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ACCEPTED: ORIENTATION

ACADEMY OF THE GODS

URBAN FANTASY


Tilting my world on its axis, a mysterious visitor changed my life forever.


Revelations of my true origin threaten my view of the reality I’ve always known.

Newly accepted into the Academy of the Gods, I am now faced with separating fact from fiction.

Hi, my name is Nenet Summers, and I’m an Xtheo—whatever the hell that means. 

DEDICATION

To my father James, who I miss every day. 
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Chapter 1: The Arrival
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“Nenet Summers?” The man’s voice was beyond deep as my name spilled from his mouth when I opened my front door.

“That would be me.” I eyed the man up and down and showed no fear. “And you are?” 

The man standing in front of me bowed deeply. He stood in my doorway wearing a white jalabiya that flowed to his ankles, complete with a dark-blue scarf and a traditional turban. “Femi. I’ve come from the AoG Academy of Egyptian Studies to bring you this invitation.” Clutching a scroll-like piece of paper in his hand, he reached his long arm toward me. It looked as though it was made from real papyrus. 

“Is this a joke? I’ve never heard of AoG before, and I would know.” I’d applied to Cairo and Mansoura, both top schools in Egypt, and neither of them had accepted me. 

“I don’t joke, Nenet.” 

“You can call me Nene. No one calls me Nenet.” 

Femi ignored my request and placed the invitation in my hand. The paper felt heavy in my hand, not that I was an expert, but even the lettering looked authentic. The edges were tattered and some of the words were smudged, as if the invitation itself was created hundreds of years ago, which was puzzling. 

The wording on the invitation was simple: 


Nenet Summers of New York City, you have been accepted into the AoG Academy of Egyptian Studies. A private benefactor has covered your fees. Your arrival to Aswan has been long awaited.


Femi’s face held no expression when I looked up at him. 

“Nenet, our flight leaves first thing tomorrow. Gather only what you need. The rest will be provided upon your arrival.” 

“I’m sorry, but what if I don’t want to go to this university?” Who was I kidding? I’d go, but I needed to buy some time and do the research. Different scenarios crossed my mind. My mother had always told me I was too curious, too nosy. She was right. My mind raced with all the amazing what-ifs. The places I would see. The things I would do once I got there. All the positive thoughts clouded my judgement. 

I should’ve been concerned. My life could’ve been in danger. Instead, I was foaming at the mouth for the opportunity to see Egypt. 

“Nenet ...” 

“Nene,” I corrected. 

“We are to leave tomorrow. The flight alone is almost twenty hours, and you don’t want to miss orientation. That would be frowned upon. I only have so much time to explain your place among the others.” 

“My place?” I looked up at the man who could easily crush me. In the moonlight, he somehow felt even more foreboding. “What type of place? Like ... living arrangements? I still haven’t agreed to what you’re offering.” 

“It’s better if we discuss this on our flight.”

“How about now?” I crossed my arms over my chest and raised my brow.

Femi stood taller before stepping over the threshold into my home, and I didn’t have much choice but to back away. His height alone could block out the sun and offer shade to anyone standing in his shadow. 

“AoG is a very private school that only offers invitations to those they deem suitable. You, Miss Summers, have been on the list since your birth.” 

Whoa. This was one of those times where a freak-the-fuck-out was suitable and expected, but I didn’t for some strange reason. I wasn’t the type of person to back down from experiencing new things. I pierced my nose when I was thirteen. Got my ass beat for it, but I did it anyway knowing my mother was going to go shit bricks. I wasn’t stupid, but I could be impulsive. 

There was something too good about this offer. If there was a red stop sign over Femi’s head telling me to halt, I ignored it. My life here wasn’t much of anything. Too many times I would tell my co-workers every day needed to be Friday and payday. Femi wasn’t offering that, but what he’d proposed had enticed me. 

“Who’s paying my tuition?” 

“Your benefactor.” 

“You said that already. Do you mind being a bit more specific?” I quirked a brow. 

“Again, these are things I will explain on the plane,” Femi sighed and shook his head. “All of your expenses are paid for and you’ll receive a monthly stipend.”

“Do I get to choose my major? Or is this scholarship dependent on a certain subject?” First rule of free things: if it’s too good to be true, something is foul. 

“The school focuses on mythology, but we have an excellent archeology department, which I know is your area of expertise. Am I right, Nenet?” Femi walked the length of my living room, which for him was only five steps, before sitting on my couch. The legs creaked under his weight, and as he tried to adjust, he made growling noises. 

Sorry not sorry. 

“Seriously, stop with the Nenet. It’s Nene, all right?” 

“I’ll address you how I see fit.” The sound of his voice carried across the room, and with it came sass. Dude was giving me attitude. 

Fine. He wanted to continue with the formalities. Whatever. 

“Will I be able to travel a lot?” 

“Most assuredly. You will be a major addition to our school and highly sought after.” 

I snorted. “You make me sound like a celebrity.” 

Femi didn’t laugh. Instead, his forehead creased. 

“Miss, there is a certain status that comes with your arrival. Again, I’ll explain in greater detail on the plane, but we must leave by tomorrow. Is there anything you need help with?” 

I’d never had much. Being adopted wasn’t what it was cracked up to be. My mother and father were good to me but died in a freak accident on the Brooklyn Bridge. No one knew how the car ran off the road. The video cameras showed they weren’t pushed, and the car hadn’t lost control. On camera, it looked as if my parents had simply driven off the bridge because they’d wanted to. 

“I have nothing except my clothes.” A thought occurred to me as I eyed Femi. “Do I need clothing like yours?” I was nervous about my appearance. What if I wasn’t accepted or people made fun of me because I was the scholarship kid? 

Femi’s gaze raked me up and down before he closed his eyes briefly. He stayed silent for an uncomfortable moment and then his deep voice rang out. “Your attire, although not ideal, will work. After we land, you may buy something different if you wish. For now, we need to stick to the schedule.”

I grunted at his request. What was the hurry anyway? “I still have more questions.” 

Femi sighed, the movement lifting his shoulders dramatically. “What other questions do you have?”

“When was AoG founded, and what does AoG stand for?” 

“Academy of the Gods has been around for a very long time. Menes, the first ruler of Egypt, founded it himself. It was before the pharaohs were considered gods on Earth.”

“I thought it wasn’t proven Menes actually existed, only that the name meant ‘he who endures.’” 

With a nod, Femi stood and paced the confines of my living room. My apartment felt stuffy. I wasn’t claustrophobic or anything, but the sheer size of the man had me feeling anxious again. I looked around and wondered what he thought. I hoped he didn’t notice the water stains on my ceiling, or the fact my bedroom didn’t have a door but a curtain. But as he walked back and forth, I could tell he was trying to decide just how much to tell me. I knew something was off, and I started to backpedal at once. 

This could potentially turn into a worst-case scenario moment. My palms were sweaty, and equal amounts of adrenaline mixed with fear and excitement made my head hurt. Femi noticed my hesitation and gave me a gentle look. 

“I can see the fear in your eyes, little one, but I will never harm you. I have sworn to protect your life at my own cost if necessary.” 

Who said shit like that? It was so far-fetched, and why would my life be something he would need to protect? Did I land in the worst B-movie ever, or did this dude just say he’d pledged his own life to protect mine? 

“What kind of school is this? Are you involved in some sort of sex trafficking?” I tried to keep my heart steady. It had started to run the hundred-meter dash without me, and I needed a few more seconds before I could acclimate to the flight or fight mode. My mind scoured my brain
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