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I. Ioakim is the pen name of an independent author whose work explores the myths, histories, and interior lives of ancient Greece. Writing in the tradition of literary mythology fiction, I. Ioakim reimagines the gods, Titans, and mortals of the ancient world as fully interior beings — conscious, suffering, and searching for meaning within the structures that define them.

The mythology series spans primordial deities, Olympian gods, heroes, and the women whose stories the ancient tradition consistently underrepresented. Each novel is written as a standalone work, entering a single consciousness and staying there long enough to understand what it costs to be that particular being in that particular world.

I. Ioakim's books are available through Amazon KDP and major digital retailers worldwide.
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Poseidon chose Atlantis because of the girl.

This is the sequence that matters: the girl came first, then the island, and everything that followed — the rings of land and sea, the golden temple, the empire, the drowning — followed from that original sequence rather than from any abstract divine ambition.

This is the story of what a god builds when he wants to be worthy of a mortal woman's modest request, and what happens to that building across the generations that inherit it without remembering why it was built at all.

It is a story about gifts, and about what gifts become once their original meaning has been forgotten by everyone except the one who gave them.

It ends, as the story has always ended. But it does not begin where the ending suggests it should.
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Chapter One: The Island That Was Given
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Poseidon chose Atlantis because of the girl. This was the sequence — the girl came first, then the island — and the sequence mattered considerably, because it meant Atlantis was never primarily a geopolitical ambition or a demonstration of raw divine power. It was, at its origin, a love gift. It was the thing a god makes when a mortal girl catches his attention in a particular way and he wants to create something genuinely worthy of her, using the only material truly available to him: the world itself.

Cleito lived on the central mountain of the island before the island was anything more than a rocky prominence rising from the vast Atlantic. She was remarkable in the way genuinely remarkable people are remarkable — in the specific combination of qualities that made her entirely herself, the quality of her attention, the quality of her unguarded laughter, the quality of her hands working steadily in the thin mountain soil.

Poseidon watched her from the sea for a considerable while before he ever came to her directly. This patience was unusual for him. He was, by his fundamental nature, a god of the ocean, and the ocean's characteristic quality was force rather than patience. But watching Cleito work her family's small plot of land had produced in him something he recognized, with some surprise, as genuinely new: the desire to be noticed by the thing he was noticing, before he made his own presence formally known to her.

When he finally came to her, he came up from the sea and across the plain and up the mountain in a form that was partly fully himself and partly the concession to visibility gods generally made when dealing directly with mortals who had no preparation for the full and overwhelming truth of divine presence.

She was not frightened by his approach. She looked at him with the expression of a person who has always carried the sense that the world was considerably larger than she had previously been shown.

"You are the sea," she said. "Part of it," he agreed. "What do you want from this mountain?" "Not from the mountain," he said. She understood this immediately and was quiet for a moment, assessing him with the same quality of attention she gave to her land and her animals — genuinely seeing him, not performing the social ritual of seeming to see.

"What will you give me?" she asked. Not coyly. Entirely practically. "What do you need?" he replied. She looked out from the mountain, across the plain and the sea beyond it. "I need this to be enough," she said. "This place. This life. I need it to be enough for children, when children eventually come."

"I will make it enough," he said. "I will make it more than enough." And then he had, with the single-minded generosity of a god who has decided to give everything he possesses, built Atlantis around her mountain, beginning that very day.
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Chapter Two: The Building
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He built from the outside inward. The outer ring of the island was sea — always sea, always entirely his domain. Then he built the rings of alternating sea and land, the concentric circles of canal and cultivation that would become Atlantis's distinctive and recognizable geography, the visible statement of what the island fundamentally was: a place where land and sea were held together in deliberate and careful relationship.

He cut the canals himself, with his own hands. The hands that could move the entire sea could move the rock that resisted the sea, and the act of cutting the rings was the act of a god making the physical world conform precisely to the geometry of his own affection.

Three rings of sea. Three rings of land. Cleito's original mountain sat at the center, surrounded by the innermost ring of water that made her home an island within an island, a private sanctuary nested inside a larger and more public creation.

The springs came naturally, almost as a surprise even to him. He had not specifically planned them. He had simply been working with his hands in the rock, and the rock had told him, the way rock tells experienced hands, exactly where the water wanted to come from.

Two springs emerged, one hot and one cold. They became the center of the island's daily life — the hot spring for bathing, the cold for drinking water and irrigation, together making the mountain genuinely habitable across every season rather than merely during the most favorable months.

He built the golden walls last of all. The temple he constructed with the considerable excess of a god who had been holding himself back and had finally decided to stop holding back entirely. Gold and silver and orichalcum, the mysterious third metal that was neither true gold nor ordinary bronze but something distinctly and specifically Atlantean.

The temple housed a great statue of himself in a chariot, which he had found, privately, slightly embarrassing. But Cleito had specifically wanted his image in the most central and honored place, and he had not been able to bring himself to decline her request.

He had looked at the completed statue for a long while when the temple was finally finished. "That is you," Cleito had said, standing beside him, looking upward at the considerable scale of it. "That is a version of me," he had said. "The version that stands perfectly still." She had laughed at this. "Stand still more often," she had said. "It is genuinely pleasant, having you stay in one place." He had tried, somewhat unsuccessfully, to explain that stillness was difficult for the sea by its very nature. She had not been particularly sympathetic to this explanation.
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