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Author's Note
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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. Probably because that is how 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.
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Previously in the “House of Atreus”
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The line of Atreus began its spiral downward, with cannibal vengeance. It never found solid ground again. Sons were devoured, brothers betrayed, even children were conceived as weapons designed to injure others. Each generation called its violence justice and crowned it as a necessity.

Agamemnon believed he would be different. He’d learned to rule justly from King Tyndareus of Sparta and he wanted to rule that way. But pride got in the way. He sacrificed his daughter for wind and war. Seemingly “victorious,” after sacrificing everything that was truly worthwhile in his life, he returned from Troy. He had his prophetess-concubine, Cassandra, at his side, and she spoke of the gods as broken machines. And, of course, Cassandra’s very existence infuriated his wife.

But Clytemnestra didn’t need to be infuriated by a rival to hate her husband. The woman who once loved him had been waiting ten years to murder him. She remembered the blood of her daughter and her infant son, by the King of Pisa, who had died many years in the past during Agamemnon’s rise to power. And, so, she murdered Agamemnon while he was naked, in his bath. She punctured his heart with the same blade he had used to slit his daughter’s throat.

After his death, Clytemnestra and his enemy, Aegisthus, now his wife’s lover, jointly ruled Mycenae. They told themselves they had rightfully ended Agamemnon’s tyranny. But they ruled the city-state through tyranny and fear. Agamemnon’s son, Orestes, fled Mycenae at the beginning of their reign. His sister, Electra, a female with no claim to the throne, remained. Beneath the palace, something older than Olympus was always listening and exerting its influence over the descendants of Tantalus.

Seven years passed. Aegisthus sent multiple assassins to kill young Orestes, but all their attempts failed. He grew to manhood, and became one of the best swordsmen in Greece, along with his best friend, Prince Pylades, in the Palace of King Strophius, Pylades’ father.

Electra, now pregnant, became a priestess of Hestia to escape the palace and those who constantly watched her. She continued to keep a vigil at her father’s tomb while the kingdom repeated the lie that he had died peacefully. Secretly married to Peisander, a man thought dead by Aegisthus, who had ordered his murder, she carried a secret heir, with a greater claim to the throne of Mycenae than Aegisthus and his son could ever have.

Electra believes that she can speak with Cassandra’s ghost. The ghost gave one more prophecy after death. Of the four little lambs, one must die. The little lambs included Electra’s unborn child, Aletes and Erigone (the innocent children of Clytemnestra and Aegisthus) and one more... the unborn child Clytemnestra carried in her womb. Cassandra said that vengeance would find it hard to distinguish between the four.

And deep beneath Mycenae, Electra uncovered the truth of her family’s violence. The curse of Tantalus was inside the Golden Fleece. It was not a divine relic. It was an artifact and mechanism first built during humanity’s so-called “Golden Age,” 50,000 years in the past. This artifact had been enhancing Atreide rage for generations, amplifying resentment, whispering inevitability, and disguising violence as righteousness. It fed on these emotions and by doing so, it remained operational. 

The fleece tempted Electra with the prospect of power. But she was the first of her line to refuse it. Instead, she sealed it away as best she could. Still, she knew it would someday call to Orestes and to others. Unknown to her, it already had.

Orestes returned from exile carrying a golden lamb pendant that was somehow constantly connected and controlled by the fleece. And the pendant was whispering to him of the glories of a blood-soaked future, urging him to travel to Mycenae, to avenge his father. He and his best friend, Prince Pylades, slipped into Mycenae in secret, quietly mapped its corridors, studied the guards and their rotations, and rehearsed the murders they had come to commit.

It was Apollo, not the fleece, who openly commanded Orestes to kill the guilty: his mother and Aegisthus. But he also said that the killing of children was a matter of human choice. The gods, Apollo explained, operated only according to the law, and knew nothing of mercy. By that twisted law, Aletes would be required to kill Orestes once he came of age. By that same law, he could be lawfully put to death as a child. Yet by exercising human mercy, Orestes had an equal right to spare him. So said Apollo.

In response, Orestes prayed for certainty. Instead, he found doubt. In dreams, a quiet librarian in an endless archive questioned whether vengeance could ever equal justice. He suggested that some crimes were too vast for one blade to balance, and that breaking the cycle of violence requires more courage than fulfilling it. But Orestes was not yet ready to stop.

Electra begged her brother to spare the innocent. Pylades swore he would not raise his sword against the children. Orestes promised only that he would try.

Inside the palace, fear ripened. Clytemnestra remembered Iphigenia’s last breath. Aegisthus fortified the walls, and his daughter, Erigone, spoke of a sad, angry man who was coming to kill them all. The enslaved Trojan women, former queens, noblewomen and mothers chose a different path. If blood came, they said, they would teach the children mercy. They would plant something gentle in soil long salted by grief.

Electra gave birth in secret to a son she named Soter, which means Savior in ancient Greek. She sent him away from the palace, to a place she thought would be beyond the reach of the ancestral rage of the fleece, in a shepherd’s cradle. But as she lay exhausted in the temple, word arrived: Aletes and Erigone had vanished again, this time in earnest.

The heirs of Aegisthus were missing. Orestes was within the city. The Golden Fleece waited beneath the stone. Four lambs as the prophecy foretold, one of whom would die, but more would surely die if Electra didn’t stay to see things through to the bitter end..

As we left the story, Mycenae stood on a precipice. Any misstep could result in everything falling into chaos.
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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
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Mad King Returns
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A day after the secret birth of Electra's child and three days before the two children went missing, the palace of Mycenae hummed with its usual rhythm. Servants ran through corridors, completing chores. The kitchen filled with the scent of roasted lamb and honey cakes, and the tables in the dining halls were being set for the evening meal.

The marble floors of Mycenae's great hall had witnessed three hundred years of murder, betrayal, and broken promises. King Aegisthus stood before the massive Lion Gate tapestry, his fingers tracing the golden threads that depicted his grandfather Pelops' ancient triumph. Seven winters he had worn the crown, always looking over his shoulder, waiting for the gods to collect their debt.

Behind him, servants whispered urgent rumors. And nightmares were feeling like prophecies.

"My lord." Captain Melanthios entered the hall, his bronze armor catching and reflecting the torchlight. "The guards at the eastern gate report yet another disturbance. It’s a visitor. But this one's different."

Aegisthus didn't turn. His fingers found the frayed edge of the tapestry where his nervous hands had picked at the golden lamb. Ever since his spies reported that Orestes had left Phocis and was on the road to Mycenae, he’d been picking at it.

"Different? How?"

"He knew some old passwords." They’ve been changed, but he knew the old ones. And, he walked up to the walls like he'd built them himself." Melanthios paused. "He bears the scar, my lord. The crescent moon on his shoulder."

The threads beneath Aegisthus' fingers went cold.

Every member of the cursed family knew that scar, which had been cut by Atreus' sword. That blade had cut deep into the shoulder of his brother, Thyestes, when brotherly love had turned to hate. Aegisthus knew, from that, who had arrived.

"Where is he?"

"In the courtyard. He won't leave. He keeps calling for his sons." Melanthios' voice dropped. "Names I haven't heard spoken in this palace for twenty years."

Twenty-seven years ago Agamemnon had taken back the throne which had once been the property of his father, Atreus, but which had been seized by Aegisthus and his father, Thyestes. It was now about thirty-eight years since King Atreus served his nephews' flesh to Thyestes and laughed about it. Contrary to what Cilissa believed, Aegisthus did know the truth about his own conception. His father, Thyestes, had told him a sanitized version about the rape of his mother, Pelopia. He had confessed that the Pythia, supposedly Apollo’s prophetess, had told him that only a son born of such a rape could destroy Atreus. But what he failed to tell his son was that he, Thyestes, was his own daughter’s rapist.

"Bring him to the small receiving chamber," Aegisthus said finally. "Post guards, but show respect. And Melanthios."

"My lord?"

"Tell no one. Especially not the queen..."

"If this is truly Thyestes..."

"Then Tantalus' hunger has found us again," Aegisthus said bitterly.

He thought of his ancestor's eternal punishment. The fruit that withdrew from grasping fingers. The water that receded from Tantalus' thirsting lips. A man suspended by the gods between life and death. Never allowed to die. Never allowed to know peace because of the sacrilege he had committed by seeking to serve the flesh of his own son to the gods.

The receiving chamber's frescoes showed shepherds and sheep, children playing beneath olive trees heavy with fruit. Peaceful scenes, painted on walls that had never known any peace. Now even the olives seemed to mock him. Their branches were too perfect even as everything was crumbling around him.

When Aegisthus saw his father, Thyestes, the man was crouched in the corner like a wild animal. His frame, once muscular and powerful enough to wrestle a kingdom from his brother, had withered to bird bones and pale skin. Gray tangles fell where beautiful hair had once drawn the attention of queens. But those pale Pelops-blue eyes still burned with terrible clarity beneath the madness.

"You came." The voice was raspy, sounding a bit like rust and breaking glass. "I called for you in the dark places, and you came." He tilted his head, studying Aegisthus like a curious bird. "But you're wrong. Too tall. Too old. When did my son stop being a boy?"

Aegisthus approached slowly, as if he were approaching a sacred serpent.

"Seven winters ago, father. When Agamemnon learned what hospitality truly costs."

"Agamemnon." Thyestes tasted the name like poison, then suddenly lurched forward, gripping the edge of a painted table on the wall. "Where is my brother's son? I would discuss proper guest-rites with him. The etiquette of serving meat to hungry men."

"He’s dead, father. Seven years now. I helped kill him."

Thyestes' eyes shifted. Joy, grief, rage, relief, all flickering, one after another, in those same insane eyes, like flames flickering in the wind.

"Dead?" He laughed. "Good! Then, finally, my boys can come home." He spun toward the painted walls, voice rising. "Tantalus! Pleisthenes! Your uncle's gone! You can stop hiding now!"

A chill ran up Aegisthus' spine.

"Father, my brothers are dead. They all died thirty-eight years ago. You know that."

"Dead?" Thyestes had a confused look on his face.

He moved closer, and Aegisthus saw now that his father's fingernails were cracked and black, as if he'd been clawing at something that caused them to bleed underneath.

"How can they be dead?" Thyestes asked, "I see them every morning? They play in these very halls." His voice dropped to a whisper. "That little girl has Pleisthenes' eyes. And the boy runs exactly like Tantalus. They are just hiding. All elbows and knees and pure joy."

The words struck like lightning. The children had never officially met their grandfather. He shouldn’t have known that much about them. Unless the old man had managed to secretly slip into the palace gardens...

"What did you say?"

"I see them." Thyestes' smile showed too many teeth. "My sons. You've hidden them well, kept them young looking, all these years. Your mage is powerful. His magic is impressive. And calling them by those false names. Aletes. Erigone. What a stroke of genius!" He reached toward Aegisthus with those ruined hands. "But I know my children. We will be a family again."

"No." Aegisthus backed away, horror rising in his throat. "They are not your sons. They are my children. My son and daughter. Mine and Clytemnestra's. They're not ghosts. They’re just children..."

"Clytemnestra?" Thyestes spat the name. "Spartan witch! She understands nothing. Those are my boys, returned as reward for thirty-eight years of wandering! I know it!" 

His eyes gleamed with fervent certainty. 

"The gods wouldn't be cruel enough to take them twice..."

"The gods have been nothing but cruel." Aegisthus heard the exhaustion in his own voice. "Look at us, father. Look what we've become."

For a heartbeat, clarity flickered in Thyestes’ eyes. He became lucid for a moment, and in that moment he saw his son. Wearing expensive robes and the golden torque of kingship.

"Your crown doesn't fit, you know..." He said, after staring but saying nothing, for a short time.

"It may not fit exactly, but I earned it, by killing Agamemnon. A penalty for his crimes. Crimes that included even the murder of his own daughter!”

"And yet you look like a man watching his own grave being dug." Thyestes stepped closer, and suddenly he did not seem insane at all. His voice gained terrible strength. "I know that expression, boy. I wore it in the days before Atreus destroyed everything I loved. You've felt it. Fate's breath on your neck. Haven’t you?"

The observation and question cut deeper than any blade could have. Aegisthus had told no one about the dreams. The bronze blades gleaming in the sun. Shadows that had such familiar faces. Children crying in corridors that stretched into forever.

"It's nothing. Just irrational fears."

"Just fear?" Thyestes' laugh held bitter wisdom. "In our family, there are no ‘just irrational fears.’ Fear is prophecy. Fears must be taken seriously. What did you see in the dark hours?"

Aegisthus closed his eyes and surrendered to the vision that had plagued him for months.

"I saw a young man with Agamemnon's face. In my dreams, he comes for all of us. Me, Clytemnestra, and even the children." His voice cracked. "I wake up tasting blood. My own. Knowing that somewhere, vengeance has already begun its journey home."

"Orestes..." Thyestes said slowly, 

"Yes,” Aegisthus replied, “But, it’s crazy. Even if he lives, how could he dare return? I control the army of Mycenae. It’s nothing but an irrational fear."

"You are wrong, my son," Thyestes insisted, "Blood calls to blood against all odds. It is as it always was. Our family tree was planted in cursed ground, watered with tears." Thyestes gripped his son's arm. "You feel it, don't you? Time runs short. Every sunrise is bought with borrowed breath. You must act quickly!"

"Yes." Aegisthus immediately admitted in a whisper, as if he were simply waiting for the excuse, "Enemies are everywhere. Hidden. Ready to spring. When I look at the horizon, I can see my doom walking toward me."

"Then act." Madness sharpened to deadly purpose in Thyestes' eyes. "The children. Send them away tonight. I know caves in Arcadia where even the Furies would fear to tread, islands beyond the Pillars of Heracles, where forgotten things grow strong. They could live as orphans, never knowing the curse that affects us."

"I won't poison their innocence with fear."

"Then you’ll bury them with pride."

From somewhere deep in the palace came the sound Aegisthus treasured most. His children's laughter. Bright as silver bells, untouched by the darkness surrounding them. 

"That laugh," Thyestes whispered, and for another moment he sounded almost sane.

"Erigone. Teaching her brother to juggle honey cakes." Aegisthus' voice softened despite everything. "They'll be sticky-fingered and golden-haired, and Clytemnestra will scold them gently while Cilissa cleans up the mess."

Footsteps echoed in the corridor, followed by the voice that had taught Aegisthus what peace might sound like.

"Aegisthus? The children are demanding your attendance. Aletes finally managed to eat three honey cakes at once, and you know how proud he gets."

The two men looked at each other. Father and son, both marked by the same ancient curse, both desperate to protect what remained.

"My love," Aegisthus called. "I'll be there soon. Just finishing with our guest."

"Don't be long." Her reply held familiar warmth. "Erigone has honey in her hair again, and apparently only you have the magic for getting it out."

Her footsteps began to fade. When silence returned, Thyestes spoke again.

"She doesn't feel the storm gathering, does she?"

"She only believes in what she can touch. Practical things."

"And you?"

Aegisthus looked toward the painted olive branches, their perfection somehow more heartbreaking than any ruin.

"I believe that somewhere under these same stars, justice sharpens its blade. It knows my name. My crimes. And exactly where to find me. And I think it will find me."

"Then choose." Thyestes' madness had burned away, leaving only exhausted clarity. "Send them away tonight, or watch them die at your side."

They could still hear the laughter as it echoed again through the halls. More precious than all the gold of Mycenae. But more fragile than morning mist. Aegisthus thought of Erigone's trust when she looked at him. Aletes' pride in small accomplishments. How they both ran to embrace him when he returned from even the shortest journey. He thought of Clytemnestra beside him in the dark, her breathing steady and sure, and belief he had had, even if for a very short time, they had finally found peace.

Then, he thought of the dreams. The bronze blade. The Furies' wings that cast shadows across marble floors slick with blood.

"No." The word came out stronger than he expected. "I won't send them away. I won't make them orphans to save them from my fears of a fate that may never come."

"Then you might as well kill them yourself."

"Perhaps," Aegisthus met his father's eyes, “Or perhaps I choose to believe that love and seven years of peace count for something. That our family's curse can end if we refuse to feed it with more fear, more running, more children growing up alone and angry." He straightened, and for a moment he really looked the part of a king. "If Orestes comes, and he manages to get through my guards, I'll face him. Bronze against bronze. King against would-be king. And my children will know their father didn't abandon them when the darkness threatened."

Thyestes studied him for a long moment, then smiled, and nodded slowly.

"Ha! You sound like me. A fool just like I was. Before the feast. Before I learned that love isn't enough." He turned toward the door, moving like a man made of cobwebs and old grief. "I'll sleep in the stables. Can't bear these walls anymore. The stone holds too many memories."

"Father..."

"No!" Thyestes paused at the threshold, "You've made your choice. Now live with it. Or die with it." He looked back one last time. "But when the blade comes, boy, and it will, remember that I showed you the way out. That for once, a man of our cursed family tried to preserve life rather than destroy it."

He shuffled into the corridor, continuing to mutter names that had been dead for thirty-eight years.

Then Aegisthus stood alone in the painted chamber. Outside, his children's laughter had faded. The palace was settling into the evening quiet. Somewhere in the kitchens, servants would be cleaning honey from tables. In the royal chambers, Clytemnestra would be brushing tangles from Erigone's hair.

Normal things. Beautiful things. Things worth fighting for. He pressed his palm against the wall, feeling the coolness of painted stone.

"Let him come..." he whispered to the peaceful frescoes, to the painted peaceful sheep that would never know wolves, and to the children pictured in them, who would never grow old. "Let Orestes come with Apollo’s so-called justice. I've built something worth defending!"

But even as he spoke, in the depths of his mind he couldn't help but wonder if his father was right. If choosing to stay was courage or simply another way the curse would ensure that its victims could never escape.

Meanwhile, in the stables, his father was very busy talking to ghosts. And in the hills surrounding Mycenae, if his spies spoke true, vengeance was approaching. Yet, inside their nursery, two children would sleep the night away peacefully, unaware of any of it.
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The olive grove outside Mycenae held two determined men. Orestes crouched behind a fallen tree trunk, his golden pendant warm against his chest. Above him, on the ridge, Pylades kept watch. His friend descended, his footsteps measured and careful. Face grim in the twilight. 

"The patrols are doubled. Captain Melanthios has the walls locked down tight. They seem to be expecting something to happen."

"Maybe," Orestes stood, brushing dirt from his knees. "But we won't come tonight. And, when we do come, no one will expect us to arrive at the walls of Mycenae seeking hospitality."

"Are you really serious about that? You mean to invoke xenia?"

"It's the only way through their defenses. Two armed men approaching the walls would be killed on sight. But two messengers from your father, King Strophius, claiming guest-friendship under Zeus..." Orestes met his friend's eyes. "That's a different story. Even Aegisthus cannot refuse without invoking divine wrath."

"You think his spies don't know we're on our way?" Pylades asked.

"Maybe, but who's to say that Orestes didn't die on the road?"

"You're dead? That's your plan?" Pylades asked skeptically. "To make them believe we died on the road?"

"No. Not we. You play yourself. Only I’m dead. I play someone else. A messenger from your father. You come, with your trusty assistant, grief-stricken at losing your best friend, me, but carrying a message of my death to my mother."

Pylades said nothing for a moment. Then, finally, he shook his head and






































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
“A:B.G GOODMAN

HOUSE OF ATREUS - BOOK FOUR





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





