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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.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Table of Contents

[image: ]


Prologue

Chapter One: Born from Chaos

Chapter Two: The House Where Zeus Did Not Enter

Chapter Three: Her Children and What They Made

Chapter Four: What the Dark Actually Was

Chapter Five: The Fates and Their Thread

Chapter Six: Erebus

Chapter Seven: What She Watched

Chapter Eight: The Children Who Troubled Her

Chapter Nine: The Stars She Knew

Chapter Ten: Her Relationship to Hemera

Chapter Eleven: Zeus's Deference

Chapter Twelve: What Darkness Nurtured

Chapter Thirteen: The Goddess Homer Would Not Name

Chapter Fourteen: What She Gave the World

Chapter Fifteen: The Dark Between Stars

Chapter Sixteen: The Night That Always Returns

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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She was older than the gods and the gods knew it, and even Zeus did not enter her house uninvited.

This is the story of Nyx — primordial Night, born directly from Chaos at the beginning of everything, mother of Sleep and Death and Dream and Strife and the Fates and countless others whose own domains together constituted the darkest and most necessary textures of mortal and divine existence.

It is the story of a being so ancient and so fundamental that the universe itself could not properly function without her, yet who moved through the mythology's more active and more dramatic stories as a presence rather than a participant.

It is the story of what it means to be the ground from which everything else grows — older than Olympus, older than the Titans, older even than the idea of order itself.

It is, in the end, a story about the dark that makes all light meaningful, and the being who has always been its keeper.
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Chapter One: Born from Chaos
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Before the gods there was Chaos, the vast and undifferentiated void from which all subsequent existence gradually emerged — not through creation in any deliberate sense, not through the exercise of any will that preceded the things the will would have been required to make, but through the slow and fundamental process by which a universe not yet organized into recognizable form began, across an immeasurable span of something not yet properly called time, to differentiate itself into the distinct and specific presences that would eventually constitute the world.

Nyx was among the first of these differentiations — among the earliest recognizable presences to emerge from Chaos's undifferentiated vastness, taking form as Night itself in the specific and fundamental sense that Night was not simply what happened when the sun was absent but was a genuine and original presence, a primordial substance with its own character and its own qualities that predated the sun's existence by an interval too vast to meaningfully measure.

She came into being knowing what she was, in the way that primordial beings came into being — without the gradual developmental process that mortals required to understand themselves, without the years of accumulated experience through which younger and more derivative beings eventually came to understand their own natures. She was Night. She had always been Night, in the sense that always was available to use in a context where time itself was only beginning to organize itself into something that always and never could properly describe.

She was beautiful, the tradition consistently noted, with a specific and particular beauty that differed from the beauty of later and more conventionally celebrated divine beauties — a beauty that was not the warm and obvious beauty of sunlight on a summer afternoon but the specific and subtler beauty of the night sky at its clearest and deepest, when the stars were fully visible and the darkness between them was not absence but presence, not emptiness but the genuine and original substance of which she herself was the most direct and most complete expression.

She bore children, in the early ages of the world's formation, with and without the participation of any other being — some of her most significant offspring emerging from her own substance alone, as Chaos itself had originally produced her, others the product of her union with Erebus, the primordial Darkness whose own nature was so closely related to hers that the distinction between them was, at certain moments, almost more philosophical than practical.

Her children were the things that the night made necessary and the night made possible: Sleep and Death, twin brothers whose own domains were so closely related that mortal poets sometimes struggled to fully articulate the distinction between them; Dream, whose own domain of nocturnal vision and nocturnal meaning-making depended entirely on the specific conditions that her own presence provided; Strife, whose own energy seemed to flourish particularly in the spaces and hours where her domain held sway; the Fates, whose governance of mortal life and mortal death was most immediately and most continuously felt during the night hours when mortals lay sleeping under her domain's comprehensive cover.

She thought about this extraordinary family across the enormous span of her existence with the specific quality of attention that a being of her particular nature brought to everything she attended to — comprehensive, unhurried, genuinely present to the full range of what each of her children represented and what each of their domains contributed to the broader functioning of the world that she, older than all of them, had been present to watch come into being from Chaos's original and undifferentiated vastness.
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