
HOUSE OF ATREUS

BOOK 6

THE GATHERING STORM

BY

A. B. GOODMAN

Table of Contents

Title Page

The Gathering Storm: A Mythological Sci-Fi Adventure (HOUSE OF ATREUS, #6)

Previously in the "House of Atreus"

HOUSE OF ATREUS GENEALOGICAL CHART

Chapter 1: The Merchant's Passage

Chapter 2: The Veil of Brass

Chapter 3: Island of Tyranos

Chapter 4: At the Crossroads

Chapter 5: Port of Tyras

Chapter 6: City of the Forgotten

Chapter 7: Weights and Measures

Chapter 8: The Voice in the Dark

Chapter 9: Drowning of Worlds

Chapter 10: Last Light of Hestia

Chapter 11: Waning of the Divine

Chapter 12: Athena's Dilemma

REVIEWS

Excerpt from Book 7

BOOKS BY A. B. GOODMAN

When discussing well-known public figures and other matters, the subjective opinions of the characters may not represent the actual viewpoints or conclusions of the author or the publisher. Although the names of cities, places, and some background events may be real, all characters, names, and events are fictitious. Except for well-known public figures specifically referred to by name, any similarity to real people, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author. 

Copyright © 2026 by Planetary Book Company

Planetary Books believes that authors and other creative people should earn a living from their work. Copyright laws are intended to motivate writers and artists to create works that enrich our lives and culture. Their work shouldn't be stolen. If it becomes impossible to earn a living from creating and distributing books, authors and publishers will no longer be able to do so. 

Scanning, uploading, or distributing this book without permission is theft and violates the author's rights. You may use limited excerpts (up to 2,000 words) for review purposes. For permission to use additional material, contact the publisher at info@planetarybooks.com

Author's Note: This novel is a unique depiction of historical events that took place thousands of years ago. The historical data has been sourced from the classics of ancient Greek poetry and tragedy plays. They depict the House of Atreus with themes that include violence, sexual assault, incest, infanticide, and vicious revenge. Most likely, because that is the way it actually happened.

I have attempted to handle these elements with modern sensitivity, but I cannot eliminate them without falsely presenting the history. Readers should be aware that difficult and offensive content appears throughout. This is not gratuitous. It has simply not been sanitized. It is presented as it was handed down through the millennia. An unflinching portrayal of human darkness and indifference.

While the content may be challenging, it serves a greater purpose: to explore the depths of human ambition, the cost of power, and the cyclical nature of violence and revenge. This series invites readers to reflect on the timeless questions of justice, morality, and the consequences of our choices.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Previously in the "House of Atreus"



[image: ]


The line of Atreus began its spiral with cannibal vengeance and never found solid ground again. Sons were devoured, brothers betrayed, children conceived as weapons. Each generation called its violence justice and crowned it as a necessity.

Agamemnon sacrificed his daughter for wind and war. He returned from Troy victorious but walked into his own death. He was murdered by his queen, Clytemnestra, with the same ritual blade he'd used on Iphigenia. His son Orestes, on Apollo's command, avenged the killing by murdering his own mother and her lover. The Furies descended at once, shrieking judgment, and Orestes fled.

Electra, who had remained in Mycenae through all of it, discovered the truth beneath the palace: a golden device of lost ancient technology that amplified rage and made violence feel like righteousness. She refused it. She sealed it away. She gave birth in secret, named her son Soter, Savior, and sent him away from the curse entirely. After Orestes returned to commit his murders, Electra built a council in its place. 

With the intercession of Mikael, a powerful entity otherwise aloof from the actions of men and gods, the poisoned wells of Mycenae ran clean again. Something had changed. There was hope that the cycle could be broken.

But Orestes could not rest. The Furies pursued him not as visions but as solid, terrible presences. He was consumed by guilt, especially for the unborn child he'd killed along with his mother and he fled in madness and exhaustion. 

Then, some mysterious force, more powerful than the Furies, interceded on his behalf, and urged him to go to Taurica. He heard his sister singing a song he remembered from his early childhood, and though he could not explain it, he knew she was still alive. The song had been no dream. 

A hidden letter from Clytemnestra, kept even after death, confirmed it. Iphigenia never actually died at Aulis. Artemis simply spirited her away to Taurica to serve as her High Priestess among the bloodthirsty Scythians, and deceived the observers. Had Apollo known? And if so, why had he remained silent? Why had the god allowed Orestes' mother to kill his father before Artemis' fraud ever came to light?

Orestes resolved to travel to Taurica, not for a god's command, but to bring his sister home. That journey nearly killed them before they arrived. The seas were treacherous, and something vast and ancient moved beneath them. A predatory intelligence older than the Olympian gods, which confronted the companions and demanded payment for past transgressions. When Orestes offered himself in exchange for Pylades' life, the creature relented, but only deferring the debt rather than forgiving it.

In Taurica, Orestes and Pylades crossed the sacred boundary stones deliberately, surrendering themselves to the Scythians as sacrificial offerings in order to gain access to the temple. There, imprisoned and facing death, Orestes heard his sister's voice again. She sang hymns in the Mycenaean dialect. Iphigenia was now High Priestess, and she recognized him through his pendant and his lineage. She staged an elaborate deception: a false purification ritual at sea, a manufactured escape, and a declaration that the goddess demanded the prisoners be taken offshore to contain divine wrath. She boarded the ship herself, carrying the stolen sacred statue of Artemis, and sailed away with her brother.

The sea entity returned, demanding transformation rather than death. Iphigenia must testify without excuses at a trial that awaited Orestes in Athens. She had to admit plainly the truth of her seventeen years of conducting ritual murder. Pylades swore to tell the full truth of their journey, even if it damned those he loved most. And Orestes must renounce divine justification entirely, accepting responsibility for killing his mother without hiding behind gods. All three agreed. The debt was reshaped into obligation.

What followed was harrowing. Scythians pursued them relentlessly across the Black Sea. Captain Theron died, clutching his gold. The ship was destroyed, most of the crew killed. Desperate raids on enemy camps that left moral scars as deep as wounds. Gold spent and lost on rocks. Until at last a storm drove them to a ruined island temple, where a pragmatic Greek merchant offered passage to Corinth in exchange for one of the four bags of treasure they still had left.

They are still a long way from Athens and the reckoning that awaits. The stolen statue they carry proves to be far more than a religious icon. It is a piece of ancient technology that forces truth upon everyone near it and draws dangerous attention from powers even the sea entity fears.

The gods are failing. Across the eastern Mediterranean, reports spread of seas standing upright, rivers forgetting how to flow, temples corrupted, and divine order fracturing. The world is breaking down. Orestes, Iphigenia, and Pylades are sailing toward the heart of it. They carry something that does not belong to any god, and they are burdened by promises they cannot take back. But, most importantly, they are running out of time.
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Tantalus
└── Pelops + Hippodamia
├── Atreus + Aerope
│  ├── Agamemnon + Clytemnestra
│  │  ├── Iphigenia
│  │  ├── Electra + Pylades
│  │  │  ├── Medon
│  │  │  └── Strophius (named after Pylades father)
│  │  ├── Electra + Peisander

│  │  │    └── Sotar
│  │  ├── Orestes + Hermione
│  │  │  └── Tisamenus
│  │  └── Chrysothemis
│  └── Menelaus + Helen
│  ├── Hermione
│  ├── Nicostratus
│  └── Megapenthes
└── Thyestes + unnamed water nymph
│  ├── Tantalus (murdered by Atreus)
│  ├── Pleisthenes (murdered by Atreus)
│  └── Calaeus (murdered by Atreus)
└─ Thyestes + unnamed other woman
└── Pelopia + Thyestes again — incestuous union
└── Aegisthus + Clytemnestra
├── Aletes
├── Erigone
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Chapter 1: The Merchant's Passage
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Three days into the voyage, Iphigenia noticed the first change. She stood at the rail of the Aegis' Pride, watching the coastline slide past in shades of gray and green. The wind carried salt and the promise of autumn storms. Behind her, Captain Pythios called orders to his crew, his voice carrying the practiced authority of a man who'd spent decades on these waters.

The idol rested against her hip beneath her cloak, now rewrapped in leather and bound with cord. She'd grown accustomed to its weight during the months since they'd fled Taurica. But this morning, something felt different. Not the weight itself. Something deeper.

She pressed her hand against it through the fabric.

Nothing. Still and silent, as it had been since they'd taken it from the temple. Yet something had changed. She couldn't name what.

"You're quiet." Orestes appeared at Iphigenia's side, saying nothing more.

His movements were careful and deliberate. He seemed exhausted despite the night's sleep he'd gotten on the island. But exhaustion wasn't the whole of it. His eyes tracked the crew's movements with an intensity that went beyond vigilance. Nothing escaped him: the horizon, the shift of the wind, distant sails... nothing. Something in him had to know everything at every moment, whether he consciously wanted to or not.

He was being hunted. The Scythians might return. The Furies would never stop. And something else lived in him too. Something that wouldn't let him rest, no matter how badly his body needed to.

His hand moved to his chest, beneath his tunic, where the pendant hung. It was a gesture that had become so automatic it was, essentially, unconscious. But Iphigenia caught the slight tension in his jaw when his fingers found the cord.

"Just thinking," she said.

"About?"

"How strange this is. I had lost all hope of ever going home."

Home. The word tasted sweet. She'd been a prisoner in Taurica for so long that Greece was now more of a myth than a memory. But now they were sailing toward it, carrying stolen gold and a sacred idol, fugitives headed toward a specific destination.

"Yes," Orestes agreed. "I can see why you'd feel that way."

He touched the pendant again. This time she saw that he did it deliberately. His fingers found it through the fabric and held there for a moment, as though checking that it was still in place. Or perhaps drawing reassurance from its presence. It was hard to tell which.

"Does it still hurt?" she asked.

"No. Not like before." He paused, his hand still pressed against his chest. "It's just there. Like it's waiting for something."

His expression darkened, and then he continued. 

"Pylades thinks I should take it off. He thinks it's making me worse."

"Is it?"

"Probably," he said, and there was no denial in his voice, only a kind of grim acceptance, "Whatever I feel, it makes me feel more. Anger. Hatred. Fear. Jealousy. Maybe even affection. The thing affects the way I see things. I often see threats in things that aren't threats at all." 

"Then why not listen to Pylades? Just take it off?"

Orestes was quiet for a long moment. When he spoke again, his voice was low. 

"Because the moment I do, I'll lose the one thing that's kept us alive since we left Greece. The pendant doesn't just make me angry and paranoid. It makes me aware. It shows me things I wouldn't see on my own." 

"It's using you," Iphigenia said quietly.

"Maybe," Orestes agreed. "But, it saved my life and yours. It's saved everyone, several times already. It's both good and bad. Both things at the same time."

Before Iphigenia could respond, a shout erupted from amidships.

They turned to see two sailors facing each other across a coil of rope, their voices rising in anger. Demetrios, the older one with graying hair, held the younger man by his tunic.

"You lying bastard! That fish was mine!"

"I was hungry!" The younger sailor's voice cracked. "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to..."

"Three days I've been accusing the merchants of cheating us! Three days! And it was you all along?"

Captain Pythios strode between them, pulling them apart with practiced ease.

"Enough. Both of you." His voice carried across the deck, sharp with authority. "Nikolaos, you'll replace what you took from your own rations. Demetrios, back to work. Now."

The sailors separated, but the tension lingered. Iphigenia watched them return to their tasks, moving with the sullen compliance of men who wanted to say more but lacked the courage.

"Theft among sailors," Orestes said. "Not exactly uncommon."

"No," Iphigenia agreed, "But not many admit to it so readily. Very strange."

Honesty is a good thing. She knew that. Yet something about the exchange, and the confession it included, bothered her. The timing. The vehemence. The way the younger sailor had blurted it out, as though the words had been pulled out of him against his will.

That afternoon, while Orestes spoke with Pylades near the stern, Iphigenia found herself drawn to the forward deck. Something seemed to pull her there, though she couldn't explain why. She stood at the bow, watching the water divide around the ship's prow, feeling the vibration of wood against the waves.

"You're the priestess."

She turned to find one of Pythios's crew standing behind her. A thin man with nervous hands and calculating eyes. She'd seen him before, always hovering near the captain, always watching.

"I was," she said carefully. "In another life."

"The one from Taurica." He said it as fact, not a question. "We've heard the stories. A priestess who fled with sacred objects. The Scythians are hunting you."

Iphigenia's hand moved to the knife at her belt, but the man made no threatening gesture. He simply stood there, studying her with an intensity that made her skin crawl.

"Stories travel faster than ships," she said.

"They do." He glanced toward the stern where Pythios stood. "The captain knows who you are, you know. He knew before he agreed to take you aboard."

"And?"

"And he's a businessman." The man smiled, but there was no warmth in it. "Everything has a price. Even passage."

Before Iphigenia could respond, the man walked away, leaving her alone at the bow with questions multiplying in her mind. Why had he bothered to come up to her and confront her with the fact that she was a priestess running from the Scythians?

That evening, as the sun painted the western sky in shades of the sunset, the crew gathered for their meal. Iphigenia sat with Orestes and Pylades near the mast, eating salted fish and hard bread while the sailors talked in low voices around them.

The mood had shifted since that morning's confrontation. The men were quieter now, and more watchful. They shot glances at Iphigenia when they thought she wasn't looking, their expressions ranging from curiosity to unease.

Then one of them stood abruptly.

"I need to confess something."

The talking stopped. All eyes turned to the speaker, a middle-aged sailor with sun-darkened skin and rope-scarred hands.

"Three years ago," he continued, his voice flat and emotionless, "in Alexandria. There was a man. We gambled. He won everything I had."

Silence fell across the deck.

"So I followed him," the man went on. His face had gone pale, but the words kept coming. "Down an alley. I had a knife. Told myself I just wanted my money back. But when he fought me, I..." He stopped, swallowed hard. "I killed him. Took the coins from his body and left him in the street."

He sat down abruptly, as though his legs could no longer support him.

Pythios stood slowly, his expression unreadable in the failing light.

"Why are you telling us this?"

"I don't know." The sailor's voice shook. "I didn't mean to. The words just came out."

Iphigenia felt it then. A faint vibration against her hip. So subtle she almost missed it. The idol was humming again, as it had on the island, that last night at the ruined temple when everyone else slept. She'd noticed it then but said nothing, uncertain what it meant. By morning, it had stopped, and in the chaos of boarding Pythios's ship, she'd almost convinced herself she'd imagined it. But this was real.

She pressed her hand against it, feeling the vibration travel up her arm, into her chest. Stronger than before. More insistent. And growing with each confession.

"This is your doing." Pythios's voice cut through the gathering darkness. He was looking directly at Iphigenia. "That thing you're carrying. It's making men talk about things they ought to be silent about."

"I don't know what you mean," Iphigenia said, but her hand remained pressed against the idol.

"Don't lie to me." Pythios crossed the deck toward her, his earlier cordiality replaced by something harder. "Two confessions in one day. Things men have hidden for years? That's not a coincidence."

Orestes stood, placing himself between Pythios and his sister.

"We paid for passage," he said quietly. "Nothing more."

"You paid for transport." Pythios gestured at his crew. "Not for this. Not for whatever curse that thing is spreading across my ship."

"It's not cursed," Iphigenia said, though she wasn't certain anymore.

"Then what is it?"

She met the merchant's eyes. The idol hummed against her ribs, and she felt a strange pressure building behind her teeth. As though words were forming without her permission.

"I don't know," she admitted. The truth came easily, pulled out by the idol's insistent vibration. "It was silent for months. But something's changed. Something's waking it up."

Pythios studied her for a long moment. Then he turned to his crew.

"Back to your posts. Whatever's happening, we still need to reach Corinth. Move."

The sailors obeyed, but their movements were wary now. They gave Iphigenia a wide berth, avoiding her eyes when she passed.

That night, Iphigenia couldn't sleep. She stood at the rail, watching moonlight paint silver trails across the dark water. The idol continued its low vibration, steady as a heartbeat. She'd tried moving away from it, leaving it below deck, but the sensation persisted. As though the connection between them had deepened into something physical, something undeniable.

Footsteps approached. She turned to find Orestes beside her. He looked worse in the moonlight. Hollowed out. His eyes held that same feverish alertness that had been growing steadier over the past few days.

"Can't sleep either?" she asked.

"The pendant won't let me." He touched his chest, and she saw his hand tremble slightly. "It's cold again. Like it was in Taurica. But I know it's active. It's almost like something's about to happen and it's trying to prepare me."

"The idol's humming," Iphigenia said. "Started again this afternoon. Same as it did on the island."

Orestes turned to look at her fully.

"On the island? When?"

"That night we arrived. You were sleeping." She kept her eyes on the water. "I wasn't sure what it meant. By morning it had stopped."

"And you didn't tell me."

It wasn't quite an accusation, but close.

"I thought maybe I'd imagined it," she said. "Or that it was nothing. Just the temple affecting it somehow. But now..."

"Now it's happening again," Orestes finished. "And getting stronger. I'd guess that it's responding to something. But to what?"

She pressed her hand against the wrapped bundle. 

"I don't know. But, maybe, there's something out there that we're getting closer to..."

"What?"

"I don't know."

"Where are we headed to?"

But before Orestes could answer, another voice cut through the darkness.

"We're headed south." Captain Pythios said as they saw him arrive at the threshold, his face partly lit by the moonlight outside, "And, we'll be stopping fairly soon. We need to restock water and other supplies."

"Where?"

"Tomorrow, if the winds hold, we'll dock at Themiskyra. The old Amazon capital."

"I've heard of it," Orestes said. "It was destroyed by the Scythians decades ago."

"Destroyed. Abandoned. Cursed. Whatever..." Pythios said, with a note of levity, "People avoid it these days. But I don't."

"You've been there?" Iphigenia said. She could hear it in his voice.

Pythios was silent for a long moment.

"Sure," he stated, "Lots of times. All the stories about the place... they're all superstitions meant to scare people away. Whenever I'm on this route, I land at Themiskyra."

"What's there?"

"Nothing. Not really anything. We never entered Themiskyra itself. Just the area around it. We've just hunted for food and refilled our water tanks from the springs near there. Sometimes, the place felt a bit strange. I always felt like someone was watching. But it's all in the head. You know how that goes..."

The idol's hum intensified.

"Maybe, we can skip it and go to the next port..." Orestes suggested.

"Skip it?" Pythios balked, "Are you insane?"

"Can't we get food and water at any port?"

"Yeah, sure, of course, we could..." Pythios admitted, "But why would we? Because of gullible people who believe in ghost stories?"

"Maybe..."

"Look, Orestes, you're being hunted by the barbarians..." Pythios pointed out, "And they believe this place is cursed. They won't come within miles. They believe the ghosts of the Amazons who died there deliberately drive people out of their minds. But, it's a totally safe port of call. That's more than can be said for anywhere else. The Scythians are deathly afraid of Themiskyra. They won't bother us there."

"I didn't think there was anything those brutes are afraid of..." Orestes commented.

"Well, they're scared of Themiskyra." Pythios insisted.

"They're scared of a lot of things," Iphigenia offered the wisdom she'd gained from living 17 years among the Taurians, "They're vicious, bloodthirsty and very superstitious, especially about ghosts."

"Exactly." Pythios said, "But I don't believe in ghosts. Neither should you. Even if there is such a thing... even if the ghosts of Amazons attack Scythians, all the better. We're not Scythians.  We didn't destroy the Amazon civilization."

Even as Pythios spoke, Orestes felt the heat of his pendant growing. And the humming of the statue was slowly intensifying.

"The place has better hunting than other places on the coast of the Inhospitable Sea," Captain Pythios finally continued, "The deer are so unafraid of humans now that they don't even run. They just stand around, waiting for an arrow, and it doesn't matter how much noise you make on the approach. It's a perfect place to stop."

Iphigenia looked at Orestes. Despite Pythios's reassurances, she could see the unease he was trying to hide. Pythios walked away, leaving them alone at the rail.

She knew the pendant was pulsing beneath his tunic, cold and sharp, with no heat at all. The idol continued humming against her own ribs. Both artifacts were responding to something neither of them could see.

The Aegis' Pride sailed on through the darkness, carrying them south toward ancient ruins and, maybe, ghosts that they weren't ready to face.
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Chapter 2: The Veil of Brass
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The morning light showed what lay ahead. Themiskyra. The fabled Amazon capital lay in ruins. A few buildings still stood, but they were empty. The vast majority of what had once been the bustling capital of the Amazon civilization was now little more than rubble. Everywhere, there were burned wooden beams, broken and collapsed marble columns, and crumbling temples. An entire civilization wiped out in a remarkably short time by the marauding hordes of barbarians.

"By the gods," Pylades whispered, gripping the rail until his knuckles went white. "What could have happened here?"

Captain Pythios didn't look up from the steering oar.

"The Scythians happened. They destroyed the place. The Amazons were warriors. Many of their warriors were women. Some were even delicately built. Some even outright beautiful, or so the legends say. They were highly skilled with swords and bows. Yet they couldn't match the strength of these huge barbarian men and their war horses. They attacked the Amazons with a fury fueled by magic mushrooms and bloodlust."

Iphigenia stood motionless beside him, the stolen idol of Artemis wrapped in sea-stained cloth clutched against her chest. She shook her head.

"They burned everything, everywhere," she said quietly. "Every temple. Every home. Every trace that these people ever existed."

Pythios shrugged.

"That's true. It must have been a terrible thing. But now the land around the city has returned to nature. It's a hunter's paradise. As I told you yesterday, the Scythians are afraid to come here. They say it's
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