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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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Prologue
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Below everything that has a name — below the underworld, below the roots of Olympus, below the deepest foundations of the earth — there is a place.

It has a name, but the name is the same as the place, which makes it the only name in existence that is not a representation of a thing but the thing itself. Tartarus is what it is called. Tartarus is what it is.

It existed before the gods. It will exist after them. It is the substrate on which everything else is built, the depth that makes depth possible, the prior condition of all conditions.

This is its story, told from inside it, in the only honest register available: from the dark, from the deep, from the place that holds everything that has ever been sent to the bottom of the world.

This is the story of what it is to be the thing that everything else rests on.

It is not always a comfortable story.

It is, in its way, necessary.
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Chapter One: The Place That Has No Other Name
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Tartarus was not created. This is the first distinction, the one that matters most when trying to understand what the place was and what it did and what it ultimately meant. Olympus was created — assembled from the accumulated will of a new divine generation claiming a sky for their own. The underworld was created — organized by a god who needed a domain and who found, in the deep places of the earth, a kingdom that suited his particular temperament. Even the mortal world, in the sense of the living surface, had been organized by Gaia from the raw material of her own emergence.

Tartarus was not organized. It was not assembled. It preceded the organizing impulse entirely. It was the place that existed before place was even a category, the depth that existed before depth had a floor, the dark that existed before dark was understood as merely the absence of light.

He was also a deity, technically. He occupied that portion of the divine taxonomy the later gods found most uncomfortable to contemplate: the primordial category, the beings who predated the organizational structure Zeus's generation had imposed on the world, who had been present before there was a hierarchy to place them in, and who therefore occupied no clear position within that hierarchy except the most fundamental one, which was simply that they had been here first.

He found the technical categorization irrelevant. He was the deep. He was the place below the place below the place. He was what the underworld dreamed of when it dreamed of going deeper, what the earth felt in her most inaccessible interior as the heat that had no geological origin but was simply always there, prior to origin itself.

Existence, in the Tartarean mode, was different from existence as experienced by beings who existed in time and space and who required other beings to confirm their reality through interaction. Tartarus did not require confirmation. His existence was the precondition of confirmation — the substrate that made it possible for other things to exist at all, the deep context in which the world's shallower activities were nested.

He was aware of this. Not in the way thinking creatures are aware of things — not as a fact held in mind, considered and then set down and returned to. He was aware of it the way the deep ocean is aware of the surface: as an ongoing condition, a continuous knowing that required no effort because it was not knowing about something but knowing from within it.

The Titans had been sent to him. This was the first thing that had happened to Tartarus in the sense that something happening to you requires you to be altered by it. He had been what he was before the Titans arrived — the deep, the prior, the foundational dark — but the arrival of the Titans in their defeat and their chaining had added something to his quality that had not been there before, something closer to purpose than he was entirely comfortable with.

Purpose implied direction. Direction implied that the deep was for something, that it served a function in the cosmic arrangement Zeus's generation had imposed. Tartarus was not sure he consented to serving a function. But the Titans were in him, and they would remain in him, and there was nothing to be done about this that Tartarus himself could see any real point in doing.

He turned his attention downward instead — downward from the imprisoned Titans, downward from the Tartarean regions the dead knew about and feared, downward from everything that existed in any known or nameable sense — to the place that was most himself, the pre-existent depth, the infinite descent that had no floor. There he was quiet in the way only very old things are quiet. There he was simply himself.
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Chapter Two: The Titans in the Dark
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Cronus was the first among them, and the most present. This was the nature of the former ruler: he could not stop being the one who occupied the center of things, even when the center of things was the inside of the world's deepest prison. He had adapted. This was also his nature — the patience his mother Gaia had given him, the geological capacity to wait, extended now into the specific endurance required of an imprisoned being.

He did not rage against the chains in the way the stories later told. The stories needed him to rage, needed the imprisoned Titans to be a constant seething threat, because the stories needed stakes, and stakes required the possibility of change. The reality was quieter and stranger. Cronus waited with the patience of a being made from earth-deep material. He waited the way a seed waits in winter soil — not dormant, not unconscious, but present in a reduced mode that preserved the essential thing while the hostile conditions lasted around it.

Iapetus was different. Of all the imprisoned Titans, Iapetus was the one whose particular suffering Tartarus found most interesting, if interesting was even the right word for it. Iapetus was the Titan of mortality, the one whose nature was most concerned with the fact that living things die, and his imprisonment in the deepest place — a place of endings, of the permanent — sat against his nature in ways that produced a specific and ongoing anguish unlike anything the other Titans experienced.
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