

    
        
          The Sea Lords of Knossos

        

        
        
          Martin Swan

        

        
          Published by Martin Swan, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE SEA LORDS OF KNOSSOS

    

    
      First edition. May 16, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Martin Swan.

    

    
    
      Written by Martin Swan.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Sea Lords of Knossos | By Martin Swan | Chapter List

Chapter 1 | The Harbor of Bulls

Chapter 2 | Ships of Cedar and Bronze

Chapter 3 | The Priestess of the Blue Palace

Chapter 4 | Raiders in the Southern Sea

Chapter 5 | The King’s Command

Chapter 6 | Into the Black Water

Chapter 7 | The Island of Bones

Chapter 8 | Fire on the Sea

Chapter 9 | Bronze Hooks and Burning Pitch

Chapter 10 | Victory at Karpathos Strait

Chapter 11 | Tribute and Rebellion

Chapter 12 | The Silent Harbor

Chapter 13 | The Shipwright’s Secret

Chapter 14 | Storm over Naxos

Chapter 15 | The Sea Throne Expands

Chapter 16 | The Men of Mycenae

Chapter 17 | The Lion Banner

Chapter 18 | The Broken Oath

Chapter 19 | Blood at Milos

Chapter 20 | The Gathering Storm

Chapter 21 | The Great Fleet

Chapter 22 | Battle beneath the Red Sky

Chapter 23 | Fire from the Mountain

Chapter 24 | The Black Wave

Chapter 25 | The Last Voyage

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Sea Lords of Knossos

By Martin Swan


[image: ]




Chapter List

	The Harbor of Bulls 

	Ships of Cedar and Bronze 

	The Priestess of the Blue Palace 

	Raiders in the Southern Sea 

	The King’s Command 

	Into the Black Water 

	The Island of Bones 

	Fire on the Sea 

	Bronze Hooks and Burning Pitch 

	Victory at Karpathos Strait 

	Tribute and Rebellion 

	The Silent Harbor 

	The Shipwright’s Secret 

	Storm over Naxos 

	The Sea Throne Expands 

	The Men of Mycenae 

	The Lion Banner 

	The Broken Oath 

	Blood at Milos 

	The Gathering Storm 

	The Great Fleet 

	Battle beneath the Red Sky 

	Fire from the Mountain 

	The Black Wave 

	The Last Voyage 


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

The Harbor of Bulls
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The sea smelled of salt, cedar resin, and fish oil as the fleet of Knossos emerged from the morning mist.

From the cliffs above the harbor, the great city of Knossos rose like something born from a dream. Red-painted columns gleamed beneath the dawn sun. White stone walls wound across the hillside in twisting layers of balconies, workshops, shrines, and storerooms. Frescoes of dolphins and leaping bulls shone brightly against plaster walls still damp from the cool night air.

Below, hundreds of laborers crowded the harbor.

Dock slaves hauled amphorae of wine from merchant hulls arriving from Egypt. Bronze-smiths shouted over the pounding of hammers. Sailmakers stretched dyed linen beneath wooden frames. Priests burned incense near small shrines overlooking the docks, whispering prayers to the Mistress of the Sea.

And dominating everything were the ships.

Long black war galleys lined the quays like resting predators.

Their bronze-tipped rams glimmered in the early light.

Their hulls carried painted eyes near the bow so the vessels might “see” across the waters. Oars rested neatly above the calm harbor surface while marines in leather skirts lounged on deck cleaning spears and curved blades.

As the lead galley entered the harbor mouth, horns sounded from the watchtower.

The fleet had returned.

Commander Talos stood at the prow of his ship, Sea Falcon, unmoving despite the cheers rising from the docks.

He was taller than most men aboard, broad across the shoulders, his dark hair tied behind his head with a leather cord faded by salt and sun. A bronze-scaled cuirass covered his chest, scarred from years at sea. His left forearm bore the pale mark of a blade wound suffered years earlier near Cyprus.

He barely noticed the cheering crowd.

His eyes remained fixed on the harbor itself.

Too many ships.

Too much trade.

Too much wealth.

That always drew wolves.

Beside him, his second-in-command, Rhesos, grinned as dock workers shouted their names.

“You look like a man returning from his own funeral,” Rhesos said.

Talos finally glanced toward him.

“We lost two ships.”

“We destroyed six pirate vessels.”

“And next season there will be ten more.”

Rhesos shrugged.

“The sea births thieves as quickly as fish.”

Talos said nothing.

The galley slid against the stone dock with practiced precision. Ropes flew. Dockhands secured the vessel while sailors began unloading cargo seized from raiders in the southern waters.

Talos stepped ashore.

Almost immediately a young palace messenger pushed through the crowd and bowed deeply.

“The Sea Throne summons you, Commander.”

“Now?”

“The king’s council waits.”

Talos frowned slightly.

He had expected at least one night of rest before another command dragged him back to sea.

“Very well.”

The messenger looked relieved.

No man liked keeping the rulers of Knossos waiting.

Especially not now.

Talos climbed the broad harbor road toward the palace heights while the city awakened around him.

Market stalls opened beneath striped cloth awnings. Potters arranged painted vessels showing octopuses and dolphins. Children chased one another between ox carts carrying grain from inland farms. Foreign merchants from Egypt and Canaan argued loudly over dock taxes while translators struggled to keep pace.

Knossos lived because of the sea.

Every stone in the city proved it.

Talos passed beneath the southern gate of the palace complex.

Guards wearing bronze helmets saluted him as he entered the maze-like corridors of the royal compound. Cool air drifted through open courtyards where painted lilies swayed on fresco walls. Sacred horns carved from white stone overlooked ceremonial staircases descending into shadowed chambers below.

The palace never felt entirely human to Talos.

It felt alive.

Watching.

Waiting.

A servant guided him toward the Hall of Double Axes.

As he approached, voices echoed beyond the chamber doors.

Arguments.

Political voices.

Never a good sign.

The doors opened.

Inside, nobles and naval officials stood gathered around a massive painted map of the Aegean Sea stretched across a cedar table. Oil lamps flickered against polished walls covered in blue dolphin frescoes.

At the far end sat the ruler of Knossos upon the Sea Throne.

King Minaron.

Silver bracelets circled both his wrists. His robe was dyed deep blue with crushed shellfish pigment worth more than gold. Age had narrowed his face, but his eyes remained sharp.

Beside him stood a woman Talos recognized immediately.

Ariadne.

Priestess, translator, advisor to the throne.

Dangerous.

Not because she carried weapons.

Because she understood men who did.

Her dark hair was braided with gold thread, and her calm expression revealed nothing as Talos entered the chamber.

“Commander Talos,” said the king. “You return sooner than expected.”

“The pirate fleet near Karpathos has been scattered.”

“Scattered,” one noble muttered. “Not destroyed.”

Talos ignored him.

“Their harbor was burned.”

“And yet attacks continue,” another advisor snapped. “Three merchant ships vanished this month alone.”

The king raised a hand, silencing the room.

Ariadne stepped forward.

“We have received reports from traders arriving from Cyprus,” she said calmly. “The raids are no longer isolated.”

Talos crossed his arms.

“How many ships?”

“We do not know.”

“That means many.”

Ariadne nodded slightly.

“There are rumors of an alliance.”

Murmurs spread across the chamber.

Pirates rarely united.

Fear made men unite.

Or gold.

The king leaned forward.

“Several island rulers now refuse tribute payments to Knossos.”

Talos stared at the painted map.

Cyclades islands.

Trade routes.

Strategic harbors.

Someone was testing them.

Slowly.

Carefully.

Like probing a shield wall for weakness.

“The sea is changing,” Ariadne said quietly.

Talos looked toward her.

For the first time, uncertainty touched her voice.

“Someone believes the rule of Knossos can end.”

Silence followed.

Outside the palace walls, the harbor bells rang across the city as another merchant fleet entered the port.

The sound echoed through the chamber like a warning.
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Chapter 2

Ships of Cedar and Bronze
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The shipyards of Knossos never slept.

Even before sunrise, fires burned beneath bronze furnaces while the sound of sawing, hammering, and shouted orders rolled across the eastern harbor like distant thunder. The scent of pine pitch and fresh-cut cedar filled the air so thickly that newcomers often coughed upon entering the yards.

To Dorian, it smelled like life itself.

He moved between the skeleton frames of unfinished ships carrying a wax tablet covered in charcoal measurements. Workers stepped aside as he passed, though many did so reluctantly.

Most of them still thought him too young.

At twenty-three, Dorian had become master assistant to the royal shipwrights faster than anyone in living memory. Older craftsmen resented him for it. Some openly mocked his strange ideas.

Longer hulls.

Lighter ribs.

Dual steering oars.

Madness, according to most.

But the sea was changing.

Dorian knew it.

He stopped beside the half-finished hull resting atop massive timber supports near the waterline.

Unlike the broad-bellied merchant vessels nearby, this ship looked lean and hungry.

Fast.

Its narrow shape curved like the spine of a hunting fish.

A voice sounded behind him.

“You’ve shortened the beam again.”

Dorian turned.

Master shipwright Theron approached slowly, leaning on a polished olivewood cane. Age had bent his back but not dulled his eyes.

“The wider hull drags in rough water,” Dorian replied.

“It also floats.”

Several nearby workers laughed quietly.

Dorian ignored them.

Theron circled the unfinished vessel.

“You’re building a racing craft, not a war galley.”

“I’m building a ship pirates cannot catch.”

Theron snorted.

“War is not won by speed alone.”

“No,” Dorian agreed. “It’s won by reaching the enemy first.”

The older man studied him silently.

Dorian returned to his measurements, pretending confidence he did not entirely feel.

In truth, he barely slept anymore.

Every week more damaged ships returned to Knossos.

More funerals.

More missing crews.

The old designs had protected Minoan waters for generations, but enemies adapted. Raiders struck quickly and vanished before heavier patrol ships could intercept them.

The sea routes were becoming dangerous.

And dangerous seas killed trade.

Trade was the blood of Crete.

Without it, the great palaces would starve.

Theron finally spoke again.

“You think like your father.”

Dorian’s hands froze.

For a moment, only the sound of waves against the docks filled the silence.

“My father died because our ships were too slow.”

Theron’s expression darkened.

“He died because pirates slit his throat.”

“He died because we failed to reach him in time.”

The old man sighed heavily.

Dorian’s father had commanded a grain escort near the southern routes three years earlier. Raiders from the eastern islands had ambushed the convoy during a storm.

Only one shattered ship returned.

The bodies never did.

Since then, Dorian had devoted himself to shipbuilding with near-obsessive intensity.

Not for glory.

For vengeance.

A harbor horn suddenly echoed across the bay.

Workers paused.

Another horn answered from the western cliffs.

Theron frowned.

“That’s the military signal.”

Dorian looked toward the sea.

Warships.

A dozen black-hulled patrol vessels were entering harbor in tight formation. Bronze rams gleamed beneath the rising sun.

At their center sailed the Sea Falcon.

Even from a distance, Dorian recognized it instantly.

Commander Talos had returned.

Murmurs spread through the shipyard.

“Another pirate battle.”

“They say he burned six ships.”

“My cousin serves under him.”

“They say the southern waters are cursed now.”

Dorian watched silently as the fleet docked.

Talos stood at the prow like a statue carved from dark stone.

The commander had become something close to legend throughout Crete. Sailors claimed he could read storms before clouds formed. Others whispered he had once fought three pirates alone aboard a burning ship.

Dorian did not care for legends.

But he respected survivors.

And Talos survived.

Which meant he understood what the sea was becoming.

Theron followed his gaze.

“You admire him.”

“I study him.”

“There’s a difference?”

“Yes.”

The older man chuckled softly.

“Young men always believe they’re different from the rest.”

Dorian crouched near the unfinished hull and ran his fingers along the cedar planking.

“This ship could outrun anything in the Aegean.”

“Perhaps.”

“It could protect entire convoys.”

“Perhaps.”

“It could change the navy.”

Theron tapped his cane against the dock.

“Or capsize in heavy seas and drown every man aboard.”

Dorian looked up sharply.

“You haven’t even seen the finished design.”

“I’ve built ships longer than you’ve been alive.”

“And the pirates have learned every weakness in those designs.”

The words came harsher than intended.

Nearby workers suddenly found great interest in their tools.

Theron’s face hardened.

For a long moment Dorian thought the old man might strike him with the cane.

Instead, the master shipwright stepped closer to the experimental hull.

He placed one weathered hand against the cedar frame.

“When I was your age,” he said quietly, “I believed every new design would save the world.”

Dorian remained silent.

Theron’s eyes drifted toward the harbor entrance.

“But the sea does not care about our cleverness.”

The old man walked away slowly.

“Finish your ship,” he muttered. “Then pray the gods approve of it.”

Dorian watched him disappear into the crowded shipyard.

Then he turned back toward the harbor.

Talos had already vanished into the palace district above the city.

The commander would soon learn what everyone else already sensed.

The balance of the sea was shifting.

And somewhere beyond the horizon, enemies were preparing for war.

Dorian looked down at the sleek warship frame before him.

Perhaps this vessel would become the future of Minoan power.

Or perhaps it would sink beneath the waves like every other dream men built against the sea.

Either way, history was coming.

And Crete would either master it—

or drown beneath it.
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