story of Love


  Somewhere in the middle of the sparkling blue sea called the Aegean Sea, with the golden sun as its background, started the love story so beautiful between Cleito and Poseidon. Beautiful, irresistible, and gracefully made mortal, Cleito falls in love with Poseidon, the divine sea-god. Saints’ love so deep and passionate envelops the divine and breaks through the earthly plane. Yet, they did not have their happiness without problems, or if there was, it was treacherous. From the heavens’ dark distance, a revengeful god named Kronos eyed Poseidon’s happy and powerful family and wished to separate them. Kronos, the primordial god of time and chaos, coveted Cleito’s purity, yearning to claim her as his own concubine. His sinister ambitions ignited a tumultuous conflict, endangering the love shared between Cleito and Poseidon. This brewing storm not only jeopardized their passion but also cast a shadow over the future of the city destined to be known as Atlantis. Kronos, under the interest of his evil heart, planned to take Cleito away from Poseidon.


  He sent one of his daughters, a beautiful enchantress named Nyx, to Earth on a mission of malice. Then Nyx, mantled by ethereal loveliness, with a golden tongue, came to Cleito in friendly forked disguise. And Nyx invited Cleito to a beautiful starry party, promising her a magical night. One could not resist such an opportunity; it seemed a more or less golden opportunity to join other famous characters of the divine places. Cleito, beguiled by the invitation and assured of Nyx’s sincerity, consented to attend, wholly unsuspecting of the treacherous designs cloaked beneath the guise of that seemingly benevolent gesture. As Cleito adorned herself for the gathering, the undercurrents of Kronos’s sinister plot began to unfurl.


  It was a divine masquerade ball, replete with gods and goddesses, brilliant decorations, and radiant light. Nyx played her role to perfection, with her enchanting presence, as she escorted Cleito through the evening with apparent ease and hospitality. Peals of laughter and music, while danger brewed beneath the surface, punctuated the air.


  Nyx was resolute in executing Kronos’s scheme with both speed and cunning. With a deft hand, she coaxed Cleito into partaking of a series of enticing drinks, each laced with the elusive excreta of the lynusdisiac. This potent substance, derived from the cousin of the goddess Nemiphilim, was a renowned aphrodisiac, famed for its extraordinary ability to evoke fervent desire and intoxicating euphoria. Under its spell, Cleito would find herself utterly enchanted and utterly defenseless, ensnared in a web of desire spun by Nyx’s treachery. For every poisoned drink Nyx gave to Cleito, she waited for what was sure to happen, but a silent onlooker thwarted each time. The river goddess, otherwise known as Thalassa, had been angry first because of rumors about Poseidon’s affections for Cleito and had taken that act as a form of personal betrayal; she had even considered partnering with Nyx in some kind of scheme to frame Cleito.


  But in her conversation with Nyx, she found that the actual intent was to bring Cleito to Kronos for the night, something she could not bring herself to support. And so, when Nyx made her intention clear to her, Thalassa’s heart softened, and she protected Cleito in secret while maintaining her façade outwardly. Meanwhile, Nyx quickly used Thalassa’s river-healing powers through every potion given to Cleito. Thalassa’s purifying power washed away any traces of poison from Cleito’s body, rendering Nyx’s efforts increasingly futile. Sensing that Cleito might possess divine qualities of her own, Nyx inquired whether she was indeed impervious to the effects of the lynusdisiac excreta. Taken aback by Thalassa’s clever intervention, Nyx inadvertently revealed the true nature of her malevolent scheme to Cleito, who quickly pieced together the broader narrative of betrayal unfolding around her. Cleito realized she was in grave danger and thus attempted to flee. Thalassa, her loyalty truly with Cleito, joined her.


  Thus, the two fled, while Kronos—still in a rage over the failed plot—gave chase with a ferocity that set the skies alight.


  She wanted Cleito to be safe and thus sacrificed herself in order to save her daughter. Using her powers, she could hold off the wrath of Kronos while Cleito ran away using her shield. In a moment of sublime courage, a divine conflagration engulfed Thalassa, consuming her essence in sacrificial flames. It was this selfless act that would grant Cleito the precious opportunity to escape the grasp of the vengeful god, breaking the chains that sought to bind her and allowing her spirit to soar free at last. Finally, free from the pending threat, Cleito ran away in sorrow from the party and eternally gave thanks to the river goddess, who had saved her from what was to be far worse than what she’d expected.


  Search for Love


  Cleito ran home to the southern coast of Faro, Portugal, where the broken coastline blended into extensive tides. The lonely quiet of this coastal sanctuary enshrouded her with concealment, and she hoped Poseidon would believe she left to join Kronos. Indeed, the haven was still in beauty and offered her relief from her troubles for some time. Her constant dread over the impending anger of Poseidon, coupled with the load of her deceit, weighed heavily upon her.


  Her refuge was a humble dwelling, seamlessly woven into the fabric of the surrounding landscape. Yet, anxiety gnawed at Cleito’s very core; a tempest of dread surged within her. The thought of interacting with the outside world filled her with trepidation, for she feared that even the faintest whisper of her existence might reach Poseidon’s ears, enabling him to track her down with relentless determination. She clung to the shadows, wishing to remain hidden, while her heart raced knowing that danger lurked ever closer. In the divine world, there was Poseidon, brooding by the shore when a messenger, one daughter of Thalassa, came with grave news. The daughter related Thalassa had sacrificed her life to protect Cleito from Kronos. The revelation really hit Poseidon with deep pain and shock.


  Thalassa’s selfless act had been an avid attempt to save Cleito from the vengeful god, at the obvious cost of sacrificing herself in that process. How she had sacrificed herself just became a painful reminder of the intensity of love and loyalty that Cleito once knew. Grief fueled him both and a renewed sense of purpose: the love he felt for Cleito entwining with the honor of Thalassa’s sacrifice into a firm determination in him, no longer passive. With a solemn vow to honor Thalassa’s memory and a fervent longing to be reunited with Cleito, Poseidon steeled himself for an unyielding pursuit. What had begun as an expedition of love had morphed into a resolute quest to bring Cleito home safely, a tribute to the profound sacrifice made by the river goddess. Summoning his willpower and divine might, he prepared to scour the earth and sea, ready to face the depths and the tempest in search of the one he cherished.


  ***


  Having searched all over the world for Cleito, he went to a tavern in one, intending to eavesdrop on the locals. It was there, among the noise of clinking of glasses, that he met her, the queen of the underworld, wife of Hades, Persephone. The surprise of her arrival, however, combined with a sense of curiosity that was completely compelling.


  Thus, calm as always, Persephone went up to Poseidon, giving him a meaningful glance. She told him that drunken customers would be useless and said that she knew where Cleito was at the present. She explained Cleito was currently in a state of mourning for Thalassa, who had met her fate by sacrificing herself to save Cleito from the clutches of Kronos. This statement perished in Poseidon’s heart, which gave credibility to Persephone that she had been providing actual information.


  Eager to find Cleito, Poseidon inquired about what Persephone wanted in exchange for her help. Persephone, with a hint of mystery, requested that Poseidon promise her a treasure hidden deep within his sea—the Titanic ship, which would eventually sink in the future. She mentioned that Harland and Wolff had just both been born and soon, they will begin construction of the Titanic. Poseidon, puzzled by the peculiar request, sighed at the thought of why Hades’ wife would desire such a future treasure.


  Persephone also mentioned that she was attending a divine wedding ceremony and asked Poseidon to accompany her. However, Poseidon declined her invitation, remaining focused on his search for Cleito. Yet, in a reluctant agreement, Poseidon followed Persephone to Cleito’s location. Upon their arrival, Cleito was astonished to see Poseidon. In a dramatic turn, Persephone declared herself Poseidon’s wife, an announcement that incited Poseidon’s fury. Angered by her audacious claim, Poseidon’s rage unleashed a torrent of destruction upon Faro, Portugal. The ensuing flood devastated the town and claimed the life of Cleito’s father.


  The death of her father struck Cleito like a devastating blow, and the people of Faro, now seeing her as a bringer of misfortune, cast her out. In her anguish, feeling betrayed by her birthplace, she fled with the help of Persephone. Gifted with supernatural speed, Cleito escaped, leaving behind a city that had rejected her and branded her a curse. As she ran, her heart weighed down by a tempest of grief and rage, her once-stable life spiraled into turmoil as she sought refuge far beyond her origins, driven by the loss of her father and the betrayal of those she once held dear.


  Running Away From Love


  Cleito, the urge to flee from the chaos that had destroyed most of her life, went toward the center of what today is Europe. Here she escaped from the sea and its gods and lived in a tranquil and quiet village. She was supposed to live incognito, and she became a simple bread maker in a small bakery by the shore, allowing no one to see her crying again. The pastoral setting provided her with a temporary escape, but her mind was heavy with sorrow, constantly reminded of her father’s death and plagued by Poseidon’s wrath. Despite this, Cleito’s ripple was short-lived.


  The queen of the night, Nyx, daughter of Kronos, had been shadowing her every move. One fateful night, as the village lay deep in slumber beneath a tapestry of twinkling stars, she made her presence known. And so Ursan grabbed Cleito by her ankles and wrists, and was about to take her towards the lip of the underworld when… At that moment, Nyx used dark magic to petrify her. Nyx couldn’t resist the plan of surrendering her to Kronos. But Poseidon never gave up the search for her. He learned of Cleito’s danger through soft whispers in the wind and saltwater currents. Determined to save her, he followed the trail down to the darkened borders of the underworld, where Nyx waited with her captive. The instant Poseidon arrived, the battle between gods began.


  She donned the mantle of night and summoned demons from the very pit of the underworld, sending them against the god to fight on her behalf. The creatures were twisted and grotesque, churning forward and massing to block the god’s path, barring him from liberating Cleito. But Poseidon, being a sea god, fought back with an elemental fury, bringing torrents of water and storms from the ocean to cast down the legions of the underworld. His strength was beyond compare, and one by one, the demons fell before him.


  Yet Cleito continued to maintain her distance, not against Nyx’s abduction, but against the burdensome memories of her soul.


  She had not forgotten how Poseidon, in a fit of rage, brought destruction upon Faro, drowning her father in the flood’s chaos. Even his fierce battle against Nyx could not erase the deep pain of that loss. Though now free from Nyx’s grasp, Cleito remained ensnared by her grief, and Poseidon could see that she was still hurting. His inability to repair their shattered relationship made his victory over Nyx feel hollow. Cleito, despite being rescued, was a broken woman, grappling with the uncertainty of whether she could ever forgive Poseidon for the tragic fate that had befallen her family.


  ***


  Eagerly, Poseidon escorted Cleito to a small, humble cottage where Cecile, a sorceress of ancient magic, was dwelling to make amends. The air about the cottage seemed thick with the scent of enchantment; the otherworldly power seemed oozing from the earth itself. Indoors, the fire lit only barely flickering, sent shadows around that moved—alive. Cleito sat back in the chair by the hearth, its warmth wrapping around her as did the weariness of the last few hours, like a shroud. Cecile was silent, going about the room, her skilled hands preparing a meal of bread and soup. Cleito sat to eat in silence, lost in thought. The fire and the food little dissipated the heaviness that had taken residence inside. Images of her father’s death, of Poseidon’s wrath, pirouetted in her mind. While her body slept, her mind was not at rest. Cecile stepped forward at the appropriate moment, speaking in hushed tones as incantations. In a sudden moment, the air fell into a profound stillness, heavy with an unseen fire, its flames flickering and dancing in the shadows. Gradually, the figure of Cleito’s father materialized from the smoke—an ethereal presence, radiant and seemingly seated among the gods. His face radiated serenity; though faint, his form emanated a peace that had eluded Cleito since his passing.


  The vision of her father, now at rest among the gods, swept her up in a tide of emotions: glad to see him once more, sorrow at all that was gone. His quiet presence appeared to her as an answer to her pain and an opportunity to shed the grief and rage that thus far had laden her heart. Viewing him, Cleito’s heart softened, and she remembered the peace forgiveness brings. As the image of her father faded from view, the ghost of his farewell lingered in her heart, bringing a newfound clarity. The bitterness that she had clung to so tightly through the slow march of time loosened its grip on her soul. Though the pain still lingered, a new emotion took its place: one of acceptance, of comprehension. And when the vision was gone and the fire still warmed her, Cleito let go of the past. And though the burdens which had weighed heavily upon her would now lift, room for the first glimmer of forgiveness could now appear.


  The God Proposed


  Poseidon, realizing even with her father’s message, Cleito was still heavy with heart, took it upon himself to mend the fractures that still existed. During the days that followed, Poseidon did everything in his power to lift her spirits, but Cleito kept her distance, her sorrow hiding quietly. He was determined that light would once again shine in her life, and sought a means of giving her peace, not of grand and overwhelming manifestations of power, but in silent acts of tender care for the land and people she loved. In his silence, without showing himself, Poseidon cast his eyes upon Faro, the coastal city which had once, in anger, cast Cleito out. Its people had labored since the flood, with pressed livelihoods. The once bustling ports had seen less in their nets. Poseidon, with a subtle hand, stirred the waters and sent currents teeming with schools of fish to Faro’s shores. In days, the strained fishermen found their nets heavy, their harvests larger than in years. They rejoiced in Faro, unaware that their luck had changed through the gods. They were offering thanks to the ocean, never knowing that the bounty came in fact from the presence of Cleito in their world—the woman that they once spurned—had wrought. Cleito, from afar, saw her home quietly revive and took this to heart. Though the people did not know it was because of her, the sight of them thriving brought a quiet joy back to her spirit.


  In that moment, Poseidon granted her a precious omen—a spell woven from his divine regard, bestowing upon her the ability to visit her family, unseen by all but her own kin. With her heart stirred by this sacred gift, Cleito made her way to her mother’s abode, arriving at the zenith of noon, cloaked in the shadows of invisibility.


  As her mother toiled in the warmth of their home, a spark of recognition ignited in her eyes when she glanced up, widening in disbelief as if sensing a presence just beyond her reach. In that sweltering heat, Cleito’s heart swelled with the radiant warmth of homecoming, an indelible bond with her family rekindling despite the passage of time and the trials they had faced. Thus, as they sat together, Cleito’s mother listened while her daughter spoke of trials she had endured—of the loss, the exile, and the love which had connected her to Poseidon even in the deepest pain. Her mother listened patiently and wisely to every word. She had feared for her daughter’s future, but now she saw it was not a question of possession or of power that lay at the root of Poseidon’s love for Cleito. The attempt on his part to heal the rift between them, to bring her happiness and peace, had not gone without its recognition.


  In that instant, Cleito’s mother nodded in understanding, and she almost witnessed the weight being lifted from her daughter’s heart as her spirit regained strength. Then, in softly spoken words, she blessed her, indeed acknowledging that Cleito had done the right thing in marrying Poseidon. Now, Cleito’s heart, though touched by sorrow, was lighter. As for the first time in ages, a conviction took hold that her future might be peaceful.


  ***


  No mortal rite had ever conducted the marriage between Poseidon and Cleito, except in that glittering Mediterranean sky, on an aisle draped with the fragrance of flowers and the soft whispers of the sea. It was Poseidon who was standing there, with the authoritative, calm entity facing the altar, awaiting his bride. He invited some gods from his divine family, all of whom arrived in their human mortar to grace this holy union, and because of it, the affair felt intimate, even against the weight of their celestial lineage.


  First to arrive was Zeus, king of the gods, with the grandeur and dignity his rule called for. His human form was kingly; his storming eyes holding the power of the skies themselves, yet softened in the joy of his brother’s marriage. Hera stood beside him, her beauty aglow in mortal form, and her face unreadable yet serene as she watched the event with silent approval. Indeed, a rare occasion it was to see the gods all united in harmony, not at the battlefield and hostile towards one another, but for joy to be brought to Poseidon.


  Then Demeter, the goddess of the harvest, radiant with vitality and fecundity, materialized, her very presence giving blessings upon the land where the ceremony unfolded. Her warm smile enveloped Cleito in an embrace that drew her into the sanctuary of immortality, reminding her that the earth itself rejoiced in her union with the god of the seas. Beside her, at the side of Hades, stood Persephone, the queen of the underworld, elegantly donning a mortal guise that masked her deeper, more somber associations. Yet, despite her human form, the reverence and awe commanded by her presence remained palpable; she offered Cleito a gentle, knowing smile, as if to reassure her that all trials could indeed be surmounted.


  Even Hades, most atypically present at such a joyous affair, still had an air about him both dark and mysterious, but his human form was elegant and subdued—a quiet contrast to the surrounding brightness. He nodded, exchanging silent respect with Poseidon—the regard implicit between them. Athena and Apollo, gods of wisdom and sun respectively, graced the occasion; their forms radiant and youthful, symbols of the intellectual and creative harmony which would bless the marriage. Each god in mortal semblance brought a gift to the union of divine meaning, not grand in gesture yet deeply meaningful.


  Then Cleito, with her mother beside her, glided toward the ceremony in a gown spun from the sea itself, the fabric shimmering like liquid silver in the pale light of the full moon. Her exquisite human form, now adorned with the marks of her journey—love, trials, and the divine power coursing through her veins—heralded her as the future queen of Atlantis. A gentle breeze carried the mingling fragrances of salt and blossoms toward him as she approached Poseidon, gazing into his eyes with a blend of love, strength, and serenity. The ceremony unfolded in a rhythm steeped in sacred nature, each element infused with ancient rites known only to the gods. It was during the exchanging of vows that Zeus himself was officiating at that moment, his voice an echo of the weight of divine upon the union, consecrating it. The sea itself responded in its long waves, lapping up the shores tenderly, as if to acknowledge its newest queen. The gods stood silent, their presence a reminder of the grand and phenomenal power that Cleito now stood among, while their human forms made the moment ground herself upon them and feel almost mortal as love itself seemed to transcend their celestial origins.


  As the ceremony drew to a close, Poseidon took Cleito’s hand, and the two walked side by side toward the water. The sea came up to greet them with a silent whisper, embracing the isle in a soft embrace, to initiate their reign over Atlantis. The gods stood in quiet reverence, each retiring into the shades of his own haunts and left Poseidon and Cleito to a life together, joined by love, legacy, and the tides of eternity.


  Children—Demigods


  Cleito and Poseidon had settled their lives, fourteen years wiser, in the southernmost part of the Spanish peninsula, under the gigantic Rock of Gibraltar. This is where they raised their large family of both demigods and mortals. Cleito, now a mother of twelve, enjoyed the silent strength of the sea-walled fortress; her love for Poseidon was strong in front of both day-to-day and godly problems of child-rearing.


  Each of their children embodied the essence of both parents, inheriting the gifts of divine heritage and human resilience. The eldest, Stepham, already exhibited signs of Poseidon’s formidable strength, his profound affinity for the sea evident as he guided his younger siblings in their studies of the elements. A deep-seated connection rooted in the tranquil waters of their childhood bound him to his twin brothers. Yet, their personalities were strikingly contrasting. While Stepham was reflective, calm, and measured, his twin brother, Joham, radiated a natural charisma that set him apart as an undeniable leader among those around him. Alvaro, born with an irrepressible magnetism, complemented his siblings, bringing an engaging energy to their dynamic.


  Vaasco, the fourth-born, commanded like his father and people, found him exploring much of the waters, pushing himself further and harder with each passing day. Martio and Gonsaluus were still young but full of energy, the playing monkeys of the family, always figuring out how to entertain their siblings and, basically, cause mischief in the tedium. While Ordoniz, more introspective, devotes his time to the study of old lore concerning Atlantis, quietly fostering his mental gifts.


  Ayras was the twin of Tareija, the youngest boy, and his bond with her equaled that of his elder brothers. Despite being young, Ayras already displayed signs of his special connection with divinity, exhibiting powers even greater than his brothers. His twin sister, Tareija, became the gentle force in his life, keeping him and his ever-growing strength balanced and centering.


  Among the girls, Sancha and Betriz most closely resembled their mother, displaying a willfulness and perceptiveness that belied their age. Enes and Isabell were deeply connected to both land and sea, relishing in the myriad discoveries each offered. Tareija formed a strong bond with Ayras, consistently finding solace in his company, her attachment to him unwavering. Catalina, the daughter of Feram and a cherished family friend from Lemuria, visited frequently, sharing the ancient wisdom of her people with the children. Violante, who had loved Ayras since he was a little boy, remained closely entwined with the family, her bond with him growing ever stronger with each passing day.
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