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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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She waited at her father's tomb for ten years, and the waiting was not passive.

This is the story of Electra — daughter of Agamemnon and Clytemnestra, sister of Orestes and Chrysothemis and Iphigenia, the woman who kept grief and rage alive long enough for justice to arrive, who refused every accommodation her mother offered and every counsel her sister gave, who understood that to stop mourning her father was to accept what had been done to him.

It is the story of a household turned against itself, of a mother who killed her husband, of a daughter who never forgave this and never tried to.

It is the story of what it costs to be the one who remembers — to carry the specific weight of a specific wrong across the years when everyone else in the house has moved on or made their peace or simply chosen survival over truth.

It is, in the end, a story about justice and what it requires of the person who wants it badly enough to wait for it without ceasing.
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Chapter One: Before the Ships Came Back
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She remembered her father clearly, which was itself a form of resistance. The years had been long enough that memory could reasonably have softened or blurred the specific details of who Agamemnon had been — the specific quality of his attention when he was present in the house, the specific way he occupied a room, the specific texture of the relationship between a daughter and a father who had been, whatever his larger and more complicated public history, genuinely present to her in the ways that mattered most to a child.

She held these memories with deliberate care, which meant she held them with deliberate pain — because memories of the dead were inseparable from the knowledge that the dead were dead, and because in her father's case the death was not the ordinary mortality that eventually took everyone but a specific and violent and unjust act that had been committed by the person she had to live with every day in the house where the act had been committed.

Clytemnestra had killed Agamemnon on the night he returned from Troy. She had done this with Aegisthus, her lover, who had been waiting in Mycenae across all the years of the war for exactly this opportunity. She had done it in the bath, or at the feast, depending on which telling held the detail most accurately — the specific mechanism of the killing mattered less than the fact of it, which was absolute and permanent and had reorganized everything about Electra's existence from the moment it occurred.

Electra had been in the house when it happened. She had not witnessed the act itself, but she had heard what was happening, or heard the aftermath of what had happened, and she had understood immediately and completely what the sounds she was hearing meant and who had made them mean what they meant. She had been old enough to understand this. She had been young enough that the understanding had arrived with the specific and comprehensive devastation that extreme knowledge arriving too early in a life tended to produce — not filtered through the protective structures that adult experience could sometimes provide, but direct and total and without the possibility of subsequent revision or reinterpretation.

The days that immediately followed had required her to do something she found genuinely and permanently impossible: to continue living in the same house with the person who had done this, to eat at the same table, to participate in the same daily domestic rituals, to maintain the surface functioning of a household whose fundamental order had been comprehensively destroyed by what the household's own mistress had chosen to do within it.

She had managed the surface functioning, because the alternative was an open confrontation that she understood, even in her devastated state, she was not yet positioned to win and that Orestes was not yet present to support. Orestes had been sent away — she had sent him away herself, or facilitated his sending, understanding that his survival outside the house was more important than his presence within it given what the house had become. She had done this specific thing for her brother at significant personal cost: the cost of his absence, of being the one who stayed while he was the one who was protected.

The waiting began that night. Not the waiting for Orestes to return, specifically, though that waiting was part of it — but the more fundamental waiting that her entire subsequent existence in that house became: the refusal to let the specific wrong of her father's murder simply become the accepted history of the household, the insistence on keeping the grief and the outrage alive in a context where everyone else in the house had strong reasons to prefer they be allowed to diminish and eventually disappear.

She was not going to let them disappear. This was the decision she made in the earliest days after the killing, and it was not a decision she subsequently revised or regretted or retreated from across all the long years of the waiting that followed. She was going to remember. She was going to mourn visibly. She was going to make her father's death an ongoing and uncomfortable presence in the house that his killer continued to inhabit and govern, regardless of what this cost her in terms of her own treatment within that house and regardless of how much simpler her own daily life would have become had she simply chosen to grieve privately and accept the new arrangement.
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