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Prologue – The Vision
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The sky cracked open like rotten fruit, and the stars bled fire. I saw the walls fall -ancient stone crumbling like old bread, the screams of mothers rising like smoke, the gods watching with blank, pitiless faces.

Troy burned.

I staggered from the temple, the taste of blood sharp in my mouth. In the courtyard, the priests chanted for omens, their voices thick with honeyed lies. They wanted good tidings. They wanted victories carved in the stars. I had seen the truth, and they would call it madness.

I ran to the square. Soldiers leaned against the great gates, laughing and dicing bones. Women hauled water, clucked at children, gossiped under olive trees. They did not see the death already thickening around them like mist.

“The horse!” I cried, raw and gasping. “The horse will be our grave!”

Heads turned. A few faces twisted into pity. More into disdain.

A boy, barely old enough for a sword, spat at my feet.

I tasted iron at the back of my throat. Anger. Despair. The old companions. I straightened, shaking with the force of my own visions, and I swore silently:

If you will not listen, then you will burn. And when you beg for salvation, it will not be my name you call.

The gods cursed me to see. They cursed you to be blind.

We will meet at the gates of death, and we will see who the fool is.

To those who are never believed,

and to those who speak the truth,

no matter the cost.

May your voices be heard,

even in the silence of the world.
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The Touch of The God
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I should not have been there.

The marble tiles of the temple floor were cold beneath my bare feet, the night air was sharp against my skin. I moved like a thief, though what I sought was not gold nor relics, but something far more dangerous- truth. Knowledge. A whisper of the divine.

Behind me, Troy slept in soft, oblivious silence, tucked beneath the velvet folds of midnight. But within me, something ancient stirred-restless, reaching. I had always felt it. The pull. The wanting. Even as a child, I had lingered too long at the altars, listened too intently to the wind’s murmur between columns, stared too long into the fire.

Others whispered that I was strange.

They were not wrong.

The torches lining the outer halls of the temple had long since burned out, and only the pale light of the moon guided me through the sacred interior. I paused just beyond the final threshold, where only the high priests and priestesses were permitted to tread. The sanctuary of Apollo. God of light, of prophecy, of plagues and poetry. His golden image stood at the far end of the hall-tall and radiant, carved from ivory and gold leaf, his hands outstretched as if to cradle the stars.

I stepped inside.

A sound like a sigh passed through the temple- or perhaps it was just the wind.

My heart pounded as I crossed the marble floor, each step echoing like a defiant drumbeat in the stillness. I did not know what I expected. A bolt of lightning. A voice booming from the heavens. A priest appearing from the shadows to drag me away in disgrace.

None came.

I approached the altar and dropped to my knees. The scent of old incense clung to the air-myrrh, laurel, cedarwood. I closed my eyes.

“Great Apollo,” I whispered, hands clasped so tightly my knuckles ached. “Hear me.”

Silence.

Then: a warmth. A sudden shift in the air, subtle at first, then unmistakable. The room brightened-though no torches had been lit, and no sun crept through the carved openings above. The golden statue seemed to breathe, its eyes shimmering as if awakening.

My breath caught. I did not dare rise. The scent of laurel intensified.

“You seek my favor,” a voice said-not aloud, not from the statue, but within and around me all at once.

I froze. Every hair on my skin lifted.

“You seek truth.”

“Yes,” I breathed.

“Why?”

Because I was born to a city drowning in lies.

Because every day I watched false smiles passed around the court like wine, saw omens ignored, and mothers weep and kings make decisions that would crack the spine of the world. Because I knew there was something else, something beneath the surface, and I would rip my hands raw digging for it if I had to.

But all I could say was: “Because I want to see.”

Silence stretched like a bowstring.

Then a warmth unfurled behind my eyes-not gentle, but consuming. A sudden rush of light, as if I had been staring into the sun. I cried out. Images came-disjointed, flickering, rapid, and strange: a wolf with golden eyes, a ship with black sails, a child bleeding in a garden of white lilies.

And then I was falling.

Falling through darkness.

Through time.
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WHEN I OPENED MY EYES, I was lying flat on the marble floor.

The temple was silent again. Still. No warmth, no flickering light, no voice.

Had I imagined it? Had I fallen asleep and dreamed the entire thing?

I sat up slowly. My hands trembled as I pressed them to my face.

And then, like a thread tugged from the tapestry of the world, I felt it: a new weight behind my thoughts. A vibration in the bones of the earth. Something had changed.

Something had awakened.
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THE NEXT MORNING, I said nothing to my mother.

She would have scolded me for wandering off again, for dirtying the hem of my gown. She already found me too strange, too distant, too much like my namesake. Cassandra. The one who sees.

But that day, I couldn’t stop watching people. I studied their faces at breakfast- the way Hector furrowed his brow over a letter, the way Paris flirted too easily with a visiting noblewoman, the way my father, Priam, laughed too loudly, his voice echoing hollow through the hall.

I felt like a stranger in my own skin. Or perhaps I was seeing things too clearly for the first time.
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THE VISIONS CAME SLOWLY, like smoke creeping beneath a door.

The first was small: I saw a goblet fall before it did.

I had been sitting in the courtyard when a servant passed with a tray. I blinked, and in my mind’s eye, saw the silver cup tumble to the stones and shatter. I reached out without thinking and caught it just before it slipped from the edge.

The servant gasped.

“How did you-”

I didn’t answer.
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AT NIGHT, THE DREAMS began.

I saw a woman with flame-red hair walking alone across a battlefield, her dress torn and blood on her hands. I saw my own reflection in water, but the water turned to wine, and the face changed, aged, weeping. I heard the sound of screams in the distance and the snap of ships’ sails in a wind I couldn’t feel.

When I woke, my mouth tasted of ash.

And still, I told no one.

What would I say? That the god had touched me? That I now saw pieces of the future in the corner of my eye? That I dreamt of burning skies and ships with lion-painted sails?

No one would believe me.

Not yet.
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ONE EVENING, I RETURNED to the temple.

I walked more boldly this time, though my heart still thudded like a drum in my chest. I stood before the altar once more, hands trembling.

“You gave me this sight,” I said aloud.

No answer.

I stared at the statue’s golden face.

“Why me?”

The temple remained still. Silent. Cold.

I gritted my teeth.

“You cannot give me a gift and then vanish,” I said, louder this time. “You cannot burn the truth into my bones and leave me here-alone.”

No reply. No light. No voice in the wind.

But I felt something move. A flicker behind my ribs, like a breath drawn in the dark.

He was listening.
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WHEN THE FIRST REAL vision came, it nearly broke me.

I was brushing my hair, seated at my chamber mirror, when the air changed. My reflection flickered once, twice- and then the world tilted. My vision narrowed to a tunnel of flame and light.

I saw the gates of Troy broken.

I saw men screaming.

I saw the great tower collapse.

I saw my brother Paris, bloodied and weeping.

I saw a woman with golden hair laughing through tears, her wrists wrapped in torn silks.

And I saw myself, kneeling before a stranger’s blade, whispering something I could not hear.

The vision snapped shut like a door slamming.

I gasped, the hairbrush clattering to the floor.

The room was whole again. Silent. Normal.

But I was not.
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I DID NOT SLEEP THAT night.

How could I? The fall of Troy had been laid before me-as clearly as if it had already happened. I knew it was true. I felt its truth. Every bone in my body hummed with it.

But I said nothing.

Not yet.

Because I understood
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