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Prologue
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EARTH 500 BCE

Leandros sat in the quiet of his villa, the afternoon sun casting long shadows across the stone floor. His grandson, a boy of twelve with bright eyes and an eager curiosity, sat beside him. They both looked out of the large window that framed a stunning view of the sea. The waves gently lapped against the shore, their rhythm a soothing backdrop to the memories that swirled in Leandros’ mind.

The years had been kind to Leandros, though his hair was now silver, and his body no longer possessed the strength of his youth. The villa was a peaceful retreat, far removed from the life of a soldier, yet the past had a way of creeping back into the present. Especially on days like this, when the sea was calm, and the memories felt so close.

“Grandfather,” his grandson said, breaking the silence, “you were a soldier, weren’t you? Did you ever see any great battles?”

Leandros smiled faintly, placing a hand on the boy’s back. “Yes, I did. I fought in many battles for Ithaca, alongside brave men who would give their lives for their homeland. But there is one day... one memory that stands apart from all others.”

The boy’s eyes widened with interest. “What happened?”

Leandros sat on the edge of his bed, the soft light of the evening sun filtering through the villa’s window. His grandson, who had grown into a strong young man over the years, sat beside him, listening intently. It wasn’t often that Leandros spoke of his past, but tonight, something had stirred within him—a need to share a part of his story that had long remained hidden.

Leandros took a deep breath, his hands trembling slightly as he clasped them together. “There is something I’ve kept to myself for many years,” he began, his voice steady but laced with emotion. “Something I think you’re old enough to understand now.”

The young man leaned forward, his curiosity piqued. “What is it, Grandfather?”

Leandros turned to look out the window, his gaze distant as he recalled the memories that had shaped his life. “First, let me say that I have always loved your grandmother. She was my wife, my companion, and she gave me a life I could never have dreamed of. She gave me my son, your father. Even though she has passed on to be with the gods, she remains in my heart, and I honor her memory every day.”

The young man nodded, understanding the depth of his grandfather’s love for the woman who had been his grandmother. “I know, Grandfather. You always speak of her with such respect.”

Leandros smiled faintly, his eyes still distant. “Yes, I do. But there is something I’ve never told you, something I’ve never told anyone. Before I met your grandmother, there was another... someone who came into my life in a way I could never have expected.”

He paused, collecting his thoughts. “She was not my first love. That title belongs to another—a woman unlike any I had ever met or ever would meet again.”

The young man frowned slightly, confused. “But... who was she? I’ve never heard of anyone before Grandmother.”

Leandros sighed, the weight of the years pressing down on him as he prepared to share his long-held secret. “Her name was Nircen. She was... different. She wasn’t from this world, not from the lands of Greece or any place you would know. She was from the stars, a being sent here by powers far beyond our understanding.”

The young man’s eyes widened in disbelief. “The stars? You mean... she wasn’t human? Was she a goddess?”

Leandros nodded slowly. “She was both human and something more. I met her on the day of the shipwreck, the one I’ve always told you about. But what I never told you is that she saved me, and I saved her. We were bound together by fate, stranded in a world that neither of us belonged to.”

He hesitated, then continued, his voice growing softer. “Nircen was my first love, and I loved her deeply. But it was a love that couldn’t last. I was a man of Ithaca, and she... she was something far greater. Our worlds were too different, too distant.”

The young man was silent, trying to process the incredible story his grandfather was telling him. “What happened to her?” he asked quietly.

Leandros closed his eyes, the memories flooding back with a bittersweet clarity. “She was taken back to her world, to a place called Atlantis, hidden deep beneath the sea. I was returned to Ithaca, and we were separated. But she never left my heart, even when I met your grandmother, even when I built a life here.”

He opened his eyes, meeting his grandson’s gaze. “I loved your grandmother, and I was faithful to her, but Nircen was always there, a part of me that I couldn’t forget. I’ve lived with that memory for forty years, never speaking of it, never letting it interfere with the life I built. But tonight, I wanted to tell you... because you are my blood, and you deserve to know the truth.”

The young man nodded slowly, a new understanding dawning on him. “I never knew, Grandfather. I can’t imagine what it must have been like to carry that secret all these years.”

Leandros smiled sadly. “It was both a blessing and a curse.

They sat in silence for a moment, the weight of Leandros’ confession hanging between them. 

As the evening light faded into night, Leandros felt a sense of peace. The burden of his secret had been lifted, and he was ready to face whatever came next. 

Leandros took a deep breath, his gaze drifting back to the sea. “It was forty years ago. I was still a young man then, a soldier in the prime of my life. We were on a routine mission—nothing unusual. But the gods had other plans for us that day.”

He paused, the memory flooding back with startling clarity. “Our ship, a proud trireme, was caught in a storm unlike any I had ever seen. The sky turned black, the sea rose like a beast, and before we knew it, our ship was torn apart. I was thrown into the water, fighting for my life... and then I saw it.”

The boy leaned in closer, hanging on his every word. “Saw what, Grandfather?”

Leandros’ voice grew softer as if he were speaking more to himself than to the boy. “A craft, not of this world, fell from the sky and crashed into the sea. It capsized our ship, sending me and the crew into the depths. I was the only one who survived, and when I surfaced, I saw her—something no man should have ever seen.”

The boy’s eyes widened even more, his imagination racing. “Who was she?”

Leandros hesitated, as he always did when he reached a certain part of a story. But this was different with this part of the story—because it was not just a story; it was a truth he had carried alone for decades. “She was... a woman, but unlike any woman from our world. She had the form of a mermaid, with black hair that flowed like ink in the water, and eyes that seemed to see into your soul. A water nymph and water deity. Together, we washed ashore on a small rock. We were stranded, alone, and I feared for both our lives.”

He paused, lost in the memory of those tense hours, the look in her eyes, the fear that had gripped him when the Phoenician ship appeared on the horizon. “A ship came for us, but it wasn’t Greek. It was a Phoenician. They took us aboard, and I thought our fate was sealed. But she... she was more than just a woman. She was the daughter of a commander—a lost city commander.”

The boy blinked, his mind struggling to understand. “Lost, Grandfather? Like it was destroyed?”

Leandros nodded slowly. “I didn’t understand at first myself. They came for her in ships that could fly and dive beneath the sea. They took us to their hidden city, a place called Atlantis, deep beneath the waves beyond the Pillars of Heracles. A place where time and space seemed to bend to their will.”

“What happened then?” the boy asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Leandros smiled, though there was a sadness in his eyes. “I was honored by her people, celebrated for saving their commander’s daughter. They treated me like a king, gave me fine clothes, and a banquet in my honor. But in the end, I was just a man, a soldier from Ithaca, out of place in their world. They returned me to Ithaca, with nothing but the memories of what had happened.”

He looked down at his grandson, his expression turning serious. “And those memories, my boy, are something I’ve never spoken of until today. They are a secret I’ve carried all these years.”

The boy’s face was a mix of awe and confusion. “Why didn’t you tell anyone?”

Leandros sighed, his gaze returning to the sea. “Because no one would have believed me. It would have sounded like the ramblings of a madman, a tale too wild to be true. But it was true. And now, as I near the end of my days, I wanted to share it with you.”

The boy was silent for a long moment, trying to process everything he had just heard. Finally, he asked, “Do you miss her?”

Leandros smiled wistfully. “Every day. But some things are not meant to last. They are like the waves—here for a moment, and then gone, leaving only the memory of their passing.”

As they sat there together, the sun slowly sinking toward the horizon, Leandros felt a sense of peace. The burden of his secret was lighter now, shared with someone who would carry it forward. The sea remained calm, its mysteries hidden beneath the surface, just as they had been forty years ago.
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Chapter One
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The Greek warship, a trireme with a proud history, cut through the waters of the Mediterranean westbound under the bright midday sun. The rhythmic splashing of the oars and the creaking of the wooden hull filled the air, mingling with the shouts of the rowers and the clinking of armor. Captain Leandros stood at the bow, his eyes fixed on the horizon. He was a seasoned warrior, his bronze armor gleaming in the sunlight, his helmet adorned with a horsehair crest. The mission had been simple: deliver supplies to Ithaca and return to the mainland. But the calm waters betrayed no sign of what was to come.

Suddenly, the sky darkened, as if the gods themselves had blotted out the sun. The sea, once gentle, began to churn violently, tossing the trireme as if it were a toy. Leandros barked orders, but before the crew could react, a massive object streaked from the sky, crashing into the sea with a deafening roar. The impact sent a wall of water crashing over the trireme, capsizing the vessel and hurling its crew into the unforgiving sea.

Leandros fought against the waves, his armor weighing him down. As he struggled to the surface, gasping for air, he caught sight of the cause of their doom—a sleek, metallic craft, half-submerged in the water, unlike anything he had ever seen. It glowed with an otherworldly light, and a figure emerged from the wreckage as he stared.

It was a woman—or at least, she
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