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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 was the wife of Hector, and then she was the widow of Troy, and then she was the slave of the very man who had killed her son.

This is the story of Andromache — not the brief and celebrated wife of mythology's most honorable warrior, but the woman who survived him, who survived her city, who survived the loss of every single person she had ever loved, and who continued, against every reasonable expectation, to find within herself the capacity to build something resembling a life from what remained.

It is the story of what endurance actually requires when endurance is the only option remaining.

It is the story of a wall, and a child thrown from it, and the particular grief that has no proper name because no mother should ever need a word for it.

It is, in the end, a story about survival — not the triumphant kind the later tradition prefers, but the harder and more honest kind that simply continues, day after day, because the alternative is unthinkable.
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Chapter One: The Daughter of Cilician Thebe
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Andromache was born in Cilician Thebe, a city ruled by her father Eetion with the particular combination of genuine authority and genuine care that distinguished the better rulers of that era from the merely powerful ones. Her early years carried no premonition whatsoever of the considerable history that would eventually engulf her entire family and the city that would become her home through marriage. She grew up the daughter of a respected king, in a household shaped by the steady presence of seven brothers whose noise and warmth and occasional insufferable competitiveness provided her earliest and most formative understanding of what family actually meant.

Her father was the kind of man whose reputation for fairness extended considerably beyond the borders of his own immediate kingdom, a quality she would come to value more deeply as she grew old enough to understand how rare such genuine fairness actually was among men who possessed his degree of practical power. He ruled not merely through the authority his position provided, but through a genuine and sustained concern for the actual welfare of the people his decisions affected, a concern that expressed itself not in grand public gestures but in the daily and unglamorous work of attending carefully to the real circumstances of real people.

Her mother gave her, across the years of her childhood and adolescence, something that proved even more durable than her father's practical example of governance: a model of how to carry genuine intelligence and genuine feeling simultaneously, without allowing either to overwhelm or diminish the other. The world they inhabited generally preferred women who displayed one or the other — the purely emotional or the purely calculating — and her mother's insistence on inhabiting both registers fully and simultaneously represented, Andromache would come to understand, a genuine act of quiet courage that she had not initially recognized as courageous simply because it had been so consistent and so apparently effortless.

When word eventually came that Hector, prince of Troy, sought her hand in marriage, the household received it as significant news, recognizing immediately the political implications of a match connecting Cilician Thebe to Troy's considerable royal house. Andromache received it with a more private and more complicated mixture of feeling — the anxiety that any thoughtful person might reasonably experience at the prospect of marriage to someone entirely unknown, combined with a genuine hope grounded in what she had heard of Hector's own reputation, a reputation that suggested someone she might actually come to respect.

She spent the weeks before her departure asking everyone available who had any knowledge of Troy or its royal family whatever they could tell her, building from these accumulated fragments a picture of the city and the man she was approaching that she recognized, even as she constructed it, was almost certainly incomplete and possibly inaccurate in ways she could not yet identify. She was accustomed to this kind of incomplete preparation — to making decisions based on available information rather than waiting for perfect certainty that would never arrive. It was, in some fundamental sense, simply the condition of being alive: navigating toward an uncertain future using whatever imperfect maps the present managed to provide.

Her father embraced her on the morning of her departure with a wordlessness that communicated more than any speech he might have delivered, and she held onto this embrace for considerably longer than the occasion's formal requirements dictated, understanding, in some bone-deep way she could not fully articulate even to herself, that she was leaving behind the specific and irreplaceable world of her own origin and entering something genuinely new that would require, in ways she could not yet fully anticipate, everything she had managed to become across the years of her growing up within it.

She departed for Troy carrying her mother's hope that she would find genuine partnership, her father's example of what genuine responsibility actually looked like in practice, and her own particular combination of courage and anxiety that she had already, at her relatively young age, learned to carry simultaneously without allowing either one to entirely crowd out the other.

She did not know, and could not have known, that she was traveling toward the deepest happiness of her life and its most catastrophic loss simultaneously, that the city waiting at the end of her journey would eventually become the site of everything genuinely worth having and everything genuinely unbearable, often within the span of a single human generation's worth of years.
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Chapter Two: What Hector Actually Was

[image: ]


She met Hector for the first time on the day of their wedding, the formal customs of royal marriage across the ancient world rarely permitting the kind of extended courtship that might have otherwise allowed genuine acquaintance before the commitment itself was made. She had prepared herself, across the journey to Troy and the days of formal arrival that preceded the ceremony, for the full range of possible outcomes: a man who proved worthy of his reputation, a man who proved considerably less worthy, a man who was simply indifferent to her in the particular way that powerful men who marry for political rather than personal reasons often proved indifferent to their wives.

What she encountered, in their first private conversation following the formal ceremony, was something she had genuinely not specifically prepared for: a man who was immediately and evidently interested in her as a person, who asked questions about her own background and her own thinking with the specific quality of attention that distinguished genuine curiosity from polite performance. This might have seemed like a small thing — basic decency, mere courtesy — but she had heard enough from other women about the realities of royal marriage to understand that what she was experiencing, however apparently ordinary, was in fact genuinely fortunate.

Their conversation ranged, across those first private hours of their marriage, across a considerable variety of subjects — governance, family, the specific challenges of ruling in a time of gathering military tension, the question of what genuine partnership between
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