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This novel is a work of fiction. While it draws upon historical figures, biblical accounts, archaeological sites, and religious traditions, elements such as Goliath’s sword, King David’s sarcophagus, and related artifacts are portrayed through imaginative interpretation.

No claim is made regarding the historical existence, discovery, or current location of such objects. Any descriptions, functions, or narratives involving them are fictionalized for the purpose of storytelling.

This work is not intended to assert historical, archaeological, or theological conclusions, but to explore themes of legacy, power, and the enduring impact of history through speculative fiction.
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Lion’s Blood

Chapter 1-4

The crown may pass through blood,

but the promise never dies.
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A New Beginning

The chapel was small, nestled at the end of a winding road in eastern Oslo, surrounded by an old growth forest of Scots pine. It was a humble structure, built not for show, but to endure—its hand-hewn cedar siding weathered to a soft silver-gray and its roof whispering of stories of the past.

A masterpiece of heavy, hand-split pine slats, each shingle once a creamy yellow white, its roof now darkened by decades of damp mountain rain. Green moss clung to the north-facing slope, marking the slow passage of time.

The rising sun struck the stained-glass windows, creating a kaleidoscope of color—scarlet, sapphire, gold—pouring across the altar in vibrant waves of light.

It was the perfect setting. A quiet, sun-drenched church filled with intimate rustic charm, the colorful light haloing the altar like divine illumination—perhaps a symbol of God’s blessing upon the couple

Julius stood in a dark suit, hands folded behind his back, studying the blend of colors as they shifted across the wood. It felt like a blessing—the unity of two lives.

He reached for the bride’s hand pulling Tresa Marston gently against his side. She wore a simple white dress and sandals; a tiny bundle nestled in a soft carrier against her chest. Julius’ heart ached. After everything they had endured. Losing Rand. He still couldn’t quite believe they had found their way here.

Julius pressed a kiss to the back of Tresa’s hand, then leaned to caress the baby’s dark curls, studying the dark lashes resting against chubby cheeks. Their daughter, Julie Miranda Marston Shepherd. Jules.

The priest lit two candles on the altar, his gaze lingering on the family before him. A gentle knowing smile touched his lips.

“Shall we begin,” he said, lifting a well-worn Bible. His voice was warm and steady, filling the church with a sense of peace and reverence.

Julius turned to Tresa taking both her hands in his.

“Tresa, I have spent my life preparing for the unknown,” Julius said, his voice firm but thick with emotion, “but the only thing I am certain of is my love for you. You are my safe harbor. I promise to protect your heart, defend our family,” Julius leaned down and kissed Jules cheek. “And give you the best of myself, just as you gave me strength when I needed it most.”

Tears shimmered in Tresa’s eyes.

“Julius, I promise to be your strength when you are weary and your light when the world feels dark. I am honored to stand by your side. I promise to fight for us, to be your rock in this new chapter of our lives, and to create a home filled with the peace we both deserve.”

The vows were short. Honest. Nothing borrowed from fairy tales. Just two people who had survived what most hadn’t, standing in the light because they had no interest in darkness anymore.

When the rings were placed, the baby stirred. Not a cry—just a breath. As if she approved.

Hand in hand, Julius and Tresa faced the priest.

“Forasmuch as Julius and Tresa have consented together in wedlock and have witnessed the same before God, I now pronounce you husband and wife. What God has joined together, let no one put asunder. You may kiss the bride.”
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Later, under soft afternoon sun, they stood by a headstone in the corner of a quiet cemetery overlooking a fjord.

Randall D. Marston

Honor is never wasted on the fallen.

Julius crouched to lay the flowers—white iris, Tresa’s choice—and adjusted the tiny stuffed bear beside the stone. As he stood looking down at Rand’s grave his throat tightened. Tears glistened, but he remained silent for a long, potent moment.

“Rand died for the truth,” Julius finally whispered. “And I almost let that truth get buried with him.”

Tresa stepped closer, slipping her hand into his.

“I think he knows,” she whispered.

A movement above caught Julius’s eye. A bird—white, long-legged, wings beating slow and steady—rose from the water and crossed the sky.

“A crane,” he said softly.

Tresa followed his gaze. “That supposed to mean something?”

“Spiritual guidance, maybe a heavenly messenger.” Julius exhaled. “I think...maybe Rand just gave our marriage his stamp of approval.”

Tresa leaned her head against her husband’s shoulder. “Then let’s not waste a moment of this second chance he gave us.”
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That night, as their daughter slept tucked safely between them, Julius’s satellite comm blinked to life. A secure, untraceable ping. One phrase:

THE SON OF THE SWORD. A MAN AFTER GOD’S OWN HEART IS BEING RESURRECTED.

Attachment:

An encrypted image. Grainy.

A sacred relic lay flat on an unhewn altar stone.

A massive sword.

The blade David had used to decapitate Goliath.

A humble tool of faith.
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Julius sat up slowly, his heart pounding.

It wasn’t over.

Not even close.
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The Third Day

Jerusalem Subfacility – Lower Level

He woke with a throbbing headache in a cold, dimly lit, sterile environment.

Disoriented, he stared up at a glass ceiling. Where was he? Only days ago he had graduated with a teaching degree in history.

Now he lay naked, suspended in a thick, gel-like substance inside a cylindrical cube.

Panic surged. He pressed his hand against the glass—and froze. His hands were different. Broader. The fingers longer, the joints heavier, the skin stretched over muscle that hadn’t been there before. Older-looking.

He had no memory of how he had gotten here. Only a hazy impression of a woman with blond hair.

The pressure in his skull intensified, and darkness folded back in on itself.

––––––––
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Dr. Evelyn Ross watched the subject with manic fascination,. Her pen scratching across a digital tablet.

Subject regained consciousness on schedule.

––––––––
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Two hours later.

They transferred the subject to a mobile surgical table, rolling him into a holding chamber. A technician—Daniel Weiss, junior neuro-biologist began to attach a combination of high-tech and standard, sterile medical tubing to maintain life support and facilitate the experiment

“Prepare the serum injection,” Dr. Ross ordered.

Daniel’s hands trembled. The glass tube nearly slipped from his grasp.

Dr. Ross’s expression hardened.

“Careful, you clumsy oath. That serum is irreplaceable. This is not merely a cloning—it’s a psycho-genetic bridge.”

She stepped inside and administered the dose.
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Not all at once. Not like they’d hoped.

But the subject was breathing.

Slowly awakening.

Tracking movement.

Responding to sound.

That was enough for Dr. Evelyn Voss.

She watched from behind the glass, hands tucked neatly into the pockets of her white lab coat. Her gaze fixed on the slow rise and fall of the subject’s chest, the twitch of his fingers, the faint hum of neural response scrolling across the monitors.

He was a miracle.

And he was hers now.

Footsteps echoed behind her, sharp and urgent against the polished floor.

Dr. Ezra Malick stormed into the control alcove, face pale with fury.

“You triggered the sequence,” he snapped. “Without clearance. Without me.”

Voss didn’t flinch.

“He was stable. You didn’t answer my page. I couldn’t wait, so I acted.”

“You hijacked Phase Two!”

She turned slowly.

“Phase Two was stalling. You were treating it like a relic. Something to pray over, not deploy. I optimized the program.”

Malick jabbed a finger at the biometric display.

“He’s not optimized. He’s unpredictable. And you’re playing with a construct we don’t fully understand. You have no idea what you’ve activated.”

Voss smiled faintly.

“Neither did David. Until the sword was in his hand.”

Malick’s face darkened. He stepped closer, his voice lowering in warning.

“This isn’t about history anymore. This is about containment. You’ve exposed us to global scrutiny.”

“No,” she said, her voice soft but surgical. “You exposed yourself to global scrutiny the moment you tied this project to a prophecy.”

On the other side of the glass, the subject sat upright in the chamber.

Unblinking.

Listening.

Remembering.

His name.

Nicholai.

Malick’s voice dropped. “If you override one more protocol—”

“You’ll what?” Voss asked, stepping closer. “Try to bury me in another sublevel project like Subject Zero? Good luck with that. Because unlike you, I don’t need scripture to justify science.”

A warning light blinked red across the console.

“You need me now,” Voss said. “And he,” she jerked a thumb toward the subject, “is awake.”
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