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Chapter 1: Prophecy
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❖

“You can’t just enter the palace to speak to the princess whenever you want,” a guard bellowed to the young woman at the gates.

“It’s precisely because she’s the princess that I have to speak with her,” the young woman requested. She wore a dark blue peplos and carried a golden rod. “My name is Tyresia and I have a prophecy for Princess Odyssea.”

“All right,” the guard muttered. “But give me your rod. Follow me.”

Tyresia handed him the rod and followed the guard through the gates and into the courtyard of the palace.

Odyssea was sparring with her younger sister, their swords clashing against one another’s. The older young woman was skilled with the sword and had dark wavy brown hair and blue eyes. She was seventeen, almost ready to take the crown after her father Telemachus. 

One thing irked her, though. Her father hinted he was arranging her marriage but hadn’t yet told her who the groom would be. 

Odyssea saw the guard enter the courtyard and ended the sparring match, sending her 12 year-old sister back to the palace. She noticed the unfamiliar young woman coming her way.

“Sorry, Your Highness,” the guard said. “But this girl insisted she had to see you. Calls herself a seer.”

“Thank you,” Odyssea said. 

“I am Tyresia,” the young woman said, “and it’s true, I am a seer. For I have come with a prophecy.”

Odyssea indicated for her to sit at the stone table in the garden and asked for food to be brought. 

“How do I know that you are a seer?” Odyssea asked.

Tyresia smiled. “I’ve brought a gift from Atheno. This is an eye pendant, an extremely rare and powerful magical artifact. It will protect you in the challenging times ahead. Please take it with you and don’t show it to anyone lest they steal it.”

She passed a pouch to Odyssea, who opened it and inspected the item. It was a gold eye pendant with red coloring around the iris.

“Thank you, Tyresia,” she said. “I will guard it carefully.”

“This prophecy is for you, Honored Odyssea,” Tyresia said. “A future enemy is rising and Ithaca will be attacked. The war will last for several years and numerous people will be killed, until Ithaca will be conquered by the enemy and will cease to exist.”

Odyssea gasped.

“The only way to stop this from happening is for you to go on a quest,” Tyresia continued. “You need to travel to various lands and gather five allies, especially the children of the Gods. If you do so, your allies will come to your aid at a future day when the enemy strikes, and Ithaca will prevail against them and be preserved.”

“Your words distress me,” Odyssea said after a moment. “But I thank you for the warning. I will prepare at once. My kingdom will not fall into enemy hands.”

“Atheno favors you and will guide you during your journey,” Tyresia said. “Be sure to call on him when you need assistance. The eye pendant will help you arrive where you want to go and become what you wish to be.”

“Thank you,” Odyssea said. “Won’t you stay awhile at the palace?”

“I’ve delivered my message and am needed somewhere else.” Tyresia stood up to go. “I thank you for your kindness and hospitality but I must take my leave.”

Odyssea walked Tyresia to the door and equipped her with provisions and supplies.

Soon after, Odyssea invited the most skilled warriors to join her crew on their journey. She didn’t delay, but got the food and supplies ready for the voyage, including armor and weapons. Her best friends Eurylocha and Polita were among the crew of twenty-five young women. 

A few short weeks later, they set off on their voyage, calling on Atheno to guide them.​
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Chapter 2: Lotus
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❖

The first place they sailed to was an island across the sea from Ithaca.

“Welcome to our village,” a kind man said, welcoming Odyssea’s crew after they alighted from their boat.

“Thank you for receiving us,” Odyssea said. “We are looking for allies, the children of the Gods, if you know where we might find them.”

“I don’t really know where they could be,” the man said. “But please come to the festival. There will be plenty of food from our lotus trees, and we can dance and party the night away. The festival is held next to the oldest and largest lotus tree on the island.”

“What a coincidence that we arrived right on the day of one of your festivals,” Eurylocha said.

“We have festivals every day,” the man said. “Follow me and I’ll take you to a place you can rest.”

“Let’s be wary,” Polita said. “They hold festivals every single day? Something’s not right here.” 

That evening, Odyssea spoke at length with the leaders of the village.

“I was wondering if you’d like to become allies with my kingdom,” she said. “We can help one another in times of need. Can we count on you to come to our aid if we need you?”

“Go where?” the chief leaders said. “This island is the only thing we know. We don’t care about any other place. This land is a paradise and we invite you and your companions to stay and live with us.”

“Thank you for the offer, but we must be going on our way in a few days,” Odyssea said.

“Here, have some lotus fruit.” A leader offered her some white fruit from a platter. Odyssea took a bite of the lotus.

“It’s very tasty,” she said. “I’ve never eaten this kind of fruit before.”

“It’s a fruit of agreement,” the leader said. “Everyone on the island agrees that it tastes excellent. We pretty much eat it every day. A lotus a day keeps the physician away, as the saying goes.”

A young man with golden hair came over. “Hello, I’m Chrysanthos. Would you care to dance?” he asked her. Odyssea nodded and followed him to the designated dancing area, which was right next to the tree.

“This is the great lotus tree,” Chrysanthos said. “It takes care of us and keeps us happy.”

“How long have you lived on this island?” Odyssea asked. “Or did you grow up here?”

“I’ve been here as long as I can remember.” Chrysanthos smiled. “My whole life, perhaps.”

They joined hands and swayed to the music. Odyssea was trained in combat but not so much in dancing.

“You’re really good at this,” she said.

“Of course! I dance every day!” Chrysanthos said, spinning her around.

Odyssea added some combat-style moves to her dancing, since that’s what she knew best.

When they were tired, they sat down by the tree.

“I think I’m getting a headache,” Odyssea said. “Maybe I need more food.” She started to get up.

“Wait, I’ll get you something.” Chrysanthos reached up and plucked a fruit from the lotus tree.

Odyssea ate it and began to feel sleepy. She leaned against Chrysanthos’ shoulder and closed her eyes.

Eurylocha found her a while later and took her to the crew’s tents.

“I don’t think we’re going to find any allies here,” Eurylocha said. “Everyone we talk to seems to not know of any other place than this.”

“Yeah, and I’m getting the feeling that people here are not very intelligent. Their education seems severely lacking, since they don’t recognize any place I show them on the maps,” said Polita.

The next morning, Eurylocha and Polita noticed that Odyssea was missing from the tent they shared. They searched and found her eating breakfast with the young man she’d danced with the night before, and his family.

“Odyssea, what in the world are you doing?” Eurylocha raised an eyebrow. “We were searching for you and you didn’t tell us where you went. This place is bizarre and we must stick together. We need to go. ”

“Go where?” Odyssea asked, a blank look in her eyes. “I’m just enjoying breakfast with this family. We’ve been discussing possible marriage plans. I wish to stay here, get married, and live here with this wonderful family.”

“You can do whatever you want after we finish our quest,” Polita said firmly. “We’ve only just started and you’re ready to give up already?”

“Give up what?” Odyssea asked, confused.

Eurylocha took her by the arms and dragged her out of the home.

“What is wrong with you?! Don’t you remember the Prophecy? This is the whole reason why you gathered a crew together! We need to find five allies and then we can return to Ithaca.”

“What prophecy?” Odyssea shook her head. “I don’t know what you’re talking about!”

“Tie her,” Eurylocha ordered the crew. Despite her protests, they tied Odyssea’s wrists together and dragged her to the boat.

Once they set sail, they untied her. After the lotus fruit had worn off from her system, Odyssea remembered her original quest and was able to take command of the ship once more.

“Where to next?” she asked her navigator, Polita, who was poring over the map.

“I say we head north to this peninsula. I believe a child of the Gods lives around there somewhere,” she pointed.

“We failed with the Lotus eaters, but I’m sure we’ll be successful at finding an ally there,” Odyssea said.

“Yeah, better than you going all lotus-crazy and proposing marriage to that lotus eater!” Eurylocha snickered.

Odyssea’s face reddened and she shouted at her crew to get back to work and sail the ship.​
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Chapter 3: Circes
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❖

"The crew won’t last much longer, Odyssea,” Eurylocha commented. “We must find food and replenish our supplies. Otherwise we’re all going to faint from hunger and possibly die out here.”

“We’re almost at the island,” Odyssea said. “It will save us from starvation. We can hunt game and build a fire.”

“But we don’t know who or what lives there,” Polita said. “It could be overrun by cannibals, for all we know.”

“If we remain on our boat any longer, we will die,” Odyssea said. “At least we have a chance with the island, unknown as it may be. Whatever comes, let’s face it with courage.”

The crew docked their boat and stepped ashore.

The island was covered by a forest, so the crew figured there would be plenty of wild animals to hunt for food. Odyssea took a small team with their bows and arrows and they scouted the island. 

“There is a trail of smoke rising in that direction!” Eurylocha said. The crew headed towards the smoke and soon came upon a large house made of white, polished stone, with a golden gate stretching around it.

“Look! There are animals guarding the gate!” Polita said. Sure enough, there were wolves and lions sitting like sentries in front of the gate.

The crew wondered who lived in such a magnificent place on a solitary island. Perhaps it was a child of the gods? 

“There’s something strange about those animals. They don’t seem wild,” Polita said. When the animals spotted Odyssea and her crew, they rushed over to them. The crew barely had time to run or draw their bows and arrows. But they didn’t need to. The animals surrounded them in a friendly manner and set to licking their faces and arms. 

Then Odyssea heard the singing. It surely was a child of the gods, the tuneful voice reaching her ears through the open window. 

The singing stopped and a young man came out to meet them.

“Welcome, travelers,” the young man said. He was elegant and handsome, with gold-yellow hair and eyes as clear as the shore. His stylish chiton was of the palest blue and a gold sash was tied around his waist.

“My name is Circes, and I welcome you to my island. Do you have any others with you? Please call them and bid them come to the feast I am holding in your honor!”

“There is something strange about all of this,” Eurylocha said. “It’s almost like he was expecting us.”

“I agree his invitation is a bit strange,” Odyssea said. “I don’t know if we can trust him, so let’s be on guard.”

They sent a young woman back to the ship to call the others, and soon they were all gathered at the gates.

They were afraid when they saw the wild animals come to lick them but soon realized the animals were friendly.

“They’re extremely sociable,” Circes said. “They just want to play with you. You may pet them as much as you wish. They love visitors!”

Circes unlatched the gates and invited the young women into the stone house. The house was exceptionally large, with a beautiful hall and a long table set with gold and silver bowls and plates. 

Four servant boys mingled about, setting out the feast. The young women were famished and gawked at the food that was being set out. There were platters of soft bread and numerous types of cheese. The servant boys filled their goblets with wine and offered honey to complement the bread.

The crew members had hung their weapons near the entryway, but Odyssea had kept her sword sheathed at her side.

Odyssea remembered all too well what had happened on the island of the lotus tree. She had let down her guard because the people were so friendly, and then the fruit had made her forget her quest. Her face reddened with shame when she thought about it, how Eurylocha had her tied up and forced to the ship, along with half of the crew who had also eaten the lotus fruit. And so Odyssea had decided she wouldn’t be caught unawares again.

She didn’t quite trust Circes, so she refrained from eating, despite being ravenous. Eurylocha tried to be cautious, but at last she couldn’t resist the delicious aroma of the food in front of her.

Odyssea sneaked a glance at Circes and noticed he was watching them closely, as if waiting for something to occur. He seemed friendly enough, smiling and joking with her crew members, but Odyssea believed he had a subtle motive. She wondered if her suspicions were reasonable and was tempted to order her crew to cease eating. But looking around at the ragged crew made her pause.

After the hour had passed and everyone was stuffed, Circes stood from his chair and raised a golden rod. It glittered like sunlight and Odyssea wondered if Circes was related to the sun gods.

“Trill, tweet, and twitter, I command thee to sprout feathers and fly!” he chanted.

Instantly, the young women began to chirp like birds and feathers grew over their arms, which turned into wings. Their forms shrunk until they were the size of sparrows.

Startled, Odyssea dove underneath the table, hoping Circes hadn’t noticed her.

She watched as the strange boy, Circes, used a net to capture the birds and then stuffed them in a large cage, which he hung outside the kitchen window. Her poor crew members chirped madly, flying this way and that, searching unsuccessfully for a way out.

“Now you will be like me,” Circes said to the sparrows. “Just as I am exiled alone on an island, unable to go anywhere or meet anyone, now you can experience my plight. You may gaze at the sky and the forest and feel the sweet breeze and smell the fragrant flowers, but you’ll be unable to join it, since you will be trapped in this cage.”

Odyssea wondered at Circes’ powers. He had used magic food and drink that turned people into birds. Could she fight him or would he overpower her with magic?

As Circes walked past the table, Odyssea snatched his ankle and tripped him. He let out a surprised cry as he crashed to the ground. Now that he was down, Odyssea leaped over him, pinning him to the floor. Circes had fallen on his stomach, so Odyssea twisted his arm behind his back and unsheathed her sword. Circes yelled out in pain and tried to break free. But Odyssea planted the blade against his neck.
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