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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

[image: ]


He was older than breathing. Before there was anything to breathe him, before lungs or leaves or the first beating wing, there was the air — the deep atmosphere, the primal breath of the world, the invisible medium that would carry sound and scent and the seeds of everything yet to come.

This is his story, told from inside the moving air itself, in the only register air can truly speak: continuously, without rest, present in every breath ever drawn and every word ever spoken.

It is the story of wind and storm, of the gods who breathed him without needing to, of the long slow education in what it means to be the medium through which everything else becomes possible.

It is the story of the invisible thing that makes all visible things able to live.

It is, in the end, the story of what it means to give without ever being fully seen for the giving.
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Chapter One: The First Breath
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He was older than breathing. Aeros — the deep air, the fundamental atmosphere, the primal breath of the world — existed before there was anything to breathe him. He was the air before lungs, the atmosphere before life, the invisible medium that would later carry sound and scent and the seeds of everything yet to come into existence.

His emergence from Chaos was different from Gaia's. Gaia had emerged as solidity — the bounded, the specific, the thing with edges and weight and a single fixed location. Aeros had emerged as the opposite: the unbounded, the moving, the medium that defined itself not by having edges but by permeating everything that did have edges, by filling every available space without ever quite belonging to any single one of them.

He was aware of himself immediately, and this awareness was itself a kind of breath — the first inhalation, the first expansion, the first occupation of available space by something that was not simply the space itself but the quality of the space, the medium through which the space became navigable, breathable, alive with potential.

He moved. This was his fundamental activity, his most essential nature. Gaia did not move, or moved so slowly that the difference between her movement and her stillness was geological, measured in epochs rather than moments. Tartarus did not move at all, in any conventional sense. Even Chaos did not move in the way that smaller things move.

Aeros moved. He had been moving since his first moment of awareness, in the way air moves: not toward anything in particular, not away from anything in particular, but in the continuous circulation that is simply what air is when it is being fully and completely itself.

He moved over Gaia's new surface, finding the thermal gradients she provided — the warm rock and the cold rock and the difference between them that sets air into motion — and he circulated in the patterns those gradients imposed on him, learning his own nature through the encounter with hers.

The patterns were beautiful. He was aware of this directly, without the intermediary of thought in any conventional sense. The great convection cells that formed above Gaia's emerging mountains and seas were beautiful in the way patterns are beautiful: a repeated form, seen at sufficient scale, reveals itself to be not mere repetition but endless variation on a single underlying theme.

He carried warmth from the equatorial regions toward the poles. He carried cold from the poles back toward the equator. He was the mechanism of the world's climate, the moving engine that distributed the sun's energy across the surface with the relative evenness that made the surface, eventually, habitable for the living things that would come.

Habitable. The word held meaning for him even then, before there was anything yet to be habitable for. He knew, in the pre-knowing mode available to a being of his particular nature, that he was preparing something, that the circulation he performed continuously was the necessary precondition for what would eventually come to exist and depend entirely on him.

He was patient with this preparation, in his own restless way. He had always been patient, even while never once being still.

He was, after all, the breath of the world, and breath, properly understood, requires both motion and patience in equal measure — the patience to continue, breath after breath, without ever expecting any single breath to be the final or sufficient one.
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Chapter Two: What He Carries
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He carried voices before he carried words. The distinction mattered to him, in whatever way distinctions could matter to a being of his particular and diffuse nature. What he carried first were the sounds that preceded speech entirely: the crack of rock splitting in the deep cold, the rush of water finding its own level, the geological percussion of Gaia settling slowly into her permanent configurations across the long early ages.

He carried these sounds faithfully, without alteration in any deliberate sense, though the topography of his carrying inevitably shaped what eventually arrived at its destination. A sound made at the base of a mountain arrived at its summit changed — stretched and thinned by the altitude, carrying within it evidence of the considerable distance it had traveled to get there.

He became, without ever quite intending to, the world's first instrument of interpretation. Every sound he carried was changed by him in the carrying — not falsified, exactly, but inflected, the way a spoken sentence is inflected by the particular quality of the speaker's breath, by the specific resonance of the room in which it happens to be spoken. He was the room, in this sense. He was the breath.

Scent was different from sound, and he learned this difference slowly, across a considerable span of early existence. Scent was chemical — actual molecules of a thing moved bodily from one location to another, so that the scent of a predator reached its prey not merely as a signal about the predator's
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