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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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Delos was moving when his mother arrived, an island with no fixed place in the sea, drifting wherever the currents chose to carry it.

This is the story of the god born on that wandering island — the god of light and music and prophecy and healing, who would spend his long existence learning that none of his considerable gifts came without a corresponding cost.

It is the story of arrows and lyres, of oracles and the mortals who loved them, of a god who understood truth completely and still watched, again and again, as that truth failed to save the people he most wanted to protect.

It is the story of what it costs to be clarity itself in a world that does not always want to be seen clearly.

It is, in the end, a story about light — what it illuminates, what it cannot reach, and what it costs the one who carries it.
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Chapter One: The Island That Made Him
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Delos was moving when his mother arrived. The island had no fixed place in the sea — it drifted at the will of the currents, held to no single location by any geological necessity. This is why Leto had been able to use it at all: every place rooted firmly in the earth had been forbidden to her by Hera, whose jealousy moved through the world like persistent weather, closing every door before Leto could ever reach it.

Poseidon had fixed the island for her specifically. He had driven his trident into the seafloor beneath the drifting landmass and stilled it there, giving it the solidity that a proper birth genuinely required.

Leto gave birth on this temporarily fixed island. Nine full days of labor — not because divine births were necessarily long by their nature, but because Hera had specifically detained Eileithyia, the goddess of childbirth, high on Olympus, refusing to let her depart. What finally broke the impasse was gold: the other goddesses sent Iris to Olympus bearing a necklace of gold and amber nine cubits long, and Eileithyia had finally come.

Artemis arrived first, then Apollo: the moon and the sun, the hunter and the musician, the untouched and the beloved, twins who would carry between them almost the entire range of what divinity could mean to the mortals who would eventually worship them both.

He was born directly into light. Delos was transformed at the precise moment of his birth — the island itself turned gold. The waters surrounding it ran gold as well. The swans that circled overhead cried out in the particular way swans cry when they recognize the presence of something that has fundamentally changed the quality of the world around them.

He was immediately and fully himself. This was the most striking quality of every account of his birth: there was no gradual awakening, no infant confusion of the kind even other young gods typically experienced. He was born already entirely Apollo — already the archer, already the musician, already the one who would preside over prophecy and healing and light in equal measure.

He looked at the world with the precision that would become his dominant and most consistent quality and found it immediately and genuinely interesting.

Delos released itself from Poseidon's trident shortly after and began drifting once more, having served its essential purpose. But it drifted now with a different quality entirely — it had been the place of this particular birth, and the place where a god of this magnitude was born was not, any longer, simply an island.

It was the origin itself.

He would return to it occasionally, across the long centuries that followed. He would stand on the still-wandering island and feel, in that returning, what all conscious beings feel when they return to their own point of origin: not the resolution of the question of what they fundamentally are, but the sharpest and most demanding possible form of that very question.
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Chapter Two: The Python and the Bow

[image: ]


He killed the Python at four days old, according to the traditional accounts, and he did not dispute this telling even though the literal details required some adjustment, because the story captured something genuinely true even where its specific timeline strained credibility. He had been very young when he first traveled to Delphi — young enough that the journey itself was the first truly significant act of his entire existence. His intention was specific and unwavering: he wanted the site for his own.

The Python was old, ancient beyond easy reckoning. It had been Gaia's own creature, the great serpent that had guarded the site long before it became a sanctuary belonging to anyone in particular. It was enormous and fully aware, and it had occupied that specific place since before the Olympian arrangement of the world had even been established.

He approached it directly, with the silver bow Hephaestus had crafted specifically for him. He did not sneak toward his target. Sneaking was simply not his mode of being — he was light itself, and light does not approach anything sideways or in shadow.

The Python turned its vast ancient head toward him and regarded him with the particular intelligence of very old things that have witnessed countless arrivals and can generally tell, almost immediately, what kind of arrival any given one represents.

It recognized him for what he was. He recognized it in turn for what it was.

There passed a moment in which they regarded each other with the specific quality of two beings who both fully understand what is about to happen and have each, independently, chosen to be genuinely present for it rather than avoid the confrontation. "You will take the site," the Python said. "Yes," he said. "And the oracle that resides here?" "I will make it mine," he said. "I will not replace entirely what is already here. I will add to it what I alone can offer."

The Python made a sound that was not, in its essential quality, disagreement — the particular sound of a very old being that has been faithfully guarding something for a very long time and has finally encountered precisely what it had always been guarding the site in anticipation of.

He shot it with three arrows — silver, direct, entirely unambiguous in their flight, each one going exactly where it was aimed without deviation. The Python died well, by his own subsequent account. He noted this as genuinely significant: it died with the particular quality of a being that has reached its proper and natural conclusion rather than one whose existence has simply been cut short before its time.

He buried the great serpent at the site itself. He gave the creature he had killed the considerable respect of permanent placement, acknowledging through this act that its death represented not erasure but transformation into something new.

The site became, from that moment forward, Delphi. The oracle became, in the most meaningful sense, his. The crack in the rock continued exhaling
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